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Chapter 1
 
Sneaking into a dilapidated home with nightfall rapidly approaching wasn’t a great idea, but I was doing it anyway. 
My name is Ripley Van Raden. My friends call me Rip. I guess it’s kind of ironic that I am a tour guide for haunted locations around town, with a nickname like R.I.P. 
I’d recently moved back to my hometown of Devil’s Moon. I’d left years ago for college and never returned. Growing up I never thought I’d leave, but it just kind of worked out that way. When I’d discovered my now ex-boyfriend in bed with my now ex-friend—they weren’t just inspecting the sheets, by the way—I’d decided to make a change. That change meant coming home after ten years. 
Things hadn’t changed much in my hometown. There was a new Walmart and McDonald’s, but more importantly, Devil’s Moon was just as haunted as ever. It could be argued that we had more than our share of ghosts. 
Pots of yellow chrysanthemums dotted the sidewalks and old-fashioned wooden streetlights decorated the streets and guided the way during the night. Old buildings lined the main street in town. My favorite one was an old brick two story that had a black wrought iron balcony on the second floor. 
Somehow I’d landed the job of head librarian at the town’s only library. I was beginning to suspect it was because no one else wanted the job. The library was haunted and that made some people stay away. 
My career as head librarian kept me busy during the day. At night, I guided people around town, recounting stories of ghostly shadows and spirits hanging around to seek revenge. 
There was no shortage of haunted locations in Devil’s Moon. Some folks in town wanted to ignore the ghosts, but I knew they were there. They’d made their presence known on many occasions. Ignoring them didn’t make them go away. As a matter of fact, I’d even spotted a new one at the library recently. But more about that later.
Local police officer Brannon Landon had asked me to accompany him on a ghost hunt at a rundown old house at the edge of town. This place looked like something out of a scary movie, with overgrown bushes covering the front porch and boards hanging from the ceilings. Believe it or not, I’d never been on an actual ghost hunt with all the fancy-schmancy equipment. My thing was talking about ghosts, not hunting them. 
Ghost hunters usually worked in a group. I was used to doing the tour thing by myself. Did that make me a loner? Maybe I was a little, but I enjoyed talking with the people on my tours. I wasn’t so worried about getting actual evidence of a ghost. I didn’t need it. I already knew that they were real. 
A ghost even communicated with me. I know that sounds crazy, but it’s the truth. She had a unique way of getting her message across. Somehow the ghost had learned how to manipulate my cell phone and computer. She left messages for me all the time. 
So after Brannon had taken me on the ghost hunt, I’d decided to return to the house alone. I knew it was risky, but I couldn’t help myself. All the people on the investigation of the rundown house had been distracting. I wanted to take my time and poke around that old house at my own pace. 
The old house stood on a small hill surrounded by oak, pine, and magnolia trees and overgrowth. The Italianate-style structure had red brick with black shutters. Of course most of the shutters were falling off or missing. Ornate detail embellished the tops of the windows with roof brackets acting as a garland around the top of the home. It looked like decorations on top of a cake.   
As far as I knew, no one had lived there since the 1970s. I’d heard a lot of rumors about the place, but so far I didn’t know fact from fiction. Right now I just had to make sure I didn’t step on a loose floorboard, fall through the floor, and become one of the ghosts before my time. 
A chill had settled in the air. Halloween was almost here. Leaves had started falling, which gave a glimpse of the spooky place from the road. Setting foot in this place wasn’t for the faint of heart. Sure, I was used to creepy, but I still got a little anxious each time I put myself into a situation like this. 
Brannon and his fellow investigators had gathered several pieces of evidence with their equipment, so I believed the place really was haunted. They’d captured the voice of a female stating that they should get out. That wasn’t the kind of message you wanted to get when looking for ghosts. Yet here I was going into this place all by myself. 
I peered up at the creepy old building. It was now or never and I guessed I was as ready as I’d ever be to go inside. I had to remind myself that I would be fine. Yep, just fine. 
As I neared the front porch a rustling came from my right. It was probably just a cat or a raccoon. Although the noise had been followed by what could have been footsteps, as if someone was walking over leaves. I brushed off the idea and moved toward the house. 
I hoped Brannon didn’t find out that I had come back here alone. He would say it was too dangerous. Maybe he was right, but I figured a little peek wouldn’t hurt. I’d been in the house once, and nothing bad had happened. That meant nothing would happen this time, right? 
There was something mysterious about the house that had lured me back. Poking around by myself had seemed like a good idea earlier in the day. Now that it was closing in on darkness, I was having second thoughts. I reminded myself that it was just an old house. Even if there was a ghost, I was used to dealing with them. I could handle this one as well.
Yet there was something different about this one. 
I paused at the bottom of the steps. If I was going inside, then I needed to hurry up. It would be completely dark soon. The footsteps hadn’t sounded again, so it was probably just an animal. 
I moved across the porch, careful of every step. After one last glance over my shoulder, I twisted the loose doorknob and opened the door just a little. 
“Hello,” I called out. 
I knew no one would answer. Well, no living person.  
After inching further into the house, I closed the door behind me. The squeak from the hinges echoed around the empty home. It was a good thing that I’d brought a flashlight. Even though there was still a little light outside, the boarded-up windows made the inside of the house dark. Cobwebs covered every corner of the foyer. A window at the back of the room allowed a ray of dim light to stream in through a crack in one of the boards. The staircase sat on the right side of the foyer, inviting guests to go deeper into the house. Of course, I was just gullible enough to take that invitation.
As I moved closer to the staircase, floorboards creaked over my head. I froze and listened, trying to figure out where the sound had come from. Brannon and I had heard that exact noise when we were there, but we had never found the source. Maybe it was just a residual haunting. That would explain why it had happened at practically the same time on each visit.
After a few more seconds, I placed one foot on the staircase and then forced myself to take the next step. I inched up the staircase, reminding myself to breathe. I hated that the stairs’ treads made noise. It was as if I was disturbing a presence that was in the house. Not only that, but it felt like there were eyes on me with every step I took.
Once at the top of the stairs, a cold breeze whispered across my arms. I shone my light down the hallway to make sure there wasn’t an animal ready to attack. So far, I didn’t see anything, but that didn’t mean that there wasn’t something hiding in one of the rooms, waiting to jump out at me. I could deal with a ghost much easier than I could handle a creature, unless it was a cute kitty or sweet little puppy.
The series of staccato taps
started again. No one was in the house but me, but it sounded like someone was walking down the hallway toward me. 
I stopped in my tracks. It felt as if the wind had been knocked out of me. A female ghost stood in front of me. She was so close that I could almost touch her. 
I’d seen ghosts before, but this one was by far the creepiest that I’d ever seen. With what looked like blood dripping from her head, and claws for hands, it was no wonder she held the spookiest spirit ever title. Her eyes glowed green as she stared right at me. I was so shocked that I couldn’t speak. What would I have said anyway? ‘How’s it going?’ ‘How about that weather we’re having?’ More sensible questions would be to ask her name and why she was haunting the house. But with the way she was staring at me, my ability to think was nonexistent. 
While I debated with myself, the ghost vanished right in front of my eyes. Poof. I couldn’t see her, but when freezing air blasted me, I knew that the ghost was on the move. I didn’t want her tagging along for a ride in my body, so I figured it was best that I put my new white sneakers to use and get the heck out of there.  
I hurried down the stairs, hoping that I didn’t miss a step and tumble to the bottom and land on my head. The thought of looking back to see if she was following me was terrifying. I decided to forego that action and keep trucking down the stairs. Based on the feeling that surrounded me, I knew she was hovering just over my shoulder, and there was no need to look back. Plus, if I didn’t look back maybe she would leave me alone.
Finally I made it to the bottom and practically skidded across the floor toward the front door. Her presence clung to me the whole way. When I got outside, the heavy feeling in the air eased. Thank goodness, because it had felt as if I was being suffocated. 
I rushed behind the wheel of my car and punched the gas. Maybe there was a reason Brannon had said no one should go into this house alone. I’d never listened to advice though. Like when my mother had told me not to date my ex-fiancé Travis Becker. She was still reminding me how badly that had turned out. Yes, that was definitely one of my character flaws.
I glanced in the rear-view mirror as I pulled out onto the street. The creepy feeling surrounding the house made goosebumps pop up over my body. Now that I was out of there though, I wished I hadn’t been such a scaredy-cat. What would the patrons of my haunted tour think if they saw me run out of the house like Shaggy minus Scooby? Luckily no one was around to capture my frightened performance on video.   
My apartment was in an old Victorian that had been split up. I had the whole third floor. It was a long walk up the stairs, but I liked having the top floor. It felt more like my own private retreat. 
When night fell, like now, the house took on a whole new appearance, as if it transformed into a spooky alter ego. But during the day, the sun shone on the place, making the flowers surrounding the white front porch appear brighter and the blue façade even cheerier. The place was perfect for me and it had already started to feel like home. I’d settled into my apartment nicely, working at the library during the day and running haunted tours at night.
My living and dining room was a combined space, with a small kitchen at the back of the house. After climbing the stairs, I opened my door, tossed my purse on the nearby table and flicked my shoes off. I headed straight for the kitchen. I contemplated a glass of wine to settle my nerves, but I didn’t hold liquor well and one glass would probably give me a hangover. So instead I made myself a turkey sandwich of wheat bread with nonfat mayo and grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge. I plopped down on the sofa and turned on the TV. I was in the mood to just zone out in front of the television for the rest of the evening. The Hallmark Channel was calling my name. 
After finishing my sandwich and watching an entire movie, I figured I’d catch up on a little work before bed. As I sat on the sofa looking through a few papers, cold air fell over the room. Since the temperature was chilly out, I didn’t have the air conditioning on, so I had no idea where this cold had come from. 
Then again, maybe I did know where it was coming from. It felt exactly like the spirit at the haunted house. 
Please don’t let the thing have followed me home.



 
Chapter 2
 
Next morning, I stepped out into the sunshine. With the bright blue sky and sunshine streaming down, last night seemed like just a dream. But I knew what I’d seen had been real. I’d never forget those green glowing eyes. Or that menacing feeling that had almost consumed me. But right now I had to force those thoughts out of my mind.
I made the short walk to Bilson Library. Being able to walk to work every day was a stress-reliever. I passed by the diner and the cute little shops that lined the main street of town.
The town’s library was impressive, to say the least. It was a large two-story brick Victorian Gothic-style building that loomed over everything. The center of the building had a tower with a steeply-pitched roof. Many windows covered the façade, allowing tiny glimpses into the building’s soul. Ornamental gables decorated the peaks and corners. The building had many stories to tell. 
A chill fell over me every time I saw the place. That hadn’t changed since the first day I’d laid eyes on the building. 
The oddest thing about the library though was the graveyard on the front lawn. The town’s first librarian was buried there, among other past residents of Devil’s Moon. That was a little creepy, but it was something I’d learned to deal with. The librarian’s grave didn’t bother me as much because I’d gotten a chance to meet her ghost. Yes, she haunted the library. Plus, she sent me text messages. I know that sounded farfetched, but it was the truth. 
My best friend Tammy White also worked with me at the library. It made the day even brighter when I walked through the door and saw her smiling face. We’d been friends since high school. When I’d moved back to town, we’d had a chance to start our weekly shopping and lunch trips all over again. 
Layers of copper highlighted Tammy’s amber-colored hair. She styled it in wispy bangs. Tammy always looked as if she’d just stepped off a runway. She wore black pants and an emerald silk blouse that made her hair color pop. Large silver earrings dangled from her earlobes with a matching necklace around her neck. 
Jane Austen sat on the desk licking her paws. That sounded strange, right? She was the lovely black cat that had adopted the library as her home last winter. So Jane was here, but where was the resident ghost? Usually Annie was waiting for me when I walked through the door.
“Good morning?” Tammy studied my face. 
“What? Do I have something on my face?” I brushed my hand across my cheek. Maybe I had remnants from my morning cream-cheese bagel. 
Tammy pointed at me. “With those dark circles under your eyes and wrinkled skirt, you look like you didn’t sleep much.” 
“I look that good, huh?” I struck my best model pose. 
Her smile spread across her heart-shaped face. “You know what I mean.” 
I moved around behind the reference desk. “I suppose I do. I guess I didn’t sleep much last night.” 
Oops. After the words slipped out I regretted it. Now Tammy would want to know more. I hoped she didn’t press for details about my visit to the old house. It would freak her out if I told her I thought something had followed me. 
A smile slid across her face and she wiggled her eyebrows. “Did you see Brannon? Why didn’t you tell me?”
The phone rang and I dove to answer it. “Got to get that.” Maybe Tammy would forget about what I’d said while I was on the phone. 
By the time I hung up she was helping a patron. We’d been swamped at work lately. The library had recently lost the only other assistant we’d had, so Tammy and I needed help. So far no one had applied for the job. Was it because they thought the place was haunted? More than likely it was because they’d heard what a pain Mrs. Agnew, the head of the library board, was to work for. 
Now it was just Tammy and me in the big building. Mrs. Agnew didn’t seem to want us to find help. Until she finally gave in and placed a real ad looking for an assistant, I figured we’d be on our own for a while. 
Tammy had been putting in more hours and I felt bad that she had to work so much. With her fashion sense and style, was it any wonder that one of her other jobs was at Sue’s Savvy Beauty Salon? She worked there afternoons and at the tavern in the evenings. Sometimes Tammy said she was saving for a house and other times she just said she wanted to be a millionaire. 
Tonight was a big event at the library. A New York Times-bestselling mystery author was making a stop in Devil’s Moon and doing a book signing here. Tammy and I were both excited because we were fans of his books. 
I glanced at the clock on the wall. The author was scheduled to arrive at five p.m. At least that left me the rest of the day to prepare. I’d already set up the table where the author would have his discussion and book signing. I just needed to make sure everyone had plenty of places to stand while waiting in line. 
Tammy stacked books on the counter. “You still haven’t told me. What did you do last night?” 
So much for her forgetting. I typed on the keyboard and didn’t look over at her. I knew ignoring her wouldn’t work, but I tried it anyway. 
I didn’t take my eye off the screen. “I just went out for a walk.” 
“That was a vague answer.” She tapped her red-polished fingernails against the counter. “I think there is more to it than that.” 
I continued to enter information into the computer. “Just the usual stuff.” 
I felt her eyes on me. My time of evading her was running out. I wouldn’t be able to put her off much longer. I might as well come clean.
Tammy leaned in closer to me. “Tell about last night.”
My cell phone dinged and I picked up the phone. “Got to take this call.” 
I knew who the text was from. Generally I only got text messages from my mother, or Tammy, or my new ghost friend. Annie had learned to text. I still had no idea how she did that. It was something I probably would never know. 
It was about time she showed up this morning. Where had she been?
I read the text. Did you go to that house? Bad things happened there.

Annie was just being nervous. Of course I’d heard the stories about the house, but I hadn’t let them stop me. She knew that I’d gone on the investigation with Brannon, but how did she know I’d gone back by myself?
“Everything is fine, Annie,” I said, turning around to look at her.
Annie wasn’t there. Where was she hiding? I glanced up toward the stacks. Sometimes she liked to sit up there or just hover by the ceiling. She wasn’t here either.
“What did Annie say?” Tammy asked. 
I sighed. “I guess I should tell you what I was up to last night.” 
Tammy placed her hands on her hips. “I knew you were doing something you shouldn’t have.” 
“You know that old house out on Potter Road?” I asked. 
Her eyes widened. “I know the place. The one you went to with Brannon, right? It’s haunted and a witch used to live there. She placed a hex on anyone who came near.” 
“Yes, that’s the one.” I rubbed the cat’s head. “You don’t believe that silly story, do you?” 
Tammy leaned against the desk. “It’s not just a story. My aunt’s friend’s sister’s boyfriend went there, and the next day he was in the hospital with two broken legs.”
“I thought he fell down the stairs at the bar?” I asked.
“Yeah, but it was after he had been at that house.” She punctuated her sentence with a point of her finger. “So you went with Brannon for another investigation?” 
“Not exactly.” I picked at a scrap piece of paper. 
She quirked a brow. “What do you mean?” 
“I went alone,” I blurted out.
Tammy coughed as if she couldn’t believe what she’d just heard. She should know me well enough by now. “What? Why would you do something like that? Are you crazy? Haven’t you heard the rumors about that place?” 
“They’re just rumors, remember?” 
“Are they?” She folded her arms in front of her waist. 
My phone dinged again and I pulled it out of my pocket. 
They are more than rumors, the text from Annie read. 
So what if rumor had it that a witch lived in the home and she’d practiced black magic? I didn’t believe in black magic. It was all campfire stories. 
“You’re not going back there again, are you?” Tammy asked. 
I shrugged and grabbed a couple books. 
She glared at me. “Tell me you aren’t going back.” 
“I don’t think I’m going back,” I said as I walked away. 
Tammy followed close on my footsteps. “That’s not the answer I was looking for.” 
The more she talked about it, the more I thought maybe I needed to look into the haunting more. Something had obviously followed me. Now I really was interested in the place. For that reason I couldn’t say for sure that I wouldn’t go back.  
“It’s no big deal.” I stuffed a book on the shelf.
“You’re going to give me an ulcer.” Tammy clutched her waist. 
I patted her shoulder. “I promise I won’t do anything crazy.”



 
Chapter 3
 
The day had passed quickly and before I knew it the time for the author event had arrived. 
“They should be here any minute,” I said to Tammy as I looked at the time. 
As if on cue a woman stormed through the library door. She wore a navy-blue sweater that was buttoned incorrectly. Her mousy brown hair was pulled back into a sloppy ponytail. If she was here to check out a book, then she was really in a rush. 
“May I help you?” I asked. 
She whipped around and looked at me. “Oh, good. I’m glad someone is here.” 
I exchanged a look with Tammy, and then asked the woman, “Who are you?” 
She stared at me as if she was stunned that I didn’t know who she was. “My name is Cady Catherine. I’m the assistant for Hank Key.”  
“Great. We’re really excited to have you here this evening.” I rushed around the counter. 
“I have to get things ready for Hank. He’ll be inside any minute. Do you have bottled water?” She talked so quickly that I felt as if I’d been sucked into a tornado. 
“I’ll get the water,” Tammy said, leaving me standing alone with Cady. 
“I think I have everything set up for the signing. All the books are at his table.” I gestured across the room. 
“Oh, yeah, great. You did a good job.” She didn’t sound convinced of that.  
The sound of the main door opening caught our attention. A dark-haired man with a beard marched in at a brisk pace. I recognized him as Hank Key from the photo on the back of the book jacket. He scanned the room, spotted the table that had his poster displayed behind it, then proceeded across the room toward it. I wasn’t even sure if he had noticed us standing at the reference desk. I supposed he had done a lot of signings so this was all routine for him. 
His hair was a little unruly and his white shirt and jeans a little wrinkled. Hank was probably tired from travel and hadn’t gotten a chance to rest when he arrived in town. 
Cady released a deep breath. “He’s so demanding.” 
He hadn’t even asked for anything. If anyone seemed demanding, it would be her.
Hank sat at the table and pulled out a pen from his shirt pocket. He pushed up his sleeves and leaned back in the chair. It felt strange just watching him without him even noticing. After his routine, he finally looked around. That was when he spotted us. 
He jumped up from his seat and hurried over to us. “I’m sorry. I didn’t even see you standing over there.” He stuck out his hand toward me. “I’m Hank Key.” 
“Yes, I love your books,” I said, shaking his hand. “Welcome to Devil’s Moon and Bilson Library.”
“It’s great to be here. Devil’s Moon seems like a nice place,” he said.
Cady snorted. “Except for one thing.”
What did she mean? Hank didn’t respond to her comment and I wasn’t sure I should ask. 
Instead I changed the subject. “People should be arriving any minute. Please let me know if you need anything.”
“Thanks. I’ll be sure to do that.” Hank smiled and returned to the table. 
Tammy had reappeared with the bottles of water. “How’s it going?” she whispered. 
“Okay, I guess. Cady mentioned there was something she didn’t like about Devil’s Moon. I wonder what she meant?” I asked.
Tammy glanced at Cady, who had joined Hank over by the table. “She probably prefers bigger cities.” 
“Maybe, or maybe not,” I said under my breath.
As Cady buzzed around the room like a hummingbird, my cell phone dinged. 
What is all the chaos around here? It’s making me nervous. 
Since there were a lot of people around me, I couldn’t respond to Annie right now. I peeked around but still couldn’t find her hiding spot. Maybe that was why she hadn’t appeared all day. Apparently this event had made her shy all of a sudden. 
Why is that woman running around like crazy? Annie asked. 
I had no answer for that. But just like Annie, Cady was making me nervous. 
How had I lost control of the situation so quickly? 
Suddenly the door opened and the library was flooded with people. They entered the library and Tammy instructed them on where to form a line in front of the table for Hank to sign their books. So far it was a good turnout, which made me happy. I loved to see readers come to the library. Tammy was doing a great job of guiding people when they stepped through the door. I moved over to the table and stood beside Cady, who was beside Hank. 
“I hope this goes smoothly,” she said, blowing the bangs out of her eyes. 
How could it not with me in charge? Right? Okay, it could quickly turn chaotic. At least I had Tammy’s help.
One woman in particular caught my attention. She had pushed her way toward the front of the line. I couldn’t believe she was being so rude. If she wasn’t careful a fight would break out soon. 
I slipped away from the table and moved closer to the woman in line. Why, I wasn’t sure. What could I do to get the woman to be nicer? I doubted just the sight of me would make a difference. Maybe asking her to leave if she didn’t tone down her behavior would be enough. I walked up beside her and she glanced over at me. 
“You’d better think again if you think you’re cutting the line.” Her eyes narrowed and her lips turned up into a snarl. 
I’d rather take on a grizzly bear than fight her.  
When I saw her evil snarl, I backed up. “I’m just the librarian.” 
She snorted and turned back around to stare at Hank again. I felt a presence behind me. Cady had walked up. 
“Her name is Sandra. She’s Hank’s biggest fan and she follows him everywhere. You’ve read that book Misery by Stephen King? I’m pretty sure that she’s going to do that to Hank soon.” Cady shook her head.
“Wow, that’s a little scary, don’t you think? Have you told the police?” I asked. 
Cady tossed her hands up. “She hasn’t really done anything wrong… yet. I hope it stays that way. What can the police do?”  
I kept my eye on Sandra as I moved around the line again and back over beside Hank. I’d keep a watch on Sandra the Super Fan though. Sandra tapped her foot against the floor and sighed. Hank couldn’t sign the books any faster, so she would just have to wait. 
The people in front and behind her had already noticed her behavior and were growing increasingly irritated with her. I didn’t blame them one bit. There was always one rotten apple to spoil the fun. If she didn’t stop soon they might throw her out for me. Tammy was watching her too.
As I watched over the action, someone else entered the library. A blonde woman wearing a tight red dress sashayed through the library door. Her focus was strictly on Hank. It was as if she didn’t even notice anyone else was there. That had been happening a lot today. I wasn't sure if she was ignoring us or if she really didn't know we were standing there. Either way, it didn’t matter. If she needed help, I suppose she would find Tammy or me. It looked as if she was on a mission though and that she already knew exactly where she was going. But what did she want with Hank? Clearly she could see the line for the book signing. Hank hadn’t looked up. 
I wondered if I should mind my own business or if I should stop her and point her in the direction of the back of the line. Should I alert Hank that this woman was headed his way? I could pretend to ask him a question about the book signing. Then if he needed help to get away from her, he could let me know. Though I wasn’t sure what I would do to help him escape. Call the police? I hoped it didn’t come to that. 
Where was Cady? Wasn’t it part of her job to help Hank? She had just been beside him a second ago. Tammy was busy talking with a patron. Now it was up to me. 
Just then Hank looked up and locked eyes with the woman. The expression on his face when he saw her looked as if he’d just seen the Grim Reaper.
“What are you doing here?” Hank’s voice echoed across the library. 
Silence filled the library. 
“I told you not to come here,” Hank added.
I hurried across the room so that I could break this up before it got out of hand. Obviously, he knew the woman. 
“I came to tell you to pay the money you owe me.” She folded her arms in front of her chest and tapped her foot against the floor. She stood in front of his table as if she was daring him to come and get her. 
Hank scoffed. “We settled that in court.” Hank glanced around. I wasn’t sure if he was looking for an escape or Cady. Maybe both. Since this signing was my responsibility, I needed to step in and try to mediate the situation. Just until after the signing. 
“Is everything okay?” I asked. 
Neither Hank nor the woman acknowledged me. 
“We didn’t settle it. That’s why you still owe me the money.” She pointed at him. 
He waved his hands. “You’ll have to talk with my lawyer.” 
“I don’t want to talk with your lawyer,” she said in a shrill voice. 
Hank smirked. “Well, that is too bad.” 
Hank picked up a couple books and attempted to ignore her. I moved closer to the woman, hoping that she wouldn’t try to punch me.
“Is everything okay?” I leaned closer to her. 
Finally she acknowledged me. She whipped around and glared at me. “You can tell my ex-husband to pay me what he owes me.” 
I winced. “I don’t think I can do that.” That wasn’t in my job description. 
“Melissa, you will have to leave or I will have to call the police,” Hank said. 
“The police! You have some nerve.” Melissa pounded her fist against the table. 
“Ma’am, he’s right. I will get in trouble if this event doesn’t go smoothly. I’m sure you understand,” I said in the sweetest voice I could muster. 
She narrowed her eyes and then looked back at Hank. 
“Oh, what is going on?” Cady yelled from across the room. 
This had turned into a circus. All that was missing was a few clowns. Apparently I was the ringmaster. Cady stomped over to us. I knew this wasn’t going to end well. The situation grew tenser by the second. 
Melissa placed her hands on her hips. “And what do you think you’re going to do about it?” She glared at Cady. 
Cady rolled up the sleeves of her sweater. “I’ll tell you what I’ll do about it. I will kick you out of here on your butt.” 
“Oh, no. I don’t think that will be necessary.” I stepped between Cady and Melissa. It looked like fists would start flying at any second. “Melissa was just leaving.”
“You can go now,” Cady snapped. 
I looked at Melissa. “I’m sure Hank will be happy to talk with you when you all are out of the library.”
Hank’s biggest fan Sandra marched over toward us. We all paused and stared at her. Sandra had her eyes on Melissa though. Melissa stepped back a little when she spotted Sandra. 
“You are causing a scene.” Sandra poked Melissa in the chest with her finger. 
Melissa’s eyes widened in shock. She stepped forward, but I knew that she really wanted to hide behind someone. “I am here to speak with Hank and I don’t think it’s any of your business.” 
“This woman asked you to leave.” Sandra pointed toward me. “So that means that you need to leave.” 
The crowd watched in silence as if this was some kind of theater routine. 
Melissa stared at Sandra. I was pretty sure that if Melissa didn’t agree to leave that Sandra would try to throw her out. Whether she could do it I didn’t know. My bet was on yes. 
Where was Tammy? I glanced around and saw her standing with the others with her mouth open in shock. This situation was out of control. When had I lost control? Oh yeah, I’d never had control. This was the kind of thing that Mrs. Agnew would say made me unqualified for the job. Though she had been the one to hire me. It wasn’t my fault if she had had a change of heart. 
Sandra was giving Melissa a look that said, Either you leave on your own or I take you out. Melissa seemed to be very stubborn though and I wasn’t sure she was receiving that message. 
“Melissa, I will talk with you after the book signing,” Hank said in a calm voice. 
She looked at him. “Are you serious?” 
He nodded. “Yes, I will call you as soon as I can.”   
After another few tense seconds, Melissa shook her head. “Okay, you’d better call me.” 
She looked at me, then glared at Cady and Sandra. At least Melissa didn’t seem to be holding it against me. She turned around and stomped out of the library. 
“I’m sorry about that. I had no idea she would do that.” Hank looked as if he wanted to hide under the table. 
“That’s okay.” I straightened my shirt and motioned for everyone to get back to business. “Please, let’s continue.”
Cady stood beside Hank. “Yes, it’s all over now, so we can get back to business.” 
Sandra didn’t say anything, she just went back to standing in the line. People cleared the way. I was surprised that they didn’t just let her move to the front. The other woman who was in front of her didn’t say a word the whole time.
Just then Tammy moved beside me. She frowned. “Wow, it feels like a funeral in here. I thought that woman might pull out a gun or something.” 
“My life flashed before my eyes for a second,” I said.
Tammy blew the hair out of her eyes. “Her crazy was showing and she needed to tuck it back in.” 
“Well, it’s a whole lot to tuck.” 
Tammy looked out across the library. “Maybe the rest of the evening will be uneventful.” 
I sighed. “I hope so. It couldn’t get any worse, right?” 
Tammy shrugged. “Never say never.” 
I was just glad the current situation had ended without a fight. 
“Would you please stop pushing me?” the woman in front of Sandra snapped. 
Uh-oh. More trouble was on the horizon. I’d spoken too soon.  
Sandra rolled her eyes. “I didn’t push you.” 
“You most certainly did push me,” the woman retorted. “Keep your hands to yourself.” 
Tammy and I exchanged a look. I can only imagine that the scene looked like it was out of control. I suppose that was because it was out of control. Soon people would be throwing punches and throwing chairs. If they touched the books I would freak out.
I started to move closer to the bickering women. I wasn’t sure what I would do though. Sandra looked like she could flick me out of her way as if she was swatting a fly. Before I even reached the women, things escalated from squabbling to a full-fledged boxing match. Or more like a hair-pulling slapping match. 
“Ladies, please,” I yelled.
Hank jumped up and tried to come between the women. Sandra accidentally elbowed him in the mouth. So now he was down for the count. Tammy jumped in the middle of the women, but quickly moved out of the way when she was slapped. 
“I am not dealing with this.” Tammy pulled out her cell phone. “I’m calling the police.”
This was going to have to involve the police. Just like Tammy, I didn’t want to get in the middle of a punch. 
Cady was standing far back watching the action like she was at a sporting event. All she needed was a bucket of popcorn.
Finally a police officer entered the library and I released a sigh of relief. Maybe now things would settle down. No one seemed to listen to me. I’d expected to see Brannon and was a little disappointed that he wasn’t the responding officer.
“Just don’t hurt any of the books,” I called out. 
Of course I didn’t want anyone to get hurt either. After this scene, I was ready to kick everyone out of the library. I didn’t think anyone could blame me if I did. 
“Let go of my hair,” the woman yelled at Sandra.
The officer hurried over to the two women and yanked them apart. They had been pulling each other’s hair. Their faces were red and they were still clawing at each other.
If the head of the library board came in right now I would definitely lose my job. This was the library and people were supposed to be quiet, for heaven’s sakes. Had they completely lost their minds? The officer guided the woman out the main door of the library. 
“Take your hands off me,” Sandra screeched on her way out.
She glared at me as if this was somehow my fault. Hank had returned to signing books as if nothing had ever happened. I guessed the show must go on.



