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        Hauntingly fun suspense that’ll keep you on the edge of your seat!

      

      

      I hope you enjoy these short stories! They’re full of nail-biting suspense, a bit of humor, ghosts, vampires, witches…so much paranormal fun! And most importantly, that happily ever after. You can always expect that from me. I am a sucker for a happy ending. But I also love to add a dose of angst, so don’t expect the journey to be easy. If you want to stay connected with me, make sure you sign up for my newsletter [image: love letter] HERE! I’d love for you to be a part of my news family!

      
        
        Much love & happy reading,

        Amanda Siegrist
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        A Special Note

      

      

      This story was written during Halloween 2018 using writing prompts from the lovelies in my reader group, Love & Happy Endings. Every week, they gave me a prompt and I would write a scene to go with it. Within the span of about two months, Mona and Mason were born. Each chapter is titled with what prompt was used that week, except for the very last chapter, Time to fight more evil. That chapter is a never before seen chapter.

      This is just the beginning of many more stories to come with Mona and Mason and the mysteries they will solve. I sincerely hope you enjoy this short story! I want to give a special thank you to Jane, Melissa, Isadora, and Deborah for providing me with such amazing prompts! I couldn’t write flash fiction without you lovelies! So thank you from the bottom of my heart.

      
        
        Happy reading!

        [image: heart suit] Much love, Amanda Siegrist

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            WHY DO YOU LOOK WEIRD?

          

        

      

    

    
      “They say Old Man Bennett was bludgeoned to death with a sledgehammer while he was sleeping.”

      “No way. It was with an ax.”

      “Dude, you’re both idiots. It was a baseball bat.”

      “I heard it was a golf club.”

      The three boys standing in her way jumped, screaming. She held back her laughter, amazingly enough, when all three boys stared at her with wide eyes.

      Leaning forward, she lowered her voice to a whisper. “It was a putter. He was hit so many times, no one could be sure it was him. His face had been obliterated.”

      “Who are you, lady?” the oldest boy said. At least, she assumed so by the way he straightened up as tall as he could with an air of confidence the other two boys lacked. 

      Propping a hand to her hip, she smirked. The evil smirk she liked to use with her old neighborhood boy who liked to throw pebbles at her car. “I’m the new owner of this house. So, I would say I know how the story goes.”

      The two younger boys’ eyes grew even rounder.

      The oldest boy jerked, yet held his stance. “You actually bought this house? You know it’s haunted, right? Old Man Bennett roams around, groaning and moaning.”

      “How would you know? Have you ever been inside?”

      The boy shrugged. “Everyone knows that.”

      Mona glanced at the house. The lawn looked like it had been neglected for a long time. It stood at least two feet tall. She’d have to hire a lawn service because she wouldn’t be breaking her back to mow that crap. The steps looked worn, cracked paint, but sturdy. Hopefully, anyway. This was her first time visiting it.

      She almost started laughing hysterically.

      She bought the damn house without even looking at it.

      As she perused the entire outside of the house, it looked like the whole thing needed a new coat of paint. A bright white or maybe sunny yellow. Because, as it stood now, with black and gray peeling paint, it looked just as dreary and haunted as the boys claimed it was.

      Who painted a house black and gray? So odd.

      But so was her impulse to buy a house she had never seen before.

      This was what she got for trusting her real estate agent. She was always a sucker for helping people out, especially someone she considered a good friend. When her friend said she couldn’t sell this house, even if she sold her soul, she told her she’d buy it.

      Never again. How could she be so stupid?

      The windows were dirty, filled with grime and…was that soot? Had there been a fire inside?

      Next time she’d have to turn a blind eye to a poor soul and look at a house before she purchased it.

      Yet she had wanted to escape. Flee far away from all her problems.

      It looked as if she’d fled straight into new problems.

      “Why do you look weird?”

      Turning her attention back to the older boy, she arched a brow. “Why are you a rude little boy? Perhaps I’ll tell Old Man Bennett to pay you a visit…” She leaned closer. “While you’re sleeping.”

      All three boys jumped back as the older boy said with a shaky voice, “You’re crazy, lady.”

      “No, I’m your worst nightmare.” She cackled, pretty decently if she did say so herself, and then whispered, “Boo.”

      The boys didn’t stick around for more. They turned and fled down the sidewalk.

