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This one is dedicated to coffee and coffee lovers all over the world. Without my morning five cups, this book would never have been born. If you haven’t tried the Jamaican Me Crazy flavor, you really should correct that.

A Note from the Author

In order to give you, the reader, a true taste of Jamaica, I have included some of the local dialect to some of the characters’ speech. This is not broken English, but rather Jamaican Patois (patwa, patois, patwah, and linguistically Jamaican Creole), which is an English-based Creole language with West African influences. You can explore this language in more detail on Wikipedia. I chose only a few choice phrases and unique grammar for my story, and I hope you enjoy your visit to this glorious island while solving this mystery from the luxury of your perfect reading spot.
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A tear escaped Hester’s eye as she watched Carmen fuss over herself in the mirror. The white mermaid gown fit her in all the right places, an elegant work of small beads, lace, and silk. The skirt fanned out behind Carmen, a short train that would be tucked easily out of the way after the ceremony. 

“I never thought this day would ever happen,” Carmen said, tears smudging the makeup along the corners of her eyes.

Hester smiled. “I never had any doubt. I knew the first time I saw you and Jonas together it would happen, and I didn’t even need to consult the cards.”

Blair knocked on Carmen’s door. 

“It’s time,” she said as she opened it. “Oh gosh, Carmen. You’re absolutely stunning.”

Carmen blushed. “I bet you say that to all your brides.”

Blair laughed. She’d recently added wedding vender and coordinator to her resume. Carmen’s wedding wasn’t the first the garden had, but for Blair, it was the most important. 

“I do, but this time I actually mean it.” She fluffed Carmen’s veil and handed the bouquet of fresh white lilies, yellow Gerbera daisies, and pink roses to the bride. “Your prince awaits.”

Carmen took a deep breath and followed Hester down the white carpet to the gazebo where Jonas and the preacher waited. There was only one person missing.

“I wouldn’t miss this for all the world, my little Carmen Bleu,” Nana said as she materialized beside Hester, and Carmen’s happy tears flowed freely. 

The day she’d been planning since she was a little girl went better than she could have ever dreamed. She didn’t know if it was just good luck or fairies that made everything so perfect. She didn’t care. All she knew was the ghosts were quiet, and that suited her just fine.

Chapter 1

All flights to Ocho Rios, Jamaica, now boarding. Repeat: all flights to Ocho Rios, Jamaica, now boarding.

“That’s us, gorgeous. You ready?” Jonas asked. He still couldn’t believe Carmen was finally his wife. And he still refused to give the otherworld credit for bringing the two of them together. He didn’t believe in fate. Things happened the way they were supposed to, for good and bad. Some people called that fate, he just called it life.

Carmen stuffed the book she’d been reading in her carry-on and stood up with a smile. “As ready as I’ll ever be, though I hope there are no ghosts on the plane. I’m not sure I could handle that. I’m scared enough. Please don’t let there be ghosts, too.”

Despite seeing Carmen talk with ghosts, Jonas still refused to accept the afterlife. As far as he was concerned, when someone died, they stayed dead. If they didn’t finish something when they were alive, they didn’t get to finish it in death. He knew Carmen believed in it, but that didn’t mean he had to. He didn’t like it when she visited the cemetery, and she knew it, but that didn’t stop her from going. She’d solved the garden mystery without going to the cemetery, so he knew she didn’t need to go as often as she claimed. He didn’t like it when the ghosts invaded their time together, either, but there wasn’t much he could do about that. He understood she was a package deal when he married her. Jonas didn’t just gain a wife, he gained a few ghosts, too.

“I’ll protect you. And if the plane does go down, at least we’ll die together,” he said cryptically. His eyes sparkled, and Carmen knew he was just teasing her.

She looked around the terminal and discovered a few gawkers in earshot. “Shh. You can’t say that in a line to board an airplane, especially one going over water.”

Jonas snorted. “We’ll be fine. Move on up, my love. We’re holding up the line.”

Thirty minutes later, Carmen had found her seat on the plane and settled in. She put the headphones in and pulled her book out. She fully intended to take advantage of the quiet to listen to music and finish A Sudden Flutter of Wings, the horror book she’d started forever ago. This trip was exactly what she needed. 

