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  One


Clothilde has a new friend. 
I’m not jealous or anything. If anyone deserves to have someone to chat and laugh with, it’s her.
But we’ve haunted this cemetery together for over thirty years and I’m honestly feeling a little left out. Other ghosts have come through here over the years, of course. Some staying mere minutes, some days, some weeks. The maximum—not counting Clothilde or myself—is three months.
Once we’ve helped the others move on, it’s just the two of us left. She’ll perch on her tombstone, her feet passing through the stone as she completely ignores the physical rules of the living realm, and I’ll either lean against a neighboring tomb or sit on the mound that is my own grave. And we chat companionably. Or let the time go by in silence.
For the last month, there has been no silence. Manon, a twenty-one year-old girl with an intricate braid running all around her cute head and practical sneakers, ripped jeans, and a tight-fitting tank top, has managed something I couldn’t even dream of doing: getting Clothilde to behave like a young, happy girl with no worries.
Since the moment Manon stopped screaming and was released from her casket, the two girls have not left each other’s sides.
At first, it was all three of us. After all, we want to figure out what Manon’s unfinished business is, so we spent a lot of time trying to get her to remember as much as possible of the time before she was killed, to think if there was anyone she needed to say goodbye to in order to be able to let go.
I’m not actually sure that she was murdered. I’m just assuming. Because the girl has no people she needs to square things out with, no wrongs to be righted, no affairs to put in order.
In my book, that means her unfinished business is figuring out who killed her and possibly making sure he or she is brought to justice.
Except Manon can’t remember a thing of her last day among the living.
She remembers going to bed after a long day at the university one night, and that’s it. Except, of course, she didn’t die in her bed, or even that night. From what we’ve gathered from the mourners visiting her grave, she died the next night, after another long day of classes and studying, alone in a hotel that Manon’s ghost doesn’t even know existed.
Basically, we’ve given up on figuring out what happened unless some tidbit will be thrown into our laps from outside visitors.
And in the meantime, Manon and Clothilde have become inseparable.
Which is great. Clothilde has been stuck here for over thirty years with just dour old me for company, and she deserves some giggles.
It suits her.
I’ll just have to get used to the loneliness.

      [image: ]“They’re digging a new grave.” Clothilde plonks down next to me on the front steps of one of the cemetery’s mausoleums. Manon follows closely behind and sits down on the other side of Clothilde, pulling a hand over her head to make sure her braid hasn’t loosened. She’s been here for over a month, but still hasn’t really integrated that her body no longer follows any physical laws. 
I glance in the direction Clothilde indicates and see that, indeed, the grave diggers are hard at work in the new section—where they put the people who don’t already have a family slot elsewhere on the grounds.
“Do we know who’s coming?” I ask.
“Nah,” Clothilde replies. “They’re not talking. Not sure they know, except that they’re in a hurry because the funeral’s tomorrow afternoon.
I nod. “Won’t have to wait long to find out, then.”
The next day, at three in the afternoon, a long funeral procession exits the church and follows a white casket heavily weighed down by wreaths.
The screams sound like they’ve already been going on for a while—there’s panic, but the kind that sets in when there’s no salvation in sight and you know you’re doomed. They’re not as loud as some visitors we’ve had, but persistent nonetheless. 
“New arrival,” Clothilde says from her spot at the head of the grave where the casket is to be lowered.
“Yup,” I agree.
Manon stands a few steps behind us, wringing her hands as if trying to keep them from going up to cover her ears. Not that it would help. I’m not sure how we hear anything at all with our ghostly bodies, but it sure isn’t through the ears.
There’s no shutting out the screams.
“Is that normal?” Manon finally asks, her voice low.
“You can speak as loud as you want,” Clothilde tells her gently. “None of them can hear us.”
“Yes, everybody who ends up a ghost screams like that at first,” I reply, turning my head to look at Manon. “Don’t you remember when you woke up?”
“Well…yes. I just didn’t know if it was always like that.”
I incline my head. “It is. Now, the question is just how long it’s going to take her to accept she’s a ghost. Then we’ll all have a new neighbor.”
The family and friends gather around the grave and the priest says a few words.
I stroll through the group, listening in on conversations in the hopes of getting an indication on what to expect once the casket releases its occupant.
It seems our victim is named Lise. She was twenty-two and studying to be a doctor. And she apparently accidentally overdosed alone in a hotel room.
I glance over at Clothilde and Manon when I learn this. They both also died in hotel rooms—it can’t be that common a place to die, surely?
“I just love how they manage to not call this suicide,” one girl at the back says as I walk past. “I’ve noticed this lately, especially when you have some Hollywood starlet who kicks it. The media will say ‘the death was an accident,’ so I’ll, like, imagine he slipped and hit his head in the bathroom or something. But no. He took two prescription drugs and mixed them with two illegal ones, and whoops, ‘accidentally’ killed himself. Seriously, people, call a spade a spade. Overdose is overdose.”
“Still,” the guy she was talking to says, “Lise didn’t do drugs.”
The girl raises an eyebrow. “As far as we know.”
The guy frowns but doesn’t reply. He hunkers down into the collar of his jacket as if he’s cold, despite this being a warm spring afternoon.
“If you’re studying to be a doctor you don’t go announcing to the world that you’re doing drugs,” the girl says. “But those studies are hard, and Lise wouldn’t be the first to turn to drugs to help with coping. Plus, she might even have had access to drugs during one of her internships.”
The guy shakes his head vehemently at this. “The drug they found in her bloodstream was one of those new super-powerful drugs that’s killing people left and right because it’s so strong. The only place in a hospital you’ll find that is in the bodies in the morgue.”
The two continue arguing back and forth, but don’t give me any more interesting information, so I move on.
Once the casket is in the ground, the closest family put their shovelful of dirt on top, everyone give their condolences to the parents, and the cemetery empties out once again, leaving it to us three ghosts.
And the girl screaming from six feet under.