      “I am crazy. Already making enemies of the neighborhood boys. Why do kids hate me?” She glanced around, noting the street and sidewalk was empty. No one would be answering her question.

      With her house surrounded by two fields, yet the other side of the street layered with a few houses, she knew she wouldn’t have many visitors. Except if they wanted to catch a glimpse of Old Man Bennett. At least two of the other homes looked like they were for sale. Nobody wanted to live in the neighborhood.

      She laughed out loud. “Haunted. Yeah, right. Just what I need.” Grabbing her suitcase from the backseat of her car, she started up the walkway. “You and me, Old Man, better get along. I get cranky when I’m hungry, I don’t like to share the remote control, and when I’m cleaning, I like my music loud. I’m just throwing that out there.”

      She paused at the bottom of the porch stairs. From a distance, they looked sturdy. Closeup, she had concerns her feet might fall through.

      “And weird? Who asks that kind of question?”

      Glancing at her outfit, she rolled her eyes. So maybe she was dressed a bit weird. She had on an orange tank top with black straps and a floral skirt with patches sewn around here and there. Her mother made it for her. She feigned happiness when her mother gave her the present but secretly hated it. Her mother never did care what others thought. Growing up had been difficult with a carefree mother who did and said weird things.

      Oh, no. She just acted like her mother.

      Since her mother recently passed away, she didn’t have the heart to throw the outfit out or anything else her mother had ever given her. When she found the clothes hidden in the bottom of her drawer as she packed up her stuff, she put it on. She instantly felt closer to her mom.

      So maybe she looked weird, a little mismatched.

      She apparently bought a haunted house.

      She scared the local kids.

      She got fired from her job. Which really wasn’t her fault. How was she supposed to know her new supervisor had been married? Lost and confused after her mom died, she fell into his arms without thinking about it. Well, his wife sure cleared up the confusion. And the president of the company further solved that dilemma by letting her go. Because, of course, her new supervisor was married to his niece.

      Bad luck.

      That was her life.

      Wherever she went, bad luck followed.

      “It’s just a house. A silly, stupid house that my friend couldn’t sell because it looks like shit on the outside. That’s all.”

      Pep talk firmly done, she let out a big breath and climbed the porch steps. Surprisingly, they felt very sturdy, although they looked rotted to the bone.

      Unlocking the door with the key her friend gave her, she pushed open the door and stepped inside.

      “Did I walk into the right house? Because this doesn’t look right. I should stop talking to myself, too. That makes me even stranger.”

      Barely stepping away from the front door, she glanced around the foyer. A large foyer that appeared clean and dust-free. A large, winding staircase was in front of her with a big, gleaming chandelier hanging above. To her right looked like the living room furnished with a white couch and two small, decorative chairs. They looked extremely uncomfortable. To her left, a small room, maybe a parlor. Wasn’t that what it was called? She had no idea, but she liked the idea of calling it a parlor, receiving her guests there first with a sweet treat.

      And she was getting distracted with fanciful ideas. Nobody would probably visit her.

      She also noticed a hallway that she assumed would lead her to the kitchen.

      Everything looked clean and pristine. Did her friend hire a cleaning crew? Based on the decrepit look outside, she expected to see the same inside.

      “I can work with this. I like this.”

      Meow.

      Screaming and jumping, she twirled to her right to see a black cat.

      Hand over her heart, she laughed. “I don’t do cats. You’re going to have to leave, big fella.”

      Meow. Hiss.

      Taking a step back, she stopped when she realized she was retreating. “No way. I’m the boss here. Not you. You get out.”

      The front door slammed.

      Jumping again, this time toward the staircase, she looked at the front door, then at the cat. Strangely enough, the cat looked at the door and then at her.

      “The wind did it.”

      The cat stared at her, its bright-green eyes glowing as if it knew something she didn’t. Something she should know.

      Yeah, like Old Man Bennett haunted the place.

      “Look here, Old Man. It’s my house now. Not yours. You and the black cat better pack your shit and go. I’m crazy, if you haven’t noticed.”

      There. That would show everyone—cat, ghost, hell, even the tiny spiders she imagined lingered in the dark corners—who was the boss around here. Because she was done letting people run all over her. Even a cat and a ghost. No way would they be running her out of here.

      A door slammed upstairs.

      Meooooow.