 
Chapter 4
 
“Thank goodness that is over.” Tammy brushed her hair out of her eyes. 
Annie sent me a text. I agree. That was terrifying.  
“Are you okay?” I asked.
Tammy touched her face where she’d been slapped. “I’m fine. They were strong.”
Cady finally came over. “Hank is almost finished and we’ll be leaving.”
“I’m sorry for what happened,” I said.
“I told you she would do something. Sandra is nothing but trouble.” Cady shook her head and walked away.
I picked up a couple chairs that had been toppled over. I knew the library board would get wind of this. I just hoped I didn’t lose my job. No one else might want the job, but I did. What would Annie do without me?
Once everyone had cleared out of the library, Hank walked over as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened. 
“Anything interesting in town?” He shoved his hands in his pockets. 
His assistant just shrugged her shoulders. She had her tote bag packed and was looking at the door longingly. I knew she couldn’t wait to get out of Devil’s Moon.
“Well, if you’re looking for something to eat, we have a really great little diner. There are some nice shops in town too,” I said. 
Hank folded his arms in front of his chest. “I was looking for something a little more unique. Maybe off the beaten path.”
I cleared my throat. “I do offer a haunted tour through town.” I wasn’t sure if he was into that kind of thing. Hank wrote mysteries so he might like the spookiness though.
His face lit up. “Really? That sounds interesting.” 
I couldn’t tell by his expression, but I thought he was being sincere. “I just take a small group of people to different locations around town and tell them the haunted history of each place.” 
“When is this?” Hank asked. 
I looked at the clock. “In about an hour and a half.” 
“Do I need to purchase a ticket?”
I waved my hand. “Oh, you don’t have to pay. I’d love to have you take the tour.”
“No, I insist on paying. Do I need to buy the tickets at the tour?” he asked.  
I gestured over my shoulder. “Actually, I have some tickets with me.” 
“We’ll take two.” He looked to Cady. 
She scowled, but didn’t say no either. 
After grabbing a couple tickets from my purse, I handed them to Hank. He gave the tickets to Cady and said, “Cady, can you pay her?” 
Cady sighed and marched toward the door. “I don’t have enough cash in my bag. I’ll get it from the car. I’ll be right back,” she said over her shoulder.
Once she’d walked out the door, Hank said, “There was this old house I spotted in town. What do you know about it?” 
“Which old house is that?” I asked. “There are a lot of them in town.” 
“It’s just as you’re heading out of town on this road. It’s covered by trees and brush.” 
My eyes widened. “The Helmwood House.” 
“So you do know the place?” Excitement filled his voice.
“I think everyone in town knows the place,” I said. 
Just then Cady marched back in. She shoved a few crumpled bills toward me. 
“Thank you,” I said. 
“So tell me more about the house,” Hank said. 
Cady sighed. “Are you talking about that house again?”
He ignored her and asked, “What can you tell me about it?” 
“Helmwood House hasn’t been lived in for a long time. There are rumors about the place.” I laughed, but the memory of that strange presence came back. 
He stood a little straighter. “What kind of rumors?” 
I looked around as if someone would hear me. “So the story goes a witch used to live there. Anyone who goes to the house will be cursed.” 
“Really?” He quirked an eyebrow. “So who’s been cursed?” 
I laughed again. “I hope no one, because I was just at the house. So far nothing has happened to me.”
Hank pointed at me. “We should go there now.”
I gestured toward my chest. “We? As in you and me?” 
“Sure, why not?” He smiled. 
Cady stepped forward and threw her hands up. “I’m afraid that’s not a good idea.” 
Her reaction didn’t go over well with Hank. He glared at her and stepped around her. 
I looked at the clock again. “Well, I do have the ghost tour. But I guess if it’s a quick trip we could go now.” 
I wondered what Brannon would say if I took the author there. It was a dangerous place and I knew he didn’t like the idea of me going there alone. But he wouldn’t have to know anything about it. He hadn’t known about my other trip, so what was one more time? Somehow I’d known I’d end up back at that house. We would be in and out without anyone knowing. 
“You’re interested in old houses or hauntings?” I asked.
“I thought it might give me inspiration for my next book. What do you say?”
I glanced around for Tammy. She was walking toward us, so I knew I had to wrap up this conversation. 
Hank clapped his hands together. “Great. Should we meet you there?” 
I smiled. “Great. I’m looking forward to it.” 
“Cady and I will see you soon,” he said. 
Cady stood there with her arms crossed in front of her chest. I knew by her stance that she wasn’t pleased with our plans. I wasn’t entirely sure why. What did she care if he went? Was it because she didn’t want to go? I was sure Hank wouldn’t make her if she didn’t want to. 
Cady tapped at her phone’s screen. “Okay, we need to get food before this big adventure.” 
Hank stuck out his hand. “Thank you again for the book signing.” 
Tammy had walked up.
“It was our pleasure,” I said.
Hank and Cady left. It had been a whirlwind the whole time they’d been here. 
“Did he mention the fight?” Tammy asked. 
I shook my head. “Not a word. Thank goodness. Now just to make sure Mrs. Agnew doesn’t find out.”
“I’m off to work. Do you want to come with me?” Tammy asked.
Apparently she hadn’t overheard my conversation with Hank. She wouldn’t be happy if she discovered our plans. 
“I have a few other things to do before the tour, but I’ll see you soon,” I said.
Her eyebrow rose. “Okay. I’ll see you soon.”
Once Tammy had walked out the door, I peeked around the corner. “Annie, where are you? You’ve been hiding all day.”
Just then Annie appeared. She looked as clear as any living person. Her ghostly form was dressed in an ivory-colored Victorian lace dress. Her gray hair was pulled up high, with little ringlets falling against her round cheeks.
I had my phone in my hand when she sent a text.
Are they gone?
“Yes, everyone is gone now,” I said.
I heard your plans. You shouldn’t go. 
“I’ll just show him around. It will be fine.” 
I placed more water in Jane’s dish and filled her other dish with food. She jumped down from the chair where she’d been sleeping and inspected the dish. 
“You ladies have a nice evening. I’ll see you in the morning.” 
Don’t say I didn’t warn you. 
I brushed off her concern. Annie would see that everything was fine and stop worrying so much. 
It was time to close up the library for the evening. I hadn’t been this stressed since the time we’d had a crime scene at the library. Of course that was worse than now, but this was stressful too. I shut off the lights and said goodbye to Annie. I knew she was happy to have the peace and quiet. 
My work day wasn’t over when I locked the library’s doors. I still had to do my haunted tour around town. I looked forward to it though, so even though I was tired I was up for the tour. In a way it was relaxing and I never tired of telling the stories about haunted Devil’s Moon. I was always trying to collect new stories. Almost everyone in town had a story. It was my job to share those stories. Maybe I’d collect a couple new ones tonight.
I stepped out into the evening air. It was chilly, so I pulled my sweater a little closer to my body. The house was within walking distance of the library, but it still was a good distance. Night was coming quickly over Devil’s Moon. I hoped we got out of there before it was completely black out. 



Chapter 5
 
I pulled up in front of the house, still unsure if this was a good idea. It was too late to turn back now though because Hank was already there and had spotted me. 
I shoved my car into park and cut the engine. Hank and Cady stood outside his car. She had that same frown on her face, letting me know she still thought this was a bad idea. I was almost ready to agree with her. I got out of the car and walked over to join them. 
“Glad you made it.” Hank smiled. 
“Are you ready to go inside?” I gestured. 
He could have just gone in without me, but I supposed since I was the official guide for everything creepy in town, he thought I was needed to lead him though the old place. I didn’t even know much about the house other than what Tammy had told me. That was all rumor as far as I knew. 
“We should get this over with,” Cady said, motioning for us to follow her up the stairs. 
I guessed she wasn’t afraid to go in the house after all. She just wanted to get out of Devil’s Moon.  
“We should look around outside first.” Hank peered up at the house. 
Cady had already almost made it to the front door. She released a sigh and then walked back down the stairs. 
“I guess there’s not much to look at out here,” I offered, trying to help her out. 
Hank stepped around to the side of the porch and I followed him. Cady stayed back at the porch. 
“I’ll wait here,” she said.
We made our way through the tall grass at the side of the house. I watched every step for holes in the ground, snakes, or booby traps. The scent from the nearby pine tree drifted across the wind. The branches rustled and for a moment I thought something might be hiding behind the limbs. It was probably a stray cat. The last rays of sunset filtered through a thin layer of clouds.
“Has all the paranormal activity been inside or are there things that happen on the property as well?” Hank paused at the side of the house. 
“I’m not sure. I’ve never heard any mention of things outside.” I wrapped my arms around myself to fight off the chill. 
“Interesting.” He peered up at the tall house. “It sure is rundown.” 
I placed my hands above my eyes, shielding them from the setting sun. “Yes, it needs work.” 
“Any plans for fixing it up?” he asked. 
“Not that I know of. I’m not sure who even owns this place.” 
“Maybe I’ll buy the place and fix it up.” He laughed. 
I looked over at him, but he didn’t look at me. Was he being serious?
“I didn’t know your ex-wife lives in Devil’s Moon.” I hoped I wasn’t getting too personal. 
He groaned. “Yes, she moved here recently. I think she’s dating someone from here. I don’t ask many questions. I didn’t want to come, but Cady insisted that we should. No offense. It’s just that I didn’t want to run into my ex. I like Devil’s Moon.”
That was odd. Cady had acted as if she didn’t want to be in Devil’s Moon. So why would she encourage Hank to come here?
“That’s okay. I understand,” I said. 
He pointed toward the front of the house. “Okay, well, I guess we should take a look inside before Cady gets too impatient with me.” 
It was already too late for that. 
I nodded. “Okay. Let’s go.” 
I walked back around the house and he followed me. Cady was on her cell phone when we reached the front again. 
As soon as Cady spotted us, she hung up. “Are you ready now?” she asked in a frustrated tone. 
Hank ignored her. She climbed the stairs and Hank and I followed her. When Cady reached the door she paused and stepped out of the way. Apparently she wasn’t brave enough to be the first to go inside. 
Hank stepped forward and opened the door. He poked his head in. “Is anyone home?” he called out. 
Of course there was no answer. He stepped in and then held the door for us. We stood in the foyer. What should we do now? Did they want a tour of the place? My skin prickled when I thought about my last visit. I didn’t know if it was me just being paranoid or if the spirit was hiding somewhere watching us.  
“So where do we start?” Hank asked. 
 Shadows formed out of the corners of my eyes. When I turned to look, nothing was there. Making out the full details of my surroundings was impossible with the dim light. I rubbed my arms to fight off the chill. The broken windows allowed the elements the freedom to do what it pleased inside the house.  That added to the creepy feeling. A musty smell hung in the air.
“I suppose we can look in the parlor here on the left.” I peeked toward the room to see if the ghost was already waiting for us. 
“After you.” He motioned for me to go first. 
I wasn’t sure why, but my uneasiness about being here was much worse than when I’d been there alone. I pushed through the feeling and moved into the parlor. The faster we toured the place the faster I could get out of there. We stood in the middle of the room and I knew they were expecting me to tell them about the place.
I wished I had more stories to tell them, but I honestly didn’t. I supposed I could make up stories, but that wouldn’t be right. 
“This is the parlor.” My storytelling skills were lacking tonight. I hoped this didn’t carry over into my tour. 
Cady gave me a look to say, Well, that’s obvious.

“There have been footsteps reported in the house. Basically in every room,” I said. 
“Have you heard footsteps while here?” Hank asked. 
I looked at him. “As a matter of fact, I have.” 
His eyes lit up like a kid on Christmas morning. “Really? How long ago was that?” 
“Earlier today,” I said. 
Cady’s eyes widened and her mouth opened. 
“You were here today already?” Hank asked. 
I tucked a loose strand of hair behind my ear. “Yes, but it was a quick visit.” 
“Well, why didn’t you say something? I wouldn’t have had you come back here again this evening.” He grinned, showing off his pearly white teeth.
I waved my hand. “That’s okay. I didn’t mind coming back.” 
I wasn’t sure if I would share the story about seeing the ghost upstairs. Would he believe me? Hearing footsteps or bangs was one thing, but seeing an actual ghost? That would be hard for anyone to believe. 
“We can step over to the dining room if you’d like.” I pointed across the foyer. 
The room was almost a mirror image of the one we currently stood in, with a fireplace on the far wall, peeling wallpaper and dirty hardwood floors. Underneath the layers of dust lay what had once been a gorgeous room. Ornate trim edged the top and bottom of the walls and around the fireplace mantel.   
Hank motioned again for me to go first. “Lead the way.”
We’d just stepped into the room when we heard footsteps. Hank and Cady paused. 
“Did you hear that?” he asked. 
I tried to act calm, but my face probably showed my trepidation. “Yes,” I whispered.
“Was that what you heard earlier today?” he asked. 
I nodded. “Yes, that was what I heard.”
“We should go check it out.” Hank eased over to the room’s entrance.
“I don’t know if that is such a good idea.” Cady glanced toward the window as if planning her escape route. 
It looked as if she was ready to run out of the place. She really would freak out if she saw what I’d seen this morning. 
We moved out into the foyer and paused. The sound came again, filling the house with an impenetrable darkness that swirled in the air.
“It’s coming from upstairs,” he said. “We should go up there.” 
I nodded. “Okay.” 
“Are you coming, Cady?” Hank asked. 
She stared for a second. “I guess it’s better than staying down here by myself.” 
He chuckled. “You’ll be fine. There’s nothing here that will hurt us.” 
She snorted. “That’s what you think.”
Cady glared at me when I looked back at her. I wasn’t sure why she was giving me that look. What had I done? Did she think that I should have told Hank to stay away from the house? It wasn’t my place to tell him he couldn’t come. He would have whether I did or not. 
We eased up the stairs. They squeaked under each step. Hank and Cady followed closely behind me. When I reached the top, I paused. I really wasn’t sure what to expect. Would the ghost be up there again? They followed me a little way down the hallway. 
“Do you hear the footsteps again?” Hank asked. 
“I haven’t heard anything else.” My gaze darted from left to right at rapid speed.
Just then as if on cue the footsteps sounded. Hank held his index finger to his lips. He motioned to the door on the right. I nodded. He was right, it did sound as if that was the room the footsteps had come from. He eased over to the door and placed his hand on the knob. He nodded and motioned that he was going to open it. Cady looked nervous, but she hadn’t run. She was tougher than she’d let on. 
Hank eased the door open. The hinges creaked as he slowly pushed the door. He tiptoed inside the room and I followed him. Cady stood by the door. At least the ghost wasn’t in there waiting for us. Sure, I should want to see ghosts for research purposes, but tonight I would pass.
“Okay, there is nothing here. That is enough of the spookiness for the night. Can we go now?” Cady asked, clearly agitated. 
“What? We still have the ghost tour to do.” He chuckled. 
She rolled her eyes. A cold fell over the room at that moment. 
Hank paused. “Do you feel that?” 
Cady’s eyes widened. 
I nodded. “Yes, I do feel it.” 
The chill in the air grew to a bitter cold within seconds. In the corner of the room a black shadow appeared. My eyes widened and I pointed. Hank looked over and stepped back, almost stumbling. Cady looked as if she might faint. I would have expected her to run away, but I was sure she was frozen on the spot, unable to move. 
The shadow started out small, but it grew quickly. Now it reached from the floor to almost the ceiling. It took on more of a human shape, but it never had a face or any other features. Hank and I stared at the shadow, when all of a sudden it flew forward. It raced right toward Hank. When it was mere inches away it swooped right inside his body. Black fell over Hank as if he was covered with a sheer black curtain.
The black mass had now taken over Hank’s body. I didn’t know what to do. 
“Hank, are you okay?” I asked. 
Cady’s sweater caught on the doorknob and she almost fell face first onto the dirty hardwood floor. She yanked on her sweater and
finally was able to move. She raced into the room. She paused in front of Hank. “What happened? What did you do?” 
I placed my hands on my hips. “What did I do? I didn’t make the ghost fly into him.” 
Cady fell silent. What could she say? Hank was still standing there staring at the wall blankly. The next thing I knew, he had tumbled to the ground. I knelt down beside him. 
I shook Hank. “We need to call an ambulance.” 
Before I had a chance to pull out my phone, the black mass flew from Hank’s body. We watched as it disappeared through the wall. Hank came to and sat up on the floor. 
“Are you okay?” I asked. 
He shook his head. “What happened?” 
“The black shadow attacked you.” I helped him sit up. 
I didn’t want to tell him that I was sure the black mass had taken over his body. For a moment he’d been possessed by this thing. Had it been an evil spirit? He pushed to his feet. Thank goodness he seemed to be fine. 
“Do you need to see a doctor?” I asked.  
“No, I’ll be fine.” Hank waved his hands. 
Cady came over and placed her hand on Hank’s arm. “Look what you did. He should have never come here.” 
“Cady, everything is fine now,” Hank repeated. 
“You passed out.” She flashed a stern look my way. 
“It was just a second.” He wiped his forehead. 
“We should get out of here,” I said, motioning toward the door. 
Cady glared at me as Hank stumbled toward the door. After steadying himself by holding onto the wall, Hank he stepped out into the hallway. I peeked out to see if the shadow was there too. Was the same thing I’d encountered this morning? It hadn’t been violent like that with me. Thank goodness. I would think twice before coming to this house again. I had been around a lot of haunted places, but nothing like this had ever happened. 
“I hope you’re happy,” Cady said. 
Her comment didn’t even deserve a response from me.
I doubted there was anything that I could say that would make her happy. She had already made up her mind that this was my fault. There would be no way to convince her otherwise. 
I followed the two of them down the stairs. After the initial wobbly feet,
Hank seemed to be doing fine after the attack.   
Hank and Cady didn’t stop when they reached the bottom of the stairs. They just headed straight for the front door and out onto the porch. I followed right behind them. I’d seen enough of this house for the day. Cady and Hank headed down the porch steps and over to his car. 
He stopped and turned to look at me. “I appreciate you bringing me here. Sorry if I scared you up there.” 
Cady coughed. I knew that was her signal that she didn’t think he should apologize. She was right though. 
“It wasn’t your fault. I’m sorry that happened to you,” I said. 
He waved off my comment. “I’m a big guy. I can handle a ghost.” I wasn’t going to ask if he was still coming to the ghost tour. But Hank said, “We’ll see you soon for the tour.”
Cady huffed and stomped over to the car like a small child who hadn’t gotten what she wanted. 
“Great. I’ll see you soon.” I hurried over to my car. 
I hated to say it, but I kind of wished they wouldn’t come on the tour. With the way Cady was acting now, I knew it wouldn’t be a pleasant experience. 
I felt eyes watching me. When I looked over at the car, Cady was staring at me. If looks could kill I’d be in that old house with the ghost. I hoped she didn’t come with Hank on the tour tonight. I hopped in my car and pulled out before he even had a chance to start his car.
 



Chapter 6
 
I pulled my car up to the tavern. Tammy worked part-time there as a bartender.  She hadn’t been working there as much though since we were short-handed at the library. 
Since Tammy wasn’t working tonight, I’d try to talk her into going on the tour with me. Maybe then she could help me keep Cady happy. Tammy didn’t like ghosts, so it was always impossible to convince her to go. It would be more fun if she came along though. 
Country music blasted around me as I stepped into the tavern. I weaved around a group of people who peered at me over the tops of their mugs of beer. The bar was on the left and tables and chairs filled up the rest of the space. The stone building had been around since the 1700s. Now tons of people gathered here to socialize and drink.   
Tammy waved me over. “Are you eating dinner before the tour?” 
I picked up a few pretzels from the bowl on the bar. “You’re looking at my dinner.” I chewed on the snack. 
Tammy frowned. “That’s not much of a dinner.” 
“It’s all I have time for. I’ll grab something when I get home. Are you sure you don’t want to join me tonight?” I asked. 
Tammy took a sip of her water, and then said, “I’m sure.”  
I gathered up the flashlights that I kept stored at the bar. Luckily the owner didn’t mind that I kept them stashed there. Since the tavern was right by the graveyard, it worked out perfectly. The tavern was even on my stops for haunted locations. But with all the noise, it was hard to experience anything paranormal. After everyone left at night was when the ghosts came out. 
I headed out of the tavern toward the cemetery, which was right around the corner. If I left now I could get there early before the tourgoers gathered. 
The cemetery was surrounded by tall oak trees and an iron fence. Some of the stones were above-ground vaults. Most of the headstones in the place were old, which only added to the creepy feeling. I hoped that if a ghost appeared tonight it would wait for the others to arrive.
I knew the graveyard like the back of my hand, but I still needed the flashlight. With the uneven ground I never knew when I might take a wrong step. I didn’t want to fall and hit my head on one of the stones. 
The moon sliced through the thick cover of darkness, adding a silvery glow to the area. The glow from the moon helped illuminate the surroundings, but it wasn’t nearly enough. An owl hooted from a nearby treetop and the wind rustled the leaves on the towering trees. No doubt about it, Devil’s Moon Cemetery was haunted, but it looked the part too and was the ideal backdrop for a haunted tour. 
I stepped through the black iron gates and turned on my flashlight. The light flickered and I shook it. The last thing I needed was for it to go out. I’d just changed the batteries, so that couldn’t be the cause. Usually when this happened a spirit was nearby. 
Darkness surrounded me like a black curtain. Something about the spooky appealed to me, because otherwise I would have run the other way when I first saw this place. 
It was kind of strange standing here alone while I waited for people to show up. I glanced over my shoulder, sure that I’d heard something behind me. It was probably just a bird. It wasn’t unusual to hear spooky sounds and see weird things around here.
As I waited at the graveyard’s iron-gated entrance, I spotted a group of people walking my way. I always worried that I would mess up when talking to the groups. Once I got started though my nerves would fade and everything would be fine. I knew all the stories by heart, so I wasn’t sure why I worried about it. I guessed it wasn’t so much about forgetting the stories as it was that I would goof up and embarrass myself. 
When the group of people grew near, I smiled and said, “Hello, everyone. Welcome to Devil’s Moon Haunted Tours.” 
They said hello and handed me their tickets. The tavern and other places around town sold tickets for me, or people could purchase right on the spot. I grabbed the flashlights and handed them out. Where were Hank and Cady? I peered around the group, but didn’t see them. 
Tonight’s group consisted of a middle-aged man and a woman, two women who appeared to be in their mid-twenties, and a single man around thirty. The couple looked as if they had been together for a long time based on their ease around each other. They both had graying hair. The woman wore jeans and a green sweater. I was sure that it was no coincidence that her partner had on the same combination. The single guy had short dark hair and wore jeans and a black leather jacket. The two women were dressed similarly in jeans and trendy black sweaters. They also had the same blonde hair styled to just below their shoulders. Maybe they were sisters. 
“Tonight I will take you around the haunted locations of Devil’s Moon. Please remember to use your flashlights.” I hit mine again when it flickered. 
The group turned on their flashlights, creating a small glow around us. I glanced around for Hank and Cady again, but they still were nowhere in sight. I couldn’t wait any longer for them. I’d have to do the tour without them. 
“We’ll start with the tavern right around the corner and then make our way back to this graveyard.” I gestured over my shoulder. 
Everyone nodded and waited for me to make a move. 
“Why don’t we start with the graveyard?” one of the young women asked. 
I smiled and said, “Since it’s the most haunted, I like to save the best for the last.” 
Her eyes widened. “I guess that makes sense.”
“What’s so haunted about the graveyard?” the man in the leather jacket asked. 
This was something I really wanted to leave for the end of the tour. But some of the customers wanted to cut to the good stuff. I wasn’t about to give in that easily though. 
“There are a lot of spirits who haunt this area, but like I said, we will save that for last.” I smiled again, trying to convince them to be patient and wait. 
I moved forward and motioned for everyone to follow me. Slowly they all started to gather around and walk beside me. Just then I spotted movement out of the corner of my eye. 
“Did you see that?” the woman asked with shock in her voice. 
She must have seen the same thing. 
“Yes, I saw it,” I said. 
“What was it?” she asked. 
The leather jacket guy looked around. As if he didn’t believe us said, “I didn’t see anything.” 
“That was a little creepy,” the woman said to the other woman. 
I continued walking down the alleyway toward the tavern. “It was a shadow. What I refer to as a shadow person. They are all around here. I don’t know for sure who it was, but I can tell you about some of the spirits that have ties to the tavern.” 
We had reached the sidewalk in front of the tavern, so I paused. “We won’t go inside since it’s so busy, but if it slows down by the time we come back we can step inside.”
They nodded, but appeared to be a little skeptical. It looked as if I wasn’t going to take them anywhere, but I really was going to get to the good stuff. 
“This building was built in 1778. Originally used as a stagecoach stop, the place is reported to be haunted by a man who used to work here. He has been seen in the upstairs part of the building. Footsteps and cold spots are felt, along with people being touched and hearing their names called out,” I said.
The group stared at the building for a few seconds as if lost in the story I’d just told them. 
We walked past the tavern and the group asked a few questions about the other buildings around us. The young woman looked over her shoulder again. I wondered if she sensed the same thing. It felt as if that shadow was stalking us. It wouldn’t be the first time that a ghost had followed me around town. The woman moved a little faster, as if the feeling was making her uncomfortable. I couldn’t blame her, I was feeling the same thing. 
As we neared an old building on the corner, I pointed. “We’ll be going in there. I have to warn you that people have reported being pushed, scratched, and items have been thrown.” I took no responsibility for what the paranormal might do. 
Even if a little reluctantly, everyone followed me into the old building. The owner, who lived above the shop, left the door open for me so that I could bring the groups inside. 
We stepped into the antique shop. It was crowded with items in every available space. There was just enough room to walk down the middle of the shop. Without warning and as if I had staged it, a small book flew off a shelf and landed with a thud on the ground. The women screamed and the man jumped, almost falling on his butt. I had warned them that it might happen. This was one of the more haunted locations in town. 
“Please be careful and stay on the lookout for more things to happen,” I said. 
We trailed through the building and I told the group about when it had been built and some of the stories people had recalled to me over the years. The walk through this place usually took about five minutes. 
After I took them around the store, we stepped back onto the sidewalk. A chill whirled around us and I wondered if it was from the weather or the spirits. I had just a few more stops for them, and then we would head back to the graveyard. I knew they were anxious to hear about the place. I wondered if Hank and Cady would be waiting for me when I got back. Maybe Cady had talked Hank out of going after all. 
The group had a lot of questions about the hauntings. Thank goodness I was able to answer all of them to their satisfaction. We made our way around to the other buildings and then headed back toward the graveyard. 
“I hope everyone is enjoying the tour,” I said as we walked. 
“It’s been great,” the women said in unison. 
The guy smiled, but he hadn’t said much all evening. The older couple mostly just listened too.  
“We loved it,” the woman said. 
We’d almost made it back to our starting point. The cool air swirled around us again. I hadn’t expected it to be so chilly this evening, so I had to conclude that it was the paranormal at work. That was when I spotted the floating shadow again. This time it was in front of us near the cemetery gates. When everyone stopped and looked at each other I knew that they had seen it too. 
“I think the shadow is following us,” the middle-aged woman whispered. 
I hated to admit it, but I think she was right. 
“We should get over to the graveyard.” I moved forward, trying not to act alarmed. 
“Is that thing evil?” her husband asked. 
I couldn’t lie to him. “To be honest, I don’t know. It seems to just be following us, so I don’t think it’s anything to worry about,” I said, trying to sound casual. Under the circumstances how casual could I sound though?    
We finally reached the graveyard again. I glanced back to see if the shadow was behind us. Thank goodness I didn’t see anything. I should be happy that the tourgoers had experienced something, but it was a little disturbing to know that a spirit had followed us. 
One by one we entered the graveyard. Clouds cloaked the night sky and the wind howled around us. 
“This is the spookiest place I’ve ever been,” one of the women whispered.
“Please watch your step. The ground can be uneven.” I shone my flashlight on the ground in front of me. 
They nodded and followed me past the gates and deeper into the cemetery. I started by telling them stories of the blue ghost whom everyone thought was haunting the graveyard. We weaved around the old tombstones and further into the older section. 
Up ahead I spotted something on the ground. My heart sped up when I realized that it looked like a body. Was this a ghost? More than likely it was. If it wasn’t then I needed to go over and ask the person if he needed help. Possibly it could be someone who had had too much to drink and decided to take a little nap. It had been known to happen in the past. 
“Hello,” I called out. “Are you okay?” 
The man didn’t answer. I didn’t know what to think. Everyone paused around me.  
“Is that a body?” the leather jacket guy said from over my shoulder. 
I stepped a little closer. It was at that moment I realized who was on the ground. I screamed and threw the flashlight in the air. I spun around and clutched my chest. 
The two men ran past me and over to the body. After regaining my composure, I grabbed my flashlight so that we could see better, and ran over beside the men. I focused the light on the man on the ground. 
Hank Key was lying between two old headstones. 
The middle-aged man turned to me and said, “He’s dead.”



Chapter 7
 
“What? No, that can’t be true.” Goosebumps rippled along my skin. 
“I’ll call the police,” one of the women said. 
My mind couldn’t register what I was seeing. This couldn’t be happening. I scanned the cemetery, but didn’t see Cady. Had she decided not to come? What had happened to Hank? 
Looks of horror covered everyone’s faces. We stood in shocked silence until the police arrived. Luckily, it hadn’t taken more than a couple minutes. I was relieved when we were no longer alone with the body. 
“The man is over there.” I pointed.
The officer peered across the darkened cemetery. For a moment he looked at me as if I was making this whole thing up. Like maybe it was a prank. 
“He’s definitely gone,” the young guy added. 
“Let’s step back now.” I motioned for everyone to follow me. 
The officer took off in a sprint and another officer soon followed him. I’d only been with Hank a short time ago. How could this have happened?
The group gathered with me at the front entrance. I hated that I had pulled my tourgoers into this situation. But there was really nothing I could have done to avoid it. I would have to offer them a refund because I doubted they would want to ever come back now that this had happened. 
I watched as the activity played out in the cemetery. After a few minutes, I spotted Brannon Landon. He must have felt my eyes on him because he quickly looked my way. Brannon looked especially handsome in his crisp blue uniform. He had strong cheekbones and an infectious smile. His thick dark hair was cut short, but peeked out from below his hat. I tried not to stare, but he was just gorgeous and occasionally I had to steal a glance.
After a couple seconds, Brannon stopped talking to the officer and headed in my direction. I ran through what I would say in my mind. I hoped that I didn’t seem too nervous, but after all, I had just discovered a body. It seemed I had a knack for this—it was the second time since I’d arrived back in Devil’s Moon a month ago. That wasn’t a talent that I wanted to possess at all.  
Brannon walked over to me. “Rip, what happened?” 
He looked shocked that I was here. I didn’t know what to tell him. I’d seen the body. What else was there to say? 
I tucked a loose strand of hair behind my ear. “At the end of the tour we came back here. We made it to the oldest section and that’s when we saw him. They tried to help him, but it was obvious it was too late.”
“What time did you arrive?” 
I knew he was going to ask a ton of questions now. My brain wasn’t functioning correctly after the startling discovery. “It was about eight, I guess. I just happened to look over and see the body on the ground. Seconds after that was when my group noticed him too. I imagine they are traumatized for life.” 
Brannon glanced over at the group huddled together. “We’ll speak with all of them to see if they noticed anything.” 
I wondered how long Hank had been there. I could have just been minutes away from the killer. 
“He’s the author from the book signing, right?” Brannon didn’t take his blue eyes off me.
I knew I had to tell him about going back to Helmwood. 
“Yes. There’s something else I need to tell you.” I looked down at my shoes. 
“What’s that?” he asked.
“I took Hank Key to the Helmwood house before I started the tour. He was supposed to take the tour tonight with his assistant, but they never showed up.”
When Brannon didn’t say anything I looked up at him. He was staring at me. “Where did you last see them?” 
“I left the house and they were leaving too.”  
“You know that place is dangerous, right?”
I shifted from one foot to the other. “Yes, I know.”
I couldn’t tell him about what had happened to Hank at the house. Not yet. Besides, it had nothing to do with his murder.
Brannon placed his hand on my arm and steered me to the side just a little. Was he going to lecture me about going to the house and didn’t want anyone to hear?
He glanced around to see if anyone was listening. “There are signs of trauma to his body. This doesn’t look like an accident.”
My heart sped up. “You mean he was murdered?”
“I can’t say that, but I can say it doesn’t look like an accident,” Brannon said.
I took that to mean that Hank had been murdered. Chills ran down my spine. Hank had been murdered just steps away. Was the killer still around?   
“Thanks for telling me everything. I’ll be back in just a few.” Brannon touched my arm and flashed a tiny smile.
Now I felt bad for not sharing everything that had happened.  
As Brannon walked away, someone screeched out my name. When I whipped around, I spotted Tammy running toward me. I hurried over to meet her halfway. I was more than happy to put distance between me and the body. Thank goodness she was here because I didn’t want to be alone during this situation. 
Tammy hugged me. “I just heard the news and I was freaking out.”
“I can’t believe this happened. It’s the author.” I wrapped my arms in front of my waist for warmth. 
We looked over at the scene in silence. When I turned back and looked toward the alleyway, I spotted Cady running toward the police. Her face was filled with panic. Did she know that Hank was dead? A police officer stopped her from coming any closer. 
Cady waved her arms through the air. “I demand to know what happened.” 
The officer held her back, but she continued to try to push through. This was not going to end well. Where had she been? Why wasn’t she with Hank? I wanted to ask her right now, but I figured the police wouldn’t appreciate me getting involved in their case. The way that Cady was staring at me was getting weird and making me nervous. I just wanted to get away from her. She looked as if she was angry with me. What had I done?
Cady and I made eye contact. She lunged forward again, but the police officer kept her back. It looked as if she wanted to reach me. I stepped back, not that it would matter if she got around the officer.
“I’m watching you, Ripley Van Raden,” Cady yelled out. 
Tammy and I exchanged a look of shock.  
“What is wrong with you?” Tammy blurted out to Cady. 
Cady placed her hands on her hips. “What is wrong with me? I’m not the one who murdered someone.” 
My eyes widened. “You’re not accusing me, are you?” 
“That’s exactly what I’m doing.” She glared at me. 
“Don’t you talk to my best friend like that.” Tammy shook her fist at Cady. 
This was getting out of control quickly. The officer directed Cady away from us and over to a police cruiser that had pulled down the alleyway. 
I released a deep breath. “Thank goodness he took her away.” 
“She’s still watching us though.” Tammy gestured.
“She can watch all she wants, but I had nothing to do with his murder.” 
I didn’t feel as if I should even have to deny it. Why would I murder Hank? Or anyone for that matter? It was strange that she would accuse me. Was it just because I had been the one to find the body? There had been other people with me. I guessed I had been at the library and one of the last people to see him alive. But then again, so had Cady. 
She had a lot of answers to give. At least it seemed the police were now talking with her. I wasn’t going to accuse her of anything, but she would likely be a suspect right away. I wondered if Hank had come with anyone else. He hadn’t mentioned having anyone else with him for the trip. As far as I knew it was just his assistant. Of course there was the ex-wife Melissa. She had been extremely annoyed with him.
“Don’t worry about Cady. She obviously had a screw loose the moment she walked into the library,” Tammy said.  
“Maybe so, but it is upsetting to have someone accuse me of murder. She was the last one who was probably with him,” I said. 
“I wonder if the police are questioning her about that. I bet they already have or they’re getting ready to.” Tammy crossed her arms in front of her. 
Was it crazy that I was already running through a list of suspects? I supposed it was my natural inquisitive mind. Everyone in town would be talking about it. Of course they would be talking about me too. Two recent deaths and I was attached to both. 
Just then a scream pierced through the night air. I whipped around and spotted the police holding Sandra back. Her legs buckled and she fell to the ground. Another officer ran over and helped her up. 
“I want to know what happened,” Sandra demanded. 
Obviously she wasn’t handling the news well. I felt sorry for her because I knew she was a big fan of Hank’s. Sandra looked very upset. She kept wanting to get past the police tape. She couldn’t possibly think that they were going to let her over to the body. 
Hank had seemed kind and genuine, like he wouldn’t have any enemies. Of course, I knew very little about him, but who would want him dead? 
I leaned closer to Tammy and said, “Sandra kind of seems a little too obsessed, don’t you think?”
“I was thinking the same thing. Her reaction was a bit dramatic. She must have been a big fan,” Tammy said.  
“Do you think she followed him around?” I asked. 
“I wouldn’t be surprised. How do you think he was killed?” Tammy asked. 
“I don’t know. I didn’t see any signs of trauma. I hope that Brannon will tell me, but I can’t count on it.” 
Tammy wiggled her eyebrows. “I have a feeling that he would tell you anything.” 
Heat rose to my cheeks. “I don’t think so.”
“You know it’s the truth,” Tammy said. 
I nudged Tammy. “Here he comes.”
Brannon eyed us suspiciously as he stepped back over, as if he knew we’d been talking about him. “Rip, I can have an officer drive you home if you’d like.” 
“I can drive home. I have my car parked right in front of the tavern.” I pointed.
“If you’re sure?” Brannon looked at me. 
“I can ride with her,” Tammy said. 
I nodded. “We’ll be fine.” 
Brannon gave a soft smile. “I’ll talk to you soon.” 
Something told me he would. 
“Talk to you soon,” I said.
Brannon joined the other officers still standing around and glanced over and smiled again.
Tammy quirked an eyebrow. “See, I told you he would tell you everything about what’s going on.” 
“Just because he wanted to have an officer give me a ride home? That’s what you got from that?” 
She shrugged. “Fine, don’t believe me, but it’s true. I know about these things.”
Tammy and I headed away from the cemetery. I turned and looked back for a quick glance. I still couldn’t believe what had happened. Things like this just didn’t happen in Devil’s Moon. It might be haunted here, but it was a safe town. Well, except for the recent murder, but I’d thought that was all behind us now. Our little town would definitely be on the news when word got out. 
Sandra had vanished. One second I’d seen her talking with an officer and the next she was nowhere in sight. Cady was standing with a couple of officers. Her lips pressed together in anger when she spotted me. I looked away and hurried my steps. I just wanted to get home. 
Tammy and I climbed into my car. I cranked the engine and fastened my seatbelt. Tammy leaned her head back on the car seat and released a deep breath. 
I pulled away from the curb. “Let’s get out of here.” 
I glanced back in the rear-view mirror. The police lights flooded the area. I wondered how long they would be at the crime scene. There would be all kinds of rumors now about what had happened at the graveyard. Some said it was already cursed. This would only add to that. Plus the fact that Hank had been at Helmwood House before his death.  
“I hope they find out who did this,” Tammy said.
“If anyone can solve the case, I think Brannon will.” 
The headlights from my car cut the darkness and lessened the spookiness factor. The killer could be anywhere. I wondered if the killer had left town already. Had it been a random attack? Or had the murderer known Hank? I hoped the police would find out soon. I supposed it was none of my business, but I couldn’t help but want to know what happened. After all, the author had been at the library and then at the graveyard. I could only imagine the looks I would get around town.
We pulled up in front of my house. The place was dark. I hadn’t left any lights on and my neighbors were either not at home or already in bed.
As soon as I cut off the engine, I said, “Let’s hurry. You never know who is lurking around.” 
“Don’t worry, Rip, everything will be okay.”
Why wasn’t she as worried as me? Normally I was the calm one and she freaked out. 
Tammy walked with me up to the door. Leaves from the nearby tree had fallen and covered the porch’s floor with a kaleidoscope of colors. They crunched under our feet. I pulled back the screen door and hurried with my key and unlocked the main door.
“You sure you don’t want to come in for a peanut butter sandwich?” I asked. 
She laughed. “It’s tempting, but I’m headed home.” 
“Call me when you get there.” 
With a killer on the loose we would have to be super alert. 
Tammy quirked her lip into a lopsided grin. “This is kind of like I walked you to your door after a date.” 
I rolled my eyes. “Please don’t try to kiss me goodnight.”
After hurrying inside and locking the main door behind me, I watched out the little side window as Tammy walked down the sidewalk and reached her car. She’d parked it in front of my place this morning. With the killer on the loose, I didn’t like the idea of her out on her own. Tammy unlocked her car and slid in. She looked back and waved. I hoped she called me when she got home. It wasn’t unlike her to forget. I would be worried until the killer was caught. 
She pulled away and I watched until the lights of her car had faded. Good thing she didn’t have far to go. Who would walk her to her door?
Tammy had just pulled away when something caught my attention. I looked over at the old oak tree in the front of the house. The branches swayed with the wind. Underneath the limbs was a figure. Was it the same shadow I’d seen at the graveyard? Had this spirit followed me home? Just as quickly as the shadow had appeared, it vanished right before my eyes. I knew that I had seen a ghost. But why? 
After hurrying up the stairs, I rushed through my door and locked it behind me. Once again a strange vibe fell over me. It felt as if someone was watching me. Was there someone in the house? I whipped around, but didn’t see anyone. Was it the same presence that I’d felt last night at the house? Something told me that it was. 
I had to find out who this spirit was. It had to be connected to the old house. I knew the rumors about the place, but I didn’t believe that the woman who had lived at the house had placed a curse on anyone. 
After grabbing a snack and then a shower, I headed straight for bed. I just needed a little downtime. Maybe everything would seem better in the morning. I climbed into bed and tried to forget about what had just happened. 
After only a couple minutes, a cold fell over the room. I pulled the covers up a little higher. Footsteps sounded in my hallway, but I chose to ignore them. I knew that if I got up to see what was making the noise that I would find nothing. The noise came from the hallway a couple more times before I finally drifted off to sleep. 
The room remained unseasonably cool for the whole night. It was as if something was waiting by the door for me. 



