
	Kittens are always trouble, but only a dead one could cause this much chaos.

	 

	 

	Ghostdom’s archenemy, evil scientist Jason Jones, has broken out of prison—with a little help from wicked dictator Yoon Lee Dongpang. Yoon Lee wants to rule the world, and he plans to use Jason’s ideas for harnessing live brains, installing them in his new super computer.

	When the going gets rough, who can the Ghastly Committee call? It’s Sara, the kitten ghost to the rescue. Dead but not down. However, there’s a catch. She’s been saddled with a human partner named Joel. The living and their little rules! Well, she’ll see if she can teach him a thing or two.

	Sarah and Joel will have to fight Úmbra ghosts, spies, and the whole Honywuan military in their hunt for the mad scientist. Will they find him before he can put his new living computer to use? Will their partnership survive the experience? Will they?
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Prologue

	 

	 

	The snarling, snapping dog shot after Sara the instant it was loose. She bolted, like a streak of lightning, across the road. She was more terrified of the dog nipping at her black kitten heels than the cars that roared down the street. Tires screamed in protest. Sara looked up as a huge automobile bore down on her at a fantastic rate of speed. The safety of the sidewalk was one short leap away. She could make it, she knew. Terrified, she jumped.

	The sidewalk loomed... closer, closer. Whiskers away, she could touch it with her forepaws. But the instant before she landed, a burst of pain unlike anything she’d felt in her short life tore through her, from the tip of her nose to the end of her tail. After a few moments, the agony faded as the world grew dim.

	 

	She heard a voice... a gentle, cooing voice. The sound grew closer until it whispered in her ear.

	“Please, sweetie... please live. I’ll love you and take care of you. Please live.”

	It was the voice of an angel. She would live for her. Then her heart stopped.

	 

	Sara looked around. A soft, warm, welcoming light called to her—pulled her. That wasn’t the direction the kind voice had come from. This she knew by kitten instinct. She searched for it, and then a door appeared, and she could hear the kind voice on the other side.

	There was no sky or walls, no floor or ceiling—nothing existed except for the light and the self-illuminated door. She could only push open doors if they weren’t latched, but she’d make this one open for her. Of that she was certain.

	She zipped over to it just below the knob, though she didn’t notice how she moved. She went to push against it and butt her head. Ouch! She hissed at the door and swatted it. Then she charged it, sharp kitten claws extended. Nothing would keep her out! She shot right through it and found herself looking over her body, which lay on a round table outside a building.

	Too weird. Sara shook herself. I’m dead, she realized after a nanosecond.

	Through the glass doors, the interior of the building resembled a cozy living room, but the windows were all wrong. She spun in midair and saw two ladies standing near her body. They hugged one another.

	One said, “I’ll take care of it for you, Tammy. There was nothing any of us could’ve done.”

	“Thank you, Cathy.” The pretty brunette sniffed.

	That’s her, Sara realized, when Tammy spoke. I’ll remember that kind voice forever.

	“Hi Tammy,” she said. But the woman didn’t respond or show any sign she’d heard. Sara was certain she wouldn’t ignore her, so why couldn’t she hear her? Then she became distracted.

	“Oh my God! Please be real. Come, precious baby,” she heard a girl squeal.

	She spun in midair where she floated, twitching translucent ears, searching for the source of the sound.

	“Don’t be afraid. Come to me, gnarly kitty!”

	The voice came from inside the building, she realized. She wondered how she might get over to the window, but the thought itself popped her over to it. Looking down, she saw she had no back paws, though the realization didn’t bother her in the least, which struck her as a strange thought.

	When she looked back up, she noticed her left forepaw was partway through the window. She remembered she’d never been able to get through a locked door before she’d broken through the door to—this place—and wondered if the rules were different here. Maybe the window wasn’t a barrier here—wherever here was. She whooshed right through it with a thought, and through another spirit on the other side. Soft, warm, yellow sparks shot out from the contact, and the other ghost giggled.

	The other apparition stared out the window at the two women near her dead body.

	“I wish I knew the pretty brunette’s name. I must be able to see her clearly, because I was calling you while you were between death and entering Ghostdom.

	“Well, I know the answer to that. Her name’s Tammy,” Sara said in a smug tone.

	“You can talk!”

	“Of course I can. Though dead humans must be smarter than living ones, ‘cause you can understand me.”

	“You’re a very clever kitten. My name’s Leanne, I’m the Coventry Ghost, and this is my haunt.”

