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For anyone who laughs during scary movies, and for every grandmother who believes confidence is the same thing as a plan.
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Some ghosts want revenge.

Some ghosts want peace.

Some ghosts just want to complain about wallpaper.
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This novel is a work of fiction and belongs in Horror Comedy, Paranormal Comedy, Cozy Horror, Supernatural Fiction, and Humorous Ghost Stories.

The story is written in an easy-to-read style with clear scenes, short chapters, spooky atmosphere, and playful humor. It is creepy and funny without becoming graphic or extremely dark.

Main characters: Lily Santos, her fearless grandmother Rosa, sarcastic Victorian ghost Lord Percival Blackwood, and William Blackwood, the dead brother whose secret keeps the manor cursed.
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Thank you for reading this spooky little disaster. This story is for readers who enjoy haunted houses, sarcastic ghosts, family secrets, and comedy mixed with supernatural trouble.

At the heart of the story is Lily and Grandma Rosa: one woman learning that fear does not make her weak, and one grandmother proving that love, stubbornness, and a purse full of strange objects can be a powerful combination.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1

[image: ]


Grandma's New Business

I should have known Grandma Rosa's kitchen would not let us walk in quietly. Blackwood Manor had the manners of a rich aunt and the patience of a hungry spider. Every time I tried to breathe like a normal person, the walls creaked as if they were laughing at me.

Our job was supposed to be simple: Lily moves back home after losing her job. Grandma Rosa announced this like we were picking up groceries instead of arguing with a cursed building. She had remote control ghost detector in one hand, her flashlight in the other, and the confidence of a woman who had never allowed facts to limit her dreams.

'Please remember,' I told her, 'we are not professionals.'

'Not yet,' she said. 'That is why we printed business cards.'

Percival Blackwood, who had been dead long enough to judge everyone, looked at the cards and sighed. 'Madam, several words are misspelled.'

'That makes them mysterious,' Grandma said.

The joke helped for about five seconds. Then a toaster attack and a whispering wall. The air turned tight and metallic. My skin prickled. Even Grandma stopped smiling, which was usually how I knew the danger had become rude.

I wanted to be the kind of woman who faced terror with perfect hair and brave speeches. Instead, I stepped on my own shoelace, whispered a word Grandma pretended not to hear, and grabbed the back of Percival's coat. My hand went through him, of course, because life enjoyed humiliating me.

Percival looked over his shoulder. 'If you are finished assaulting my jacket, Miss Santos, you may wish to notice the clue.'

I followed his gaze. There it was: Rosa accepts the Blackwood Manor case. It waited in the dust like it had been saving itself for the worst possible moment.

Grandma crouched beside it and nodded wisely. 'Evidence.'

'You cannot call everything evidence,' I said.

'I absolutely can. Watch me.' She pointed at a cobweb, a cracked tile, and one suspicious raisin from her pocket. 'Evidence, evidence, snack.'

For a moment I thought about leaving. Nobody would have blamed me. I had lost my job, my apartment, my confidence, and now possibly my sanity. But Grandma had raised me by staying when life became ugly. She stood beside me now, tiny and stubborn, daring a dead murderer to scare her granddaughter.

So I stayed. I stayed with a ghost who complained about etiquette while saving my life. I stayed with a grandmother who believed a purse could be a weapon if it contained enough batteries. I stayed because fear was loud, but love was louder.

'He is close,' Percival said.

Grandma lifted remote control ghost detector. 'Then he can hear me when I say his decorating taste is terrible.'

The wall cracked from ceiling to floor. Apparently William could hear criticism.

The crack widened into a black line. From inside it came a smell of wet stone, dead roses, and old money. A voice spoke my name so softly I felt it more than heard it. I hated that. It is difficult to be sarcastic when a wall knows your childhood nickname.

I took Grandma's hand. Percival moved to my other side. That was how we advanced through Blackwood Manor: one living disaster, one elderly tornado, and one dramatic ghost with excellent posture.

At last, the truth of the chapter stepped into the light: The Whitmores beg for help before midnight. Nobody laughed then. The manor had given us another piece of the puzzle, and every piece had sharper edges.

Grandma broke the silence first. She always did. 'Well,' she said, voice trembling only a little, 'that was unsettling. Does anyone want a sandwich before we make another bad decision?'

No one answered.

Then the house did.
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