Chapter 8
 
The next morning I decided to walk to work, but it wasn’t without trepidation. It was light out. A killer wouldn’t be out in the daylight murdering people, right? I couldn’t be afraid all the time. 
Brannon had called and tried to comfort me, but he wouldn’t say much about the case. Just that Sandra and Cady had been asked not to leave town. 
It was a short walk to work, and I soon approached the library. The large building loomed over me, as if saying, It’s about time you arrived. Thank goodness I had made it there early, but I was still filled with anxiety from the night before. 
I unlocked the door, but before I entered I turned to look over my shoulder. That strange feeling of being watched had followed me to work. I hadn’t seen the mysterious dark figure though. I hoped that I wouldn’t see it again. Although I did kind of want to know what it wanted and why it was coming around.
I brushed off the strange feeling and entered the library. I glanced over at the area where Hank had been signing books yesterday. The thought of what had happened sent a chill down my spine. I turned on the lights and hurried over to the reference desk. Jane Austen rushed toward me, meowing as she walked along beside me. 
“Good morning, Jane. Are you ready for breakfast?” I asked. 
She meowed in response. I’d barely put my purse away when Mrs. Agnew stormed through the door. She glanced around for a second, and then spotted me. I was frozen on the spot. I thought about trying to hide for a second, but I knew she would find me. 
Mrs. Agnew focused her stare right on my face and marched toward me. I swallowed hard. For a second, I wondered if she was going to hit me with her big brown purse. A deep line furrowed her brow. Her brown hair was piled high on her head in an outdated style. The color matched her skirt and jacket. 
Once in front of me, she adjusted her purse strap and said, “What am I supposed to do about this, Ripley?” 
I was glad she hadn’t hit me with the purse… yet. 
Annie popped up beside her. She crossed her arms in front of her chest and glared at Mrs. Agnew. 
What does she expect you to do? Did you do something, Ripley? the ghost wrote on the computer. 
I tried to focus my attention on Mrs. Agnew but it was tough with a ghost sending messages. I wished I could answer Annie right now, but Mrs. Agnew wouldn’t appreciate me not giving her my full attention. Annie paced back and forth in front of her and Mrs. Agnew didn’t even know it. She frowned though as if she felt something. It was probably the cool breeze that the ghost took with her everywhere she went. Annie was making me nervous though. 
I could tell that the ghost was becoming increasingly upset with Mrs. Agnew. A book flew off a nearby shelf and landed near Mrs. Agnew’s feet. She let out a little gasp as she peered down at the book and then back up at me. Did she think I had made the book do that? By the expression on her face, I thought she knew that I hadn’t. 
“How did that happen?” Her voice wavered. 
I shrugged. “Maybe it was the wind.” 
Of course there had been no wind and she knew that. I knew she’d heard the rumors about the library being haunted. Had she ever experienced anything here before?  
The library door opened and Brannon walked in. His muscular physique commanded attention. He looked from me to Mrs. Agnew. We watched him in silence until he flashed me a confused look. I was worried about what he’d come to tell me. Especially in front of Mrs. Agnew. She was probably mentally writing my termination letter.


“Hello, ladies. Did I interrupt something?”  His mouth twisted to one side revealing a lopsided grin. 
The news couldn’t be too bad if he was smiling. I looked to Mrs. Agnew so that she could answer him. 
“No, officer, you didn’t interrupt us,” she said in her sweetest voice.
He looked at me as if he knew what I was going through at the moment. At least I was getting some sympathy. 
“What can we do for you, officer?” Mrs. Agnew asked in her sweet voice. 
“I came by to speak with Ms. Van Raden.” He motioned toward me. 
Mrs. Agnew raised an eyebrow and looked at me as if to say, See what you’ve done. 
“I can come back at another time if it is more convenient.”
He studied her face as if wishing she would say no.   
“No, that won’t be necessary.” Mrs. Agnew stood a little straighter as she brushed imaginary lint from her sleeve. “But before you have a word with her, there is something I need to ask you.” 
He looked to her. “Of course, what can I do for you?” 
She narrowed her eyes and looked at Brannon. “Would you mind talking with me in private?” 
Brannon searched my eyes, attempting to relay his unspoken words.
It wasn’t like they needed my permission. 
“You can use my office,” I said and pointed toward the hallway. 
Mrs. Agnew stuck her chin in the air. “That will be fine, thank you.” 
Brannon motioned for her to go first. She gave me a curt nod as she marched past. What was going on in her head? Probably she was still thinking of ways to fire me. The only reason she hadn’t fired me on the spot was because she didn’t have anyone else to take the job. Now I was beginning to figure out why. No one else would even want the job with everything that went on around here.
Brannon and Mrs. Agnew walked away and at that moment I thought I spotted a shadow out of the corner of my eye. Recently I’d seen a shadow roaming the library. Annie insisted she’d never seen another ghost. I didn’t know what to think. More and more I was seeing more spirits and I thought it had something to do with the library. It was probably that cemetery out front. What kind of hidden stories were out there that I didn’t even know about? 
Annie still stood behind me. We watched as Brannon and Mrs. Agnew walked to the end of the hallway and turned into my office. I didn’t like the way this was going. 
“What do you think they are talking about?” I whispered. 
“I am pretty sure they will be talking about you,” Tammy said. 
I jumped and clutched my chest. “When did you come in? Don’t you know you aren’t supposed to sneak up on me like that?”
“Sorry,” Tammy said while giving me a suspicious look.  
“You’re right though. They probably are talking about me and I don’t like the idea of that one bit.” 
Tammy tossed her big red purse onto the counter. It matched her sweater. “Not much you can do about it though.” 
I blew the hair out of my eyes. “You’re right. Why did she even hire me for the job?” 
Tammy frowned, but didn’t answer my question. She didn’t need to respond. 
“Yeah, I know. No one wants the job. I have to thank you for sticking it out and even being around to help me,” I said. 
“That’s what friends are for,” she said with a wink. 
After what seemed like an eternity, Brannon and Mrs. Agnew returned from my office. They walked in silence toward us. Neither one of them looked at me. My heart rate went up as I waited for one of them to say something. I hoped Brannon had told her I’d had nothing to do with what happened to Hank. She probably wouldn’t believe him no matter what he said. She might get rid of me after all. But would she really want to keep me around if she thought that I had murdered someone? She was probably just looking for a reason to give me a hard time.
Mrs. Agnew quirked a bushy eyebrow and pursed her thin lips together. “Ripley, I will be in touch very soon. I’m sure the rest of the board members would like to speak with you.” 
I nodded. “Just let me know.” 
I was sure she would. What else could I say? I wasn’t looking forward to the future meeting that I would have with them. My gaze didn’t leave Mrs. Agnew until she walked out the door.


When she was out the door, I released a deep breath. Thank goodness she was gone. I was safe for a little while. She would be back though and she would bring the entire board with her.
I studied Brannon’s face as he watched me. Finally, he said, “I suppose you want to know what she said.” 
I couldn’t hold back my smile. “The thought had crossed my mind.” 
He chuckled. “Yes, she wanted to know if we suspected you of the murder.” 
My eyes widened and I was almost afraid to ask. “What did you tell her?” 
“Of course I told her that I knew you had nothing to do with it.” 
Whew. That was the answer that I had wanted to hear. 
“You looked relieved.” He smiled. 
“Well, I guess I was a little worried.” I picked at the edge of my shirt. 
“You didn’t think I really thought you did that, did you?” he asked, stepping closer and touching my arm. 
His touch was soft and caring.
I looked down for a second. “No, but you know my mind thinks the worst sometimes.” 
The library door opened, grabbing my attention. For a second I thought Mrs. Agnew had returned, but then I spotted Sandra. She rushed in as if coming in from out of a hurricane. Did she always look that panicked? From what I’d seen, she did. What was she doing here today? I was surprised she hadn’t left town already. I knew the police had told her not to leave, but I hadn’t thought she’d follow their orders. 
Maybe she’d just come in to check out a book. No, that seemed unlikely after what had happened last night. 
Sandra first looked over at the area where Hank had been last night. Was she looking for Hank? Maybe she was having some kind of strange denial and refused to believe that he was dead. 
Jane hissed at Sandra as she walked by. Tammy picked up the cat and stepped back behind the counter, just in case things turned ugly with Sandra. 
When Sandra spotted us, she turned around and ran out the door. Brannon and I exchanged a look. 
“What was that all about?” I asked.
“I don’t know, but I don’t think she was expecting to see me,” Brannon’s body tensed. 
“I think you’re right about that,” I said. 
“If you’ll excuse me.” Brannon nodded and then sprinted off. “I’ll call you later,” he called over his shoulder.
“Of course.” 
He was right. I knew by the look on Sandra’s face that she hadn’t expected to see him. She had turned around and run for the door in a split second. I hadn’t expected that to happen.
I knew that Brannon was going to stop Sandra if he caught up with her. That would make her even more nervous. I wanted to know why she had come to the library. Like I said, I doubted she’d come to check out a book. I had a feeling she had wanted to speak with me. Now I had to know what she wanted to say. As soon as I got a chance, I would find her. Brannon probably wouldn’t be happy with that though.
I released a deep breath and stared at the door as if I expected Brannon or Sandra to return. That door was full of surprises lately. I was almost afraid to see it open. 
As I stood there wondering what to do now, for some reason my eyes dropped to the floor. That was when I spotted a piece of paper. I knew that it hadn’t been there before. The only person who could have lost it would have been Sandra on her way out. I had cleaned the floor and would have seen it earlier. It hadn’t been there when Mrs. Agnew had been there.
I reached down and picked up the paper. I recognized what it was right away. It was a ticket for last night’s ghost tour. What was Sandra doing with it? She hadn’t purchased a ticket for the tour. The two people who had purchased tickets for the tour and hadn’t used them were Hank and Cady. How had Sandra ended up with the ticket? She had to have gotten it from Hank or Cady. That was a scary thought. That meant she had to have been around Hank last night. 
Just then someone grabbed my shoulder from behind. I jumped and spun around. 
Tammy held her hands up. “Whoa. Are you okay?”
I moved the paper in front of Tammy. “Look what I found.”
She squinted, trying to see the ticket. “You’re moving it too fast. I can’t see what it is. What are you doing over here by the door? What is it?”
“It’s a ticket for the tour. I think Sandra dropped it.”
She stared. “And?”  
“There’s just one problem.” I waved the ticket again. 
“What’s that?” Tammy asked. 
“She didn’t buy a ticket for the tour last night.” 
Tammy’s eyes widened. “What does that mean?” 
“She took it from Hank.” 
Tammy swallowed hard and then asked, “Does that mean she killed him?” 
“Not really, but I have to ask her about it. I’ll be able to tell if she’s lying, right?” I shrugged and walked back to the desk. “I don’t know what to think. But I’d better figure it out soon before Mrs. Agnew fires me. She thinks I had something to do with Hank’s murder.”     
Tammy leaned against the counter. “You have to do something, Ripley. I don’t want another librarian here.” 
I glanced at the computer screen. No new librarians! Annie had left another message.

“I don’t want another librarian here,” I said. “I promise I will do everything I can so that doesn’t happen.”
Annie and Tammy stared at me as if I should have thought of a way out of this already. Now the pressure was really on me. I had to talk to everyone involved to see if I could find some kind of clues. I couldn’t just come out and ask people if they had murdered Hank. 



Chapter 9
 
This was the first tour I’d given since the murder. It felt weird to go back there now, but I had to continue. After all, it was a graveyard. A thin mist of fog lingered around the edge of the cemetery. Stars were hidden by the fleecy gray clouds. The musty smell of earth surrounded me.
I would never forget about finding Hank there. It would forever be at the front of my mind when I came here. Maybe no one would even show up for my tours anymore. They would think that taking my tour would actually make them a part of the tour. I would have to add a new tagline to my brochure. Take the tour where you may end up a ghost too. That didn’t sound like something people would be anxious to sign up for. 
I stood at the entrance of the graveyard as I waited for the guests to arrive. It seemed spookier than usual. It was probably because of what had just happened. That would make anyone anxious. 
I spotted movement to my right and glanced over. The people for the tour had shown up and were headed my way. Relief fell over me when I realized I wasn’t totally out of business yet. By the glances around and the fidgeting, the people looked as if they were eager to get started too. 
“I was worried we didn’t have the right spot,” one of the women said in a loud voice.
“This is the place. Welcome to Devil’s Moon Haunted Tour,” I said with a smile. “Tonight I will guide you through shadowy alleys, take you into darkened corridors and share with you ghostly tales from around town. Step back in time with me and be on the lookout for spirits from beyond. This town is not without its tragedies.”
The group gathered around me and I was all set to start the tour. That was when I noticed someone else walking toward us. She stepped through the fog like a mysterious figure in the night. Sandra was staring as she headed my way. Her expression was emotionless with her dark eyes in a blank stare. She wore a dark coat and black scarf around her head which added to the spookiness factor. She’d already scared the group. That or they thought she was part of the show. I definitely hadn’t expected to see her. I couldn’t tell if she was going to attack me or what. 
When Sandra reached us, she stopped. “I am here for the tour.” 
Was she serious? Based on the scowl on her face I supposed she was. 
“Okay, well, here’s your flashlight.” I handed it to her. 
Sandra grabbed it from me and flicked it on. She shone the light right in my eyes. I threw my hand up to block the blinding glow. Finally she lowered the light, but she didn’t apologize. Probably because she wasn’t sorry. I wanted to ask her about the tour tickets, but I was also nervous to bring it up. I’d told Brannon about it, so I was sure he would look into it. As I led the group around to the tavern, I kept watching her out of the corner of my eye.
We made the regular stops on the tour. The group was pretty quiet and that was fine with me. Sandra was making me uncomfortable and I wasn’t sure I even felt like talking right now. I would just continue the tour and get it over with. 
I went through the motions and hoped that they didn’t notice that I was a bit preoccupied. I didn’t think anyone could blame me for being distracted though. I had a crazed woman following me around. That was unsettling. I peeked into the tavern to see if I could spot Tammy, but she wasn’t in sight. It was hard to see through the crowd. For a second I thought I spotted Cady at the bar. Maybe my mind was just playing tricks on me. I wished that Tammy could join me so that I wasn’t alone with Sandra.
Sandra remained silent during the tour. With every move I sensed her stare on the back of my head. Every time I looked back she was staring at me. If she had something to say then why didn’t she just say it? I was curious what her motivation was for being here tonight. I was sure it wasn’t just for the tour. She had another reason that she just wasn’t telling me. I was almost afraid to find out. Did she want to ask me about the murder? I had a few questions to ask her, as a matter of fact.
Once we reached the graveyard again, I knew that we would have to go in. I would have to face the spot where Hank had been found. 
Maybe the best thing to do was to just avoid the area where the crime had taken place. We would keep to the other side and maybe walk down the middle a little bit. I guided the group into the cemetery and so far everything was fine.
When I looked back to see what Sandra was doing, she wasn’t there. I had no idea where she had disappeared to, but I had a feeling. When I looked over to the older section, she was headed that way. I had to stop her. I hurried through the stories and instructed everyone that we would be going back to the entrance.
We turned back around to head to the front, but Sandra was behind me again, just like when she’d appeared out of the fog. I knew I’d seen her walking toward the older section. How had she gotten back over here so quickly? She had just reappeared like she was one of the ghosts. 
A chill whirled around us and that owl hooted again from the top of that old oak tree. It was as if he wanted to be a part of the tour too. 
Since Sandra had returned, I decided to take the group around just a little more of the graveyard. They had paid for the full tour, and it shouldn’t get cut short just because of Sandra. 
Illumination from the moon cut through the thick cover of darkness. It helped that I knew the graveyard like the back of my hand. I guided the group around the tombstones, successfully avoiding the scene of the crime. Then I steered them back toward the entrance. Usually I enjoyed telling stories, but tonight I was just glad that it was finished. Now maybe Sandra would go away and stop staring at me. 
“Are you going to tell them about what happened the other night?” Sandra asked in a loud voice. 
I wished she hadn’t said that, although surely they had heard what had happened. Nevertheless, I wanted to remain silent on the subject. I would ignore it and see what happened. Maybe she wouldn’t bring it up again. I quickly started talking again so that she didn’t have a chance. If she wanted to mention it she would have to interrupt me to do so. The other people seemed to be putting a distance between her and them. I couldn’t say that I blamed them because I wanted to do the same thing. I just needed to get her out of here.
Alas, I’d thought I was going to get away from the tour tonight without Sandra even speaking to me, but no such luck. As soon as the other tourgoers left, she rushed to my side and started asking more questions. I didn’t want her there, but now would be my chance to ask about the ticket.
“I hope you don’t mind if I ask you some questions.” She eyed me up and down.
She didn’t even give me a chance to answer before she started talking again. Why did she ask when she was just going to do what she wanted anyway? It was as if she wanted to be as creepy as possible. Maybe that was her way of scaring people. Well, it was working. 
“Which one of Hank’s books was your favorite?” she asked. 
The more she talked the more uncomfortable I felt. “I’m not sure,” I answered without looking over at her.  
“How can you not know? I know which one is my favorite. Of course all of them are my favorites. He never wrote a bad book as far as I’m concerned.” She waved her hands through the air.
I would just let her rattle on and maybe she would get tired. Maybe I could sneak into a building and get away from her. If I went into the tavern and it was crowded I could probably get away from her. Maybe I could hide behind the bar. Tammy would let me sneak back there. 
I walked away from the cemetery toward the street. Maybe she would take the hint and realize that the tour was over. I hurried my steps, hoping that she wouldn’t be able to keep up. 
With her long legs, she had no problem keeping up with me. And now I was out of breath. She didn’t act as if she’d even made any extra effort. As soon as she stopped talking, I would tell her I had to go. She just moved from one topic to the next without taking a breath. I walked as quickly as possible, but Sandra easily kept up with my pace, still asking questions about Hank’s books. 
I wasn’t even answering her at this point. I just wanted her to leave me alone. If she didn’t stop following me soon, I would have to ask her to leave. I hated to be rude, but since the tour was over, she couldn’t expect to come home with me. She hadn’t even mentioned Hank’s murder, which I thought was odd. I knew that it was on her mind. Or maybe she was trying to forget about it.
As I whipped around to see if I could get away from her, I smacked into someone’s hard and muscular chest. The soft feel of soft cotton rubbed against my cheek. A whiff of spicy cologne tingled my nose. It was just a hint, not too strong.  
Brannon grabbed my arms. “Are you okay?” 
Once I caught my breath, I said, “Yes, I’m fine.” 
He looked over at Sandra. “Is everything okay?” 
“I was just asking questions.” She pulled the scarf closer to her face, as if that would hide her.
“So the tour is over now?” Brannon eyed Sandra. 
I nodded. “Yes, and I think Sandra was just leaving, right?” 
I took the opportunity to let Sandra know she should leave. Brannon knew what I was doing. 
“You should let Ripley get home now,” he said, looking at Sandra. 
She shrugged. “I suppose we can discuss this later.” 
No! I didn’t want there to be a later. I’d had enough of her creepy talking.
I knew that Brannon sensed my uneasiness. It was coming off me in waves. Sandra stared for a second, but then turned and walked away. 
I released a sigh of relief. I didn’t know what would have happened if Brannon hadn’t come along when he did. She would have probably followed me all the way home. I hoped that she didn’t show up tomorrow night. Or at the library tomorrow. Based on her last comment, I figured I hadn’t seen the last of her.
“Thank you for coming to my rescue. She just wouldn’t stop talking,” I said. 
“What was she saying?” he asked. 
“She was asking me which one of Hank’s books was my favorite.” 
“What did you tell her?” Brannon asked. 
“I didn’t tell her much of anything. I just tried to avoid her questions.” 
“That was probably the best thing that you could have done,” he said. 
“I don’t know how much longer I will be able to avoid her though. She seems very persistent.” 
“That she is. I tried to talk with her about the ticket, but didn’t get much out of her. Maybe something else will pop up though. That’s why we’ve asked her not to leave town. Have you had dinner?”
“No, I haven’t.” I had planned on eating at home again in front of the TV. 
Brannon grabbed my hand and steered me toward Mammy’s Café. The warmth of his hand wrapped around mine. It felt better than I’d ever imagined. 
We stepped into the diner. The room fell silent when everyone spotted me. It had been that way recently when another murder had occurred at the library. It seemed like the townsfolk of Devil’s Moon thought that I’d brought bad luck with me when I returned. It certainly seemed that way. Maybe I had brought the bad luck. The stares and whispers were a little unnerving though. 
Brannon and I made our way across the diner to a booth by the window. This was my favorite spot in the whole place. Brannon and I had been in this booth before. Had he remembered? 
“Is this seat okay?” he asked as he pointed at the booth.
“Perfect.” I slid into the booth.
We’d barely settled into the booth when Brannon asked, “When were you going to tell me about what happened at Helmwood?” 
I studied the menu. “Not much happened.”
He nudged my menu down a little with his hand and smiled. That was all it took to make me melt. 
“I think a spirit followed me out of there,” I whispered. 
He studied my face. “And then what happened?” 
I glanced over my shoulder. “I’ve only seen a shadow around the library… my apartment… and the cemetery… oh, and the tour too.” 
“Is that all?” He quirked an eyebrow.
I placed the menu down and looked at him in his dazzling blue eyes. “I think the spirit attacked Hank when we were there.”
“What makes you say that?”
I looked out the window, but since it was pitch black outside all I saw was my own reflection. “Well, we saw the shadow fly across the room and disappear into his body.” I sounded calm about this, but in reality it still freaked me out. 
Brannon’s eyes widened. “Why didn’t you say something before?”
I shrugged. “He was murdered. That was a little distracting.” 
Soon the waitress came over and took our order. 
When she left, Brannon asked, “Is there anything else?”
“No, that about wraps it up.” I grabbed my napkin. 
“You’ll promise to tell me anything else that happened?”
I smiled. “I promise.”
Brannon looked down at the table for a second and then met my stare. “There’s a festival next week over in Bloomfield. Would you like to go?”
I had expected him to ask if I wanted to go on another investigation. But this was more. A whole day together? 
“I’d love to,” I said. 
Should I have hesitated longer? Perhaps pretended to check my empty schedule? I wanted to take things slow after my ex, but the first time Brannon asked I’d jumped on it. Apparently I had no self-control. 
The waitress set the plates down in front of us. 
“Can I get you anything else?” she asked, as if she was praying that we’d say no. 
“No, I think we’re fine for now,” Brannon answered. 
I took a drink of my Diet Coke and stared at his handsome face. He looked at me as he dumped ketchup onto his food. I took a bite of my sandwich and wondered what I should say next. 
“How did the tour go tonight? Other than Sandra showing up?” he asked, saving me from having to think of what to say. 
“It was oddly strange and uncomfortable,” I said.
“Maybe she won’t do that again. But let me know what happens with this shadow. Maybe we should take some equipment out there.”
I shrugged. “Maybe.” 
Brannon and I discussed the paranormal, books, and movies as we ate. I’d had no idea that we liked so many of the same things. He enjoyed thrillers like me, even though I never wanted to watch them without someone beside me. I had hoped he would give me a little insight into the murder investigation, but he’d kept silent on that topic. 
After paying for dinner, Brannon and I strolled down the sidewalk toward my place. The air was cool, but with the clear black sky we could see stars forever. 
“If Sandra comes back for the tour again make sure to give me a call,” Brannon said.
I nodded. “I’ll make sure to let you know.” I was being honest this time. He would be the first person I called. 
We stepped up onto my porch and stopped in front of the door. 
“Until we figure out what is going on, I’m not sure that you should do the tour alone,” he said. 
I looked at him. “What do you mean? I have to do the tour.” 
He shoved his hands into his pockets. “Yes, I know, but maybe you could get someone to do it with you?” 
I shrugged. “I have no idea who that could be. Tammy already has three jobs.” 
Brannon looked down at his feet. “I could come with you if you’d like.”
Heat rushed to my cheeks. I wasn’t sure how to react. “Sure, I guess that would be okay.”
Had I sounded too casual? I hated overanalyzing things. 
Without saying another word, he leaned down and pressed his lips against mine. I hadn’t been expecting that. Not that I was complaining, I just hadn’t seen his kiss coming. Or maybe I had. I’d noticed the way he’d been looking at me all night. I’d forgotten what passion felt like. I suppose I’d tried to lock it away in the back of my mind. His delicious lips wandered over mine, pushing reality out of the way. I was lost in the moment.  
He inched away from my face and looked me in the eyes. “I’ll see you tomorrow,” he whispered. 
I watched as he walked down the path and to the sidewalk. I stepped inside my place with the tingle from his lips still on my mind. How would it be if he did the tour with me? I supposed it would only be a few times and I could handle that. Who was I kidding? Spending lots of time after dark with a handsome man? Yes please!