	“I’m Sara.”

	“It’s nice having the company of such a smart kitten.”

	“I want to be with Tammy. She called me, but I couldn’t live, so I became a ghost, though I didn’t understand that at first.”

	“I think you should stay with me. Tammy must be kind, but it wouldn’t work having her as your best friend, ‘cause it’s against the law. You need a ghost friend. I have a haunt and I know the rules. I’d be happy to share it with you. We’ll be best friends, I just know it.”

	Leanne went on and on about the rules. It wasn’t very interesting, and after Sara lied to Leanne and said she’d follow the rules, her mind wandered. She liked her new friend, though, and now had a whole new world to explore. She wondered if there were any dogs here. She arched her back and fluffed phantom fur at the thought.

	The coffee shop, though, felt like a forever home.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	“Whatever is it about that coffee shop anyway?” Jane Seymour, who was once queen of England, grumbled to her friend, His Honor, Judge Jeffreys, who presided over Ghastly Courtroom #3.

	“I confess that I’ve never seen such an outpouring of the Aeris as the time Leanne arrived at her coffee shop haunt,” the Judge said. “And now this new feline comes with another burst of power. No other coffee shops have been visited with such power.”

	“I don’t think this is some normal feline,” Jane said. “I wonder what these manifestations of the Aeris are all about? What do you opine, Melbourne?”

	“I’m never right anyway, Your Highness. You know that,” Melbourne dithered, bowing and scraping before them with an excess of servility.

	The Judge rolled his eyes

	“Nonsense, Melbourne. You’re almost always right,” Jane said, as she jabbed a translucent needle through her latest phantom needlework.

	“It’s just, you know, not likely or maybe even possible, but well...”

	“Out with it, Melbourne!” cried the judge.

	“Well, it’s just I... I think the Guardian is upon us.”

	“What! A young girl or a baby cat? Really, Melbourne,” Jane admonished.

	“You know, Jane, he’s usually right,” said Judge Jeffreys in a thoughtful tone as he raised his brows at her.

	Jane was surprised, then turned thoughtful.

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	Solak Göksu walked down the long corridor of the 1920s vintage granite building. His back was straight, his dress immaculate—though non-traditional—and he held his haughty chin high. Most feared the sight of him. His eyes were pools of fire and savagery. There was no forgiveness there, no joy, no pain, nothing but intent. He was on his way to meet with the most powerful man in the country.

	Yoon Lee Dongpang was the President of Honywuan, a Eurasian country off the coast of China. While elected was the word Yoon Lee chose to describe his presidency, dictatorship was what the world called it. Solak Göksu had an opinion, but not one he voiced. In fact, he knew that in a true democracy there were few places for a man like him. However, here in Honywuan, his employment was not only legal, but honored. At least by Yoon Lee and the executives of the ruling party.

	Solak Göksu was the best spy and assassin in Eurasia.

	He arrived at the door to the Executive Office.

	 

	Five young soldiers stood outside the door, three with evil-looking machine guns and one with a combat shotgun, all aimed at him by nervous soldiers with twitchy fingers. The fifth soldier held a metal detector and made anxious motions with it. Solak lifted his arms and allowed the worried soldier to remove the 9 mm automatic pistol, two throwing knives, and the cell phone he had tucked away in conspicuous places, careful not to make any move that might cause edgy men to tighten fingers on lethal weapons.

	Even legends were mortal.

	 

	“Good Morning, Solak,” Yoon Lee said from behind the immense, carved, walnut desk that was polished with age.

	“Good morning, Mr. President,” he replied. “How may I help you?”

	The President gave him an evil grin that would have given a lesser man a bad case of the shakes. This reminded Solak that Yoon Lee was a dangerous and powerful man.

	“I need you to fetch me someone.”

	“I don’t understand, Mr. President.”

	“You know about the American scientist in the Mexican prison, do you not?”

	“Of course, the one that killed—I forget how many people, to use their brains in some hair-brained computer.” Solak saw Yoon Lee’s face darken and knew he’d misspoken. He froze as he looked directly at Yoon, his face bland. But didn’t apologize, in spite of the fact this man could have him killed. Yoon Lee had killed for smaller errors than he’d just made.

	“I’ll forget you said that,” the President said, threat clear in his tone. “Jason’s a genius. I have dozens of scientists working to replicate his discovery, and they’ve been unable to come close. I need him here in Honywuan, and you will bring him to me.”