Carmen studied the man in the seat next to her. His eyes were closed, and his long lashes were thick and full against his high cheekbones. A half-smile lit her face as she observed the subtle five o’clock shadow emerging on his chiseled jawline and over his so very kissable lips. Her eyes trailed down his neck and onto his shoulders, memorizing every crease and bulge in his arm muscles. She was still amazed that she got to spend the rest of her life with this gorgeous hunk of man flesh beside her. With a silent thanks to her dead Nana, she tucked her head on his shoulder, closed the book, and waited for the plane to take off. 

Before she knew it, Jonas was jostling her gently, and it was time to disembark the plane. 

“Please proceed with caution, and we thank you for choosing Air Jamaica,” the captain’s voice said from the speakers. 

Carmen was mildly disappointed. She’d joked about not seeing ghosts on the plane, but she’d also half hoped she’d meet one. 

“Need a hand, mon?” A cheery looking man in a tri-colored Baja held a handout as Carmen exited the plane and entered the small shuttle that would take them to the terminal. 

Carmen smiled at him. “No, thanks.”

“Suit ya self,” he answered, his gap-toothed smile brightening his face. He dismissed her and turned to the next woman. 

Jonas laughed as they took a seat on the shuttle. “That was well-played on his part. I pity the woman who accepts his offer and finds her wallet lightened.”

Carmen’s jaw dropped. “You think so?”

Jonas laughed. “This is Jamaica, my love. A swindler on every corner and a crook on the next. Just watch yourself. They know how to work the tourists, and the tourists seem to enjoy the game. My uncle lived here for fifteen years. He always had the best stories.”

Her eyebrows lifted. “I didn’t know that. Does your family come out of Jamaica?”

“Yes, my mom’s side. My dad’s side is Creole, but you knew that already. You probably know more about the Washington’s than I do.”

“I doubt that. I only met your father briefly, and other than your mother and the ghost, I don’t know anyone or anything else. Don’t give me credit where credit isn’t earned. Ghosts don’t give me their family history, only their problems.” Carmen swiped a loose hair from her face. “It might be nice to have a ghost send me on an ancestry quest.”

Jonas rolled his eyes. “Be careful what you wish for, my love. Things have an uncanny way of coming true for you.” 

“You are righter than you know! I really hope this honeymoon is as relaxing as I need it to be.”

“I can agree with that. No mysteries, no ghosts, just me and you. The perfect honeymoon is all I ask for.”

Carmen laughed. “That sounds heavenly, but have you ever heard of any vacation going as planned?”

Jonas snarled softly. “No, but the ghosts better leave you alone.” He looked at the ceiling. “You’re all mine this week. No otherworldly intervention is needed nor appreciated.” 

“That sounded super convincing.”

“Wah Gwaan (hello), and welcome to Jamaica, mon,” a male voice said over the loudspeaker. “Please remain seated as we approach the airport. Once the car is still, please proceed to the exit. Thanks again for choosing Air Jamaica. Enjoy your stay.”

Jonas dropped Carmen’s hand as they entered the terminal. It looked like an average airport, and not at all the colorful explosion Carmen expected it to be. The aroma of freshly brewed coffee mingled with the heady fragrances of bananas, coconuts, and chlorine. Square, blue tiles lined the walls, and speckled charcoal grey linoleum covered the floor. The soft swooshing of the luggage conveyor overpowered the chatter of the people waiting around it. 

“I need to use the restroom,” Carmen said, pointing down the corridor to the white neon lettering centered against a chrome background further down the hall announcing the location of the bathrooms.

“Okay, go. I’ll grab our luggage and wait here for you. Don’t take too long. I don’t want to miss our shuttle to the resort.

Chapter 2

Carmen’s eyes widened as they entered their oceanfront hotel room. A king-size bed with a large cherry wood headboard took up most of the wall on the opposite side of a matching large entertainment hub. In addition to the giant television, wine rack, and coffee station, it had a small, well-stocked bar. Beyond the bed, the sliding glass doors offered a breathtaking view of the white sand and Caribbean blue water. They even had their own private patio bordered by burgundy hibiscus and green fern. 

“Wow! This is such an amazing view! And the room! I love it!”

Jonas set their luggage down and entered the bathroom. “Check this out! The shower is big enough to hold eight people, there’s a shower head in every direction, and a jet tub, too.”