Chapter 10
 
The next morning, I hurried out of bed. I was late for work and had only twenty minutes to get ready. As I stepped out of my bedroom, I didn’t notice the presence, but it soon appeared. I looked around as if I would see something this time, but there was nothing. 
I went about my morning routine and tried to ignore it. I had a bowl of Special K cereal and brewed coffee. After I grabbed my mug and purse, I headed out the door. The sun was shining and a few clouds dotted the sky. The forecast called for rain, so I thought I would enjoy the sunshine while I had a chance. If I had to walk alone, I figured as long as it was in the daylight I would be fine. 
Luckily, I still had time to make it to work. It was a nice crisp morning and I figured it would help clear my head. I looked over my shoulder to see if anyone was following me. Thank goodness I didn’t see anyone or anything. 
I continued on my way, but after just a few seconds, it felt as if someone was watching me. It was a much stronger feeling than I’d had inside my apartment or the library. I figured it was the same presence I’d been seeing everywhere. I wanted to know why this spirit was coming around. What did it want with me? Its constant company was more than a little unsettling.  
I spotted movement out of the corner of my eye. The thought of ignoring it crossed my mind, but my curiosity wouldn’t allow that. The more I acknowledged the ghosts though, the more they would show up—at least that was my theory. 
After a couple seconds of debate, I glanced to my right and that was when I saw the shadow. I shouldn’t have been surprised. I’d known that something was around and waiting for me. There were more ghosts than ever in Devil’s Moon. Why were there so many all of a sudden? Had I attracted more with my tour?  
Somehow this presence seemed different from the one before. Don’t ask me how I knew. This time it didn’t feel as if the spirit was male. I sensed it was a woman. The longer I watched her, the more she took on a living person’s appearance. She wore a light blue dress that looked as if it was from the 1920s. Her dark hair flowed past her shoulders. Something wouldn’t allow me to look away as I stared right at her. Would she communicate through my phone like Annie? I glanced down at my phone, but there was no message. I couldn’t stand there forever, so I moved forward a couple inches. She moved too. I wondered if she would chase after me if I started running. This was becoming scary quickly.
I inched forward more, but this time she didn’t move with me. When I glanced over at her, she vanished right before my eyes. Now she was nowhere in sight. I just needed to get to work before she returned. I headed down the sidewalk, but was sure someone was walking behind me. I glanced over my shoulder. 
Sandra stared at me. I didn’t know what to do. My only plan now was to ignore her and continue walking toward the library. I didn’t want to talk with her. As I practically ran down the sidewalk, I cast another glance over my shoulder. Sandra wasn’t there. Whew. Maybe she had gone for good. Was that too much to ask? Probably so after what she’d said last night. 
Suddenly I was rethinking my decision to walk to work today. First, it was the ghost after me, and now it was this woman. Speaking of the ghost, I looked around to see if she was there. The spirit wasn’t there now either, but would she pop up beside me at any second?  
Tammy had offered for us to carpool, but I’d told her no. But now I knew I should have let her pick me up. It was too bad because I really enjoyed walking to work. It looked as if those days would be over. 
I’d traveled a short distance when I noticed the footsteps behind me again. The more I walked the louder the footsteps grew. I was sure someone was following me and it had to be Sandra again. But maybe it was the ghost. I hurried my steps, hoping I could walk faster than whoever was back there. Good thing I’d worn my sensible white canvas tennis shoes, because I wouldn’t have been able to run in heels. I clutched my big pink purse to my chest so that I could move even faster, and possibly use it as a weapon if need be.
A hand wrapped around my shoulder. This was it. I was being attacked. Was the killer behind me? My heart rate increased and panic set in. I spun around and just started punching. I wasn’t even sure who or what I was hitting at, but I wanted to fend off my attacker. I swung punches and finally came in contact with someone. Well, it was probably only one punch that came into contact. But I was pretty proud that I’d made that one. 
Sandra clutched her stomach where I’d punched her. I felt bad, but it had had to be done. I’d thought someone was attacking me. What was I supposed to do? 
“Oh, are you okay? I didn’t know you were back there,” I said. “Why did you sneak up on me like that?” She could have called out and given me some kind of warning. Especially since there was a killer on the loose. Wasn’t she afraid of that? Or was she the killer? 
“I can’t believe you did that.” She continued to hold her stomach. I reached out to touch her arm, but she yanked it away. “Don’t touch me,” she warned with a wave of her index finger. 
Okay, clearly she was upset with me. That was understandable, but I hoped she saw my point of view. She would have done the same thing in my shoes. 
“I just wanted to make sure you were okay,” I said. 
Sandra straightened and pushed back her shoulders. “I am fine.” 
I was pretty sure she was still mad though. She was probably planning ways to get back at me.  
“Why are you following me?” I asked, staring her right in the eyes. 
She narrowed her eyes. “I wasn’t following you. I was just walking.”
Yeah, I didn’t believe that for a second. I shrugged and turned back around. If she wasn’t going to be truthful, then I wasn’t even going to talk to her. I couldn’t stand around and wait for her to leave, so I continued toward the library. Unfortunately, Sandra continued walking with me.
“Are you on the way to the library?” she asked as she walked along beside me. 
“Yes, I have to go to work,” I said without looking over at her.
Maybe she would take the hint. 
“I will just walk with you,” she said. 
That was what I’d been afraid she would say. “Okay,” I mumbled. 
Had she been waiting for me to come out of my apartment? That was a scary thought. Next thing I knew she’d be breaking into my place and tying me up. Was she stalking me like she had Hank? But if so, why? I didn’t even know her.
“I didn’t get a chance to finish talking to you last night,” she said. 
I hadn’t thought there was anything left to talk about. What could she ask? All she talked about was Hank’s books. I was a librarian, so I supposed that was why she was asking. There was more that she wanted to say though. I felt it. Would she admit to the murder? Would she tell me how she got that ticket? The thought freaked me out. 
“Did you say anything to Officer Landon about me?” Sandra asked. 
That was an odd question and not what I’d expected. Maybe this was why she was following me around. I clutched my purse and continued down the sidewalk. “No, I didn’t say anything about you. There are a few questions I’d like to ask you.”
She scowled as if she was shocked I would say such a thing. Finally, she cleared her throat and said, “Okay, what is your question?” 
“Did you see Hank two nights ago? You know… before it happened?” My stomach turned just thinking about her answer. 
“No,” she answered sharply. “I was not around.” 
Now she thought I was accusing her of the murder. Well, I supposed I kind of was. 
“I don’t appreciate your questions,” she snapped. 
Now this was even more awkward than before. 
She fidgeted as she walked. Apparently she didn’t like my questions. That wasn’t going to stop me from asking though. I slowed my pace so it would give her a chance to answer. 
“Are you sure that you didn’t see Hank or Cady before the tour?” I asked.
“I already said no, I didn’t see him. You sound like the police asking me questions like that.” 
She was being defensive. I couldn’t tell if she was being truthful or not. How would I ask her about the ticket? I would just have to get up my nerve and ask the question. 
“Did you happen to hear Hank mention taking my tour?”
Sandra eyed me suspiciously. “No, I didn’t.” 
We’d almost made it to the library. Sandra and I walked in silence for a moment. 
Suddenly, she said, “I just don’t know why the police keep asking me questions. Just because I am a fan of Hank’s doesn’t mean that’s any reason to ask me all these questions. I just wish they would leave me alone.”
“They’re just trying to get answers to his death, I suppose,” I said, feeling even more uncomfortable talking to her. 
I wondered if she was going to follow me into work. The building came into view and I was grateful. Now I could escape into my work. She couldn’t think she could follow me around work all day. I hated this and just wanted to get away. 
“I think the police should leave me alone,” she said again. 
Yeah, she had already said that once. She had a tendency to talk about the same things.
“Sandra, did you know you dropped a ticket for my tour? I found it at the library. I believe it was Hank’s.” I watched her for a reaction. 
She narrowed her yes. “I found it. I mean, I don’t know what you’re talking about.”
Now I was more suspicious than ever. She wasn’t being truthful. 
“I don’t have to answer your questions,” she said.
When I reached the stairs leading to the front entrance to the library, I said, “It was nice talking to you, but I have to work now.” 
She looked at the building and then back at me. “Yeah. I guess I should let you go. I’ve taken up enough of your time.” 
I wasn’t going to argue with that. 
“Okay, nice chatting with you.” I waved.
She studied my face for a second longer, and then said, “Yeah, thanks for talking with me.” 
I still hadn’t gotten the answers I had hoped for. That was something I would have to deal with. I didn’t want to keep talking to her. 
Finally Sandra turned around and moved down the sidewalk. I released a sigh of relief. I still didn’t know what she wanted from me. At least this time she didn’t say she’d be back. 
She glanced back at me and waved. I hurried up the steps so she wouldn’t come back. Once at the top, I had to glance back to see if she was there. She was still walking, and didn’t turn around to look at me this time. A wind whipped over my skin, which reminded me of the ghost I’d seen. I’d forgotten all about her with dealing with Sandra.
“What was that all about?” Tammy asked from over my shoulder. 
I jumped and spun around. 
“Wow, you are jumpy,” she said.  
I released a deep breath and then said, “I feel like I have a stalker.” 
“What makes you say that?” she asked. 
I gestured with a tilt of my head. “Not only did Sandra follow me at the tour last night, this morning she was practically waiting for me outside my apartment.”
Tammy’s eyes widened. “That is scary. What does she want?” 
“I don’t know exactly.” My phone dinged and I glanced down at the screen. 
I am concerned for you. 
I looked over Tammy’s shoulder and spotted Annie. “What are you concerned about?” I asked. 
Tammy searched for Annie as if she’d see her.
You are involved with this murder investigation. It is dangerous. 
That sent a chill down my spine. Did she know something that I didn’t know? “What do you mean?” I asked as I stepped inside the library’s door.
The killer is out there somewhere. Now you have to find the killer before the killer finds you. 
Annie was right. As much as I didn’t want to be involved, I had to help find the killer before something else happened.
 



Chapter 11
 
I grabbed an armful of books and headed over to the stacks to put them away. I always enjoyed this part of the job. It was therapeutic. Sometimes Annie followed along behind me, even though she couldn’t send texts when I left my phone at the reference desk. She wanted me to keep it on me at all times, but it wasn’t possible to check the texts with my arms full anyway, so what was the point? 
This time she’d stayed at the front to play with the cat. This left me alone to walk through the stacks. I didn’t mind the alone time. I stopped and placed a book on the shelf and then moved down to the next section. 
I’d reached the end of the aisle when I heard footsteps. I paused and listened again to see where the sound was coming from. I wasn’t sure if they were behind me or if someone was getting ready to step around the corner from the other aisle. The footsteps had stopped, so I took a couple more steps. As soon as I did, I heard the sound again. I would have thought that it was just my own footsteps if not for the fact that the sound continued now that I had stopped. I peeked over my shoulder, but I didn’t see anyone. The sound had stopped again. I knew the library was empty expect for the ghost and the cat. The cat had never made noise that loud so I knew that it wasn’t Jane Austen.
Maybe it was Annie? Where was she? I knew I’d left her at the front of the library. If it had been her she probably would have already appeared by now. 
“Annie, is that you?” I called out. 
Not that she would answer me. She had been right. I should have my phone with me at all times. I wouldn’t tell her though because she would only say she told me so. 
Since I didn’t hear the footsteps again, I figured it must just be my imagination. I had a lot going on lately so it wouldn’t be a surprise if any little sound kicked in my imagination. 
I moved down the aisle again. I stopped in front of the shelf and placed another couple of books in their correct spots. Oddly enough, I was in the mystery section, not too far from where Hank’s books were filed. I thought about what had just happened again. I needed to get this off my mind. It was nothing, I reminded myself. After all, the library was big, old and scary. As much time as I spent in the graveyard and other spooky locations, I couldn’t understand why this bothered me. Then again, sometimes I had no idea why my thoughts worked the way they did.   
I only had a couple books left, then I could finish up my work and head home. I was looking forward to cooking a nice dinner. Maybe I could relax and take my mind off things. I just hoped the weird presence that had been hanging around my place wasn’t there tonight. It was as if someone was always watching me and I hated that feeling. 
Speaking of that feeling, I was kind of having it currently. Maybe not quite as heavy, but that little feeling was there, just around the corner, waiting to appear. 
The thought had barely left my mind when the footsteps sounded again. I couldn’t believe this was happening. I needed to hurry and get out of there.
I turned around in the aisle and then walked halfway back down. If I leaned over to the left, I could see part of the reference desk. I wanted to see if Annie was still there. When I leaned over to look, I spotted her at the desk. Jane Austen was batting at Annie’s hand. Seeing her there sent a shiver down my spine. Now I knew for sure that it wasn’t her. Was it the other ghost that had been following me around? It had to be. It wasn’t surprising that the ghost had followed me to work. If it followed me at home then it was no wonder that it would come to the library too. 
Maybe it would leave me alone if I found out who the ghost was and what it wanted. 
I turned back around and headed the other way down the aisle to file the books. I couldn’t let this spirit get the better of me. As long as it wasn’t an evil spirit, then I would be fine. Of course, I didn’t know it wasn’t evil. 
I reached the end of the aisle and turned to my left to go down the next aisle. As soon as I did, I ran right into someone with a smack.
The books fell from my hand and landed on the floor. I let out a gasp and jumped back. 
“Are you following me?” Cady asked with a frown. 
For a second, I was speechless. Why would I be following her? If anyone was doing the following, it was her. Why was she here now? Obviously she had been the source of the footsteps. 
“I’m not following you. Why do you ask?” I said, picking up the books. 
I stared at her and wondered if I needed to run. The look on her face was less than pleasant. She looked as if she wanted to smack me. I couldn’t believe she had been sneaking around the library following me like that. How long had she been waiting for me? 
“I know you have been following me around,” she said. 
She had her fists clenched by her sides as if she was ready to hit me at any moment. Maybe I could use the books as shields against her punches. Or I could smack her on the head with them if she attacked me. I had no idea why she was so angry. 
“Like I said, I haven’t been following you. What makes you think that I have been following you?” I asked. I couldn’t wait to hear her explanation for this. “I think it’s the other way around. I think you were following me.” I crossed my arms in front of my waist.
Her eyes seemed to catch fire with that comment. “I told you to stop following me.”
Maybe I should just walk to the front and leave her fuming back there. “Don’t come in here accusing me of something like that.” I waved my index finger at her. 
Now she was making me angry. 
She glared at me for a second and then said, “Look, I have been walking around and I hear footsteps and noises.” 
“That doesn’t prove anything. Why would you think just because you are hearing things that it was me?” This wasn’t making any sense. 
She shook her head in frustration. “Earlier today I heard the footsteps. At first I didn’t see anything, but when I looked back again I saw you on the sidewalk behind me, so I know for a fact you were following me. I saw you with my own eyes.” 
“That isn’t true,” I said. “I didn’t even see you today. I think I would remember if I saw you. It must have been a coincidence if I was back there.”
She snorted. “That is highly unlikely.” She stepped close to me so that her face was mere inches from mine. “Now you listen to me. Stay away from me or you will regret it.” She didn’t blink. 
I swallowed hard. I had to be tough. I reached out and poked her in the chest. “Don’t threaten me.” 
Her eyes widened as if she couldn’t believe I’d had the nerve to do that. 
“Believe it,” I said, answering the question that she hadn’t asked. 
She stepped back, but didn’t take her eyes off me. My stomach felt sick. I could be dealing with the killer. What was I thinking? I was only making things worse. If she really was the killer, then she could snap at any moment.  
She stared at me and opened her mouth. 
“Did you ever stop to think that it could be Sandra following you?” I asked. 
“Nice try. Sure, blame her. I didn’t see her behind me.” 
“I told you that it was a coincidence. I have to walk on the sidewalk too. They’re there for everyone to use, you know.” 
“You think you’re so smart.” 
Now I didn’t even know what she was talking about. She was coming unhinged. 
I started to walk around her. “If you’ll excuse me, I have to get back to work.” 
She leaned closer as I moved past. “Just remember that I won’t put up with this.” 
Talk about a bad day at work. Now more than ever I needed to go home and relax. 
As I headed toward the front of the library, Cady followed behind me. I really didn’t want to continue this conversation. When I looked toward the reference desk, Annie spotted us. At that moment, my phone went crazy. I knew she had a million questions. How had Annie not seen Cady walk in? 
Annie floated over and walked beside Cady. She waved her finger in front of Cady’s face as a warning, but of course Cady had no idea. When I reached the desk, I stopped, but Cady continued toward the exit. Thank goodness. Maybe now she was finally leaving. 
She opened the door, but turned slightly to look at me. “Don’t forget what I told you.” 
She stepped out of the door. 
A strong wind slammed the door shut behind her. I knew that Annie had been responsible for that. I moved over behind the desk and retrieved my phone. Twelve messages. I knew that Annie wanted to know what was going on with Cady. 
What was that all about? the last message said. The last message always appeared first on my phone. 
I really didn’t want to worry Annie. But how could I lie to her? Maybe I would just leave out the worst parts. 
She would like the part where I’d poked Cady in the chest though. Annie liked it when I stuck up for myself. I was learning more and more how important that was.



Chapter 12
 
I’d just turned off my computer and was ready to leave when Tammy walked in my office. “I’m headed to pick up my little sister. Want to ride along?” 
“Sure, I guess so.” I grabbed my purse. 
Tammy and I stepped out into the hallway. “Do you think the story about the hex that’s placed on anyone who visits Helmwood House is true?” Tammy asked. 
I chuckled. “Where did that question come from? It’s kind of out of the blue, don’t you think? And to answer your question, no, I don’t think the story is true. Do you?” 
She stared at me for a second and then laughed. “No, no, of course not.” 
Was she being serious? I couldn’t tell. 
I peered around for Annie as we walked. “Of course you know I believe in ghosts, but placing hexes on people just isn’t possible.” 
“I guess it’s just a coincidence then,” Tammy said. 
“What’s a coincidence?” 
Tammy sighed and then said, “That Hank was murdered after visiting the house.”  
“Yep, I guess so,” I said. “I went to the house. And nothing bad has happened to me.”
Her faced turned serious. “No, not yet.” 
“Don’t say not yet.” 
She quirked a sculpted eyebrow. “Then you are worried something could happen?” 
“Well, no, I’m not worried… never mind.” 
Tammy’s story sounded spooky for around a campfire while toasting marshmallows, but that was as far as it went. There was one thing on my mind though. The ghostly presence had appeared right after I’d visited the house. It couldn’t be a hex, but what was the reason? Maybe I could find out why she had followed me now that I knew what she looked like. But that didn’t explain the male presence that I’d felt.
My phone dinged, so I pulled it out of my pocket and checked the text. Of course I already knew who it was from since I could see her waiting for us at the end of the hall. Apparently, Annie had been listening to our conversation.
You shouldn’t mess around with that house. 
“I will be fine,” I said. 
“What did Annie say?” Tammy asked.
“She’s just worried about that house.” 
“Maybe you should listen to her,” Tammy said.
As we walked toward the front of the library, I said, “You know, I’ve been thinking.” 
“Well, it’s about time.” Tammy chuckled. 
I frowned. “That’s not funny.” 
She waved her hand. “You know what I mean.”
“Seriously though, I could find out more about the haunting of this house if I did a little research.” 
“Do you mean by going back there? Are you sure that’s what you’re trying to find out? Is it about the hex?” 
“There is no hex.” 
Annie sent another message. Do not go back to that house.
“What will Brannon say?” Tammy asked. 
“He’ll probably be excited if I find out more about the house,” I said. 
Jane Austen jumped up onto the desk and meowed. 
Tammy rubbed the cat’s head. “You’re in luck, ’cause it just so happens I know where you can find out the story. I know a woman who might be able to shed more light.” 
I leaned against the counter. “Okay… who is this person?” 
“She lives down the road from here. She lived by the house when she was a child. Her name is Mrs. Marie Fredrickson.”
“How old is she now?” I asked. 
Tammy shrugged. “I’m not sure. I think her Social Security number is one.”
I shook my head and chuckled.  
I wondered if Mrs. Fredrickson would remember the woman whose ghost I’d met. I had to find out because apparently the ghost wasn’t leaving my house anytime soon. The strange feeling was increasing by the day. So I was kind of in a hurry to get rid of her. 
I had a while before the tour. I supposed I could pop by for a visit. 
After feeding the cat, I said, “Okay, I’ll go over and see if she’ll talk to me.” 
“I bet she will give you lots of information. She doesn’t get out much so she’ll probably love having a guest.” 
“You’re probably right. Now I’m looking forward to it. Would you mind dropping me off there before you pick up your sister?” I asked. 
“We were going shopping for cleaning supplies for her new apartment. You’re going to miss out on all the fun, but if you really want to go…” 
“I’ll take a rain check.” 
My phone dinged again. 
Just be careful. Since you’re obviously not going to listen to my advice and stay away from that cursed house.
“I promise I will be careful.”
After wrapping up everything at the library, we made the quick drive to the woman’s house. We pulled up in front of the house and Tammy shoved the gear into park. “Here we are.” 
I stared at the house. “I remember this place. I heard it was abandoned too.” 
Tammy opened her door and got out. “Nope, it’s not abandoned.” 
I climbed out of the car. “Did you change your mind and decide to go with me?” 
Tammy and I stood on the sidewalk looking at the house. “No, I have to go, remember?” 
“Oh, yeah, right. Well, I can handle this myself. Good luck, Tammy.” 
She didn’t say anything else as she turned around and got back in her car.
Halfway up the sidewalk, I turned and looked out at the road. Tammy waved as she pulled away from the curb. I looked up at the house again. If I could do haunted tours then surely I could talk to this woman. 
I’d barely finished knocking when the large wooden door swung open. The woman poked an umbrella at me. I jumped back. 
“What do you want?” she demanded. 
So much for her wanting guests. 
“Mrs. Fredrickson, I just had some questions for you,” I said breathlessly. 
“I don’t want to talk to anyone and I don’t want to answer your questions.” 
“I have questions about the house on Potter Road.” I rushed my words. 
She lowered the umbrella and stared at me. The woman had gray hair pulled up in a disheveled bun and wore a yellow floral dress. “What do you want to know?” 
“Can I come in and ask a few questions?” Did I really want to go inside? 
I stepped into the dark space. There was no sound other than my footsteps against the hardwood floor. Now I really wished that Tammy had come inside with me. 
“We can sit in the living room if you’d like.” 
I was having second thoughts. I’d just as soon stand out on the front porch, but that would probably seem rude. “The living room is fine,” I said. 
“Sorry if I scared you, but you never know what kind of crazy might be at your front door,” she said. 
“No, I agree. I should have called first.” 
“I don’t have a phone.” 
Well, this was going nowhere. I might as well just get right to the point. 
She patted the sofa. “Sit down.”
I did as I was told and sat on the edge of the sofa, as if that would help me spring up faster in case I needed to run. There was about a fifty-fifty shot that I would have to bolt out of there. This house was almost as spooky as the abandoned one. The wallpaper was peeling from the walls and some of the plaster needed work. I knew how to do some repairs. I wondered if she needed my help. 
“You wanted to ask a question?” she said while staring at me. 
I cleared my throat. “My friend told me that you know a lot about the old house on Potter Road. The Helmwood place.” 
She placed her hands on her lap. “Yes, but that was many years ago. I was just a little girl back then. The woman who owned the place had two small children I played with.” 
“That sounds nice.” Nothing spooky about that. “Is there anything else?”
“She didn’t like anyone to come around. She would run the children away.” 
“Is that how she got a reputation as a scary witch?” I chuckled. 
“She did a lot of strange things. When people went around her, if she didn’t like them, bad things would happen.” 
I wondered if this was the ghost that I had seen. Was she still around the house haunting it? That was the only logical explanation for what I’d seen. 
“Was her name Helmwood?” I asked. 
Mrs. Fredrickson shook her head. “I believe that was her name before she married. Her married name I can’t recall now. You’ll have to forgive me, my memory isn’t what it used to be.”
I nodded. “Of course.” 
A frown turned down the corners of her mouth. “There are stories about the house. I was just a child when the woman who lived there died. Anyone who went to the house had bad things happen to them.” 
Did she know that she’d just repeated her words? I wouldn’t remind her. She’d already said her memory wasn’t what it used to be. 
“I guess that isn’t the case now,” I said. “Bad things don’t happen to people who go to the house.”
She stared at me. “I wouldn’t know about that.” 
I didn’t bother to tell her that I had been at the house and nothing had happened to me. Brannon had been to the house too. As far as I knew nothing had happened to him either. Of course we couldn’t say the same about Hank. What was different? That was when it hit me. Hank had been attacked by the spirit. But spirits couldn’t kill people. It was just a coincidence. 
“Can you give me an example of some of the things that happened to people?” I asked. 
She tapped her fingers against her leg. “Keith Bender went missing.”
That was an interesting story, but it still was just a story that would scare the kids. I’d never heard of this man. I’d have to look into it. “Is there anything else you can tell me?” I asked. 
“I don’t think there is anything else. I would advise you not to go to the house, if that’s what you’re planning on.” She scowled. 
“Thank you for the warning, but I think it would be fine.” 
She glared at me. “You’ll find out the hard way then.” 
I didn’t want to find out the hard way or the easy way. I needed to find out if there was any truth to any of this story. “Do you believe in this? That bad things happen to people who go to the house?” I asked. 
She shrugged her tiny shoulders. “It’s not for me to decide. I stay away from there, so I don’t have to worry if the story is real. You’d be well advised to do the same.” 
She wasn’t going to let that part go. “Okay, I’ll stay away.” 
I supposed I didn’t have any reason to go again. Other than getting rid of the ghost that had followed me on my return home. I guessed I couldn’t guarantee that I wouldn’t go back there. Maybe if I went back to the house the ghost would follow me back.
I pushed to my feet. “I really appreciate you taking the time to talk with me.” 
Mrs. Fredrickson shuffled over toward me and I continued out of the room into the foyer. I reached the door and hurried out onto the porch before she could stop me. I turned around to face her. “Thank you again.” 
I would have to mention to Tammy about offering to help fix up Mrs. Fredrickson’s home. She couldn’t do it herself and the house needed some repairs. I made a mental note to ask. 
“Just stay away. The place isn’t safe,” she said. 
I nodded. “Yes, I’ll do that.” 
I stepped off the porch and down the pathway toward the sidewalk. I had hoped to see Tammy waiting for me. I still didn’t believe what the woman had said. But it did give me some idea who the ghost might be. 
Tammy wasn’t anywhere in sight, but then again I had told her that I would call her if I needed a ride. I wasn’t going to do that though. I could walk home. I carried my purse in front of me and hurried my steps. It wasn’t a short walk home, but I would make the most of it. 
I took off down the sidewalk. The more I thought about how Sandra had followed me, the more I thought maybe I should call Tammy for that ride. I tried to relax and not worry about it. My mind was playing games with me now. If it wasn’t the ghosts it was that weird woman. I could handle the ghosts much better. They weren’t nearly as scary as Sandra. 
Did the police really suspect her as the murderer? Why else would they tell her not to leave town? I supposed it was just a precaution. Same as with Cady.