	“Of course, Mr. President.”

	“General T’ae will give you the specifics, as well as access to several clandestine accounts. You’ll lack for nothing. I need this man. What he offers is incredible. In spite of his brilliant mind, he has no idea of the power available to the man who controls ghosts.”

	“Yes, your Excellency,” Solak replied, careful to keep the smile that lurked in his mind from his face. He didn’t believe this rubbish about ghosts and their abilities for a moment. Had he seen one, did they manifest themselves to him in his daily life? Of course they didn’t, for ghosts didn’t exist.

	He left his President and walked back down the hall to the office of General T’ae to be briefed, make plans, and explain his needs.


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	Sara and Leanne were excited. They felt Cherí’s arrival and waited with an absolute lack of patience while she prepared to open. They shot around, in and out of the coffee shop, through the walls and tables, flowing through each other in their wild dance, creating warm yellow sparks. Mirela smiled. After a few nanoseconds, Robin tackled Leanne and rushed through her, tumbling right into the pizza joint next door.

	“We should order pizza,” he called.

	Sara, Leanne, and Mirela laughed.

	The moment Cherí completed her morning tasks, Leanne spoke into her mind.

	Good morning, Cherí. How are you?

	I’m fine, Cherí said. You seem particularly happy. What’s the occasion?

	It’s Olivia’s birthday. She turns fourteen today.

	That is good news! I hope she stops by so I can wish her a happy birthday.

	Yes, that would be perfect! Leanne answered, her mind filled with happiness. She and Mom and Dad are going to drop by to visit so I can wish her a happy birthday. Robin, Sara, and Mirela want to as well. They’re going to come in for lunch.

	Well, Cherí said, I’ll have to do something special.

	Yes please, Leanne said. I was hoping you could give her a cupcake with a birthday candle on it.

	Of course... oh, I’ll have to wait until Tammy starts at eleven to run out and buy a candle.

	Thank you so much, an elated Leanne said.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	At two minutes before noon, Sara, Patty, Bennett, and Olivia arrived. When Olivia walked through the door, everyone in the coffee shop clapped. The regulars, all informed by either Cherí or Tammy of the milestone, got up and hugged her or gave her cheek a warm kiss, along with birthday wishes. All this Sara saw through the fog that separated the realms.

	You’re a young woman now, Leanne crowed.

	Olivia smiled. Everyone at the Wired Monk would now recognize that smile—the far away, lost look when she spoke to her dead sister—Sara was sure.

	“She’s talking to Leanne and Sara.” Patty winked at Bennett.

	“Say hi to the girls for us,” he told Olivia.

	“Sure, Dad,” she said, distracted, then returned her attention to Leanne.

	I know. I’m excited. I feel like I’m a young woman now.

	I’m so happy for you, Robin said.

	Me too! Sara squealed with delight. If I was fourteen, I’d be a really old cat instead of the cute, cuddly kitten I am now.

	Olivia laughed out loud, apparently unaware of the kind smiles and warm looks she was given by her parents and the other living souls. One person in particular gave her a special look. Some might call it a longing look. Sara wondered who he was.

	Cherí came out from behind the counter and gave Olivia a hug.

	“Happy birthday,” she said, then took Olivia’s hand and led her to the glass-topped table in front of the till. “Lunch is on me today. Order whatever you like, all of you. Now sit down, give me your order, and I’ll bring it out.”

	 

	* * * *

	 

	When they’d eaten, Olivia saw Tammy and Cherí come out with three frosted cupcakes, one with a candle. The two of them began to sing Happy Birthday, and a few seconds later the whole coffee shop broke out into the birthday song, with strident, discordant, un-harmonic joy.

	They all clapped and demanded that Olivia make a wish, then blow out the candle on her cupcake, which in fact seemed like a good idea, as the wax had begun to roll down onto the pink frosting.

	Olivia blew out the tiny flame and was sure that fate, luck, or happenstance would soon make her wish come true.

	 


Chapter Three

	 

	 

	Leanne had a special present for her sister. Only Sara knew what it was. They’d planned it with great care and practiced many times when Robin and Mirela were out on errands. They had learned how to join as the Úmbra ghosts had when they’d cast Leanne into Drakko. It was amazing how much joining increased their abilities. Added to that was the great strength of Piovra. When Sara joined with Leanne, she could feel Piovra as her friend did. She was astounded at the absolute contentment Piovra felt when Leanne used it.