  
  Two


She is fairly quick, all things considered. 
She stops screaming the very next morning, just after ten. It takes her another hour to accept her current situation sufficiently for the casket to release her, then five minutes to crawl through the dirt.
She’s a pretty woman in her twenties, with a darker tint to her skin than Clothilde and Manon, and black curly hair that’s been forced into two tight braids framing her face and joining at the neck. Her clothes scream student, and one more focused on the studying than the partying.
“Are you guys ghosts, too?” she asks as she considers the three of us standing at the foot of her grave, waiting.
My lips curling up in a smile, I nod at her.
She scans the cemetery. “Where are the others?”
“It’s just us, I’m afraid,” I tell her.
“The others have moved on to wherever ghosts at peace move on to,” Clothilde supplements. She studies the new arrival from head to toe.
“Oh,” Lise says. “Right. Guess that makes sense.”
My eyebrows shoot up. “You agree with the assessment that you’re a ghost not at peace?”
Her lips draw into a snarl and anger shoots from her eyes. “Oh, hell yes. If you’re telling me I’m getting a chance at nailing the guy who killed me before moving on to the afterlife or whatever, I am so on board.”
Clothilde takes a step closer to Lise. “People at your funeral seemed to think you’d died of an overdose.”
“Oh, I did.” Lise stretches her hands out in front of her, making her biceps strain against her long-sleeved t-shirt, clearly itching for a fight. “But I’m not the one who put all those drugs in my bloodstream.”
“Do you know who did?” Manon asks. She has stayed quiet so far, but she’s hanging on Lise’s every word.
“I most certainly do,” Lise says, her voice a low rumble. “It was Laurent Lambert, and I’ll be damned if I let him get away with it.”
Manon freezes and draws in a sharp breath she no longer needs. She’s so shocked her entire body flickers off for a second, before coming back to its usual opaque gray.
And Clothilde? She’s growing. Usually on the tall side for a girl, she’s still shorter than me. But now she’s towering over me at about the height of the tallest of the professional basketball players. Her eyes are pools of black and her lips curl back in a feral snarl.
“I take it you’ve already heard the name?” I whisper, scared to upset her any further. “Laurent Lambert is a fairly common name.”
Manon raises her hand as if asking permission to talk. “I had a meeting with a lawyer named Laurent Lambert on the day I died. The day I don’t remember.”
Clothilde puts both fists over her eyes, clearly fighting to regain control over her body. Little by little, she shrinks back to her normal size.
“Remember how I told you there was a lawyer in the hotel room the day I died?”
I nod. “Yes.”
“His name was Laurent Lambert.” She lowers her fists to her side and turns to Lise. “Approximately how old is this guy who killed you?”
“Early sixties, maybe?”
Clothilde nods and meets my gaze. “In his thirties in the late eighties.”
I nod and try to gather my thoughts as they attempt to scramble all over the place. “What about your Laurent Lambert, Manon? How old is he?”
Her arms wrap around herself as she trembles. “I don’t know. I don’t remember actually meeting him.” Her gaze jumps from one to the other as we stand around the fresh grave. “But I got the impression he was rather well established?”
Clothilde nods decisively. “Good enough.”
Shit. Do we really have a serial killer on our hands? 
And how am I supposed to solve this from the confines of the cemetery?
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