Chapter 13
 
Thank goodness I’d made it to the graveyard without any trouble. I’d picked up my flashlights and headed over to wait for the tourgoers. Darkness had already settled over Devil’s Moon. I stood near the gates, avoiding looking for where Hank had been found. 
I couldn’t shake the feeling of being watched. Glancing back once again, I noticed a yellow glow at the far edge of the cemetery. Within seconds that glow had turned into a ghost. I had seen this ghost many times and even talked with her. Mrs. Clatterbuck wore a brown dress and even carried a matching brown pocketbook. It was the first time I’d ever seen a ghost carrying a purse. 
She even had ghostly items in her purse. I had no idea how that worked, but I suppose there were things in life I would never be able to explain. I knew this because she’d dropped the contents once. There were normal things like scrap pieces of paper and pennies. 
Mrs. Clatterbuck had a glow around her at first, but then it disappeared and now she looked like any living person. That was how she had fooled me into thinking she was a living person for so long. It was only when Brannon had told me that she was a ghost that I’d discovered the truth. Brannon had talked to her as well. He’d thought I’d known about her paranormal status, but she’d had me fooled. 
Mrs. Clatterbuck had lived behind the graveyard in a little yellow clapboard house. She had complained a lot about my tour. She hadn’t wanted me to disturb the dead. I hadn’t known for quite some time that she was really a ghost. I’d seen her watching me from the window of that house on many occasions. Needless to say, it had shocked me when I discovered that house was vacant. 
Apparently, she had been appearing around the area for many years. As far as I knew, Brannon and I were the only ones she talked to and knew she was not of the living. Brannon thought it was because we spent more time in the graveyard than anyone else… well, any living people. I thought there was probably more to it than that. 
Mrs. Clatterbuck’s appearance tonight wasn’t a surprise. I had expected her to pay me another visit soon. She kept guard over the place, I supposed to make sure I did the job right, and so that I wouldn’t disturb the dead. Little had I known when I’d first encountered her that she was buried in the older section. As a matter of fact, it was close to where Hank had been found.  
Mrs. Clatterbuck was headed my way. More than likely she had another urgent message for me. Probably to tell me to get out of the graveyard yet again. She didn’t like that I brought a bunch of people around. She felt like I was disturbing the dead. That was the last thing I wanted to do. She didn’t believe me though. 
She marched over to me. Her presence was so commanding that I almost turned to run away. Her scowl made me feel as if I’d committed a crime. In her eyes, I had. 
She stopped in front of me. “I see that you’re back.” 
“Yes, Mrs. Clatterbuck. I’m not disturbing the dead though,” I said in my politest tone. 
Ghost or not, there was no need to be rude. Even if she was a little snippy with me. 
She raised a bushy eyebrow. “See to it that you don’t. I will be watching you.” 
Yes, I knew that she would. The owl hooted from the treetop as if in agreement with her. He would help keep an eye on me as well. She stared at me. I shifted from one foot to the other. Her stare was unsettling. 
“Is there anything else, Mrs. Clatterbuck?” I asked.
“As a matter of fact there is,” she said in her crackly voice. 
That was what I was afraid of. What could she possibly have to say to me? She’d already made it known that she didn’t want me there, so what else was there? I braced myself for her next comment. She shifted her pocketbook from her left arm to her right, all the while keeping her stare focused on my face. I inched back a step, but she moved with me.     
“It’s more of a warning, I suppose.” She eyed me up and down. 
Oh, great. That was even worse. How many more ways could she want me to stay out of the graveyard? And I’d thought I was making progress with her. I’d thought she was getting used to me bringing the groups here for a tour. I always helped keep the graveyard clean and I’d never let anything happen to any of the graves. That should count for something in her eyes. 
I stood a little straighter, ready to face whatever she had to say. “What is it, Mrs. Clatterbuck?” 
She shook her head. “The other ghosts probably won’t be as patient as me.” 
I cringed. That wasn’t good. She was already impatient. I couldn’t imagine the other ghosts being worse than her. 
Wait. “What other ghosts?” I asked. 
She waved her hand for emphasis. “The ghosts that occupy this graveyard,” she said as if I should have already known. 
The ghosts that had surrounded me one time while I’d been in the graveyard? That night had been particularly terrifying and I didn’t want to relive it again. I’d seen them before, but I hadn’t thought they’d return. How was I supposed to know there were ghosts that stayed around all the time and that they were unhappy with me? 
“They will let their presence be known soon if you keep this up.” 
I didn’t know what to say. Maybe the ghosts wouldn’t be as impatient as her. “I’ll make sure to watch out for them,” I said. 
She shook her head as if that was impossible. “Don’t say I didn’t warn you.”
Mrs. Clatterbuck turned and walked away, leaving me to think about her warning and what it truly meant. As she crossed the graveyard, the glow returned. The light surrounded her as if consuming her figure. Soon she was transparent and then she was nothing more than the yellow glow again. 
I stood there for a moment wondering if she would return. She probably wouldn’t come back now though. I knew she would return soon though. 
Now I had to seriously consider what she’d warned me about. Were there really other ghosts in the cemetery that were unhappy with me? I had seen them that one time, but none of them had ever talked to me like Mrs. Clatterbuck had. She didn’t need electrical devices to talk to me. I wondered why that was. Would Annie someday be able to talk with me like Mrs. Clatterbuck did? 
I shone my flashlight out across the graveyard. Yes, I was looking for more ghosts. I didn’t want them to sneak up on me in case they didn’t have the same glow as Mrs. Clatterbuck. So far I didn’t see anything. I hoped that I wouldn’t spot any new ghosts tonight. One was enough for the evening. But then again, I also had the ghost following me and the one at home. Those didn’t count, right? I figured it was time for me to get out of there.  
Just as I was about to leave, I felt a presence. I shone my flashlight around the graveyard again and spotted them. The ghosts had surrounded me. They were everywhere. This had happened before. But I had thought it was a one-time occurrence. I didn’t know that they were watching me all the time. I was frozen on the spot. 
The ghosts moved closer and I wondered how close they would get before I would run. I wasn’t going to let them get much closer. Of course, I hoped that I would actually be able to move. Right now I wasn’t even sure my legs would work. What were they going to do to me? 
Just as I was ready to run, they stopped. They were close, but not so close that I still didn’t think I couldn’t get away. They appeared to me just as Mrs. Clatterbuck did, as clear as any living person. An older man with gray hair and a gray suit stepped closer to me. I suppose he was the spokesman for the group. 
“We are watching you,” he said. 
I nodded, but was unable to speak. 
The man stared at me. “The ghosts are around you. Watch for them.” 
That was all he said. He hadn’t warned me about disturbing the dead. Was that the only message he had for me?
I looked out across the graveyard at the other ghosts. They watched me too. Soon they all turned and walked back across the graveyard. That wasn’t so bad. Maybe that was all the message they had for me. Mrs. Clatterbuck wouldn’t be happy about that. 
But they had warned me to watch out for other ghosts. Did they mean the ones that had recently attached to me? That was probably what they meant. I had to find out more. I wouldn’t take their warning lightly. I couldn’t afford to. 
All the ghosts had vanished now. I glanced over toward where Hank’s body had been found. There was nothing there now. Just the memory of what I’d seen. It was time for me to meet my guests. There had been enough action for one night and even though I should hope the guests saw a ghost, I hoped that they didn’t. I’d seen enough for one night.
I turned and hurried toward the graveyard’s entrance. When I reached the gate, I looked back. No ghosts were there and I was glad for that. I didn’t want any more to follow me. Mrs. Clatterbuck hadn’t returned either, so I figured I needed to get out of there before she returned for. She would be back soon enough. I was sure we would have another discussion about me staying out of the graveyard.
Why had the ghosts given me this warning? What did they know about the ghosts that were following me? I wondered if they knew anything about Hank’s murder. Had they been here when it happened? Had they watched it happen and not been able to do anything to help him? I’d like to think that if they’d seen anything they’d give me that message. Did they know that I was trying to help find the killer? I didn’t know how much they knew. Mrs. Clatterbuck was only concerned with me disturbing the dead. 
My guests hadn’t shown up yet, so I decided to walk back out to the street to see if I could spot anyone headed my way. The footsteps sounded behind me again. Oh, no. This was getting out of hand. I’d known that ignoring Sandra wouldn’t make her go away. 
Someone tapped me on the shoulder. I spun around and started punching. I couldn’t help it. My reflexes kicked in. 
Brannon ducked and missed my punch. I couldn’t believe that I had just tried to punch a police officer. I held my hands up. “I’m so sorry. I thought someone was attacking me.” 
He stared at me in shock. “That’s exactly why I was wondering why you were walking alone. What are you doing?” 
He stared at me. “What’s happening?” 
I knew that he wouldn’t be happy that I’d been in the graveyard alone. It was as if I was pushing my luck. He was right, the killer could be out there just waiting for a chance to attack someone else in the graveyard. I didn’t think it was a random killing and I knew that he didn’t as well. That didn’t make it any less scary though. “I was just checking out the graveyard.” I gestured over my shoulder. 
“I see that. Do you want me to worry about you?” 
“Of course not,” I said. “Mrs. Clatterbuck was back there.” 
He shoved his hands in his pockets. “I’m not surprised that she was around tonight.” 
“My guests haven’t shown up yet. Maybe word got out about my tour not being safe.”
“I’m sure they will be here soon,” he said. 
I pushed the hair out of my eyes. “Listen, I wanted to ask you something.” 
“Okay. What do you want to ask?”
“Has anything strange happened to you since you went to Helmwood House?” 
His eyes widened. “How did you know?”
That wasn’t the answer I had expected. 
“Well, I’ve been seeing the shadow figures. I saw the ghost of a woman. You haven’t told me if this happened to you too. I didn’t know if it was just me,” I said.
He shook his head. “It’s not just you.”
“Do you mind if I ask what you’re experiencing?” I asked. 
“I’ve seen the shadows at my place. Even at the police station.”
“Do you believe in that curse story?”
He grinned. “No. Do you?” 
“No.” 
He touched my arm. “Maybe your tourgoers are waiting at the tavern for you.”
I nodded. “I hope so.”
We headed toward the tavern. I wondered if he would mention wanting to do the tour with me. Maybe he had forgotten. I was hoping that he hadn’t. 
“Like I said, I keep seeing a shadow and feeling a presence in my house,” he said. “It started right after I was at that house. What about you? Anything new?” 
I looked at him as we walked. “No, same thing.” 
As we stood in front of the tavern waiting for my guests to arrive, Brannon said, “We should go investigate the house again.” 
And I had said there was no reason for me to go back again. I’d known that wasn’t true.
I leaned against the old stone building. “Sure, I guess it would be okay.” 
After all, I was trying to lure the ghost back to the house. If I couldn’t get rid of it for good, at least I could get the ghost back to the house it had originally been haunting. 
“We probably won’t find anything if the ghost is following us around. Heck, I could probably find evidence just by carrying around some of your equipment with me everywhere I go.” 
He chuckled. “You might have a point about that.” 
Just then movement caught my attention. The people ready for the tour gathered at on the sidewalk. 
“Are you here for the haunted tour?” I asked.
They nodded. It was a small group tonight. Two couples consisting of a man and woman each joined us. It looked as if Brannon would be my date for the evening. 
I handed out the flashlights. “Welcome to Devil’s Moon Haunted Tour.” 
When I glanced over at Brannon, he smiled approvingly. He looked down at his feet as if he was embarrassed to ask. “So do you mind if I come along tonight?” 
How could I say no? His smiling face was hard to resist. Plus I had a woman who seemed a little unstable following me around. I never knew when she would pop up again. Brannon would be able to help me with it when she did. I had a feeling there would be another time. It seemed if she couldn’t stalk Hank anymore, she would stalk someone she could talk about Hank with. There were worse things than having a hot guy go to work with you. 
“I planned on it,” I said.
He smiled.
As Brannon followed me through the tour, I was very aware of Brannon’s presence. He didn’t say anything, but my stomach did a dance every time I glanced over at his handsome face. 
We’d made it out of the second building when a woman called out to me. “Is this the haunted tour?” 
I spun around and stopped in my tracks. When I glanced over at Brannon, I saw the shocked look on his face. I recognized the gorgeous blonde. Darlene McGuire was Brannon’s ex-wife. What was she doing here? Darlene supposedly moved to New York City with her boss whom she was cheating with. Needless to say, I was surprised to see her on the tour. I was surprised to even see her in the state.
“Darlene, what are you doing here?” Brannon asked.  
“I just always wanted to take this tour. Do you mind if I join in? I know I’m late, but I just couldn’t make it here in time.” She flashed her white smile. It didn’t seem sincere. 
Brannon probably wanted to know why she was in Devil’s Moon, not why she was on the tour. I wanted to know the answer to both of those questions. 
She’d already missed a couple of the stops, but if she didn’t mind then who was I to say no? I didn’t know what her motive was though. Was she still trying to get Brannon back? 
“Sure, no problem.” I forced a smile onto my face.
Brannon handed Darlene his flashlight. “Here, you may need this.”
He didn’t sound happy that she had joined us. During the rest of the tour I noticed she was watching him. Did she know that Brannon and I had become friends? She had to know. Why else would she come on the tour? I knew she wasn’t interested in the paranormal. 
A stop at the antiques shop and the restaurant on the corner and we were headed back to the graveyard. Darlene had been quiet and I wondered why she had joined late and what she was up to. 
Going through the graveyard wasn’t any easier this time than the last. I thanked everyone and took the flashlights back. Darlene waited by the gate. I assumed she wanted to talk with Brannon. He hadn’t left my side all night. What did she want to say to him? After the others walked away, she approached. Brannon was standing beside me. 
“Hi,” she said with a smile. “I hope you don’t mind if I ask a few questions.” 
Who was she talking to? Me or Brannon?
“What is it, Darlene?” I’d never heard Brannon use that tone. 
“I guess you’re surprised to see me here tonight.” She looked from Brannon to me. When neither of us answered she looked back at Brannon and said, “So you’re doing this tour now?”
“I’m helping Ripley, yes,” he answered.
She looked at me with a smirk. “That’s nice.” 
“Was there anything else?” Brannon asked. 
“There was something else,” she said. 
Brannon and I stared at her. She shifted from one foot to the other. “I heard there was a murder here in the graveyard the other night.” 
I hadn’t expected that. Brannon’s eyes widened. I guessed rumor had gotten around so I shouldn’t have been surprised. 
“Yes, there was,” I said, unsure of what else to say.
Brannon didn’t say anything, so I figured he wanted to hear what she had to say first. 
“Yes, there was an incident here. That doesn’t mean it happened at the graveyard though.” 
Had I said too much? 
“Do you know what happened to the man? Who killed him?” she asked. 
“We don’t know that for sure yet,” Brannon answered for me. “Why do you ask, Darlene?”
She looked at him as if she was annoyed with his tone. “I was just curious. It seems like a strange thing to happen on a ghost tour.” 
“It wasn’t on the tour,” I said defensively.
“Do they have any leads on who would do such a thing?” she asked. 
I glanced at Brannon. He didn’t answer her, so I decided I would. “No, I don’t think they do.” 
“They have to have some leads,” she said. 
“I think that’s enough questions,” Brannon said. 
She paused as if she hadn’t heard his comment. Finally, she said, “You always were too secretive, Brannon.”
Now I just felt uncomfortable being in the middle of their discussion.  
“You seem very interested in the case.” Brannon watched her for a reaction. 
She glanced over her shoulder. “I guess I was just curious. Well, it was a great tour. Thanks.” She turned on her heel and hurried away.   
We watched as she walked away. I knew that Brannon was suspicious of her. So was I. She hadn’t come on the tour just for the fun of it.
He ran his hand through his thick hair. “I’m sorry about that. I have no idea why she did that.” 
“Don’t worry about it,” I said. “But why would she randomly start asking questions about the murder?”  
“I doubt that is her real reason.” 
“We should see where she went to.” I surprised myself by what I’d said. 
He looked over at me. “We should?” 
I felt the heat rush to my cheeks. Sometimes I said things before thinking. “Sure, why not?” I said. 
He chuckled. “Let’s go after her before she gets too far away,” Brannon said, motioning for me to follow him. “By the way, if I don’t get a chance later, I wanted to tell you how much I enjoyed the tour tonight. You really have a way with storytelling.” 
I smiled. “Thank you.” 
His words made me feel good. I needed a boost after Darlene had shown up. 
Brannon and I walked at a brisk pace down the alleyway toward the street. I hoped that she hadn’t gotten away yet. Maybe she’d hopped in a car and taken off. Although I hadn’t seen her get out of a car when she’d joined the tour. 
We reached the sidewalk and stopped. Brannon and I looked to the left and then to the right. Darlene was nowhere in sight. Just as I had worried, it looked as if she’d gotten away. 
“I guess she’s gone,” I said. 
Brannon released a deep breath. “Maybe that’s for the best.” 
He was probably right about that. 
“Do you think she got in a car with someone?” I asked. 
“Probably, yes,” he answered. “How about a drink?”
I nodded. “That sounds like a good idea.” 
Brannon and I turned to the right and toward the tavern. We reached the tavern’s entrance and Brannon opened the door and motioned for me to go first. “Please, ladies first.”
I was just getting ready to step inside the tavern when I glanced to my left. I spotted who I thought was Darlene down the way a little walking on the sidewalk. 
Brannon paused. “What is it?” 
“Is that her?” I pointed in Darlene’s direction. 
Brannon whipped his head around. “That’s her. Come on, let’s follow her.” 
Now I was doing the following. That was better for a change. Not that I liked following anyone, but it was better than being followed. It was definitely awkward following Brannon’s ex-wife. Thank goodness he was with me or I’d have a hard time explaining this one. 
We took off down the sidewalk after her. I hoped that she didn’t hop in a car and take off. Now I was more curious than ever to find out exactly what she was really up to. It was nice to know that Brannon was suspicious of her motives too. So far she hadn’t looked back and noticed us and I hoped it stayed that way too. 
“Are you going to say anything else to her?” I asked as we hurried down the sidewalk. 
For all she knew we were just walking home from the tour. She couldn’t get suspicious of us just because we were headed in that direction. 
“I think I’ll just see what she’s doing first. If need be I can ask her more questions,” Brannon said.
As we drew closer to her, she stopped by a car. Brannon and I paused to watch her. She placed her arms against the door and leaned in the open window to talk with someone. 
“Can you see who she’s talking to?” Brannon asked. 
I shook my head. “No, it’s too far and it’s dark.” Even though there was a streetlight near, we were too far away to see who was driving the car. 
“Let’s move closer.” Brannon motioned for me to follow him. 
We inched closer to the car. Soon I was able to get a look at the person behind the wheel. 
“I know who that is,” I whispered as if they could hear us. 
Brannon could see as well from his angle. “Melissa Key.”
Darlene was talking with Hank’s ex-wife. Brannon and I exchanged a look. That was suspicious. Why was she talking with her? Did she know the woman or was it just a random meeting? Just then a woman crossed the street and approached Darlene and Melissa. Something didn’t seem right about all this. When she stepped under the streetlight I realized who it was. Cady was talking with Melissa and Darlene. They didn’t notice that we were back there watching them. Darlene stepped out of the way and Cady got in the car. Melissa wasted little time driving off. 
“Wow, so they all know each other?” 
“It looks that way,” Brannon said.  



Chapter 14
 
We’d been planning the small Halloween party at the library since I’d taken the job a month ago. I’d decided to go with a vintage Halloween theme. That way everyone could dress up in any costume that they wanted. I had just set out cupcakes and cookies. Tammy was setting up the drink station. We’d decorated the library with pumpkins, paper ghosts, skeletons, and witches. Annie thought she made a great addition to the decor. I thought so too, but it was too bad that no one could see her but me. Maybe that was a good thing though. I wanted people to stay for the party, not run away scared. 
I hung the last skeleton at the end of the reference desk. Tammy walked up. “I’m all finished over there. It looks like we are ready.” 
I placed my hands on my hips and scanned the area. “I think we did a great job. I hope everyone loves it.” 
The head of the library hadn’t been keen on the idea of a Halloween party. She’d thought it was too macabre after the recent murder that had happened in the library. I agreed that the murder was tragic, but we were trying to get people to come back.    
I’d dressed up as Annie. Though I didn’t think anyone would know who I was supposed to be. Annie seemed to get a kick out of it though. I had on a long white dress and I’d used white makeup to make my skin appear ghostly. I’d used white hair color spray to make my hair all white. My lipstick was white too. 
“You look scary. Maybe you should do your tour like this tonight,” Tammy said. 
I giggled. “That would probably scare all the tourgoers away forever.” 
Tammy had dressed as Jane Austen. Not the author, but the cat. She had on black leggings, a black turtleneck, and black shoes. On her head she wore a black headband with little black ears attached to the top. She’d painted her face with whiskers and a cute little pink nose. She looked adorable. 
Brannon was supposed to come to the party too. I’d asked what he was going to wear, but he said it was a surprise. That probably meant that he wouldn’t dress up in a costume at all. 
I couldn’t wait to see everyone’s costumes. I just hoped that Tammy and I weren’t the only ones wearing them. I rearranged the cupcakes on the tray again. I was anxious for the guests to arrive and needed something to distract me. 
“Maybe we should have skipped the cupcakes?” Tammy said with a frown. 
I peered down at the cupcakes and had a flashback of the recent tragedy at the library. “Hmm. You’re probably right. Maybe we should get rid of them.”
Tammy waved her hands. “I love cupcakes, but I’m not eating all of them.” 
The library door opened and a group of people wearing costumes headed our way. 
“Too late now,” I said. 
Tammy and I hurried over to them. They were dressed as everything from a skeleton to a witch. I recognized some of the women from the monthly book club. They had been a part of the recent tragedy when one of the book club members had been murdered. I was glad to see that they were trying to move forward from the terrible event. 
“Hello, ladies. I’m glad you could make it,” I said.
“We wouldn’t miss it for the world, sugar. Now where are the refreshments? I’m famished,” Sue Lovelace said.
Tammy directed the women over toward the table with food and drinks. I waited by the door. I wanted to greet people as they came in, but to be honest, I was really looking for Brannon. I had to know if he was wearing a costume. 
The door opened, but I was sad to see it wasn’t Brannon. The woman who had entered was dressed as Dorothy from The Wizard of Oz and the man with her was dressed as the Scarecrow. 
When they stepped to the side, I was surprised to see Brannon coming through the door. I was even more shocked to see how sexy he looked. His dark hair was slicked back and fangs were sticking out of his mouth. He wore a black suit with a black shirt and a red tie. I might have swooned for a moment. 
Brannon smiled, showing off the fangs. “You would not believe the amount of teasing I got from the guys on the force for this costume,” he said when he stepped closer. 
I straightened his tie even though it didn’t need it. I just wanted an excuse to stand close to him. “Well, you can tell them that I find you irresistible.” 
His eyes widened. “Really?” 
“Yes, it’s not the costume as much as it is the fact that you were willing to dress up and withstand their teasing just to come here and support the library.” 
He reached out and grabbed my hand. “You look…” 
I was hoping he’d say sexy, but I knew that wasn’t going to happen, not in this costume. 
“You look terrifying,” he finally said.
My phone dinged and I knew Annie had something to say. I didn’t need to look over my shoulder to know that she was standing behind me. I felt her presence. My phone chimed again. 
“Do you need to check that?” Brannon asked with a smile. 
I knew he thought that I received more texts than anyone on the planet. Well, maybe not as much as a teenager, but it was close. I was just glad that I wasn’t charged by the text. I would have a hard time disputing the charges when I told the cell phone company that a ghost had sent the texts. 
“I’m sure it’s nothing,” I said with a wave of my hand. 
The phone alerted me again and I knew that Annie wouldn’t stop until I checked the messages. I pulled the phone out of my pocket. 
He looks handsome, the message said. Something seems weird though. 
Did she mean weird about Brannon? I hoped not. 
Just then the door opened and I looked over his shoulder to see that Sandra had entered. She was dressed as a bunny. I was surprised that she’d come. Although the party was open to anyone who wanted to attend. 
Brannon spotted her at the same time. I said, “Are you surprised to see her here too?” 
“Not really,” he said.  
Sandra spotted us and immediately headed over. 
“Here comes trouble,” I said under my breath. 
“Happy Halloween,” she said. “Thanks for inviting me to the party.” 
Technically, I hadn’t invited her to the party, but I wouldn’t mention that fact. 
“I think I’ll get a cookie,” Brannon said. “If you’ll excuse me.” 
I wanted to go with him, but that would have looked bad, so I had to stay. 
“Would you like any refreshments?” I asked, not knowing what else to say. 
Sandra shook her head. “No, thank you. I’m not much of a sweets person.” She looked around the room and the silence settled between us. I wasn’t sure what to say. 
Finally she said, “You know, I think I saw someone waving for you to come over to the mystery section.” She pointed toward the stacks. 
I didn’t see anyone. “Who was it?” I asked. 
She shrugged. “I have no idea. A library patron, I guess.” 
I supposed I needed to go check. Anyway, it would get me out of having to make small talk with Sandra. 
“If you’ll excuse me,” I said with a smile. 
She smiled back. “No problem. I’ll just be right here waiting.”  
Brannon was busy talking with Tammy and the other patrons were all talking amongst themselves. They didn’t even notice me walk by. I didn’t think anyone was unaccounted for, so I wasn’t sure who Sandra would have seen. Nonetheless, I headed over to the section anyway. Maybe someone needed help looking for a book. I stepped around the stacks and into the aisle. No one was there. Sandra must have been seeing things. Was it Annie? No, I’d left her at the reference desk. Plus, I didn’t think Sandra could see Annie anyway. 
I peeked down the end of the aisle to see if the person had moved. But there was no one there either. Footsteps sounded from behind me so I whipped around. There was no one there. I was beginning to get nervous and needed to get back over to the others. Clearly, there was no one back here needing my help. I had a flashback to when Cady had confronted me back here. Had she somehow entered the library without me knowing it? 
I headed down the aisle. The whole time it felt as if someone was walking behind me. I didn’t even bother to turn around because I was sure that if I did I wouldn’t see anyone. That would just be unnerving.
I’d almost made it to the end of the aisle when a crash rang out. The next thing I knew, I was on the ground unable to move. The air had been knocked out of my chest. The weight was crushing. Books were scattered around me and one was resting on my head. I groaned and tried to move my arm, but it was pinned under the rack of books that had just fallen on me. 
“Rip, are you okay?” Brannon yelled out. 
Tammy screamed and called out my name. I thought I was fine, but until I got that shelf off me I wouldn’t know for sure. Brannon and Tammy lifted the shelf off me while one of the patrons helped me up from the floor. 
“What happened?” Brannon rushed to my side. 
Tammy was on the other side. I pushed the hair off my face. “I was walking down the aisle and then next thing I knew the shelf toppled over on me.” 
“What were you doing back there?” Tammy asked. “I mean, I know it’s the library, but the last time I saw you, you were talking with Sandra.” 
I shook my head and looked over where Sandra had been standing. She was gone. Where had she gone? “Sandra said someone was motioning for me to come over to the mystery section. I never actually saw the person though.” 
Tammy and Brannon exchanged a look. Brannon scanned the library. “Where is Sandra now? I want to find out who called you over.” 
“Do you think this wasn’t an accident?” I asked. 
“No, I don’t think it was,” he said. “That shelf wouldn’t have fallen over on its own.” 
I wasn’t so sure about that. It hadn’t happened before, but I guessed anything was possible.
When I looked toward the entrance, I noticed someone walking out. From behind it looked like Hank’s ex-wife Melissa. Had she come to the party? Why was she here?
Tammy helped me back to the reference desk where I sat down. This had really put a damper on the party. I didn’t want to end it just because of my accident though. Brannon had stepped out to see if he could find Sandra. A few of the patrons had been nice enough to help clean up the books and shelf. Tammy had gone over to entertain the guests while I recovered.
After a couple minutes, Brannon returned. “I couldn’t find her,” he said. “But I’ll go over to the bed-and-breakfast where she’s staying and ask her.” 
My cell phone sent an alert again. I wasn’t sure why, but I knew now was the time to share my secret about Annie with him. 
I tapped my fingers against the countertop. “There’s something I need to tell you.” 
He leaned against the counter and smiled. He looked so handsome. For a second, I thought about backing out and not saying a word about my text messages from beyond the grave, but then I realized that I had to do it. 
“What is it? Do you have good news or bad news? If it’s bad I’m not sure I want to know.” He winked. 
I released a deep breath. “Okay, here goes. I have been getting text messages from ghosts.” 
He stood up straighter. “Are you serious?” 
I nodded. “I’m afraid so.” I was so glad that I could tell him without him thinking I was crazy.
“Wow, this is amazing. Why didn’t you tell me sooner? How long has this been going on?” 
“Since I started working at the library.” 
“That long?” His eyes widened. 
I tucked a strand of hair behind my ear. “Only a month.”
“Who is the ghost?” he asked. 
This was the part I wasn’t sure I wanted to share. But since he was staring at me waiting for an answer I had to. “Annie Gibson.” 
“This is incredible. I wish you’d told me sooner. What does she say?” 
“She talks about a lot of things. She thinks you’re handsome.” 
His cheeks turned red. “You know what this means, right?” he asked with excitement in his voice. 
“No, what?” I asked. 
“We really need to set up some of my equipment here in the library.” 
He was so excited that I hated to burst his bubble. If Mrs. Agnew got wind of that I would be out the door before I could say Dewey Decimal. 
“I’m afraid that won’t work. I don’t think Annie can use anything other than the computer or my cell phone. And there is no way she will try any other paranormal gadget.” 
He chuckled. “I won’t bring any crazy paranormal gadgets, I promise. Where is she now?” he asked, looking around the library. 
“I’m not sure. Sometimes she just disappears for a while, and then she pops back up. I’m sure she will be back soon.” 
Annie had been hiding a lot lately. I wondered if that had anything to do with the shadow I’d seen in the library.
“I’d love to see her leave a message for you.” 
“I was surprised that you can’t see her. You can see Mrs. Clatterbuck,” I said. 
He shrugged. “I guess that’s because she wants me to see her.” 
“What if Annie wants you to see her?” I asked. 
“I guess that will be totally up to her,” he said. 
“That’s true. I guess I’ll have to ask her why she doesn’t appear to you too. Maybe she can send you a message too,” I said with a smile. 
Brannon looked out across the library. I knew he was still hoping to see her.  
“That’s not the only reason you should bring the equipment here.” 
He stared for a moment and then said, “What are you up to?” 
I glanced down at my shoes. “I see the shadows here just like I see them at home.” 
“Do you think it’s the same ghost?” he asked. 
I shrugged. “I’m not sure. I think it might be the male presence. I think the female presence hangs out at my house. Or maybe it’s the other way around. Heck, I don’t know. There are too many ghosts hanging around.” 
“Have they left any messages for you?” he asked. 
“No, not yet, at least.”
“You’ll let me know when I can bring by the equipment?” 
I nodded. I wasn’t going to mention this to the head of the library because I knew Mrs. Agnew’s answer would be no way. I supposed she wouldn’t even know, since she had never found out about the time I’d let Brannon investigate the library. I was kind of looking forward to what we might find out. 
“Are you sure you’re feeling okay?” Brannon touched my cheek.
“I’m fine.”
“I guess I’d better get to work,” he said.
Brannon’s fangs made me giggle. It was hard to take him seriously with those things in his mouth. “Make sure to remove the fangs before you get there.” I pointed at his mouth.
He touched his mouth and blushed. “I almost forgot.” Brannon walked toward the door. Just before he opened the door, he turned and said, “Let me know if you get any messages, okay?”
I nodded. “I’ll let you know.”
He smiled and then walked out the door. As soon as the door had closed, my phone alerted me to a text message. I pulled it out and saw the message was from Annie. 
I am too shy to talk with him. 
That was so sweet. I looked over and saw Annie peeking out from behind the book shelf. 
“Annie, there’s nothing to be shy about. Brannon is a nice guy.” 
Just then a dark shadow darted around the book shelf to the left and disappeared down the hall. 
“Are you sure that’s the only reason you’re not coming around?”
I didn’t see Annie and I got no response. She’d disappeared again.
 
 
 
 
 



Chapter 15
 
That night I was at home relaxing on the sofa with a book. Something made me look over into the corner of the room. I wasn’t sure what, but it was a feeling that I should just look. When I glanced over, I spotted a piece of paper on the floor. I stood and walked over to the area. A cool breeze surrounded me and a feeling of being watched. I reached down and picked up the paper. That was odd. It was a piece of wallpaper. It was faded and yellow, but at one time, I imagined it had been pretty. 
I remembered seeing the paper before. And that memory sent a chill down my spine. I knew there was no way that I had accidentally brought this home with me. It had been days since I’d been in the old house. I would have noticed something like that way before now. It was a rather large piece too. How had it gotten to my house? Something told me that the ghost was trying to send me a message. Now more than ever I felt that the ghost from the Helmwood House was at my place. 
I studied the paper, but there wasn’t anything unusual about it. I had to find out how it had gotten here.
I grabbed my purse and headed out the door. Within a short time, I was pulling into the driveway of the old house. It was even spookier than it had been before. Maybe it was because I knew that this ghost had been following me and probably Brannon too. 
I pulled the car up and turned off the ignition. For a few seconds, I stared up at the house and wondered if I was doing the right thing by going back in. I knew I had to find out what this paper meant though. 
I opened the car door and stepped out. I forced myself up the porch steps and to the front door. Once on the porch, I pushed on the old door. It squeaked as I opened it. After releasing a deep breath, I stepped inside the dark foyer. 
The moment I arrived, it was as if I was surrounded, but I couldn’t see who was there with me. I would have asked the ghost to show itself, but I wasn’t sure that was a good idea when I was all by myself. Especially after what had happened to Hank. I was taking a big risk just by coming here alone. 
I remembered which room I’d seen the paper in. A lot of it was falling off. I moved closer to the dining room. The room was empty and full of cobwebs. The floor squeaked under my feet. The paper on the walls matched perfectly with the piece in my hands. Now I had to find out how it had gotten from this house to mine. 
I spotted a piece that was missing on the wall. After walking over to the spot, I lifted the piece in my hand up to the wall. It fit alike a perfect piece to the puzzle, as if someone had ripped the piece from the wall. That wasn’t the only thing though. There was a name on the wall and a saying. 
Corabeth Willis. 
Once your eyes have been opened, you can’t un-know or un-see.

It sent a shiver down my spine. The saying I’d seen before, but I couldn’t remember where. 
I pulled out my phone and snapped a photo of the spot on the wall. I wanted to see if I could find out anything on the name. 
Footsteps sounded from behind me and I whirled around. No one was there, but I felt the presence. 
“Who’s here?” I called out. 
Of course I didn’t get an answer. It was time for me to get out of there. Something about this presence seemed even angrier now. Maybe I was letting all the rumors get to me. I was worrying too much. One thing was for sure, I needed to get out of there immediately.   
I made it out of the house with that feeling of being followed trailing me all the way to my car. I jumped in and sped out of the driveway. 
***
The next morning I made it to the library, past the graveyard, and through the doors. Tammy was waiting for me by the reference desk. Annie was standing behind her and Jane Austen was sitting on the counter staring at me. She meowed a hello. 
“What are you up to?” Tammy asked. 
I pulled out the piece of wallpaper. “This is what I’m up to.” 
Tammy frowned. “You’re thinking of papering your walls with old wallpaper?” 
I plopped my purse down on the counter. “No, this was in my place, so I went by the old house to see if it matched the wallpaper there.” 
My phone dinged at that moment and I didn’t have to check it to know that Annie wasn’t happy with me going back over to the house. It was too late now. 
“What did you find out?” Tammy asked. 
I waved the paper through the air. “It was a match.” 
“So what does that mean?” Tammy asked. 
“How did it get there?” I asked.  
Tammy frowned. “Hmm. I’m not sure about that.”
“And that’s not all.” 
“What else?” 
My phone dinged again and I pulled it out. Annie wanted to know what I had found out too. 
“There was a name, Corabeth Willis, and a saying on the spot where I matched the paper to the wall.” 
“What did it say?” Tammy asked. 
“Once your eyes have been opened, you can’t un-know or un-see,” I told her. 
“Are you going to look up the name?” she asked. 
“I’m doing it right now,” I said, as I marched over to the computer. 
I had to see if there were any news articles with the name Corabeth Willis. I sat down in front of the computer. After it turned on, I typed into the search bar. I wasn’t prepared for what I found. Why hadn’t anyone ever told me about this? How had I not known? I found an article about a woman dying right outside the library. The name was Corabeth Willis. 
Tammy let out a little gasp. “I can’t believe that.”
I stared at the screen. I couldn’t believe it either. “Annie, do you know anything about this?” 
Yes, she was murdered. I don’t know what happened after that. I’m sorry. she texted.
I would have to find out more. Was Annie telling me the full story? 
“There has to be a connection, right?” Tammy asked. 
“Yes, there has to be a connection.” I would not stop until I found out.  
I continued to look through the pages on the screen. I hoped that I could find something else—anything else—that would lead me to more information about this woman. That was when I stumbled on another article. It was a wanted poster. Heydon Emmett.
“Look.” I pointed at the screen. 
Tammy leaned closer. “What did you find?” 
“This is supposedly the man who killed her. I guess they never found him.” 
“What does it say?” 
“He apparently went missing after getting on a train and was never found.” 
“Wow. I wonder what happened to him.” 
“Well, it seems like the police wanted to find him for the murder.” 
“How did he murder her?” Tammy asked. 
I looked at her. “I don’t know.” 
“Are they sure he did it? Did they prove it?” 
“That I don’t know. I wonder if her ghost is still roaming around trying to find her killer? Is that why she was following me? Does she want me to find her killer?” 
“Even if she doesn’t, I know you will want to anyway.” 
“Well, I would only find the ghost of her killer. He’s been dead for a long time.” 
“What else can you find?” Tammy asked. 
I turned around to face the screen again and placed my fingers on the keys.
“Did you find something else?” Tammy asked. 
For a moment, I couldn’t speak. “I don’t think I have to solve the case. It says here that that man was the one who killed her because witnesses caught him over her body.” 
“So what does she want you to do then?” Tammy asked as she sat down on the chair beside me. 
“I don’t know.” I leaned back in the chair and released a deep breath. “I guess that puts me right back where I started.” 
She frowned and patted me on the back. “You’ll figure it out.” 
“I hope it’s soon because I want this ghost to stop following me.” 
My phone dinged. I looked at the screen. 
Why don’t you just ask her to leave? 
I frowned. “I don’t think that works, now does it, Annie?” 
No, I suppose it doesn’t. 
At least she was willing to admit that. 
Tammy stood from the chair. “I guess I’ll get back to work. Are you coming?” 
“I suppose I should get some work done today. This will have to wait.” I stood from the chair and followed Tammy across the floor. 
Jane Austen followed us, meowing as she walked.   
Corabeth’s killer had never been arrested, but maybe I wasn’t dealing with the ghost of Corabeth at all. I had just assumed it was her because she was the one who had owned the house. But I had seen a male figure too. Plus, the presence had felt less than friendly. It could definitely be him. That sent a shiver down my spine. 
I didn’t like the sound of that. As I typed on the computer behind the reference desk, Annie sent me a message. 
Maybe it is the ghost of the killer. I feel the negativity around you. You should definitely be careful. 
Annie had obviously been thinking the same thing. 
“I promise I will be careful.” 
She nodded, but she didn’t look convinced. I would now have to find out more about Corabeth Willis and her killer. Maybe then I could get the ghosts to move on. Wherever that was that they were supposed to move on to. I just didn’t want them around me. 
“You okay?” Tammy asked. 
I knew that I had been in a zone for far too long. 
I snapped out of it. “Sure, I’m okay.” 
She grinned. “You had me worried there for a minute.”  
I knew that some people believed there was a hex involved with the Helmwood House. I wasn’t sure I would be able to convince certain people that there was no hex. After finishing my work around the front, I headed to my office. Annie disappeared again and I wondered what she was up to. Had she seen the shadow again? 
I sat behind my desk and thought about everything I’d figured out since I started looking into the case. As I thought about all the clues that I had right now I went through the motions of my work. What else could I do to find out where Hank’s killer had gone? Plus how could I confirm who the ghosts following me around were? 
This was getting out of hand. Soon I wouldn’t even be able to keep count of the ghosts if they kept showing up. I was rethinking my idea of doing the ghost tour. Maybe I was attracting too many ghosts. It wasn’t too late to stop the tour. If it was going to lead to this then maybe I should. But it was something that I loved and that I had wanted to do for a long time. I was torn and didn’t know what to do.  
There was another thing that was on my mind. Was Corabeth’s murder way back then connected to Hank’s murder now? How could it be? They were years apart and Hank had had nothing to do with that woman, right? Just because he had been to the house right before he was murdered didn’t mean that there was any kind of connection. But I was curious. It was obviously just a coincidence thought. It did give some credence to that whole hex thing though.
As I sat in front of my computer, the screen lit up. I paused, waiting for the message from Annie. The word ‘HELP’ appeared. My heart sped up. The message didn’t stop and the word was written over and over again, filling up the whole screen. 
I spun around. “Annie, are you okay? Where are you? Annie, can you hear me?” 
Just as I was about to jump up and run around the library looking for Annie, she appeared at the doorway of my office. The expression on her face didn’t look as if she was in any kind of distress. My phone dinged. I grabbed it and peered down at the message. 
What’s wrong? 
I pointed at the computer. “Did you leave this message? Are you okay?” 
Another text appeared on my phone. That’s not from me. 
My eyes widened. “You didn’t leave that message?”
She shook her head. If Annie hadn’t left the message then who had? I scanned the area, but didn’t see anyone. Was this another of the ghosts I’d seen? Honestly, I had been surprised that they hadn’t been able to communicate before now. But how did I know if this was really one of them? Was there a different ghost?
As I sat at my desk working my phone dinged again letting me know I had a text message. I glanced up to see if Annie had returned. She wasn’t in the doorway. I glanced down at the screen. The message wasn’t from Annie. This message was similar to the one that had been on the computer screen, except this time the word was ‘MURDER.’ It was typed over and over again on my phone’s screen. It sent a shiver down my spine. I set the phone down. What should I do now? I got up and went to the door. 
After releasing a deep breath, I peeked out from my office. I wasn’t sure what I had expected, but there was nothing there. No one in the hallway. I would say that the message wasn’t intended for me if I hadn’t already received a message on the computer earlier. Help and murder. Those words seemed to go together. Was the message from Hank? He had been at the library right before his murder. Maybe his ghost had found its way back here. 
Another text message popped up on my phone. I raced over to see what this one said. ‘TOMBSTONE.’ What did that mean? Hank had died next to tombstones. 
I didn’t want to be alone at the moment so I went to the front of the library. Unfortunately, Tammy had just stepped away from the front desk. I would just have to keep my mind off what had just happened. 
As I leafed through some papers, the computer screen lit up. This made me jump and toss the papers in the air. I’d been waiting for another message to pop up. When I looked at the screen, I spotted the word ‘STABBED.’ It appeared over and over again. 
My eyes widened. Had Hank been stabbed? Brannon hadn’t told me how Hank had died. Now I would have to find out. If Hank had been stabbed then I knew that his ghost was sending these messages. Maybe he would give me another message that could help find his killer. 
“Hello? Hank, is that you?” I whispered.  
Tammy popped around the corner. “Who are you talking to?” 
“I was just talking to myself,” I said with a smile. 
She quirked an eyebrow. I knew she was suspicious. I didn’t want to scare her though, so I’d have to keep this secret. I tapped off the computer before she had a chance to see the screen. I hoped the message didn’t come back when she was standing there. I needed to call Brannon right away.   
I was just headed out the door when my phone sent an alert. I peeked over my shoulder. I had expected to see Annie standing there, but that was when I realized it was probably another message from the other ghost. I pulled out my phone and hurriedly looked at the screen. The name ‘Willis’ was written in the text box. 
“Willis,” I said under my breath. 
I froze on the spot. That meant this had to be from Corabeth. I stared at the phone waiting for another message to appear, but there was nothing. How was I supposed to figure out what this meant? I looked around again, but no one appeared. I stuffed the phone back in my purse and figured there was no sense in hanging around. The ghost probably couldn’t send another message. I had a feeling that it took a lot of energy just to send the one. Annie was good at it, but it had probably taken her years to build up that much energy. 
I would have to figure out more about Corabeth. I wished the ghost could send more than one word. But it was probably tough just to get that much out.
After finishing up my work and cleaning off my desk, I grabbed my purse and headed toward the front. Tammy was feeding the cat. Annie still wasn’t around. I wanted to say goodbye before I left for the evening, but if she wasn’t around then I would have to just leave. 
“Are you ready?” Tammy asked. 
I didn’t want to stay around so that Cady or Sandra could come into the library again. I looked around again, but didn’t see Annie. “Yes, I’m ready.” 
Tammy and I stepped out into the evening air. I locked the door and we headed for my car. I wasn’t going to walk anywhere until this thing was solved. I had had enough of being followed. But when I pulled away and looked in the rear-view mirror, I spotted the shadow watching me.