      Between the cat and the door slamming, she needed a drink.

      “It’s only the wind.”

      Nodding to herself that it couldn’t be anything but the wind, she set her suitcase down and headed for the front door to grab more of her belongings. Like the box full of her liquor supply tucked away in the trunk.

      When she twisted the knob, it wouldn’t budge.

      Meow.

      “Is this why the house never sold? Because once you step inside, you never leave.”

      Meow.

      “Oh, shut up. Dumb cat.”

      A cold hand touched her shoulder.

      Shrieking, she turned around and faced—nothing.

      Nobody stood there.

      Instead of letting the fear take over, she let the anger consume her. Because if she was going to be stuck in a haunted house with a bludgeoned dead man and an annoying black cat, she could’ve at least brought in the box with the liquor and snacks.

      She was hungry, damn it. And nothing good ever happened when she was hungry.
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      He leaned against the banister and grinned. Well, he feigned leaning against the banister. If he actually leaned against it, he’d fall right through. Not that it hurt to go through things because it didn’t. In fact, he couldn’t feel anything. Not a damn thing. Which was why he never went through walls, doors, or leaned against something because it unnerved him that he couldn’t feel it.

      Sometimes, being a ghost sucked.

      Well, no, that wasn’t true.

      It sucked all the time.

      “Come on, you stupid door.” The woman with the prettiest black hair he had ever seen turned his way, then back at the door.

      He straightened.

      Why did she look his way? Did she sense him? Did she know she wasn’t alone? He tried to touch her, then backed away before his hand went through her shoulder. Not to mention, he had scared her, and that was the last thing he wanted to do.

      She grabbed the doorknob once more and pulled.

      Glancing down at Scatter, the black cat that roamed the house, the only other living creature that could see him, he shrugged. “Should we tell her she has to wiggle the handle, then lift it to open the door?”

      Meow.

      She whirled around. “Don’t start with me, cat. Shoo! Go away.”

      He looked right at her as if she would be able to hear and see him. “His name’s Scatter. He only responds to that.”

      Shaking off a shiver, she turned toward the door and kicked it. “I refuse to be defeated by a dumb house.” Turning his way, she shouted, “Open the door, Old Man! Don’t make me show you my crazy side.”

      He grinned and chuckled, sharing a look with Scatter. “She’s cute angry, isn’t she? And what old man is she talking about? I’m not that old.”

      And he wasn’t. Not even close. He was thirty-five years old. That wasn’t considered old, or was it? Times could’ve changed. What did he know?

      Sure, he’d been dead for the past fifty years, but he died when he was thirty-five. That didn’t make him old because he still looked thirty-five. He hadn’t aged.

      He didn’t do anything but wander around the house, talking to a cat like a crazy person, and contemplate why he was stuck in the dumb house.

      She was right.

      This house was dumb.

      He cocked a brow at Scatter. “Am I old? Is your silence saying I’m old?”

      Meow.

      From out of nowhere, the woman stalked his way, stopping a foot away. He jumped, something he hadn’t done in years.

      “Stop meowing. It’s like you’re mocking me. I’ve had enough mockery in my life lately. I’m not going to let a stupid cat do it to me, too.”

      The sad look in her eyes made his heart ache. Why such sadness? Who put it there?

      His hand lifted and reached toward her, stopping short of caressing her cheek. The sudden need to touch her overwhelmed him. The feeling was odd, unfamiliar.

      He hadn’t felt anything in forever. Not in touch. Definitely not in feelings. He knew nothing about this woman other than she didn’t scare too easily, and he wanted to comfort her in any way he could.

      Before he could fulfill his urge to touch her, not that he’d be able to feel her anyway, she turned around and walked back to the door.

      “You shut without notice and now you won’t open. What’s the deal? I need my food. I’m seriously hungry.” She twisted slightly and arched a brow at Scatter. “You got any food, buster?”

      He laughed again, loving her strange reaction to everything.

      When the door slammed, he expected high-pitched screams and manic behavior, which usually occurred when it happened to other people. And it happened a lot, especially every time a new realtor tried to sell the house.

      It never sold.

      Until her.

      It wasn’t him, of course, who slammed the door. He wasn’t a cruel ghost that roamed the house. Not to mention, his hand would just fly through the door if he tried to touch it and slam it.