	Leanne smiled and Sara gave her a ghostly nod in return. Piovra filled Leanne, then engulfed her. Piovra was a sun, which included Sara in an instant. Robin and Mirela looked on in wonder. She gave them her best Cheshire smile, then Piovra absorbed her. Sara’s power now belonged to Leanne.

	Sara did her part and thought of the plan, imagined it with her brilliant mind, painted it for Piovra to see. They whirled together, immersed in it, with Sara imagining the details and Leanne riding the defiant, rebellious entity. They shot around the ghostly coffee shop, but rather than frost, they produced banners, bursts of light, and balloons. Confetti filled the air of the ghostly realm and bright ribbons unfurled from the high ceilings. A miniature marching band appeared playing the happy birthday song where Olivia sat, but all was still in the ghost realm. The girls increased the intensity to the maximum, to push the celebration into the living realm, and their mad rotations became frantic. Then something happened that astounded them both.

	Piovra took control.

	Piovra followed the plan in part, but deviated when the energy entity snatched Robin and Mirela and included their abilities into the scheme, pulling an enormous amount of energy out of the Aeris. Then it exploded into a supernova. The results were spectacular.

	Every action in Ghostdom was duplicated in the living realm according to the plan, but ten times over. The coffee shop was inundated with confetti, streamers, ribbons, brilliant lights, and balloons. Ten miniature marching bands screeched happy birthday, and trumpets blared at Olivia’s table.

	The coffee shop patrons, though accustomed to ghostly manifestations, were clearly astonished at the sight. Covered in confetti, they stood or sat with their mouths open.

	Olivia jumped up. I’m not a little girl anymore, quit treating me like one!

	Uhmm, sorry? Leanne and Sara replied awkwardly.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Shen was as surprised as anyone else in the coffee shop, perhaps more, as he’d started coming to the Wired monk only a few weeks before. His plan was non-specific and vague, but included the opportunity to get to know the pretty Olivia, whom he’d admired from a distance at school. He wanted to wish her a happy birthday. In fact, he’d decided to do so moments before the coffee shop was filled with confetti and tiny people playing band instruments. This not only threw a wrench into his plan, but had the awful effect of making his mind go blank.

	Things got worse.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Bennett recognized Shen as a boy who went to the same school as Olivia. Realizing he was in a state of shock from having confetti cover his cupcake and ten miniature bands screech happy birthday, he sought something that might be considered normal. He got up and waded through the confetti to the shell-shocked young man, took his arm, and babbled something or another in his ear. A reluctant, or perhaps stunned, Shen came with him as he dragged his arm.

	“Uhm... I think you know him,” Bennett said to Olivia.

	It took him a moment to realize that she gave the young man a sizzling smile. Darn, he thought, still in a fog. What have I done?

	Patty elbowed him in the ribs. “Don’t you dare say a word,” she hissed, though it might have been better if she had insisted that Shen speak, for the poor boy seemed mute.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Sara tittered at the sight, which looked foggy to her from the ghost realm. This whole romance thing was odd to her, though she’d seen that it brought happiness to Leanne and Robin. Sara figured it might bring the same to Olivia as well. She loved Olivia. Olivia had gone to great lengths to help save many ghosts, including her, from Jason. Olivia was one of the few living who could speak to ghosts. Sara knew if she and Leanne weren’t such good friends, she’d choose to haunt with Olivia, in spite of the fact that it was highly illegal to consort with the living. Well, perhaps she could help this Shen boy come out of his trance, though she wasn’t fond of boys in general—with the exception of Robin, of course.

	In a major ghostly infraction, she reached her paw across the barrier between the living and the dead and swiped Shen’s arm with one sharp claw. After all, the only ghost who was able to exile her was Leanne, and that would never happen.

	Shen jumped at the shock. She smiled when she saw him start and come back to himself

	“Hi,” Olivia said.

	“Uh... hi,” Shen stuttered. His face reddened and his eyes flitted all around the room—everywhere but in Olivia’s direction.

	“I’ve seen you around here, at the coffee shop, a few times.”

	“Uh, yeah, they... they make great smoothies.”

	Olivia gave Shen another killer smile, Sara saw through the fog between the realms. She chortled and left them to discover one another.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	“Oh, ah, happy birthday, I think one of the ghosts did something to me,” Shen said in a rush.

	“What’d they do, who did it?”