Chapter 16
 
I’d promised my parents that I would come to dinner. With all that was happening, I wasn’t in the mood to eat much, but I knew I wouldn’t be able to back out of it. 
My parents lived in the same house that I’d grown up in. It was on a quiet street over by the new shopping center in town. The house was a white two-story with a bright yellow front door. It hadn’t always been that color, but my mother was into trying new things. She’d also dyed her hair blue recently. People often asked if I was adopted. We might be a lot different, but I loved both of them. 
I walked in the door and noticed that my mother had rearranged the furniture again. My father was sitting at the dining room table working on his lawnmower’s engine. Parts were scattered all over the top of the white lace tablecloth. 
“Does Mom know you’re doing this?” I asked. 
He peered at me over the top of his glasses. “Probably not. I’ll have it picked up before dinner.” 
My mom came out the door that led into the kitchen from the dining room. She stopped in her tracks. “What have I told you about doing that in here?”
After removing the parts from the table, I helped my mother bring in the dishes from the kitchen. I placed a napkin over the top of one of the grease spots so that she wouldn’t see. Of course she’d eventually notice, but I’d be gone by then. 
My mother had made lasagna for dinner with some kind of salad. She wasn’t the greatest cook, but it was the effort that counted. My parents sat at each end of the table so that they could easily stare at me while asking questions. I pushed the lettuce around on my plate. 
My father stuffed food into his mouth. “How’s the new job going?” 
“Which one?” I asked. 
He paused with his fork midair. “The library, I guess.” 
I shrugged. “It’s okay.” 
They exchanged a look. I knew they wanted to ask about the murder. I had a lot to say and then again I had nothing to say about it. I certainly didn’t want to tell them that a woman who could possibly be one of the suspects had been following me. 
“Any news on what happened to the man?” my mother asked, trying to put it delicately. 
“Not really,” I said, hoping we could change the subject.  
We sat in silence—well, other than the noise of us eating—but when the sound of a door closing somewhere in the hallway echoed through the room, we all froze. 
“What was that?” my mother asked. Her eyes were twice the size they normally were. 
“It sounded like a door,” my father said. 
It was bad when the first thing I thought of was a ghost. Not that it was the wind, but that a ghost had followed me to my parents’ house. They would not be happy with that uninvited guest. 
“Maybe I should go check it out,” I said.
My mother pointed with her fork. “It’s probably nothing.” 
She had a way of trying to ignore things, as if that would make it go away. The sound echoed again and now I was sure that it wasn’t the wind. By the look on my parents’ faces, I knew that they didn’t think it was the wind either. 
I pushed to my feet but didn’t say anything. They were silent too. I wanted to listen for the strange sound again. Was it footsteps? Maybe it wasn’t a ghost at all? Maybe someone had broken into their house? The thought sent a shiver down my spine. My parents got up behind me and followed me to the hallway. Apparently my father didn’t think it was a burglar because he would have gone after the person. He stepped around me and said, “I’ll take a look around.” 
A cold fell over the room. 
My father paused in the middle of the hallway. “Do you feel that?” 
Not only did I feel it now, but I’d felt it many times in the past. It was the same feeling I’d had in my place recently. I was beginning to think that maybe the ghost had followed me here. It wouldn’t surprise me in the least if that happened. 
The thought had barely left my mind when a dark-as-night shadow zipped from left to right at the end of the hall. My father froze on the spot. When I glanced over at my mother, her eyes were bugged out and her mouth opened. Nobody spoke. Now I knew for sure that something had followed me. I had to stop this now. Not only was it freaking me out, it was freaking my mother out. 
My father backed up until he was standing next to me again. “What was that?” 
“You brought a ghost with you?” my mother asked. 
I couldn’t deny it. “I didn’t bring it on purpose,” I said. 
“Well, that certainly makes me feel better,” she said. “How am I supposed to eat dinner with that thing wandering around the house?” 
“Rip, you’ve upset your mother. What are you going to do about this?” 
That was a good question. 
“Don’t worry, the thing will follow me when I leave,” I said. 
“You make it sound so casual. I knew messing around with the paranormal wouldn’t be good. It doesn’t make me feel any better to know that you have this thing following you.” 
“Who is the ghost anyway?” my father asked. 
I shrugged. “I’m not sure yet. When I find out I can probably get rid of it.”  
“That’s reassuring,” my mother said. I knew where I got my sarcasm from.
Movement caught my attention to the left. I could have sworn I saw something out the window in the living room. 
My father noticed me watching something. “What? Is it in that room now?” He backed away from the living room entrance a little. 
“No, I don’t think it’s a ghost this time. I think I saw someone peeking in the window.” 
My mother said, “Oh, dear. This is getting out of hand.” 
Just then the face peeked in the window again. “There she is.” I knew it. Sandra had followed me to my parents’ house. I had a stalker and a stalker ghost. “I know who it is,” I said. 
“What? Is it a friend? Why don’t you invite her in?” My mother headed toward the door. 
I grabbed her arm. “No, she’s not a friend.” I wouldn’t mention that Sandra was a potential murder suspect. 
My father raced outside so that we could catch Sandra. I wasn’t about to let my father confront her alone. I rushed out the door after him. Apparently my mother didn’t want either one of us to go out there alone so she came out the door right after me. I followed my father around the house to the window where we’d seen Sandra. When we reached the area where she’d been, Sandra wasn’t there. 
“Where is she?” my father asked. 
Darkness surrounded us. She could be hiding anywhere now. My father stepped over to the hedges and peered behind them. 
“She’s not there,” he said.  
It was like we were playing hide-and-seek.
“She probably left,” I said. 
“Who was it?” 
“Someone I met at the library,” I said. That wasn’t a lie. 
“Let’s go back in.” My mother motioned for us to start walking. 
That was fine with me. I just hoped Sandra was gone. 
When we got back inside, my father stared at me. “So let me get this straight, you have a ghost and a strange woman following you?” 
I nodded. “Yes, that about sums it up.” 
My mother paced across the floor. “Are you getting that ghost out of here?” 
I peeked down the hallway. “I’m pretty sure it is gone now. See, there’s no cold air now. That means it’s gone.” 
My mother quirked an eyebrow. “Are you sure that’s what it means?” 
“Absolutely.” 
“I don’t like the idea of this woman following you. What does she want?” my father asked. 
“To talk about books?” I said. “I suppose I should tell the police about her.” 
My father nodded. “Yes, you should.” 
I pulled out my phone and dialed the police. After I told them what had happened, the dispatcher said they’d be over right away. What would Brannon say if he found out I hadn’t called him? 
My mother and father kept walking back and forth and looking out the window waiting for the police. 
“What is taking them so long?” my mother asked. 
I hadn’t called Brannon because I wasn’t sure I was ready for him to meet my parents. He would think I was bringing him home for dinner. I would wait and see how things went with him before I brought him home. 
Headlights appeared in the driveway. 
“They’re here,” my father said. 
After a couple seconds, I spotted who was walking up the path toward the front door. Brannon was going to meet my parents now whether I liked it or not.
“Oh, no,” I mumbled under my breath.
“Is something wrong?” my mother asked. 
“No, no, not at all.” 
My father opened the door. I tried to hide behind the door, but Brannon stepped inside the foyer. 
When Brannon spotted me his eyes widened. “Rip, what are you doing here?” 
“I placed the call. These are my parents.” I gestured toward my parents. 
My mom and dad eyed Brannon up and down.
Brannon nodded. “Nice to meet you. What happened?” 
I explained what had happened and Brannon stepped out to have a look around. My parents and I peered out into the dark night from the windows. After a couple minutes, Brannon stepped back inside. I hurried away from the window to act as if I hadn’t been watching. 
“She’s not out there now, but I’ll go by the bed-and-breakfast and have a talk with her,” Brannon said.
I hated to have him do that, but it was for the best.
I wasn’t sure if I should tell Brannon about the other visitor we’d had at my parents’ house. After all, he would probably be in a hurry to talk with Sandra. Before I had a chance to think about it any longer, the cold fell over the room again. His eyes widened and I noticed he was watching the space behind me. I knew without turning around what he’d seen. 
“Did you see something?” I asked, waiting for him to confirm what I already knew. 
He nodded. “I saw a shadow.” 
“I thought you said it had gone away,” my mother screeched. 
“You have a ghost here?” Brannon asked. He looked at my parents and then to me. 
“Apparently it’s the same one that’s been following me. It followed me here tonight.” Of course I didn’t know which ghost it was. 
Brannon frowned. 
I waved my hand. “I told them that it will go away as soon as I leave.” 
“And I told my daughter that that didn’t make me feel any better to know that this ghost is following her around,” my mother said with worry in her voice. 
“Would you like to come with me to visit with Sandra?” Brannon asked. 
I thought he was just asking because he knew my parents were upset by the ghost.   
“If it makes you feel better, ma’am, I can take a look around your house. I’m not only a police officer, I deal with the paranormal too.” 
“Like a Ghostbuster?” my father asked in all seriousness. 
I placed my head in my hands. 
Brannon smiled. “Yes, I guess somewhat like that.” 
My mother waved her hand. “Please have a look around.” 
Brannon walked around the house. I hoped he didn’t look in the last bedroom down the hallway. That had been my bedroom and my parents still had the place set up like a shrine for me. 
After a few seconds, he reappeared down the hallway. “I don’t see anything. Like your daughter said, I think that the ghost will be gone when she leaves. And don’t worry, I’m in the process of getting rid of the ghost so that it won’t be hanging around her.” 
My mother smiled. “I like this guy, Rip.” 
Even more embarrassment. “I have to help my mother clean up the kitchen.” I didn’t want to leave her with a mess. 
She waved off my comment. “You go on and get rid of the ghost. It’s more important. I will be fine.” I smiled. “Please come back and see us sometime, officer. You can come for dinner.” 
Brannon smiled. “I’d love that as long as Rip wouldn’t mind.”
“Of course I’d love it,” I said. 
It would be interesting to say the least. 
I left my car in my parents’ driveway and hopped in the cruiser with Brannon. I was nervous about going to see Sandra. It would probably make her mad to know that I had ratted her out. But what other choice did I have? 
“Are you doing okay? You’re quiet,” Brannon said as he drove down the street. 
I snapped to attention. “Oh, yes. I was just thinking about Sandra. She’ll probably be mad when she finds out that I called the police.” 
He turned right at the light. “Maybe she will, but it has to be done. We can’t let her get away with this.” 
I sighed and ran my hands through my hair. “I know you’re right, but still…” 
Soon we pulled up to the bed-and-breakfast. Brannon cut the lights and the ignition. “Are you ready for this?” he asked. “You can stay in the car if you’d like.” 
I looked up at the house. “I’m ready.” 
I opened the car door and climbed out. 
“You know Cady is staying here too?” 
‘Wow, that’s awkward,’ I said.
Brannon and I walked up the path to the front door. There was a light on in the living room. I hoped that Gail wasn’t too startled when she saw Brannon standing at her front door. 
A few seconds after Brannon rang the bell, Gail Sylvia answered the door. Her eyes were wide and she just stared at us for a second without speaking. She probably thought we were there to either arrest Cady or Sandra. I hadn’t see Gail since I’d returned to Devil’s Moon. She used to live next door to my parents until she bought this big old house and fixed it up.
“Good evening. Ripley, it’s nice to see you again. Is there something wrong?” she asked. 
“Good evening, Ms. White. Everything is fine, but we would like to speak with one of your guests.” 
“Only one of my guests is here right now. Sandra is upstairs.” She gestured toward the staircase behind her.
Well, that worked out perfectly. I hadn’t thought about what we would do if she hadn’t been there. 
“Good,” Brannon said, “that’s exactly who we want to talk with.” 
I knew that Sandra would be surprised and angry to see us there. I wondered if she would have an even stronger reaction. Would she run away or possibly get violent? She was so soft-spoken, I just didn’t see her doing anything like that… or even murdering Hank. But she had been spying on me. Plus she had been pretty rough with the woman at the library and Melissa. 
Gail stepped back and opened the door wider. She motioned for us to enter. “Please come in.” 
Brannon and I stepped into the house. The room was filled with silence. 
Gail watched us for a minute, and then said, “I’ll just go get Sandra for you.” 
“Thank you, ma’am,” Brannon said in his sweetest Southern accent. 
Gail disappeared up the stairs. 
“I hate that we have to put her through this,” I whispered. 
“We’ll try to keep it brief and get out of here as quickly as possible.” 
I still couldn’t believe that Brannon had asked me to accompany him to question Sandra. I guessed it wouldn’t be as easy for her to lie her way out of it if she was confronted with me face to face. 
After a couple more seconds, Gail appeared down the stairs. Sandra emerged coming down behind Gail. Sandra wouldn’t look over at us as she came down the stairs. Tension hung in the air. 
“I’ll be in the kitchen if you need anything.” Gail attempted a little smile and then walked out of the room. 
Sandra walked over toward us and finally looked at us. “What is it?” she asked. 
“Where were you tonight?” Brannon asked. 
“I’ve been here,” she said. 
“Where were you about an hour ago?” 
Sandra looked down at her bare feet. “I was here,” she said with an irritated tone in her voice. 
Brannon stared at her for a moment. The tension grew even though I didn’t think that was possible. 
“Sandra, Ms. Van Raden saw you at her parents’ home. Her parents saw you as well. Did you follow her?” 
She looked away. 
“You know that’s illegal?” Brannon pushed. 
“I was just trying to help her,” Sandra said. 
Brannon frowned. “Help her with what?” 
This I had to hear. 
“I know the ghosts have been hanging around her. I was just trying to make sure she was safe.” 
Brannon looked at me. That was an odd explanation. “You saw ghosts following her?” Brannon asked. 
She nodded. “Yes, almost every time I’ve seen her. You see, I have psychic abilities. That’s not something I usually tell people.” 
Brannon nodded. “Well, we are dealing with the spirits that have been following her, and while I know you were trying to help, I have to ask you to stop.” 
If she was telling the truth then I felt bad for calling the police, but how was I supposed to know? She shouldn’t follow people like that. It was unnerving to say the least.    
“Can you tell me anything about the ghosts following me?” I asked. I couldn’t believe she had seen more than one. 
“There was a male and a female, but I couldn’t make out much more than that.” 
Sandra didn’t say anything else. She turned and walked out of the room toward the kitchen. 
“Wow. That was strange,” I said. 
“She isn’t very cooperative,” Brannon said. 
“What do we do now?” I asked. 
“That’s up to you.” 
I released a deep breath. “I don’t think she’ll do it again. We’ll just leave it at that. Do you really think she’s seen the ghosts?” I asked. 
He shook his head. “I suppose. I don’t know why she would make up something like that.” 
Just then Gail came into the room. “Is everything okay? Sandra came into the kitchen, but when I spoke to her she didn’t answer.” 
“I think she’s just upset right now because we asked her about coming around Ripley’s parents’ home.” 
Gail nodded. “I see. So did she answer everything you needed?” 
Brannon nodded. “I think we got all the answers we’re going to get today. Thank you for allowing us to come in and talk with her.” 
“It’s no problem,” she said.   
“Thank you again, Gail,” I said. 
She smiled. Brannon and I walked out the door and onto the porch. Cady was standing there, as if she had been waiting for us. 
“Good evening, officer. Hello, Ripley.” 
I forced a smile onto my face. What was she up to? 
“How are you this evening?” Brannon asked. 
“So you were here to speak with Sandra?” 
“Did you need something?” Brannon asked without answering her question. 
Cady shrugged. “I just know she is weird. I overheard what you all said to her tonight. Maybe I should have mentioned this before, but I am almost sure I saw her spying on us the night of Hank’s murder when we went by the old house.” 
I was hoping that we wouldn’t have to bring the topic of the old house up again. 
Brannon eyed Cady. “Where did you see Sandra?” 
“She was by the trees at the end of the driveway. We were getting ready to leave, so I didn’t say anything.” 
“You should have said something the other ten times I’ve spoken with you since his murder.” 
I knew by Brannon’s tone that he was clearly angry with Cady. “Like I said, I didn’t think it was important.” 
I didn’t think that I believed her.  
Just then before any of us said anything else, noise sounded from the right and we spotted Sandra. She ran across the grass and disappeared around a tree. Brannon took off down the porch after her. 
“I wonder if she overheard us?” Cady asked. 
I shrugged. “Probably. Maybe she was just upset.” 
We watched, but it was hard to see where they had disappeared to. After a couple minutes, Brannon returned. Sandra wasn’t with him. 
“I don’t know where she went to.” He ran his hand through his hair. “She’ll probably be back in a bit. We won’t wait for her though. I think she probably just overheard what Cady said.” 
That was what I had thought too. 
“Do you want me to call you if she comes back?” Cady asked. 
“No, that won’t be necessary,” Brannon said. 
Cady shrugged. “Okay, well, nice talking to you.”
If Cady thought Sandra was strange, then she was too. Why did she act that way? Cady strolled to the door. She seemed happy about making Sandra upset. 
When she was inside, Brannon said, “Are you ready to leave?” 
I nodded. “More than ready.” 
While I walked down the steps, I looked over to where Sandra had run. She was still nowhere in sight. Brannon opened the car door for me and I slipped in. He came around and climbed behind the wheel. 
After starting the ignition, he said, “What do you think of what Cady said? Did you see Sandra at that house?” 
I shook my head. “No, I never saw her. I wonder if Cady is being honest?”
“That’s a good question. It’s hard to tell. No one is being honest. It’s been a tough case. I’m confident we’re close to finding the killer though.” 
We pulled out of the driveway. Instead of turning toward my parents’ home, he pulled down the street in the opposite direction. 
“I just thought we’d drive down and see if Sandra is around.” 
“You’re worried about her, aren’t you?” I asked.
He shrugged but kept his hands on the wheel. “Like I said, these women are hard to read. I’m usually better than this at reading people.” 
“Can you read me?” I asked. 
He glanced over at me. “Sometimes.” 
I wondered if he meant that in a good way or a bad way. 
“What about me? Can you read me?” he asked. 
I nodded. “I think so. You’re gentle, but firm. Smart and inquisitive. Underneath your manliness is an innocence that brings out charm. Other than that, you’re a closed book. .” 
Brannon glanced over at me wide-eyed. “Well, I did ask, didn’t I?”



Chapter 17
 
I was relaxing in my favorite chair when a knock sounded on the door. Of course my nerves kicked in as soon as I heard the sound. Who was at my door? I eased up and tiptoed across the floor in my socks. I didn’t want whoever was at the door to hear me on the other side. That way I could pretend I wasn’t home. I slipped up to the door and leaned close. Now I realized that I would have to ask who was at my door, so my being quiet was pointless.
“Who is it?” I asked. 
“It’s Brannon. Can I come in?” 
I unlocked the door. He looked handsome in his jeans and t-shirt. Although the expression on his face told me that he was a little frazzled. 
“What’s wrong?” I asked. 
“I think I have a way to get rid of the ghosts that have been following you.” 
I frowned. “The ghosts? Which ones?” I hoped he wasn’t talking about Annie. 
He nodded. “You said there was a ghost hanging around here and the library. Don’t worry, I won’t go after Annie.” 
“Oh yeah, right.” 
He motioned. “Do you mind if I come inside?” 
I stepped out of the way and gestured for him to enter. “Sure, come in.” 
“I know this might sound crazy, but I really think I’m on to something,” he said when he stepped into the hallway. As he stood there he just studied my face for a second. 
“You’re beginning to freak me out a little. What’s going on?” I asked. 
He ran his hand through his hair. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to worry you. Maybe it would be better if I just go ahead and bring the thing in.” 
My eyes widened. “Bring what in? Do you have a ghost or something?” 
He chuckled. “Not yet.” 
“What’s that supposed to mean?” 
“Wait right here. I’ll be right back.” Brannon hurried out the door. 
Of course there was no way I was going to wait right there for him. I rushed out the door and down the steps after him. When I reached the front entrance, I paused at the door to watch. Brannon was at his car. He reached in the trunk and pulled out a big wooden box. If he had some kind of animal in there I wasn’t sure I wanted him to bring it inside. There was probably something in my lease about that. I sure didn’t want to get evicted. He climbed up the porch steps with the box in his arms. He could barely see around the thing, it was so big.   
“Can I help you carry that?” I asked. 
“No, I’m good,” Brannon said as he hoisted the thing with ease.
I rushed inside and up the steps, all the while glancing back to make sure Brannon didn’t miss a step and fall. Not that I would have been able to help if he did. He hurried back into my apartment with the box, moving through the hall and into the living room. He placed the large box on the floor. I stood next to him and we stared down at it. 
After a couple seconds, I asked, “What is it?” 
He glanced over at me with a grin. “That is a paranormal box.” 
I raised an eyebrow. “A what?” 
“A paranormal box or a ghost box. I’m not sure what to call it exactly.” 
Wow, now I really had heard it all. 
“Now before you think I’ve lost my mind, let me explain.” 
I nodded. “Okay, sure.” 
I guess I was starting to think he’d lost it, but I’d hear him out. “What does it do?” I asked. 
Brannon moved closer to the box and tapped the top with his hand. “With any luck you will see soon enough. Essentially it captures ghosts.” 
My mouth probably dropped open. “Okay… so how does this thing work? I mean, it just looks like a box.” 
“Yes, it looks like a box, but it is so much more than that.” He took the lid off. “See, the electromagnetic energy draws the ghost in through this opening. When the sensor goes off, it knows that the ghost has entered the box.” 
“So you’re trapping a ghost?” I stared down at the box. 
“Yes, I guess you could call it that.” 
“Okay, but what are you going to do with it once you get it?” I asked. 
“Well, you don’t want the ghost here with you, so we’ll take it back to where it came from.” 
I pushed the hair out of my eyes. “That sounds good, but won’t the ghost just follow me again?” 
He shrugged. “Maybe, but it’s worth a shot, right?” 
If I didn’t know better, I’d think that Brannon just wanted to play with his new paranormal toy. “And that’s assuming we’re dealing with the ghost from the Helmwood House.”
“It’s likely that we are,” he said.
“Why didn’t you try this out at your place? You said you’ve seen the shadow.”
“I think it’s more attached to you.”
Lucky me. “Where did you get this thing?” I asked. 
“I made it myself,” he said with pride in his voice. 
How could I say no to that? Plus, with his handsome face staring at me right now, that would be impossible. Any woman would have a hard time turning him down.    
I placed my hands on my hips. “Okay, let’s use this thing.” I looked around the room. “What if the ghost isn’t here right now?” 
“What if she is?” Brannon smiled. 
“Good point.” 
He turned on the equipment that he’d mounted inside the wooden box. It hummed and buzzed. He placed the top back on and we stepped back from the box. 
“With any luck, it will draw the spirit to the box.” 
“Now what do we do?” I asked as we watched the box. 
“We wait,” he said. 
How long would this take? Hours, minutes, days? Not that I was complaining about having Brannon around. Heat rushed to my cheeks just thinking about it. 
“Would you like something to drink while we wait?” I asked. 
“Sure, sounds good,” he said.
I wasn’t sure what else to say. Were we supposed to just sit there and watch the box? I had no idea. I didn’t want to admit it to Brannon, but I really didn’t think the box would work. It was a good idea though. Of course I would feel stupid if he proved me wrong. It wouldn’t be the first time.  
Brannon followed me into the kitchen. 
“How about hot chocolate?” I asked. It was my favorite this time of year. And I liked to add whipped topping. 
“That sounds perfect,” Brannon said. 
I popped the little ready-filled hot chocolate cups into the machine. Within a few seconds, I had a steaming cup of hot chocolate ready for him. I added the whipped topping and sprinkles to the top and then handed it to Brannon. 
He stared down at the cup and then up at me. “Wow. When you said a cup of hot chocolate, you really meant a cup of hot chocolate.” 
“What? You don’t like it?” I asked while I prepared a mug of my own. 
“No, the opposite.” He took a sip and whipped cream remained on his upper lip. I stared as he ran his tongue across it and licked it off. “I expected a package of hot chocolate and some warm water. That’s usually how I make it. But then again, I don’t know what I’m doing in the kitchen.” He laughed. 
“Well, I did have a little help,” I said, pointing to the machine. 
“You added the whipped topping and sprinkles though,” he said, as he took another drink.  
Footsteps sounded from the other room. Brannon and I exchanged a look. He placed his hot chocolate down on the counter and headed into the other room. After setting my mug down, I followed him. He inched into the room. Of course no one was there. 
“Is that the sound you’ve been hearing?” he whispered. 
I nodded. The box was still making the same sounds as when he’d turned it on. Nothing had changed so far. He moved across the floor and into the hallway. 
“Do you mind if I take a look around the rest of your place?” he asked. 
“No, I don’t mind,” I said. 
He proceeded to the bathroom. After finding nothing there he moved on to my bedroom. He stopped in the middle of the room. Of course there was nothing there. Just the sounds, as I’d been hearing them for days. I hadn’t planned on having Brannon in my bedroom tonight. Wouldn’t Tammy love to hear about this? I moved over beside Brannon. 
“I guess it was the ghost.” He turned to face me. 
“Yes, I guess so,” I said, looking at him in the eyes. 
He reached up and brushed my mouth with his finger. “You had a sprinkle on your mouth.” 
I felt the heat rush to my cheeks. “Thank you.” 
Brannon moved closer to me. I stared into his eyes. Did I have another sprinkle on my mouth? Perhaps whipped topping this time. 
He didn’t say a word as he leaned down and placed his lips against mine. I hadn’t expected it, but I was glad that he did it. I moved my body closer to his and kissed him back. 
His warm lips felt wonderful pressed against mine. I was lost in the moment and all I could think about was how great a kisser he was. My heart rate increased and my stomach flipped. I wondered if Brannon felt the same way? Now I was starting to think about whether he enjoyed the kiss as much as I did. I didn’t think I was a bad kisser, so why not? I needed to stop worrying about it and just enjoy the moment. I relaxed again and relished his touch. 
That was when the beeping sounded from the living room. Brannon jumped back from me as if my lips were on fire. “We caught something,” he yelled.    
The ghost had impeccable timing. If I didn’t know better, I’d think that she had planned it that way. Oh, well, it was too late now. Brannon had zipped across the floor so fast he had been nothing but a blur. 
I ran after him. After all, I was curious to see if he’d really captured anything. But how would he know for sure? The equipment had gone off, but it wasn’t like we’d see the little face of a ghost in that little box, yelling, Help me, let me out. 
When I reached the living room, Brannon was already kneeling down beside the box. He’d turned off the sensor, so it was no longer making that high-pitched sound. I was glad for that because much more of that noise and my neighbors would complain. How would I explain capturing ghosts in a box to my landlord? 
“What happened?” I asked as I knelt down beside him. 
“The sensor went off, so by my calculations, we’ve captured a spirit.” 
“But you have no way of knowing for sure?” 
A little frown slipped over his face. “No, we have no way of knowing.” 
I hoped that I hadn’t burst his bubble.
“What should we do now?” I asked. 
Brannon pushed to his feet. “We should take the box over to the old house and let the ghost out there.” 
I hoped no one ever got wind of this. They’d really think I’d lost it. 
He lifted the box from the ground. “Like I said, maybe there isn’t a spirit in here, but it’s worth a shot. For science, right?” he asked with a sexy smile. 
“Sure, let me get my purse.” 
Exactly what I needed my purse for while getting rid of a spirit that we’d captured in a wooden box I had no idea, but you never knew when I might have to touch up my lipstick. Brannon was already halfway down the stairs with that box when I locked my door and headed down. I rushed and held the door open for him as he carried it out. 
“Thank you,” he said with a smile. 
Brannon lifted the thing into the trunk and I climbed into the passenger seat. This was a scenario I’d never thought I’d be in. A ghost in the trunk of a police car. Tammy wouldn’t believe it when I told her.
Brannon and I pulled up to the house. I was of course nervous after what had happened to Hank. I didn’t want the same thing to happen to Brannon. 
He turned off the car. “Are you ready to go in?” 
I blew out a deep breath. “Sure, let’s take the ghost in.” 
Brannon went around to the trunk and hoisted the box out of the trunk. I followed him up the porch steps. Brannon placed the box on the floor in front of the door. Every time we came here I expected the door to be locked, but when he turned the knob, once again the door opened. Normally Brannon would have held the door open for me and told me ladies first. But this time he stepped into the foyer first. He glanced around and then came back outside. 
He grabbed the box from the ground. “It looks like it’s safe.” 
He went inside with the box and I followed him. I scanned the space to look for something that maybe he had missed. “Where should we take the box?” I asked. 
“Let’s do it in the parlor.” Brannon gestured toward the right. He sat the box on the floor.
I stared down at the box. If something came out of there I might turn around and run away. Sure, I had ghosts following me, but I wasn’t sure I was prepared to have them pop up like a jack-in-the-box. Brannon knelt down beside the box. He glanced up at me and nodded. 
“I’m ready,” I whispered. 
As ready as I’d ever be. He grabbed the lid. I stepped back a couple steps just in case. For a moment he paused, but then slowly lifted the lid off. Nothing happened. It was just as quiet as when we’d arrived. I felt bad for Brannon. I had wanted this to work for him. 
He looked over at me. “I guess it didn’t work.” 
I frowned. “Maybe you just need to work out the kinks.” 
He set the lid back on the box. “I suppose, or maybe it’s just a box with some equipment in it.” 
I didn’t answer because I wasn’t sure exactly what to say. Brannon stood up and released a deep breath. “Well, I guess now we know.” 
I stepped over beside him and rubbed his arm. “You would have always wondered if you hadn’t tried it.”     
“I guess we should get out of here,” Brannon said. 
Before I had a chance to answer, a rumble echoed throughout the room. I wasn’t sure where it was coming from, but it sounded like someone was trying to get inside the house. The door was open though. They wouldn’t have to rattle the door. 
Brannon ran across the room to the foyer. I dashed after him, but stopped when I got there and realized that the door was now closed. He went over and opened the door. I peeked over his shoulder as he peered out onto the porch. As far as I could tell, no one was around. 
“What do you think that was?” I asked. 
Brannon looked back at me. “I’m not sure. More haunting noises, I suppose.” 
I wondered if his box had captured the ghost after all. I was ready to get out of there. As if he’d read my mind, Brannon said, “I’ll get the box.” 
I folded my arms in front of my waist. “I’ll wait right here.” 
Brannon disappeared around the corner while I stayed on alert for any other paranormal encounters.  
Finally Brannon appeared around the corner with the box in his arms. I was beginning to worry that the spirit had attacked him. I stepped out onto the porch and Brannon placed the box on the porch. He pulled the door shut and then grabbed the box. We hurried down the stairs. While he placed the box in the trunk, I slipped into his car. When I looked up at the house, I thought I saw that shadow at the window. But in the blink of an eye it was gone. Brannon jumped behind the wheel, but I didn’t tell him about what I’d seen. It was time for us to put this house behind us. 
Brannon dropped me off at my place so that he could go to work. He kissed me goodbye and said he would call later. At least we had tried to get rid of the ghost. Only time would tell if we had been successful. 
I waved goodbye to Brannon from the window. For the time being it felt as if I was alone in my apartment. That was something that I hadn’t felt for quite some time. I just hoped that it stayed that way.



