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This episode is set in a real location. The William H. Waterhouse Residence Museum is a historical Victorian home in the Lake Lily Park in Maitland, Florida. While some reference is made to existing lore and existing objects within the home, the events in the book are entirely fictitious. Stella Waterhouse is a true historical figure with great historical influence on the city of Maitland whose spirit is rumored to still be haunting the Waterhouse Residence. Her ghost is included in the story. However, her involvement in these events is, like the story itself, fictitious and used with the utmost respect. As are the names and facts within the story.

I make no claim to be a historian or an expert on the residence. Much thanks to the Maitland Historical Society for the information they provided. Please go to the website for more information on the Waterhouse Residence Museum. https://artandhistory.org/waterhouse-residence-museum
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The phone rang. Kyle didn’t bother checking it. He didn’t need to. Josh’s name was sure as hell plastered over the screen, again. And if not Josh, one of the other family members.

They seemed to be taking turns getting on his ass, and so far he had managed to dodge them. He really needed to change them all to a matching ringtone. Something like Somebody Watching Me.

They had called every day, multiple times a day, but Hannah hadn’t called once.

“Check mate!” Samuel roared.

“This is Monopoly.” Jenny’s voice drifted over the others.

“Fine then, you’re fired.”

“That’s Trump.”

“Home run.”

“Shut up.

“Actually if you were going to…” Philip’s voice was so timid it was hard to make out over the banter. Jenny and Samuel seemed to have fit in together pretty quickly.

Rory was driving, a pair of earbuds in, probably in an effort to drown out the newbies.

“Hey.” Kyle slipped through the open door separating the living area of the tour bus from the driver’s seat.

Rory gave him a brief smile and nod before turning her attention back on the road.

It was trips like this when Kyle missed having his own vehicle. The new crew members were still high on excitement and getting to know people. The atmosphere was similar to a summer camp cabin: loud, playful chatter one moment and arguments the next.

Kyle pulled one of the earbuds from Rory’s ear and plugged it into his own. It wasn’t actually music.

“What’s this?”

“True Crime podcast,” she answered.

“Seriously? Cause true crime is exactly the kinda stuff you want to be filling your head with when you tour haunted houses for a living.”

“I don’t scare easily.”

“You can say that again.”

Rory grinned, her eyes still locked on the huge windshield. Kyle kicked his feet onto the console and watched the street lights flash by for a while. It was that time of night when the interstate was pretty much dead. Especially out here. He should have been sleeping, so he could take over for Rory when she was tired, but he hadn’t been able to do much of that lately. In general.

“Hannah called.”

“Yeah, at least she’s talking to one of us.”

“She’s pretty pissed at me, too. Says she hated that her friends were throwing themselves into the line of fire. And yes, I did tell her about the sinkhole. Stupidly.”

“She got into the wrong business if she didn’t want her friends spending time with spooks.”

“That’s what I told her.”

Kyle studied his boots for a while. It wasn’t strange leaving his family out of his life, but cutting Hannah out was new.

“I never did get what she saw in you.”

“Gee, thanks.”

“I’m just being honest.”

“Yeah, well, we were not actually a couple. You know that, right?”

“Not all romantic entanglements follow the rules.” Rory glowered at the road. “Seriously. It’s such a toxic relationship, Kyle. You really don’t treat her right.”

Kyle shrugged. “I know. And she stuck around, which was really frustrating. You’d think she’d take the hint and give me the boot.”

“I think I’m starting to understand her a bit better now. Before, I just thought she was one of those women who really needed a guy to tell her who she was.”

“Nah, that’s not it.”

“You aren’t as bad as I thought. Don’t get me wrong, you have to quit treating her like your mom. But, when something goes wrong, you are the first one to step up. I think you just need a lot of therapy.”

“You really are flattering.”

“Before, I just thought you were a toxic, cis, white male.”

“I am very much all of those things.”

Rory chuckled. “You are, but you have a heart.”

“Men have the same need for blood circulation as you ladies do.”

“What I’m saying is, there is hope for you yet.”

A shadow stood in the road a few feet ahead of the vehicle. It was only there out of the corner of Kyle’s eye, gone as fast as he appeared. Kyle didn’t need a better look, though.

“No, Rory. There really isn’t.”
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Duck shit.

Kyle raised an eyebrow at the off-white puddle on the cobblestone and rubbed his shoe on the walkway. There was a ton of duck shit here.

“Ibis!” Jenny bounced like a schoolgirl, pointing out the skinny-legged, sickle-beaked birds walking around the grass.

“What?” Samuel looked up from the camera he was fiddling with.

“The flock of birds over there. Fun fact: they were worshiped in Egypt. The ibis-headed god Thoth judged the dead.” Jenny pulled her fingers through her hair. “I like birds.”

“Maybe we should talk about them in the show?” Philip offered Jenny an adoring look, which he seemed to think wasn’t so obvious.