“Would you be okay if we never left the room?” Carmen asked, laughing.

“Are there any ghosts in here?” Jonas said, only he wasn’t joking.

“Well, if there are, they are blissfully silent.”

“Then I absolutely do not mind never leaving the room. I can think of plenty of things to do without ever leaving the bed.” His voice grew husky as he finished speaking. 

Carmen’s eyes rolled, but the coy smile she wore showed her pleasure. She’d never enjoyed the expectation of sex from the men she dated, but Jonas was different, and she found herself blushing over his continuous desire. She must have done something right to have this man in her life.

“What?” he asked. “You’re staring at me like a love-sick puppy dog.”

Carmen laughed. “Maybe I am, and maybe...” she pressed herself against him. “Maybe it’s bedtime.”

A knock on the door interrupted their romance. “Room service,” came through the door in a thick Jamaican accent. 

Jonas looked at Carmen with a raised eyebrow. “Did you order room service?”

Carmen shook her head.

Jonas opened the door. “We didn’t order anything.”

The dark-skinned man laughed. “Nah, mon. It's a honeymoon compliment. Wah Gwaan.”

He pushed a cart full of sweets, champagne, and roses into the living area of the vast room and left the room.

“Oh, these look good,” Carmen said, picking up a piece of cheesecake. 

“Jamaica has some of the best desserts in the world. They can’t beat my dessert, though.” Jonas’ eyebrows wiggled. 

Carmen scoffed. “Excuse me, sir. I need a little wine with that cheese.”

Jonas poured them each a glass of champagne, handed a glass to Carmen, and carried her into the bedroom.

His cheeks were flushed as he set her on the bed, and she laughed. 

“Mrs. Washington,” Jonas said, his voice husky again. “You’re wearing too many clothes.”

Carmen smirked and slid her shoes off. 

Jonas’ eyes rolled to look at the ceiling, and he grunted. “Such a tease.” He leaned in, unbuckling his belt, and kissed her forehead. “I’m going to devour you from the tip of your head to the end of your toes. I hope you didn’t have any other plans for the day.”

Carmen’s half smile and sparkling eyes were the only answer she gave as she slipped out of her clothing and laid back on the bed. Jonas stared at her appreciatively for a moment before lust took over, and he fulfilled his threats until they were both exhausted and fell asleep clinging to each other. 

Chapter 3

“Wah Gwaan, I’m Javel Jones, owner of Wah Brews,” the man behind the counter said. “yuh a watcher or performer?”

Carmen’s eyebrows furrowed. “Are you talking to me?” She looked for Jonas but didn’t see him.

Javel nodded. “Yuh, mon. How yuh stay (how are you)?”

“It’s Carmen, not ‘mon,’” she said as she slid onto the stool and studied the menu board. A faint aroma of vanilla, caramel, and coconut filled the air and made her mouth water. “I’m fine, thanks. What’s that smell?”

“Special brew. Yuh try?” He set a steaming mug down in front of her. 

Carmen stuck her nose over the mug and inhaled. Coconut and vanilla filled her senses. She blew into the hot liquid and sipped. “Mmm. What is that?”

“Jamaican Me Crazy. Only one coffee farm produces it. Yuh like?”

Before she could answer, a funky, bluesy soul tune interrupted them. The heavy beat had her foot tapping the floor. 

“Ooo, babay, I need your love, every day. Yeah, yeah. Why yuh gon’ leave me here, all alone? I’m fighting for yuh love, every day. Yeah, yeah.” 

Another man with thick dreads, an Irish tweed bean cap, and bright rainbow-striped Baja sat on a stage set up in the center of the cafe crooning sadly. 

“I’d rather be alone than face one day without you, babay. Don’t gimme no look, no time of day. Just sitting pretty, listening as my heart shreds. Ooo, babay, I need your love, every day. Yeah, yeah.”

“Who’s that?” Carmen asked the man behind the counter. She swiped a tear from her cheek. That song was so achingly melancholy it tugged at her.

“Who’s who?” Javel asked.

“The man singing?” Carmen pointed to the stage. 

Javel blinked. “Oh, yuh mean the radio, ha. That’s Llanzo. And the song yuh hear is his only hit, Love Me. He wrote it for his boonoonoonoos (loved one), Ionie.”
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