Chapter 18
 
The next morning, I decided to go to the bed-and-breakfast where Cady and Sandra were staying. How long could the police convince them to stay in town? I was surprised that they hadn’t taken off by now. That had to mean they were innocent, right? What would have been their motive for murder? Cady seemed cranky, but that was hardly a reason for murder. If cranky people always committed murder there would be a lot more homicides to report. 
The place was on the other side of town, tucked away by the park. I parked down the street and headed toward the house. 
When I reached the front of the house, I stopped. What would I do now? I supposed I could go to the door and ask to speak with Cady. What would I ask? Did you murder Hank? That wasn’t a great idea. 
The house was a three-story white Victorian with a porch that wrapped around the front of the house. I made my way down the sidewalk a little more. If Cady or Sandra saw me out there they wouldn’t think I was just taking a casual stroll on a beautiful Sunday morning. I couldn’t walk around outside for much longer.
As I turned to walk back in the other direction, a woman called out, “Ripley, is that you?” 
When I looked to my left I spotted Gail. She was waving at me as she walked down the front path toward the sidewalk. Now I had been spotted. I couldn’t act as if I hadn’t seen her because I was looking right at her. Maybe this would be a good thing though. 
Talking with her might be a good thing. Maybe she could give me some inside scoop. 
“Good morning, Gail,” I said as she approached. 
She had a blue floral apron tied around her waist. Underneath that she wore jeans and a white T-shirt. She brushed her brown bangs out of her eyes. A dusting of what I assumed was flour dotted her cheeks and her hands. 
“I looked out the kitchen window and who do I see? Little Ripley. After last night I just had to come get you. It was a surprise to see you show up with the police at my door.”
“I’m really sorry about that.”
She waved her hand. “Don’t worry about it. I’ve been meaning to come by the library since you got back, but this place is keeping me busy.” She motioned over her shoulder. 
“The place looks great,” I said. 
“Are you just out taking a walk?” She looked up and down the street to see if I was with anyone. 
I’d go with her idea. “Yes, I was just enjoying the weather.” Of course she had to know that I didn’t live anywhere near here. 
She reached out and grabbed my arm. “You must come in for breakfast. I’ve made a mess of biscuits and someone has to eat them. I don’t know why I make so much. My guests certainly don’t eat them. I hope it’s not because they taste bad.” 
I glanced over my shoulder. 
“You don’t have anywhere else to go this morning, do you?” she asked as she pulled on my arm. 
“No, I don’t suppose I do.” 
What would Cady and Sandra say when they saw me at the breakfast table? 
We entered the house. As soon as I walked into the foyer I looked to the parlor on the left. Nobody was in there. 
“Before last night I hadn’t been in this house since we poked around back in high school,” I said. 
“I put in a lot of work here,” Gail said. 
I touched the polished stair banister. “I see that.” She had period furniture in the parlor. 
“We can go into the dining room if you’d like.” 
“That would be great, thank you.” 
So far there was no sign of Cady or Sandra. Maybe they really had taken off. If I didn’t see them soon I would ask.
When I reached the dining room, Cady was already standing by the buffet table, making a cup of tea. She must have felt our presence, because she quickly turned around. Her eyes narrowed and her lips pursed together. 
“Good morning,” I said, trying to sound cheerful. 
She forced a smile on her face. “It’s nice to see you.” 
I knew she really didn’t mean that. 
“You can have a seat anywhere you like.” Gail pointed toward the long wood table in the center of the room. “I’ll go get breakfast.” 
“Do you need any help?” I asked. I wasn’t sure I wanted to stay in the room alone with Cady by the way Cady was looking at me. 
“Oh, no, I’m fine, thank you. Just make yourself comfortable. I invited you as a guest and I don’t want you to do any work.” 
I smiled. “Thank you again.” 
I really didn’t want Gail to treat me as a guest, but I knew she wouldn’t have it any other way. As soon as Gail left the room, I looked over at Cady. An awkward silence settled over the room. I knew that she wouldn’t say anything and I wasn’t sure what I should say. After all, I had come there to talk with her.
“I didn’t get a chance to tell you how sorry I am about what happened to Hank,” I said. 
She glared at me but didn’t answer. She took her cup and sat down at the table. I moved closer to the table. Before I had a chance to think of anything else to say, Gail returned with a tray full of food. 
Gail smiled. “I hope you like strawberries and French toast.”
“I love it. Thanks.” I sat at the end of the table with Gail at the other end. 
Cady was on the other side of the table. She tried to act like she wasn’t watching me, but I saw her look at me out of the corner of my eye. Gail placed French toast on our plates. 
I grabbed the pitcher of orange juice. “Would you like juice?” 
Cady mumbled, “No, thanks.” 
Footsteps sounded from the hallway and then Sandra appeared at the dining room entrance. Sandra was still dressed in her pink pajamas. Her eyes widened and her mouth dropped. Obviously she hadn’t expected to see me for breakfast.
“Ripley, I didn’t expect to see you here,” she said. 
I forced a smile on my face. “I’m here for breakfast.” 
She gave me a funny look and said, “Well, I guess that’s nice.” She pulled out a chair and sat across from Cady. 
Cady stared at Sandra and wrinkled her nose up. I could tell by the look that she didn’t like her.
Gail certainly had her hands full with these two. I stared at my plate wishing I’d never gotten into this awkward situation. 
“Would you like syrup?” Gail gestured toward the container. 
Apparently she hadn’t noticed the awkward silence between her guests. Did she know that these women were possible murder suspects? She had to know because it was the talk of town. The police had to have been by to talk with them on more than one occasion. I would have to get her alone later and ask what she’d heard. I wondered if either of the women had said anything to her about it. Had Gail talked to the police? 
Sandra grabbed a napkin and stuffed it into the neck of her shirt. “Are you a guest here now?” she asked, staring at me. 
I glanced at Gail. “No, I just ran into Gail and she invited me for breakfast.” 
Cady eyed at me as she shoved the food into her mouth. I knew she was suspicious. I pushed the food around on my plate. Should I take this opportunity to ask about the investigation? I could act as if I didn’t suspect the women at all. 
After taking a bite and swallowing, I said, “Have the police given you any updates on the investigation?” 
The women froze with forks midair. Had they discussed this amongst themselves?
“I haven’t heard anything,” Cady said in a snippy voice. 
“How long do you have to stay here?” I asked. 
By the way that Cady glared at me I knew she didn’t appreciate my questions. 
“I plan on leaving soon,” she said. 
I wondered if Brannon knew this. I would have to tell him. Of course he probably wouldn’t appreciate the fact that I’d gotten involved. 
Gail pushed to her feet. “Can I get you anything else?” 
I placed my napkin on my mostly empty plate. “No, it was delicious. Thank you.” I grabbed the plate. “Let me help you.” 
Sandra rushed over and took the plate from my hand. “No, I will help her.” Sandra followed Gail into the kitchen, leaving me alone once again with Cady.
Cady’s cell phone rang and she jumped to her feet as if she was being rescued from a burning building. I would love to hear what she was talking about. Possibly I could sneak into the hallway and listen in. As soon as she stepped out of the room, I eased over to the door. When I peeked out into the hallway, I didn’t see her. 
Gail popped out from behind the kitchen door. “Would you like more coffee?” 
I moved away from the dining room’s entrance, since it looked as if I was trying to escape. “No, I’m good. Thank you.” I would have to forget about listening in on the call. 
Gail smiled at me. “I’ll be right back.”
Since I couldn’t see Cady anyway, I moved away from the door and back over to the window. I wasn’t doing much with this visit. I was just wasting my time. As I stood at the window looking out at the rose bushes, a hand wrapped around my shoulder. I jumped and almost fell backward when I spun around. 
Sandra stared at me, almost not even blinking. “Oh, did I scare you?” 
Since she was standing so close that I could smell the syrup on her breath, I moved back a couple steps. My body was now pressed against the window. How had I not heard her sneak up on me? She moved like a cat. 
“Just a little.” I pinched my index finger and thumb together as an example of how much. Of course when I said a little I really meant she creeped me out to the extreme.
Sandra frowned. “I didn’t mean to scare you last night. I was just curious about the ghosts.”
“You said you see the ghosts. What do you see?” I asked. 
She shrugged. “Just shadows following you. I thought it might be Hank.”
“What makes you say that?”
“Just a feeling, I guess.”
A feeling or wishful thinking? I still thought she was in denial about his death.
Without saying another word, Sandra bounced out of the room like her behavior was totally normal. I had to ask Gail about her. I’d just turned to look out at the roses again when Gail came back into the dining room.
“Thank you again for inviting me in,” I said. “Your roses are beautiful.”
Gail walked over and stood beside me. “They’re beautiful, but a lot of work.” 
I turned to Gail and asked, “How long have Cady and Sandra been staying here?” 
Gail blew the hair out of her eyes again. “It seems like forever and a day.” 
I bit back a laugh. “Is something wrong?” 
She blew out a deep breath. “It’s just that Sandra creeps up behind me. It’s unnerving and it makes me drop things.” 
“She did the same thing to me just now,” I said. 
“Cady is quiet. That’s a little unsettling too, but I don’t like the way Sandra sneaks up on me.” Gail untied her apron and took it off. 
I stared at her for a second and then asked, “I have to ask, do you know why they’re staying here?” 
Her expression turned serious. “Yes, I’m aware. Hank was staying here too… until, you know. But Sandra checked in after that. I need the money.” 
I frowned. “I understand. I guess I’d better go. Thanks again for breakfast.”
“Don’t be a stranger,” Gail said.
As I turned to leave, I paused and said, “Would you mind if I take a look at the rest of the house before I go?”
A huge smile spread across her face. “I would love to show you, but I have a call to make. You’re welcome to show yourself around.” 
Even better. This would give me a chance to snoop around and see if I could listen in to any phone calls. 
“I don’t mind at all.” I waved and headed out of the dining room.



Chapter 19
 
This was my chance to go upstairs and take a look around. I was nervous, but I had to do it anyway. When I stepped out the door, I scanned the area for Cady or Sandra. I spotted Cady at the end of the hallway by the back door. Her back was facing me and I didn’t think she’d heard me. I walked backwards so that I could keep my eye on her. I glanced back a few times to make sure I didn’t bump into anything and break something of Gail’s. Thank goodness I reached the staircase without her noticing. I hoped that I didn’t run into Sandra and that Cady was on that call for a long time. I had to hurry. It would probably be the only opportunity I got to take a look around. 
I tiptoed up the stairs. I wasn’t sure which one I least wanted to discover me, Cady or Sandra. Once at the top of the stairs, I had to figure out which one of the many bedrooms to go into first. 
If Gail spotted me, I had an excuse for being up here. But if Sandra or Cady saw me I wasn’t sure what I’d say. Maybe I could tell them I was looking for the bathroom. I inched my way down the hallway. There were doors everywhere. I’d had no idea there would be so many bedrooms up here. The house was even bigger than it looked from the outside. Where would I begin to look?
When I peeked into the bedroom on the right, I saw the black purse that Cady had been carrying. I remembered it because it had a big white bow on one of the handles. This was the bedroom that I wanted to start with. Next I needed to find Sandra’s bedroom. 
I paused with my hand on the doorknob and listened to see if anyone was coming. Since I didn’t hear anything, I decided to go for it. I needed to move quickly, which would be tough because I didn’t even know what I was looking for. I had to place Cady or Sandra with Hank at the time of his murder. That would be tough.   
I looked over my shoulder. Apparently Cady was still downstairs. But I had no idea where Sandra was. Did I have the nerve to go into their rooms? My heart sped up as I stepped into the bedroom. The bed had been made with a pale pink comforter and everything in the room was tidy. The purse was on top of the bed. I glanced back again. Without any time to waste, I raced over to the bed. I unzipped her purse and peeked in. It felt creepy looking through her things. If she caught me, she would want to kill me. Nothing seemed out of the ordinary.
She had a wallet and some makeup. Nothing out of the ordinary about that. This was getting me nowhere. That was when I noticed the phone. That was weird. She was on her cell phone downstairs. Why did she have two phones? 
I picked up the phone and immediately looked through the phone log. There was only one name on the list of calls and that was Hank. These calls went back for a couple weeks. Was this phone only for him? I noticed that the last call from him was about thirty minutes before I’d found him dead in the cemetery. That was something the police would like to know. Cady must have had a private line and a work number. That was certainly possible. 
Next I checked the emails on the phone. There was a last email from Hank, which was sad. I glanced over my shoulder toward the door. My nerves were on an all-time high, but so far there was no sign of Cady coming up the steps. I had to hurry though because I didn’t want to deal with the confrontation if she happened to catch me. 
I opened the link and scrolled down to the message. In the email Cady told Hank that she would meet him at the tour. Cady had said she hadn’t gone with Hank for the tour. It seemed like she had some explaining to do. I wondered what her excuse would be. 
Quickly I looked through the other emails, but didn’t notice anything that had relevance to the murder. The browser on the phone had been cleared. I wondered if she was trying to hide something.
Even though I wanted to take the phone as evidence, I knew that I couldn’t. I tossed the phone back in the purse and scanned the room. Unfortunately, I didn’t see anything else. I checked the closet, but didn’t see anything other than clothing. It was time for me to get out of her room. She did have a planner on the nightstand, so I figured that it was worth a shot. I picked up the book and shuffled through the pages. I didn’t see anything that was worth noting. 
A page slipped out of the planner. I picked up the paper from the floor. A sound came from the hallway and I paused. My heart rate increased. Was someone coming down the hall? I took a quick glance at the paper. It was an ad for a tea shop in town. It had just opened recently. I figured Cady had visited there while in town. 
After a couple of seconds I didn’t hear anything else so I jammed the paper back in the book and placed it where I’d found it. I set the book down and hurried over to the door. I peeked my head out to make sure she wasn’t in the hall, or even worse waiting beside the door to surprise me. Thank goodness she wasn’t there. I didn’t see Sandra either.
I eased out into the hallway. While I was up there I needed to look around Sandra’s room. But which room was hers? There were seven other doors up there. That meant I would have to open each door until I found it. I guessed I should get started. 
I hoped that I didn’t get caught now. I’d managed to get out of Cady’s room, now I was risking getting caught all over again. 
I went to the nearest door and turned the knob. It was locked. That ruled out that room. I went to the next and the next and they were all closed. 
I stepped to the next door and turned. The door opened, but I soon realized that it was only a closet. The next door I didn’t need to check because it was open and I’d already realized that it was the bathroom. I checked the last couple of doors and they were locked too. I hadn’t expected all the other doors to be locked. I supposed I’d gotten lucky that Cady had left her door open. I really wanted to check Sandra’s. I wondered if I could find the key to get the door unlocked. Unfortunately, there wasn’t time for that.
As I made it down the hallway, the sound of footsteps grew closer. I’d almost made it to the staircase when I spotted Cady. She paused when she saw me. I knew she was surprised to see me up here. 
She looked me up and down. “Are you lost?” 
I stared at her. I had just as much right to be up here as she did. “I was using the bathroom.” 
She narrowed her eyes. “There’s a bathroom downstairs.”
“Oh, I guess I missed it. Well, it was nice seeing you again,” I said as I weaved around her. 
That was a close one. I felt her stare on my back as I hurried down the stairs. After seeing the email, I was even more anxious. I couldn’t wait to tell Brannon about what I’d seen. I should have taken her phone with me. But I couldn’t risk that. And now that she’d seen me up here, she would have known that I was the one who took it. No, it was better that I hadn’t taken it. Though now I wouldn’t be able to prove what I’d seen. 
I slipped out of the house without seeing Sandra or Gail again. Once I reached my car, I grabbed my phone and dialed Brannon’s number. 
“Is everything okay?” he asked. 
He probably wondered why I was calling him so early. I watched the sidewalk to see if either of the women had followed me out. 
“I found something that might be relevant to the case,” I said, staring at the house. 
“Really?” he asked with interest. “What is it?” 
“I found a phone that Cady had in her purse. There was an email from Hank that she answered and said she would meet him at the graveyard.” I rushed out the words without taking a breath. 
“Whoa. What are you doing with her purse?” he asked. 
“I don’t have her purse. I was just looking through it.” 
“Rip, I’m not sure that is such a good idea. Where are you now?” 
“At the bed-and-breakfast,” I answered. 
He paused and then said, “Maybe I don’t want to know the answer to this, but I’ll ask anyway. Why are you there?” 
“I just thought I’d stop by and see Gail,” I said. 
“You saw her last night. I don’t think I want you there alone.” 
“I made it out alive.” I chuckled.
He failed to see the humor. “So you didn’t tell me why you are looking at her purse.” 
“Well, I had to find some kind of clue. So yes, I was snooping around.” 
“Was Cady or Sandra there?” 
“Yes, they were downstairs,” I said.  
“You could have been caught.” 
“Yes, I could have been, but I wasn’t.” I chuckled again, trying to lighten the mood. 
It wasn’t working. Brannon seemed upset with me. 
“Without the phone, I don’t think we can prove anything. We can’t find his phone. The killer must have gotten rid of it.” 
This would be a stumbling block. Could I find the phone? Did Cady or Sandra have it? To find out would mean going back in there. I would have to come up with a really good excuse to get in there.



Chapter 20
 
Tammy met me at the diner for a late dinner. She didn’t have to work at the salon tonight, so we decided to use this chance to catch up. Normally, I preferred to eat dinner at home with a good book or while watching HGTV, but sometimes it was nice to let someone else do the cooking. 
As I approached Mammy’s Cafe, I spotted Tammy standing out front. So far, she hadn’t noticed me. Tammy had changed clothing since work. Now she wore her favorite jeans and a cream-colored turtleneck sweater. 
“Hey, good-looking,” I called out. 
She glanced over at me and laughed. “I thought someone was seriously trying to flirt with me. Too bad.” 
“Sorry to burst your bubble.” 
Tammy opened the diner’s door and I stepped inside. “Thanks.” 
Surprisingly, there weren’t a lot of people there. It was getting late and I supposed most people had already eaten dinner. The dark-haired waitress glanced up and waved, signaling we could sit wherever we wanted. Country music played in the background, but the chatter from diners drowned out most of the song. The smell of grease and coffee lingered in the air. 
Tammy knew my favorite booth, so she gestured over to it. We hurried over and snagged the booth. I wasn’t sure why because it wasn’t as if anyone would snatch it from us. We slid into the booth and grabbed the menus stuck between the napkin dispenser and sugar container. Usually I ordered the same thing—turkey sandwich, hold the mayo—but tonight I wanted a change. 
This booth offered a perfect view of the street outside. I needed to see the sidewalk and across the street just in case Sandra or one of the shadows decided to pop in. I’d know before Sandra had a chance to surprise me. 
Before I had a chance to even think about ordering, Tammy asked about Brannon. “Is his ex-wife still in town?” 
“I haven’t seen Darlene since that night. Brannon hasn’t mentioned it.” I focused my attention across the diner, hoping Tammy would sense that I didn’t want to talk about Brannon’s ex any more. 
When I looked over near the register, I spotted someone I recognized. Hank’s ex-wife was sitting on a stool at the counter. I’d remember her anywhere after that ordeal at the library. Even without the fiasco with Hank, I would have remembered her. She was memorable with her long blonde hair that reached below her waist and long legs.
I motioned for Tammy to take a look. “That’s Hank’s ex-wife.” 
Tammy turned around in the booth. “Where?” 
“The woman in the denim jacket and multicolored scarf sitting at the counter. There’s just something familiar about her.” 
“Other than the fact that she’s Hank’s ex-wife? Other than the fact that she caused a big scene at the library?” Tammy asked. 
“Yes, other than all of that. It’s like there’s something about her that I’ve seen before… only I have seen her before, so that can’t be it.” I shrugged. “I don’t know. It’s a strange feeling.” 
“It’s probably just everything strange that’s been going on,” Tammy said. 
“You’re probably right.”  
The waitress came over and we placed our orders. It was difficult to find something healthy on the menu. I ordered grilled chicken with a salad. 
“You should have gotten the burger.” Tammy laughed. 
“I should have, but I’ll be good this time.” I couldn’t stop watching Melissa. “I can’t tell if she’s already eaten or if she’s getting ready to leave,” I whispered, as if she’d overhear me. 
“Are you still watching her?” Tammy looked over her shoulder again. “She’ll think you’re a stalker.”
“I can’t help it. I know there’s something that I’m missing.” 
“Clearly you’re letting this investigation get the better of you.” Tammy played with her napkin. 
I took a drink of water. “Maybe so, but I have to do what I can to solve the murder.” 
I knew Tammy thought I shouldn’t be involved. She said it was too dangerous. Of course she was right, but again I didn’t do what was safe. 
As I studied Melissa and tried to pretend that I wasn’t watching her, it hit me. “Ah-ha,” I blurted out. 
Tammy set her glass down. “What?” 
“The scarf around her neck.” I gestured with a tilt of my head. 
Tammy peeked at the woman. “You’ve seen the scarf in a store? I have to tell you, Rip, it’s not that cute. So if you’re thinking of buying one, don’t.” 
I could always count on Tammy to be honest with me. “No, that’s not it. Hank was wearing that scarf the night of his murder.” 
Tammy stared at me with wide eyes. “Are you sure?” 
“I’m positive. Like you said, I noticed how ugly it was.” I frowned. 
“Don’t worry, she can’t hear you say how ugly it is. Maybe she has one just like his,” Tammy said.
“Matching scarves? That’s a big coincidence, don’t you think? Considering they weren’t married anymore?”  
“I suppose they could still dress alike,” Tammy said. 
“That would just be creepy,” I said. 
The waitress brought our food. I couldn’t concentrate on eating because I was watching Melissa. Since I’d started watching she’d gotten her food and was almost finished eating. 
“She’s going to catch you watching her.” 
I stuffed a forkful of food into my mouth and chewed. When I finished I said, “I have to find a way to find out if that was his scarf.” 
“Hmm. That doesn’t seem possible,” Tammy said. 
“Nothing is impossible,” I said with a wink. 
“You are going to get in trouble, aren’t you?” Tammy asked. 
“Not if I can help it,” I said. “I just know that he was wearing that scarf the night he was murdered. What kind of sicko would murder someone and wear his clothing?” 
“There are a lot of sick people in this world. I’ve heard of killers taking things from their victims as a sort of memento,” Tammy said. 
“Yeah, I’ve heard of that too.” 
“Do you think that’s the case with her?” 
“It’s looking kind of like it, yes,” I said. 
Tammy had been right. There was no way to prove that it was his scarf. I could tell Brannon, but what could he do? 
Just then, as if she had heard us talking about her, Melissa looked over and noticed me watching her. I looked away quickly, but I knew she’d seen me. She’d looked right in my eyes. It was a creepy look too. 
“She saw me,” I whispered. 
Tammy coughed. “Uh-oh. What is she doing?” 
“I don’t know. I’m afraid to look over at her again.” 
“I’m starting to sweat,” Tammy said. “Let’s get out of here.” 
“Wait a second. I’ll look over at her again. Just let me get my nerve up.” I took a deep breath and released it.  
I glanced over again, sure that I would either find her glaring at me or, worse, standing beside our table. Much to my surprise, Melissa was headed for the door. 
“She’s leaving,” I whispered. 
“Did she look at you?” Tammy asked. 
“Not yet.” I didn’t take my eyes off her, although I was worried at any second she would look my way. 
When she reached the door, she paused and looked right at me. I froze, unsure of what to do. She knew that I’d seen her, so I offered a halfhearted smile. She walked out the door. She didn’t smile in return, which wasn’t a good sign. 
“What’s happening?” Tammy asked. 
“She looked at me and I had no choice but to smile,” I whispered. 
“Is she still here?” Tammy asked. 
“No, she walked out the door and down the sidewalk the other way.” 
“Then why are you still whispering?” 
“Oh, I forgot. Anyway, I hope she’s not waiting for us when we go out there.” 
“See, I told you getting involved would only bring trouble.” 
“Yeah, I know. So how can I find out about the scarf?” I asked. 
“Did you not listen to anything I said?” 
“I listened, it’s just that I can’t actually follow your advice at the moment.” 
Tammy placed her napkin on the table. “I don’t condone any of your behavior, just so you know.” 
“Duly noted.” I took another drink of water. “Now back to the scarf.” I tapped my fingers against the table. That was when it hit me. “Sandra took pictures with him.” 
“Didn’t you have your picture taken with him too?” Tammy asked. 
“Yes, but he’d removed his coat, which would mean that he would have taken off his scarf too.” 
“Maybe she had her picture taken with him before and he was still wearing the scarf.”  
The waitress brought over our checks. I pulled Tammy’s over to my side. 
“What are you doing?” Tammy asked.
“I’m paying for yours.” 
“Why?” she asked with a frown. 
“Because I scared you to death over dinner by staring at that woman.” 
Tammy grinned. “You did do that.” 
“So that’s why dinner’s on me.” 
“Okay, I won’t argue with that. Maybe if you have to pay often you will stop doing it,” she said. 
“Maybe,” I said with a smile. 
I pushed to my feet and Tammy followed me to the register. I handed over my card to the woman behind the register. 
While I waited, I asked, “How can we get to Sandra’s pictures?” 
Tammy’s eyes widened. “You can’t be serious.” 
I took my card back and signed the receipt. “Of course I’m serious.” 
Tammy shook her head. “No way. You can’t do that.” 
We walked toward the door and I said, “I have to.” Tammy stepped out the door as I held it open. 
“Again, you don’t have to.” 
“Okay, well, I want to.” 
“See, that’s totally different. That proves you’re crazy.” 
“I know she had to have taken pictures. I’m sure I remember seeing her pose with him. I just can’t remember at what point in the night.” I looked all around for Sandra or the ghosts as we walked down the sidewalk. Thank goodness I didn’t see her anywhere. 
“It sounds as if you are set on doing this,” Tammy said. 
“I know it’s crazy, but just think if doing this saves someone else’s life.” 
“Just think if it gets us killed,” Tammy said. 
“Us? So that means you’re going to help me?” I asked with a smile. 
She sighed. “Of course I am going to help.” 
“What changed your mind?”
“You do have a point. If Melissa is the one who did this then she needs to be behind bars.” 
“Exactly!” I said. 
“I can’t believe I’m going to say this, but I guess we could go back to the bed-and-breakfast where Sandra is staying.” 
I glanced over at Tammy. “You’re right, I can’t believe you said it.”  
“I can cause a distraction while you go up to her room and take a look.” 
“What if I can’t get into her room?” I asked. 
Tammy shook her head. “That’s something you’ll have to figure out. I’m just the distraction.” 
“So we should go now?” I asked. 
Tammy paused. “Wait. Now? Aren’t you going to give me time to prepare? I can’t just walk into a scheme like this.” 
“Well, we really don’t have much time to prepare. This could be life or death. It’s already been one death,” I said. 
Tammy stared straight ahead for a second. “True. How will I distract her?” 
I tapped my finger against my lip. “I know. Talk about books. She loves books. That will give me plenty of time to go upstairs and look around. Of course that’s assuming Cady isn’t there too.” 
“This gets more complicated by the minute.” 
“I’m good at sneaking around, so I think we’ll be okay.” We started walking again toward the car again. 
“I certainly hope so,” Tammy said. 
After making our way over to Tammy’s car, we climbed in and headed over to Gail’s bed-and-breakfast. 
“I suppose I didn’t think of what I would say to Gail,” I said when Tammy pulled up to the curb. “I mean, I haven’t seen her in years and now I pay her two visits in a day? Not to mention showing up at night with the police.”
Tammy cut the engine. “Good point. What if you told her you were there to talk with Sandra?” 
“I suppose, but I think Gail knows that I think Sandra’s weird.” 
Tammy pulled the key from the ignition. “We’ll just tell her we need to speak with Sandra about the book signing the other night. I don’t think she’ll see anything wrong about that.” 
I nodded. “I suppose you’re right.”
“Of course I’m right,” Tammy said with a cluck of her tongue. 
The sun was fading away quickly and it would be dark soon. This house had seemed so cheery during the day, but now it kind of had an ominous feeling. I supposed it was just the dark. Believe it or not, I’d always had a fear of the dark. Maybe that was part of the reason why I did the tour, so that I could get over that phobia. It had worked pretty well because I did the tour with minimal fear. 
Tammy and I walked up the steps and to the door. I rang the doorbell and waited. After a few seconds, Gail opened the door. At first she looked confused, but then she gave an anxious smile. She glanced over her shoulder as if she was worried someone would see or hear us. What was going on in this house? 