      He honestly couldn’t explain why the door shut on its own. In all his time here, he never saw any other ghost.

      But that didn’t mean he didn’t feel a presence.

      Because there was something else here.

      He just didn’t know who…or what it was.

      The skin around his eyes crinkled with amusement when she snapped her fingers at Scatter, who sat next to him watching her just as intently.

      “You are of no use to me, cat. Go away if you’re not going to help open the door or bring me some food.” She looked past him, up the stairs. “Where are you, Old Man? Bring me some food if you’re not going to let me escape.”

      He crossed his arms. “I’m not old, and I’m not holding you here against your will. Simply wiggle, then lift. It’ll work, I promise. Happens all the time.”

      She huffed, then twisted back toward the door and grabbed the knob, jerking hard on it. “Let me out.”

      He looked down at Scatter, his lips curved with a crafty smile. “I almost hope she doesn’t figure it out. We haven’t had this much excitement in a while. I like her.” His grin intensified. “I really like her.”

      Meow.

      The silly grin on his face wouldn’t disappear as he watched her ignore Scatter’s latest sound and struggle with the doorknob. She had a nice shape. Tall and willowy, as if she were a dancer. Long black hair that looked as fine as silk. And her eyes. Bright-blue eyes, like the sky on a beautiful sunny day. She had a strange outfit on, but it didn’t detract from her beauty. He had never seen such a beautiful woman in his life. And back in the day, when he was alive, he had his fair share of women. Even a dancer one time, who could do the most amazing things in bed.

      Could this woman? Was she a dancer as well?

      What was he even thinking? He was dead. She couldn’t see him. Pondering such things was a useless endeavor.

      His smile died in its place as the realization hit him. He’d only be able to look, never touch. Never talk to her and find out her name.

      Such a simple thing. A name. He’d never be able to ask her what hers was.

      He wouldn’t be able to reach out his hand and say, “Hi, I’m Mason. Nice to meet you.”

      She needed to leave. Just like the rest always did. She couldn’t stay. He was already living a life of torture by roaming this house with no answer to why.

      With three large steps, he was by her side. Before he could think about it, or even remember he wouldn’t be able to help, no matter how hard he tried, he reached for the doorknob where her hands were twisting with rage.

      His hand touched hers. It didn’t glide through but actually touched.

      She froze.

      He froze.

      Then she screamed.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BELLS WERE RINGING

          

        

      

    

    
      Jumping in her spot, something she never did because not much scared her, she whirled around. Nothing stood before her.

      But something had touched her hand.

      Someone.

      “Who’s there?”

      Determined to show she wasn’t frightened, although she had acted that way, she put her hands on her hips and curled her lips into a sneer. Well, as close to one as she could manage. Her nerves were still shaking from that touch.

      A very cold touch.

      But a touch, nonetheless.

      Maybe this house was truly haunted by Old Man Bennett.

      When nothing stepped out of a wall, or a low moan bellowed her way, or even another cool touch to her body, she lowered her hands.

      A tiny laugh escaped.

      “Mona, you’re acting ridiculous. This place isn’t haunted.” She started to laugh a little harder.

      Nothing touched her. Nothing could’ve touched her. Because ghosts didn’t exist.

      Meow.

      Twitching slightly, yet thankful she didn’t completely jump in her spot, she glanced down at the dumb cat. “Don’t start with me, buster.”

      Meow.

      Narrowing her eyes into tiny little slits, hoping to scare the cat away, she didn’t move a muscle. Her expression turned wary as the cat walked closer and brushed against her leg as if saying hi.

      She shifted away.

      “Don’t do that. I don’t like cats. I told you that.”

      The cat didn’t listen as it stepped closer and brushed against her leg again.

      “Knock it off.”

      It became a game of sorts. She would step back, and the cat would keep coming, trying to brush against her leg as if demanding she accept him as a friend.

      But she didn’t want a cat for a friend.

      She didn’t like cats. Never had. Not even as a little girl when the neighborhood cat, that everyone loved to feed but not bring into their home, was friendly with everyone. Everyone but her. It even scratched her one time when she tried to pet it.

      Dogs loved to bark at her, too.

      Animals just hated her.

      This dumb cat was probably trying to gain her trust so he could get closer to bite and scratch her.

      Not going to happen.

