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Blurb
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Happy endings lead to new beginnings.

VISIT HARROW BAY ONE last time as Jody tackles another case involving tourists and a possible ghost. Meredith is visiting Harrow Bay, traveling with her aloof husband, when she’s drawn into the supernatural magic of Harrow Bay. See Jody's happy ending, and the start of a new beginning for Meredith.

This novelette is expected to be the last book in the Harrow Bay series.
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Chapter One
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JODY

A little more than a year after book #11

“I’m just saying, a woman her age shouldn’t be wearing a thong.” Drake shuddered as he shared those words.

Jody tried to stifle a giggle, not wanting to upset her nursing daughter. At five-and-a-half months, Bethany wasn’t shy about expressing her displeasure if something interrupted nursing. Apparently, Jody’s giggle wasn’t enough to bother her though. “It could’ve been worse. She might’ve decided to dance on the table without any underwear at all.”

Her husband paled and stepped back, dropping heavily onto the ottoman that paired with the nursing rocker. “What a horrible thought. At least she seemed to have a happy eighty-first birthday.”

“Gram knows how to celebrate.” She set the rocker in motion again, lightly patting Bethany’s back as she switched her to the other breast, wanting to soothe any grumpiness at the transition before it could start. “Do you suppose she’s going to do this kind of celebration every year from now on?”

Drake swiped his hand down his forehead. “Probably. She did go all out for eighty as well.”

Jody nodded, grinning down at her daughter. “I couldn’t drink at last year’s party either, because you were still inside me. At least I might’ve been able to get over some of the embarrassment if I’d had a few glasses of wine.”

Drake chuckled. “Don’t worry. Isabel drank plenty for you and her—this year and last!”

The night’s events for Isabel’s eighty-first birthday party played through Jody’s head again, and she wasn’t certain whether she wanted to cringe or giggle when she remembered her grandmother deciding to do karaoke on the table at Santiri’s. There hadn’t been a karaoke machine or music, but that hadn’t stopped Gram in her inebriated state. 

Considering she was eighty-one, she’d been able to dance pretty well, though when her skirt ripped, it had caused a kerfuffle among the crowd, particularly the men, who’d seen more of Isabel’s heinie than they’d ever wanted. Not that Jody had wanted to see it either, but the experience hadn’t been quite as traumatizing for her. 

Isabel had shrugged it off as no big deal, and surprisingly, Willa hadn’t said a word. She’d looked a little ill, but she just had another glass of wine and kept her head down. Being with Benjamin, and her work as Amara’s apprentice, had really mellowed her during the past year.

Bethany’s mouth relaxed, and she sighed. “I think she’s just about—” Before Jody could finish, her radio buzzed. She was technically on duty, but it had been a quiet night in Harrow Bay, and she’d hoped that would continue. With a small sigh, she let Drake hand her the radio. “This is Sheriff Shaw.”

“Sorry to bother you, Jody, but there’s a strange call from the Newcastle B&B,” said Ollie.

Jody frowned, trying to place the business. “Is that the Victorian house near Valeria and her mother?” She’d seen it a few times while taking Isabel over for tea, and she remembered it was undergoing a grand opening after changing owners.

“I’m not sure about Valeria, but it’s an old Victorian.” He read the address.

Jody nodded, certain it was the place of which she was thinking. “What’s going on? Someone not paying their bill?”

“It’s really weird. Virginia Newcastle, the owner, called it a hostage situation.”

Jody stiffened, expertly passing Bethany to Drake without waking the infant. A small bubble of milk slipped out the side of her mouth, but he wiped it off and began to burp her lightly. That earned him a sleepy squawk of protest before she obliged with a large burp and once again closed her eyes. “What do you mean, a hostage situation? There’s some crazy person in town?”

“I’m not really sure. She said they couldn’t see anyone, but they can’t leave.” Ollie made a sound like he was gulping in quick succession to mimic chugging. “I wondered if they might’ve had too much to drink. I hear that’s a problem going around tonight.” His chuckle revealed he was talking about Isabel’s birthday party. Someone must have told him about her shenanigans, because he’d been on duty all evening.

“Can you have Michael and Aoife meet me there just in case this is something more than someone drinking too much?” She hated to disturb them, especially after they’d both been at Isabel’s party, and she was certain Michael needed time to recover from seeing Isabel’s derrière, but she couldn’t go in by herself if it were a true hostage situation. That would be the kind of scenario that called for state police, a negotiator, and who knew what else. 

She was dreading it as she stood up, adjusted her nursing bra, and buttoned her Henley T-shirt. She wasn’t going to bother to change into her uniform this late. “I have to check it out.” 

He frowned. “It’s really a hostage situation?”

Jody shrugged a shoulder. “I don’t know. The caller said they couldn’t leave, but they don’t see anyone, so it could be nothing, or it could be too much imagination, or an overzealous launch of a B&B opening, or...” She trailed off with a shrug.

“It could be something like trouble, Harrow Bay-style.” He stepped closer, putting an arm around her shoulders and squeezing lightly before pressing a kiss to her cheek. “Take care of yourself.”

She nodded, spending a moment to brush her finger down Bethany’s cheek. Her daughter’s eyes were closed, and she was resting snugly against Drake’s chest. Then she looked up and touched his cheek as well. “I will be. I have way too much to come back for.”

She stepped away from him and left the nursery, taking only a moment to grab the breast pump, since she wasn’t entirely certain Bethany had emptied everything. She tossed it over her shoulder lightly, careful not to ding it in its carrying case, and rushed downstairs. Her duty belt hung by the door, and she took it off the hook and slid it on. She always kept her gun in the locked console of her SUV these days, so she rushed out to the SUV, climbed inside, and drove toward the Newcastle Bed-and-Breakfast without needing to get the Smith & Wesson from the house.

She arrived a short time later, parking in front as she retrieved her gun from the locked console. She slipped it into her duty belt as she stepped outside, nodding to Michael. Aoife arrived as they were walking toward the front door. Jody stopped and looked around, eyeing the situation. 

There was nothing that suggested a tense hostage situation inside, but there was nothing to indicate there wasn’t either. It was quiet, almost too quiet, though that could have been the location. The Victorian home that had been converted to a B&B was at the end of a cul-de-sac, and the nearest house was a couple of lots over. It was a good location for a B&B without being too close to neighbors who might complain about noise, but that distance could be keeping them from hearing what was going on inside until they were much closer.
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