Chapter 21
 
“I didn’t expect to see you so soon,” Gail said, looking at me expectantly. 
I chuckled. “Yes, actually I’m here to see Sandra.” 
“Oh, sure.” Her eyes widened. I knew she was shocked after the conversation we’d had. 
“This is Tammy White, you remember her?” I asked. 
Gail looked at Tammy. “Yes, she was the one with the big hair.” 
I snickered and Tammy cast me a glance. “That was in high school,” Tammy said through gritted teeth.
“Well, we all go through our awkward phases,” Gail said. 
“Yes, we do,” I said, glancing over her shoulder. I hoped she’d take the hint and invite us in.
Gail stepped back from the door and motioned for us to enter. “Please come in.” 
“Thank you,” Tammy mumbled. She was obviously still thinking about that big hair comment. 
“I hope we’re not interrupting anything?” I followed Tammy inside.
Gail chuckled nervously. “No, not at all.” 
My stomach did a little flip when I thought about what we were trying to do. I just didn’t want to get caught. I didn’t want to put Gail in the middle of this either, although that was exactly what I was doing. Just because I wanted to solve this didn’t mean I had to drag everyone else in too. What was I thinking? Maybe it wasn’t too late to leave. Sandra might not even be here.
“Well, I can go get Sandra. I believe she’s upstairs.” Gail motioned toward the stairs. 
“That would be great. Thank you.” I smiled. 
After a pause, Gail said, “Okay. Well, I’ll be right back.” 
I knew she was curious about our visit. Would she eavesdrop? That might make her suspicious if I wasn’t involved in the conversation. I would just have to take my chances. We watched Gail walk up the stairs and disappear out of sight. 
“Are you scared?” Tammy asked. 
I nodded. “Yes, a little.” 
Tammy shivered. “I think I might pee my pants I’m so scared.” 
“Mind over bladder, Tammy. Everything will be just fine.”
She laughed. “Easy for you to say.”  
“I feel like I did when we tried to sneak out of my parents’ house to go to that concert when we were sixteen.”  
“We would have made it if you hadn’t tripped coming out of the window,” Tammy said.
I rubbed my leg. “I still think I have a little limp from that.” 
We laughed until the sound of footsteps caught our attention. Gail was walking back down the stairs. Sandra wasn’t with her and I worried that after all this she wasn’t even here. 
Gail caught us staring at her and smiled. “She’ll be right down. I have to say she was just as surprised as I was by your visit.” 
I chuckled nervously. “We’re full of surprises today.”
“Would you like something to drink?” Gail asked. 
“That would be great…” 
I poked Tammy in the side. “No, thank you,” I said. 
Gail looked us up and down one more time and then said, “Okay then. Let me know if you need anything.” 
“We sure will. Thank you again,” I said. 
Gail looked at us again and then finally turned and walked away. Just then the stairs treads squeaked, making us look over. Sandra was coming down. She remained expressionless as she watched us all the way down. When she reached the bottom, she said, “What are you doing here?” 
“Hi, Sandra. Do you remember Tammy from the library?” I asked. 
She looked at Tammy. “Yes, I remember.” 
The silence filled the room. 
“Well, we came to tell you about a book sale at the library.” 
She quirked an eyebrow. “Oh really?” 
“Oh, you know, I forgot to tell Gail about that book she was asking about,” I said. “Tammy can tell you about the sale while I go talk with Gail.” 
“Sure.” Tammy forced a smile on her face and motioned toward the parlor. 
I walked toward the dining room, but before reaching the room, I looked back. Tammy had gotten Sandra to sit in the chair with her back facing me. Now I just had to sneak by again and get up the stairs. 
I eased through the room toward the stairs. So far Tammy was successfully avoiding looking at me. I just hoped Sandra didn’t hear my footsteps. I held my breath while I walked across the floor. Finally, I made it to the stairs. Just a little further and I would at least be out of sight. That was halfway clear. 
I tiptoed up the stairs and cursed every squeak they made. So far Sandra hadn’t noticed that I’d gone upstairs. Once upstairs, I had to find her room again. I knew which room was Cady’s and I thought I knew which one was Sandra’s, but since the door had been locked, I wasn’t sure. When I walked by Cady’s door, it was closed. I hoped she didn’t come out and see me. 
One door just down the hall was open. I hoped that was Sandra’s room. When I reached the door, I peeked in. There were clothes tossed all around the room and I recognized her purse on the chair by the door. I looked over my shoulder and didn’t see anyone, so I rushed in. I had to hurry. How would I find anything in all this mess? First, I decided to look in her purse for her phone. It might have photos on it. I stuck my hand in the bag and made contact with a phone. If she caught me she would think I was stealing. Rightfully so because that was exactly what it looked like. 
I pulled the phone out and quickly found the photo icon. There were no photos on the phone. How could that be? What would I do now? I tossed the phone back in the bag and took a quick look inside. There was nothing else but a wallet and peach-scented hand lotion. I stood in the middle of the room and released a deep breath. Now what? When I looked over at the dresser, I spotted a binder. It was worth a shot. I hurried over and grabbed the binder. 
I flipped back the cover and wasn’t prepared for what I found. The whole thing was nothing but photos of Hank. 
This was just too creepy. Based on her behavior, I shouldn’t have been surprised. At least now I might find the photo she’d had taken of the two of them before his murder. 
I flipped through a couple pages and then stopped when I found the photo. That was exactly what I was looking for. And just as I had suspected, Hank had been wearing the scarf in the photo. He hadn’t been wearing it when his body had been found.
I had to show this to Brannon, but I didn’t want to risk taking her photo binder. I pulled out my phone and snapped a picture of the album. This would be good enough for Brannon to see that Hank had been wearing the scarf. Would he arrest the ex-wife right away? Would that be enough to prove that she had murdered Hank? I just hoped that she didn’t get away with murder. Why had she killed him? I stuffed my phone back in my pocket and placed the album back on the dresser where I’d found it. Sandra would never know that I’d been in the room. 
I would have to explain to Brannon how I’d gotten a picture of Sandra’s picture. I supposed being honest was the only choice I had. Would he be upset that I had gone through her things? 
I eased out the door and back down the hallway toward the stairs. I’d just reached the top of the staircase when I heard someone coming up. My heart sped up and I panicked. What would I do now? How would I explain being up here again? Could I use the bathroom excuse again? I had to do something quickly. The footsteps were growing louder.
There was a door to my left. I opened the door and discovered it was a closet. The small space was dark and scary. I pushed through my anxiety and squeezed into the tiny room. I would just hide in the closet until the person went by and then I would hurry back downstairs. Tammy was probably wondering what was taking me so long. I wondered if this was Sandra coming up to her room. What if she opened the door and saw me hiding in the closet? Of course she would have no reason to look in here, right?
I remained quiet while I listened to the footsteps. That was when I heard someone talking. It wasn’t Sandra. It was Cady. 
I definitely didn’t want her to see me upstairs again. She had been suspicious the first time. As she walked by I tried to listen to the conversation. 
“You’re his ex-wife, so I’m not sure what I can do,” Cady said.
My eyes widened. Was she talking with Hank’s ex-wife again? Why? I still didn’t know why she and Darlene had been with Melissa that night. Maybe Cady was talking with Brannon’s ex-wife.
“Listen, I have to go,” Cady said. Her voice faded as she moved down the hall and into her room.
After a few seconds of silence, I peeked out. The bedroom door was closed. I had to hurry out of there before she popped back out again. I opened the door slowly so that it wouldn’t make any noise. I eased the door shut and then rushed over to the stairs. I hadn’t expected the floors to be so slippery though and my shoes slipped. I managed to catch myself before falling all the way down the stairs. That would have been even harder to explain. I still had to worry about Sandra catching me.
I hurried down the stairs as fast as I could without losing my footing. I didn’t hear any talk coming from downstairs so I immediately wondered what they were doing. Had they stopped talking and gone to another room when Cady came back? Where was Gail? The silence was making me nervous. The more steps I took, the longer it seemed to take. Had steps been added since I went up? Finally, I had almost reached the bottom. There were only a couple more steps left. 
When I got to the bottom step, I stopped in my tracks.
Sandra was at the bottom with her hand on the banister. She stared at me with a scowl on her face. 
“What are you doing up there?” she asked. “I thought you were talking with Gail.” 
I smiled. “I just went up to use the bathroom.” 
“There is a bathroom down here by the kitchen.” 
My eyes widened. “Really? I didn’t know that. I guess Gail forgot to tell me.” 
Sandra still stared at me. “I didn’t hear you go up.” 
I stepped off the bottom step and around her. She was even taller than I remembered. “I guess I’m light on my feet,” I said with a smile.
Tammy was staring at me as if she was terrified. 
“Well, I guess we’re ready to go.” I motioned for Tammy to follow me to the door. 
She looked more than relieved. Sandra watched us. I hated that I didn’t get to say goodbye to Gail, but I wanted to get out of there before Sandra asked more questions. Tammy and I stepped out the door and onto the porch. 
“That was a close one,” Tammy said. 
“Why was she coming upstairs?” I asked. 
“I couldn’t stop her. She was finished talking.” 
“Sorry it took me so long,” I said.
“That’s okay, but did you find anything?” 
I glanced over her with a wry smile. “Did I ever. I’ll show you when we get in the car.” 
“Did you steal something?” Tammy asked with panic in her voice. 
“No. I took a picture of her picture. Just as I thought, Hank was wearing the scarf before he was murdered.” 
“Wow. So what are we going to do?” 
“I have to call Brannon and tell him. Now we’ll have to prove that it’s the same scarf.” 
“That could be a lot harder than we think.” Tammy slipped behind the wheel. 
Once I’d gotten in, I closed the door and then buckled my seatbelt. “That’s what I’m worried about, but if there’s a way we’ll do it.”



Chapter 22
 
Tammy dropped me off at the diner and I immediately called Brannon. Of course he knew that I had no way to prove that Melissa had Hank’s scarf. He promised to look into it though. He also wanted to know if we were on for the tour again tonight. I told him of course we were. 
As I walked toward the diner, up ahead I spotted Cady and Melissa talking. They were by the diner’s entrance. Cady was leaning up against the trash can by the door. What I wouldn’t give to hear what they were talking about. I stopped and leaned against the building. I hoped that they didn’t notice me. There was no place to hide. If I could only get closer so that I could eavesdrop. The alley was nearby, but it was on the other side. I would have to either walk past the women to get there, which would defeat the purpose, or I would have to turn around and walk behind the building to get over there. By the time I did that they would be gone. I could try to move closer, but I was sure they would notice me. I was already standing a good chance that they would spot me. 
They continued talking. Based on the way Melissa was pointing her finger, I sensed that she was unhappy with Cady. They definitely knew each other. I wondered if Melissa was asking Cady about her ex-husband’s murder. Just then they turned and walked away. I could have followed them, but I knew it would do no good.  
I moved over to the diner’s entrance. I hoped they didn’t come back and see me. What was I saying? I had every right to stand here just like they did. I should have even gone up to them and asked what they were talking about. After all, they were talking right out there in the open. 
I pulled out my phone to give Tammy a call. Maybe she wanted to meet me at the diner. Unfortunately, it looked as if I would be headed into the diner alone because she didn’t answer. I would have to leave her a message. I shoved the phone back into my pocket. Now what? I glanced down the sidewalk and didn’t see either woman. I guessed there was nothing left to see or do, so I decided to head into the diner for a quick bite to eat. Although I wasn’t sure I would be able to eat. I had too much on my mind at the moment.   
I’d just turned around to leave when something caught my attention. It was behind the trash can. I peeked over to get a closer look. On the ledge behind the can was a cell phone. I reached behind the can and picked it up. I tried to turn the phone on, but it was dead. The phone had a navy blue protective case. On the back were the initials HMK. My stomach did a flip. Could it be? What were the odds? It was close to the graveyard. And Melissa and Cady had just been beside this trash can. 
Had they meant to throw the phone away? How long had it been back there? They could have tossed it and missed the can. The phone might have landed on that little ledge. How else would it have gotten back there? It was too much of a coincidence that the phone had his initials. It had to be his. Now I just needed to find out. I had my phone charger. We had the same kind of phone. I could charge it up to see if it belonged to him. Although I supposed I should call Brannon and tell him I found it.
Before I had a chance to decide what to do, I spotted Melissa and Cady coming back my way. Were they coming back to find the phone? If they saw me there and then couldn’t find the phone they would think that I had taken it. I stuffed it in my pocket and headed down the sidewalk and toward my house. I just hoped they hadn’t seen me and followed me home. I would charge the phone once I got there and see what I could find out. 
I would call Brannon of course, but not before I figured out who the phone belonged to. I mean, there was no need to tell him if it wasn’t even Hank’s phone. Yes, I told myself that was the best thing to do. Of course he would want to know why the phone was still charged. He would probably know what I had done, but I would worry about that later. 
I hurried down the sidewalk looking over my shoulder every few seconds to see if they were following me. So far I hadn’t seen them back there. I finally made it back to my place and rushed in the door.
I tapped my fingers against the table as I waited for the phone to power on. How long would this take? It seemed as if it had been forever, but in reality it had probably only been a minute. Finally, the phone lit up and I grabbed it like it was a hidden treasure. I tapped on the screen. I looked at the call log, but it had been deleted. I checked the email, but there was nothing set up. The web browser had been deleted too. I shouldn’t have been surprised. 
Now I didn’t know for sure if it was his phone, but I was almost positive. It had his initials and the info had been deleted. I supposed it was time for me to give Brannon a call. I picked up my phone and dialed his number. 
When he answered, I said, “I think I have something you need to see.” 
Brannon said he would be over soon. In the meantime, I had to wait and wonder. I had no idea if this would even help the case, but I hoped it did. If Melissa and Cady had killed Hank then they needed to be arrested.  
 



Chapter 23
 
I sat on my sofa and stared at the wall as if that would somehow make me figure out this whole mess. I closed my eyes and leaned back on the sofa. 
I didn’t know if I drifted off to sleep or if I was awake, but the ghost was there. She appeared as if a living person right in front of me. 
When I opened my eyes, the ghost was gone. I still felt the cold that had surrounded her though. I knew that she had been there. Just then it hit me where I’d seen the name Corabeth. It had been on one of the tombstones in the small graveyard in front of the library. The last name had faded from the stone, but the epitaph was still visible. Once your eyes have been opened, you can’t un-know or un-see.
I had two mysteries on my hands. I didn’t know if they were related or not. As I sat there trying to figure out what to do, it hit me. I had to confront the ex-wife. Maybe not directly confront her, but I had to at least pay her a visit. 
I knew she worked at the tea shop in town. Now that I thought of it, that was the card I had found in Cady’s planner. The shop was new and had just opened. I would go in and ask Melissa what she thought about the investigation. I knew she would remember me from the diner. I didn’t know if she would give me any info though. It was doubtful that she would admit she had Hank’s scarf. I had to at least give it a try.
After leaving a message and telling Brannon I had to go out for a while, I grabbed my purse and headed out the door. He would have to wait to get the phone. This was urgent. I didn’t want to walk even though it wasn’t that far. The more I thought about the dangers of walking alone, the less I wanted to take that risk. 
As I climbed in my car and looked in the rear-view mirror, I spotted him. The ghost was in the back seat of my car and he’d finally revealed himself to me. 
It was the ghost of Hank. 
I let out a gasp. When I turned around, he was gone. I looked in the mirror again, but he wasn’t there either. Had I imagined it? No, I wasn’t still dreaming. 
My phone dinged and I jumped. I grabbed the phone to get the text. The word ‘stabbed’ showed up on my screen. I knew that wasn’t a coincidence. What did his message mean? Had he been stabbed?  
“Hank, are you there?” I called out. 
There was no answer and he didn’t appear again. I looked around, but didn’t see him outside of the car either. I did spot a shadow go behind a tree again. Was that him? Or someone else sneaking around? I was glad that I was in my car. 
I started the engine and pulled away from the curb. Whoever was behind the tree wouldn’t be able to get to me now. I made it to downtown and finally found a spot to park. It was a short walk to the tea shop, which made me nervous, but I had to do it anyway.
The crisp evening air whirled around me. Leaves had fallen and scurried across the sidewalk as if they were keeping pace with me. I glanced over my shoulder, hoping that Sandra wouldn’t appear. I was also looking for the shadow. A few people waved as I passed by and I threw my hand up in return. 
The shop was just up ahead. The sign that hung above the little shop came into view. I picked up my pace, as the more I walked, the more my anxiety increased. I figured my mind was just playing tricks on me. 
I looked back again and I thought for sure that I spotted Sandra. See, now I was seeing things. 
I reached the shop and hurried in. With all the worrying about someone following me, I hadn’t even had the chance to worry about what Melissa might say to me. I wasn’t even sure she was working. If she wasn’t, I could also try to find out something from her co-workers. Had she been working on the night of the murder? Surely that was something the police had already found out. Usually it would be the people closest to the victim who they would concentrate on first. 
I stepped into the shop. A couple of women were seated at a table. The shop had little white tables with white iron chairs around them. The counter was on the right where you could order. It was like a combination deli and tea shop. 
The women looked over at me and smiled. I grinned and moved further into the shop. So far I didn’t see Melissa or any other employees. The walls were painted pink with floral pictures on the walls. 
I walked up to the counter and perused the menu. I hadn’t had dinner yet, so maybe I would get a sandwich and tea. They had every tea I could imagine, even sweet iced tea, although it was a little too cool outside for that right now. A nice cup of warm tea would be good, plus maybe it would help ease my anxiety too. 
Finally I decided on a warm turkey sandwich and a cup of orange tea. I waited at the counter and was just about to turn around to leave when I spotted an employee step out from the back room. She spotted me and smiled. Of course I was disappointed that it wasn’t Melissa. I should have figured there was a good chance she wouldn’t be here. I would have to ask this woman if Melissa was working. 
“Hi, may I help you?” the young brunette asked with a smile. 
I placed my order and watched as she prepared my sandwich. This was my chance to ask about Melissa. 
“Excuse me,” I said. 
She looked up at me. “Yes?”   
“Is Melissa Key working?” I asked, trying to sound casual. 
She stared for a second and then nodded. “Yes, she’s in the back. I can get her for you if you’d like.” 
Even though I was nervous, I said, “That would be great. Thank you.” 
I paid her for the sandwich and tea and took my tray over to a table by the door. Just in case I needed to make a quick getaway. I sat down and took a sip of tea. It warmed me instantly. 
After taking a bite of the sandwich, I spotted Melissa appear from the back. She glanced around the room and then her eyes fell on me. Her eyes narrowed. She moved over from behind the counter and headed my way. I swallowed hard. It wasn’t too late for me to get up and leave. No, I had to suck it up and be tough. 
When she approached I said, “I’m sorry for bothering you.”
“Do I know you?” she asked. 
“My name is Ripley Van Raden. I work at the library.” 
She frowned. “Oh, yes. I saw you at the diner too. Are you here to ask questions about my ex-husband?” 
For a moment the words wouldn’t form. Finally, I managed to say, “Do you know who may have killed him?”
“I don’t know,” she snapped. “The only reason Hank came to town to do that book signing is to stick it in my face. It wasn’t enough that he was abusive to me when we were married.” 
My eyes widened. “He abused you?” 
“It’s not something I want to talk about.” She stuck her head up a little higher.   
“You wanted to talk with him that night at the library. So did you see him when he was here,” I said. 
That was practically like I had asked her if she’d murdered him. I knew she could read my mind. I could tell by the way she looked at me. If we hadn’t been in a public place she might have come over the table after me. I wouldn’t have gone down without a fight though. She might underestimate my ability to fight her off. 
“Obviously I didn’t talk with him. And I am glad that I didn’t.”
Apparently they didn’t have the best of relationships. 
“Do you have any idea who may have done this to him?” I was hoping she would give me a clue why she would have killed him. 
“I don’t know. He probably has a lot of enemies. I heard that he had a fan who was following him around. The police will probably arrest her soon.”
I wouldn’t be so sure about that. Sure, Sandra had acted strangely, but she hadn’t been the one wearing Hank’s scarf. I really needed to ask Melissa about the scarf, but I doubted at this point she would tell me the truth. I knew she was already sick of talking to me and just wanted to get away from me. 
“If you’ll excuse me I have to get back to work.”
I nodded. “Sure. It was nice meeting you.” 
She stared for a second and then turned around and walked away without answering. I hadn’t made a friend. I watched her walk away. Thank goodness she didn’t turn around and look at me or attack me. That was all pluses for me. 
The women who had been at the table on the other side of the room walked out. The other employee was in the back with Melissa. She was probably telling her about me. I was all alone in the room. That was when I figured that maybe I should take a look around. Melissa might have worn the scarf to work. After all, she had worn it the other day at the diner. Although even if I spotted it I didn’t know what I would do. 
My curiosity was getting the better of me. I pushed to my feet and took my tray over to the trash. I dumped the trash and placed the cup and plate in the designated spot. Still no one was around. There was an area with restrooms, so I took off in that direction. I figured I wouldn’t be able to get in the back area if Melissa and the employee were both back there. At least I could take a look. 
When I reached the restroom, I realized there was another door in the hallway that led to the employee area where Melissa was. Now if I could just get back there. 
The front door opened and about five customers filed in. Melissa and the employee both stepped out from the back to help the people.
My heart thumped in my chest, but there was no time for second-guessing. I didn’t have much time, so I had to move quickly. While the women were at the front of the shop helping the customers, I would slip in the back and have a look around. 
I opened the door and immediately came into the kitchen area. I glanced around, trying to figure out which way to go. Where would the office be? It had to be at the back. 
I rushed toward the back with adrenaline coursing through my veins. The door was open and I spotted several little lockers and a desk on the right. There was a coat rack at the left. It was the first thing I saw. The scarf was hanging right there. She wasn’t even trying to hide it. Though I supposed she figured there was no one to hide it from. As far as she knew, no one had ever seen Hank wearing the scarf. Although Cady the assistant would have seen him, right? But had she seen Melissa wearing it? I assumed Cady had seen Melissa wearing it because they’d been together. I still didn’t know why they had been talking to each other. 
Just then the cell phone on the desk rang. I slipped over and glanced down at it. Speak of the devil. Cady’s number appeared. Did I have the nerve to answer the call? It was the only way I would get to the bottom of this. How long would Melissa be occupied with the customers? I hoped they had complicated orders. 
I inched closer to the desk and peered at the phone. If I was going to answer it, I had to do it now. I reached down and picked up the phone. 
“Hello,” I said. 
Had I just tried to disguise my voice? If this wasn’t so scary, I would have laughed at how ridiculous I sounded. 
“Hey, it’s Cady.” 
Well, since her name appeared on the phone I’d figured out that part. I still wanted to know why they were talking to each other. Why was Hank’s ex talking to his assistant? 
“I’ve been thinking about everything and I just can’t do this anymore. I won’t go to the police, so please just let me go. No one will ever know what you did to Hank. Please don’t tell them that I started working for him to ruin his life, but he was a good man. I didn’t know I would enjoy working for him. You hired me and I took the job. I pretended not to know you like you asked me. I even pretended to hate being in Devil’s Moon, so we both have our secrets. You killed him and I’ll keep your secret until the day I die.” She rushed her words. 
It seemed as if she was freaking out. I couldn’t believe what she’d just told me. I wished I had recorded her so that Brannon could have heard. I still couldn’t prove what they had done. 
Cady was silent for a second, and then she said, “Say something. You are freaking me out, Melissa.” 
She was freaking out? Melissa had killed her own husband. That should have made Cady freak out a long time ago. 
I couldn’t say anything, so I just hung up the phone. I tossed it back onto the desk as if it would bite me. I didn’t want anything to do with these sick individuals.  
It was time for me to get out of there. As I turned toward the door, I looked over and spotted the scarf. It was hidden behind the coat. I walked over and took the scarf out from behind the coat. It was strange to know that I was touching the same scarf that Hank had been wearing when Melissa had murdered him. I shoved the scarf back behind the coat. I had to get out of there. Being that close to a murderer was terrifying. 
The phone rang again and I glanced over. Cady’s number appeared on the screen again. There was no way I was picking it up again. Melissa would be back at any second, so I marched over to the door. 
Footsteps sounded from the kitchen. 
I knew it. I had waited too long. How would I get out of there? I glanced around. There was nowhere to hide. Not unless I hid behind the desk, but how long would that last? If Melissa came over to the desk she would see me right away. I was beginning to panic and not think straight. My heart pounded and my stomach was twisted into knots. 
I pulled out my phone and dialed Brannon’s number. Before he answered, the footsteps grew closer. I knew that Melissa would appear in the room at any second. I didn’t have time to talk to Brannon. I would just have to deal with her. I would have to confront her and then run out as soon as I could get away from her.
As I lowered the phone from my ear, Melissa marched into the office. She stopped in her tracks when she saw me. She stared at me. A frown formed on her face. 
“What the hell are you doing in here?” she demanded. 
I didn’t know what to say. She glanced down at the phone on the desk, which was now ringing again. Stop calling, Cady. Just get out of here before this mad woman comes after you like she’s going to do to me. 
I started to run out the door, but in a blink of an eye, Melissa had reached onto the table just outside the door and grabbed a knife. She waved the weapon in my direction. I backed up. 
I held my hands up. “I don’t want anything. I wasn’t trying to steal anything, if that’s what you thought.” 
“Then why are you in my office?” She stepped a little closer. 
I stared at the knife in her hands. The shininess seemed even brighter now. “I was lost.” 
Okay, that was a stupid excuse and I knew she wouldn’t believe me. Was that the best I could come up with? What was wrong with me? In my defense, it was hard to work under pressure. 
“You were the one who knocked the shelf on me at the library, weren’t you?” I asked.
She smiled and nodded. 
I tried to figure out how I was going to get away from her. First, I had to get the knife out of her hands, but it was obvious she wasn’t going to let me get past and out the door. But how would I get the knife away from her?
I knew I would have to grab the knife, but that would put me close to her. That would then mean she would be close enough to stab me. There had to be a better way. I decided on my plan. I ran toward her, but instead of grabbing with my hands, I used my leg to kick her. I aimed my leg toward her chest. I was pretty sure by the pain in my leg that I had pulled something. That was much better than being stabbed to death though. 
She let out a groan and stumbled backward. The problem was she still had the knife clutched in her hand. That plan hadn’t worked the way that I had wanted it to. I was just surprised that I was able to kick her successfully. 
Before she had a chance to get up, I ran over and stomped on her arm. She screamed and released her grip on the knife. I reached down and yanked up the knife. 
I backed up. “Get up and away from the door.” 
This would give me a chance to get out of the confined space. She glared at me, but finally pushed to her feet. She held her hands up and began backing up slowly. She wasn’t moving fast enough for me though and I didn’t trust her. She could easily find another weapon in the kitchen. The place was full of knives. I would just have to run out of there.    



Chapter 24
 
When Melissa turned around, she ran smack-dab into Brannon’s chest. She screamed out again. He grabbed her and spun her around. He yanked the handcuffs from his back pocket and slammed them onto her wrists. 
“What are you doing? Why am I being arrested?” she yelled. 
“You’re being arrested for the murder of Hank Key.” 
Brannon proceeded to read her her rights. I was still trying to calm down. 
“Are you okay?” he asked. 
I blew out a deep breath. “I’m fine.” 
I still couldn’t come to grips with what had happened. I’d thought for sure that I was going to be killed. 
“How did you know that I was here?” I asked. 
“You didn’t say anything on the call.” 
I looked down at my phone and realized that I’d never hung up from him. It was a good thing too. If I had he would have never found me. I wasn’t sure I would have been able to get a call in for help with Melissa trying to attack me. 
“You’ve got this all wrong,” she said. 
That was unlikely. 
“I had to do it,” she said. “Hank left me no choice. He got all the money in the divorce. It wasn’t his and he didn’t deserve it.” 
I was glad that she was talking. Now everyone would know that she had killed her ex-husband. Brannon guided her through the kitchen and back out into the main part of the shop. I followed Brannon through the kitchen. I couldn’t wait to get out of there. The employee was standing behind the counter still with her eyes wide. Just then a couple more officers ran through the front door. The guests were all sitting there frozen. I bet they hadn’t expected to get this kind of show with their meals. 
Melissa tried to squirm her way out of the handcuffs again, the whole time proclaiming her innocence. Too bad she had already confessed back in the kitchen. She couldn’t keep her story straight. 
As I marched through the shop, all eyes were on me. I tried to smile, but people just looked at me in astonishment. I hoped they didn’t think I was part of the crime. 
We stepped out of the shop finally and the other officer led Melissa to the police car. 
Brannon grabbed my arms. “Why did you do that? She could have killed you.”
“I know. I didn’t think it would turn into that.” I guessed I’d kind of known the chance was there, but I would act as if I didn’t. 
He shook his head. “I’m just glad that you’re okay.” 
I blew out a breath. “I’m fine. Thanks for coming though. You might want to check Cady. She said that Melissa hired her to get the assistant job with Hank. I don’t know how much involvement she had with Hank’s murder.” 
“I’ll make sure to send someone over to her now.”
An officer waved at Brannon. “I’ll be right back,” Brannon said. 
I nodded. “I’ll be right here.” Although I wanted to get out of there as quickly as possible. A crowd of people had gathered around the town. 
“Rip!” 
I recognized Tammy’s panicked voice. When I turned around, I spotted Tammy running toward me. 
“What happened? I just heard that you were arrested.” 
“What? No!” See how quickly things get twisted around? “It wasn’t me arrested. It was Melissa. She tried to stab me with a knife.” Tammy’s eyes almost popped out. “I found the scarf though and she confessed to killing her ex-husband.” 
“This is crazy. Thank goodness you are okay,” Tammy said. 
We looked over at the police car. “She’s back there.” I pointed. 
Melissa had turned around and was glaring at me. 
“I don’t think she likes you very much,” Tammy said. 
“No, I’m not her favorite person. I’m glad she’s locked away in that car,” I said. 
Brannon finished talking with the officer and walked over to where we stood. “I bet you want to get out of here. Where did you park?” 
Brannon knew that I would want to be around for all this action. 
I motioned down the road. “My car is just down there.” 
“Did you walk here?” Brannon asked Tammy. 
She nodded. 
“Okay, I’ll walk with you two down to Rip’s car.” 
We headed down the sidewalk with plenty of people still watching. My phone rang and I pulled it out of my pocket. I figured that it was my mother calling. She had probably already heard the news. In a small town, news like this would travel faster than a tornado. When I glanced down at the phone, the screen had the words ‘THANK YOU.’  
I glanced around, looking for the shadow or Hank. I only saw the crowd of people. The shadow could be hiding anywhere though. When I reached the car, my phone dinged, alerting me to another text message. When I looked down at the phone, it said ‘THANK YOU’ again. 
I frowned. 
“Who’s it from?” Tammy asked. 
“I don’t know. There was no number. Someone is thanking me though.” 
I caught movement out of the corner of my eye. When I looked over, I spotted a shadow. I knew then that Hank’s ghost had been the one to send me the text. He appeared for a brief moment and then faded away like a cloud of dust. I was glad that he’d found peace.
“Did you see that?” Brannon asked. 
I looked at him. “You saw it too?” 
He nodded. “Yes, I did. It looked like the silhouette of a person.” 
It looked like it because it was. I didn’t know how to tell him I’d received a text from Hank and that I’d actually seen Hank.
“I think Hank moved on,” I said. 
“I guess since we found his killer,” Brannon said. 
“Is that all he wanted? Do you think he’s gone for good?” Tammy asked. 
I nodded. “Yes, I think so.” 
“That’s the reason most ghosts stick around,” Brannon added.
“He has no reason to stick around now,” I said. 
“Thanks to you.” Brannon grabbed my hand. 
Tammy coughed. “I’ll just get in the car while you all say goodbye.” She winked as she climbed into the passenger seat of my car. 
“You had me worried back there,” Brannon said. I looked down at our hands intertwined. “Tell me you’ll never worry me like that again.” 
“I’ll try my best,” I said. 
I said the words, but in reality I couldn’t guarantee that. With me there was no telling what kind of things I would get into.
“Do you mind if I stop by later?” Brannon asked. 
I smiled. “Sure, I’d like that.” 
He looked over his shoulder. “I’d better get back over there, but I’ll see you soon.” 
I nodded. “I’ll see you soon.” 
Brannon opened the car door for me. I slipped into the car and waved as he walked away.
I dropped Tammy off at her place and then headed home. Once inside, I felt the difference in the air. I really felt the ghosts were gone. Was it because Hank had moved on? Was that all the other ghost had wanted too? 
I was actually looking forward to the tour again. I would always remember Hank and think about him every day that I did the tour. I wondered what would happen with Sandra. 
My doorbell rang and I released a deep breath. I figured it was Brannon, so I straightened my shirt, checked my hair in the mirror on the living room wall, and then hurried over to the door. I was surprised when I opened the door to find Sandra. 
“I’m sorry for bothering you,” Sandra said. 
I glanced over her shoulder to see if Brannon was around. I didn’t see him. “That’s okay.” 
“I just wanted to let you know that I’m leaving.” 
“Oh, well, I’m glad everything was settled and you can leave now.” 
She looked down at her shoes. “The ghost is back at the house. But she is moving on,” Sandra said.
“Really? How do you know?” I asked. 
“I went by there. She gave me that message.” 
“What made her leave?” 
“She wanted to help Hank. He was stabbed just like her. Now that is resolved, she can rest in peace. That’s all she needed.”
Sandra didn’t say anything else. She turned around and walked down the steps. I watched as she walked down the sidewalk. She’d said she was leaving, but in a weird way, I didn’t know if I believed her. She obviously had a special talent with the ghosts. I wondered if she had spoken with Hank’s ghost. 
I was just ready to close the door when I spotted Brannon coming up the sidewalk toward me. He smiled and waved. 
“Am I late?” he asked, looking at his watch. 
“No, I just spoke with Sandra. She stopped by to see me. She said she’s leaving. Did you know that?” I asked. 
Brannon climbed the steps and stood in front of me. “Yes, I told her she was free to go.” 
I nodded. “I’m glad it all worked out.” 
“So how about dinner?” He motioned over his shoulder. 
“I can make something for us if you’d like?” 
His eyes lit up. “I’d love that.” 
Brannon followed me into my apartment. He paused as soon as he stepped into the hallway. Oh, no. Did he sense something that I didn’t? I was hoping that the spirits really had left. 
“What’s wrong?” I asked, dreading what he was about to say. 
“The ghosts are gone, huh? I don’t feel them.” He looked around again.   
“Yes, I think they’re gone.” I motioned. “Follow me.”
Brannon joined me in the kitchen as we prepared dinner together. “I got a chance to check that name that you found on the paper.” 
I paused with the spoon in my hand. “What did you find out?” My stomach did a little dance. 
“As it turns out, the man worked at the Helmwood House. He was accused of the murder, but there was no chance for justice for Corabeth Willis because he was never caught. So he got off.” 
My mouth dropped open. “Wow. So I guess she just wanted us to know that this person had killed her.” 
“Well, everyone knew it, he just wasn’t convicted.” 
“Sandra said that the ghost told her she was ready to move on because Hank’s killer was found. That’s what she wanted. Why she was hanging around before that, I don’t know.”
He looked at me. “Do you believe her?” 
I stirred the salad. “I think I do. Sandra seems to have a talent for talking to the spirits. Oh, what about the other name I gave you? The one Mrs. Frederickson gave me. Keith Bender. Did he really go missing?” 
Brannon picked one of the black olives off the plate I’d prepared for him. “He went missing on his own. He left his wife and children. There was no hex placed on him.”
“Just as I suspected.” I pulled out silverware. 
“I guess there’s only one way to find out if Corabeth is still around.” Brannon winked. 
“You want to go back to the house?” 
“We can check out that haunted house among others. You made a good paranormal partner.”
I wondered if he only thought of me as a paranormal partner. 
I still wasn’t sure after what had happened to Hank. Not that I believed in the hex, but I had seen the shadow attack him. We needed to find out what that meant. “If you’d like for me to come along, I guess I can.”  
“I’d like that,” he said. “I would like it even more if you came with me.” 
I pulled plates from the cabinet. “I’ll certainly think about it.” 
I wondered if Brannon would still come on the tour with me. It wasn’t necessary now. 
“I talked with Cady. She said that Melissa had hired her to try to get a job with Hank as his assistant. Cady was surprised that she was able to actually pull it off. Melissa wanted Cady to be around him to make his life miserable.” 
“That’s terrible. So she knew Melissa had murdered him? Did she help?”
“She will be charged as an accessory to murder.” 
My eyes widened. 
“She knew where Hank was going to be, so she told Melissa.” 
“That is scary,” I said. “What about Darlene?” 
“She didn’t know what the women were up to. She’d just become friends with Melissa. She has a tendency to do whatever anyone asks her to do. So when Melissa asked her to go along on your tour, she didn’t hesitate.”
I wasn’t sure if I believed her excuse.
Brannon pulled me close and placed a kiss on my lips. “It’s all over now. We couldn’t have solved the case without you. You solved the case. You have a natural knack.” 
I blushed. “I just got lucky.” 
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