	Shen smiled. “I’ve no idea, but I’m glad they did. I felt a little shock in my arm and it brought me around... I was distracted... I mean with all the ah... stuff happening, you know?”

	“You’re okay, then?”

	“Oh yeah, I’m fine.”

	“Good, or I’d talk to Leanne. The ghosts aren’t allowed to hurt people.”

	Shen chuckled. “My arm stung for a moment, no harm done. In fact, I’d like to thank whoever did it.”

	“Come and sit with us,” Olivia invited him with a warm smile. “You can meet my mom and dad.”

	“Sure, sounds good.”

	Her smile could convince him to do anything.

	“Mom, Dad,” Olivia said. “This is Shen. We go to school together.”

	“It’s nice to meet you.” Patty extended her hand.

	Shen took it and was given a firm handshake with a warm smile. Bennett’s handshake was reluctant, though he smiled after receiving an elbow from Patty.

	Shen tried to look at Olivia’s parents when they spoke, but it was difficult to not stare into Olivia’s eyes. They were like magnets, and he was the piece of metal drawn to them. He found it hard to look away.

	Before he knew it, Olivia and her mom had agreed that he should come over for dinner on Sunday. He was in no condition to do other than agree with a feeble nod.

	Sunday it was.

	 


Chapter Four

	 

	 

	Solak smiled as the jet touched down in Mexico City. His Spanish was accented, but understandable. He would be able to get around, find the Reclusorio Norte prison where Jason was incarcerated, and plan his escape. Returning Jason to Honywuan would give him celebrity status and make it more difficult for Yoon Lee to jail him or have him killed—though he would have proven hard to dispatch in any case, he was certain.

	Once in his hotel room, he set up his laptop and went online to check a map and orient himself. He memorized his location and the whereabouts of the prison. Then he went to bed to allow the information to settle into his subconscious mind.

	 

	In the morning, he breakfasted in the hotel restaurant and made a great fuss about asking which were the best tourist sights. He decided he would make it known he was a nature lover who had a great desire to visit El cerro Cuautepec el alto, a peak in the mountain forest reserve of Sierra de Guadalupe, a little north of the prison where Jason was imprisoned. He returned to his room for his backpack and the items he would need as a cover, plus what he would need to prepare for the prison break. Money would be the main thing he needed. After all, this was Mexico.

	He had his digital camera, hiking boots, floppy-hat, money sewn into clothes, his backpack—and one thousand dollars in a money belt, all in American currency, mostly small bills. Heading toward the taxi stand, he entered the first one in line and took it to a hiking trail at the foot of the mountain, then spent the day there climbing. He took dozens of photographs, all part of his cover story. The one other thing he was able to do was to take pictures of the prison, which was visible from parts of the trail.

	The next day he returned to the mountain. After the taxi left, he changed into clothing which a native middle-class Mexican might wear. Depending on his swarthy skin to deceive, he headed back toward the prison on foot.

	The walk was a long one, but he was sure no one noticed him. To be certain, he kept to himself and spoke to no one. As he neared the prison, he walked around it. He realized he would need a native to go and visit with Jason and find out as much as possible. It didn’t take him long to decide who he would use. As he walked around the perimeter of the penitentiary, two young hoodlums, no more than fourteen or fifteen years old, tried to pick his pocket. They had no idea they were dealing with a professional. One bumped against him on one side, while the other tried to discreetly open his backpack. Of course, he’d been aware of them before they even began their first move. They walked toward him in a disinterested manner—at least to the casual observer—but he knew they were casing him and was prepared the moment he felt the short one bump against him as if by accident. That was a common distraction, so he looked for the touch of the other. He spun on the ball of his left foot and clamped a vice-like arm around the neck of the boy who’d acted to distract him. Without stopping his fluid practiced move, he encircled the other from behind in a painful embrace that locked his head and arm together. And so they found themselves trapped in his powerful arms. When they threatened to scream, he laughed.

	“I can scream louder than you, and I think the police would be interested in getting hold of two young pickpockets. Please don’t tell me they don’t know who you are. You can be sure that I can give them a much larger bribe than you can!” he said in accented but fluent Spanish.

	The two young thieves squirmed in his grasp, but kept quiet.

	“I’m going to let you go, and you can run away or you can stay and earn some money. One hundred dollars each.” He released them and waited. They stayed. Perfect.