“No one cares about a couple of goofy-looking ducks.” Kyle kicked at one of the birds as it drifted too close.

“You really don’t do well without sleep,” Jenny said.

“I don’t do well in general. And I’ve been sleeping like a baby, thank you.”

“If sleeping like a baby means waking up and screaming every other hour.” Samuel raised an eyebrow at him. Part antagonistic, part teasing. There was this strange kind of feeling about him, like he wasn’t sure yet if he was going to try to be Kyle’s friend, or to take his job. He could have it, as long as Kyle got good severance.

“Are you sure we have the right park? We are right in the middle of everything. I mean sure, it’s cute, but there is a train track right here. Restaurants and banks that way. The interstate only a few miles down the other. There is a freaking Whole Foods around the corner,” Kyle complained.

Hannah would have been happy.

“Lake Lily Park. It says it on the sign, and there are a ton of lilies on that lake.” Rory jabbed a thumb at the lake.

“Does anyone else find it ironic that we are near the water, and going to visit a house, and it’s called The William Waterhouse Residence? Like, what came first, the surname, or the home’s location.” Jenny was oblivious to the conversation behind her.

“Maybe he specifically built the house by the water so it could live up to his name.” Samuel grinned at Jenny and moved a little closer.

It was not something Kyle ever expected would happen, but he really missed the old crew right about now. Even Lionel. He was probably living on the streets in Hollywood, or trying to make it with his ukulele.

A squirrel raced past, stopping to stare at them before climbing a chain link fence around a playground.

“Is that it?” Rory pointed to a patch of flowers in front of a cabin where a jogger was running down a set of steps.

“They said it was a yellow house.” Jenny scrolled through her phone. “Here.” She held up the device to show the image.

They rounded a curve in the sidewalk, getting a few curious looks from passers-by. One or two pulled out their phones and snapped pictures, not even bothering to hide the fact. Since Tyler, more people were noticing Kyle. Maybe it was good publicity, but the only one who could be happy about that was the studio.

Kyle pulled the black Raventree Society baseball cap a bit lower over his eyes and shoved his hands into his pockets. Why did it have to be the middle of a city? There were too many people here. Walking their dogs, trying to run off their non-existent fat, pushing strollers.

“That’s it? It’s cute!” Jenny pointed out a yellow building at the edge of the park. Trees loomed from behind it, and a few run-down buildings hemmed it in.

It was indeed “cute”. There was that distinct feeling of a historical home. Victorian, with shuttered windows and a small porch. It was somehow stuck in that middle ground between homey and terrifying.

Victorian homes were always good at drawing suspicions. They had featured into too many horror flicks not to be ingrained into the popular psyche.

There was one thing to say about the building: it was commanding. Not in the sense that it was large, or unique, or even attractive. Though it was maybe all those things, in part.

There were modern buildings just beyond the treeline. What looked like a huge apartment building. The roads on either side were bustling with traffic. But in the middle of it all, the home drew his eyes. In a way, it sat on the edge of his consciousness. Just there. Not frightening or demanding, just present.

To tell the truth, he was happy to see it. In the past, The Raventree Society had gone into abandoned prisons, mental institutions, and castles. He’d dealt with one or two entities before, but something like that? He shuddered at the thought. There was no way he would survive if he had to film in one of those places.

Then again, he had survived the graveyard.

“It looks nice and sweet,” Jenny said, “Perfect, because God knows you two need a break.” She glanced over at Rory with a soft expression.

A break. They had lost two members of their team to ghosts, two more to fear, and then they had barely survived the first night of the new season. They needed far more than a break.

“Hey, was it already Christmas?” Kyle glanced at a few dead lights hanging from a tree in the shape of a train.

“You serious, bruv?” Samuel shook his head. “You’re messed up.”

He wasn’t wrong. That didn’t answer the question, though. Not that it mattered. Kyle would spend Christmas the same way he spent every other Christmas. Alone.

Kyle cut across the grass toward the house. Jenny led the two boys around the sidewalk. Rory jogged behind Kyle, her feet swishing through the grass.

“Watch out. fire ants.” Kyle pointed at a pile of sand in the grass.

“Seriously! Did I tell you that I grew up in Florida? Absolutely hate it.” Rory kicked away from the sandy mound.

“You hate Florida? Like beaches and sunshine?”

Rory winced. “Only non-Floridians like Florida. Us natives know better.”

“Shit.” Kyle paused to kick the miniature tower and watched the ants start buzzing around.

There was no sign of the owner as they approached the house. Usually there was at least one person around for filming. They had scheduled it, hadn’t they?

“Kyle Hanson!” someone screamed from the sidewalk. A fan. They had that distinctly crazed sound to them.

A plaque sat in front of the house beside a white railing. Wooden steps, with a texture so rough it ground against the soles
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