      As she kept stepping back and the cat kept advancing, she finally found nowhere to go when she hit a wall.

      Shivering, she made a mental note to check out how well this place was insulated because standing against this wall felt like an iceberg.

      Then a strange sensation swept through her body. A tingling feeling she had never felt in her life.

      It didn’t feel like a wall anymore. It felt like a pair of hands grasping her hips and a solid body leaning into her.

      Slowly turning her head, she gasped as she stared into a pair of bright-amber eyes. She ran right into the most handsome man ever—not a wall. She couldn’t even turn around fully to get a better look, she was stunned in place.

      “Can you see me?”

      Her mind blanked as the man stared back at her with awe.

      Wait a minute.

      How did he get into her home?

      What did he want?

      Was he going to hurt her?

      And what the hell did he mean could she see him? She wasn’t blind. Of course, she could see him. All the delicious parts, starting with his golden-hazel eyes, to his soft-looking lips, to his gorgeous dark-brown hair that looked made for her hands to comb through. Oh, and he had a beard. She always did have a small fantasy to date a man with a beard.

      The man looked away, down at the cat, and grinned. “I don’t think she can see me, Scatter. But she must sense me. You rascal. You did this on purpose.”

      Cocking a brow, she scoffed. “What the hell are you talking about? How did you get in my house?”

      He jerked his gaze back at her, his mouth wide open with surprise. “You can…” His hands, which were resting lightly on her hips, tightened. “You can really see me?”

      “Buddy, I can feel you, too.” She glanced down at his hands gripping her sides, then back at him. “You should get your paws off me before I call the cops.”

      His brows furrowed, then he nodded. “My apologies.”

      He stepped to the side and let go of her.

      He disappeared right before her eyes.

      Twirling around, her gaze darted back and forth.

      Nothing stood before her but a wall.

      A very solid, very sturdy wall.

      “You’re losing your mind, Mona.”

      Walking backward toward the front door, hoping against hope it’d open for her this time so she could escape this mental house, a low cry slipped from her lips as she tripped over the stupid cat.

      She had no time to stop herself. She fell to the floor, landing hard, her head banging against the wooden floor.

      Bells were ringing in the distance, her brain rattled from the hard hit. Her vision blurred. She blinked a few times to regain her composure.

      She wanted to move, but it hurt. Her head, her back, her butt. Everything just hurt.

      “That man, a figment of my imagination, was right. This is all your fault, you dumb cat.”

      Meow.

      Groaning at the cat’s annoying response, she didn’t try to see where the dumb animal was.

      “All I wanted was to move away for a new start. Not deal with more crap.”

      She closed her eyes.

      A cold hand touched her cheek.

      She instinctively knew it was the man again. The same one that disappeared right before her eyes. She slowly opened her eyes and met his warm, hazel gaze. So much concern sparkled in her direction.

      She had to be losing her mind. Seeing things.

      “You’re not real.”

      He frowned and let go of her cheek. He disappeared in a flash.

      Odd. Why was it every time he let go of her she couldn’t see him? She missed his touch. True, it was a cold touch that always sent a chill straight through her spine, but it was also a gentle touch. It made her feel…something. She couldn’t quite grasp the right word.

      “Hello? Strange man?”

      She sat up, taking her time. She finished what should’ve been an easy task, sighing heavily. Her body screamed in protest, her head pounded, a slight ringing still echoed in her ear.

      “Are you there? Touch me again.”

      Nothing.

      No cold touch.

      No beautiful hazel eyes gazing at her.

      Just silence.

      Meow.

      And the dumb cat.

      She looked at the cat and glared, then gradually moved her lips into a frown. Lifting her hand, she held it out toward the cat. “Scatter? Is that your name?”

      Meow.

      The cat came closer, rubbing its soft, furry body against her hand.

      A sweet smile touched her lips. “Where’d the man go, Scatter?”

      The cat answered by jumping into her lap and sitting down.

      Shocked, and touched for the first time an animal wasn’t trying to maim her, she wrapped her arms around him.

      “I’ve lost my mind. I think I hit my head so hard I imagined a handsome man right before me.” Her smile grew as a gentle purr sounded in her ear. “But that can’t be right. It’s just you and me.”

      She let out a sigh.

      “I’m officially a cat lady.” A strangled laugh let loose. “Scratch that. I’m a crazy cat lady.”
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