	“I’m curious about a man imprisoned here,” Solak said. “I need you two to go inside and find out about him for me. I’ll give you some money to give to him, and twenty-five dollars for each of you besides.”

	“Hey,” said an indignant Jacobo. “You promised us one hundred dollars each.”

	“Yeah,” Eduardo parroted his friend. “You did.”

	“And you’ll get it. But the other seventy-five will be your reward for coming back and telling me all you have learned.”

	“Fifty now, and fifty when we get back,” Jacobo countered.

	“My next offer will be twenty dollars now and sixty when you come back. If you refuse that second offer, I’ll withdraw it and find someone else to help me.”

	“Naw, you won’t,” Eduardo said. But before Solak could speak, Jacobo smacked his friend up the side of his head.

	“Cállate, menso,” he hissed at his companion, running his finger over his lips like a zipper. Shut up, you idiot. Then to Solak, “Deal.” He extended his hand.

	“Wise choice.” Solak took the hand and gave it one firm shake, after the local custom.

	 


Chapter Five

	 

	 

	Things were not going well for Cherí at the coffee shop. Her problems had started when that Jason fellow kidnapped Olivia. The explosion Leanne created saving her friends had scared off many of her regulars. That was bad, but worse was paying off the debt John had rung up with his gambling, which was overwhelming them now that the coffee shop wasn’t doing well. Leanne, Sara, and friends kept him in check, and there was no more gambling. But that darned debt hung over them like grey, angry ghosts. She might have to claim bankruptcy and sell the Wired Monk.

	She didn’t blame her ghosts, and Leanne had repaired the damage done by the explosion, but it was what it was, and she had to deal with it. She needed to warn Leanne that she was going to put the coffee shop up for sale. She hoped to be able to pay the debt off without losing their house.

	She would open in the morning and tell her then.

	 

	Good morning Leanne, Robin, Sara, and Mirela. Cheri spoke to the company of ghosts who inhabited her coffee shop.

	Hi, they all replied.

	I’m afraid I have bad news.

	What is it? Leanne asked, in a worried tone of thought.

	I might have to sell the coffee shop. I can’t pay the bills and work off John’s gambling debt. I may have to declare bankruptcy. I mean, people are scared since the explosion and what not, and, well... business is slow. I’m sure you’ve noticed.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	They had indeed, and had even discussed it.

	Maybe we can come up with a plan to help, Leanne said.

	You’re only ghosts, what can you possibly do?

	Cheri’s attitude miffed Leanne. Only ghosts—only ghosts? They were ghosts, and not one living human she knew could snow confetti or frost a glass of water with their mind. She sniffed—sort of.

	I’m sure we can figure something out, after all, she said with pride. I have Mirela, Robin, and Sara here, and lots of other powerful, smart ghosts are friends and they’ll be happy to help.

	Well, if something doesn’t give soon, I’ll have to sell. Don’t get me wrong, I don’t want to. And I blame John, not you guys... ah, ghosts. If it wasn’t for the debt, I could hang on until business picks up.

	I’ll talk to my friends and we will see what we can do.

	Okay, thanks Leanne and all of you. Well, I best get to work, I open in five minutes.

	We’ll talk later, Leanne said.

	 

	 


Chapter Six

	 

	 

	In spite of the hopeful attitude she’d taken with Cherí, Leanne was worried. She couldn’t imagine someone else owning the Wired Monk. Though, when she thought about it, she realized one day Cherí would have to sell, for unlike Leanne and her friends, Cherí would grow old. But not now, not yet. She knew it was her fault, hers and that darned Piovra.

	“What are we going to do?” she asked her friends as she flew about the coffee shop, wringing translucent hands.

	She was met with a long silence as the four looked about, faces puckered in concentration. More than fifty nanoseconds passed, an eternity in Ghostdom, before Sara spoke up.

	“We should do fundraisers. I’ve heard about them from our living friends, and you said they were always raising money for something or another when you were at school.” She cocked her head and gave Leanne a cute kitten look.

	Mirela’s eyes widened.

	“Yes, we could offer services that only ghosts could do!”

	“Or,” Robin added, warming to the idea, “services that would seem special if done by a ghost.”

	“Oh my goodness!” Leanne exclaimed. “What if ghosts served at parties? The living would love to see trays of food floating around on their own, or drinks being poured by invisible hands.”

	They began to make plans and invited ghosts from the Coffee Shop Parking Lot Academy to join them. Some great ideas were suggested. They would tell Cherí what they planned before she
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