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  Denise Pack squeezed her husband’s hand a bit tighter when they rounded the corner in their car as the two-story boxlike house emerged into view.


  “You okay?” Ernie Pack asked, not eyeing his wife in the passenger seat but keeping his focus on snaking to the right and around the corner, then taking an immediate left into the only empty space in a three-car-wide driveway.


  Denise leaned forward to see the entirety of the house through the windshield. “Do you think it’s true?”


  “Do I think what’s true?” Ernie slipped his hand from Denise’s grip and turned the ignition key to shut off the engine.


  Without taking her gaze from the gray house—three rectangular widows adorning the top row and two windows, with the door to the far left, comprising the bottom row—Denise swallowed hard. “That it really is the most-haunted house in Kentucky?”


  Ernie sighed and regarded his wife. “I hope so. That’s why we just drove almost six hours for this showing, right? If it’s all a bunch of hogwash, I’m gonna send my gas receipts to the realtor… um… What’s her name again?”


  Denise spied the For Sale sign on the front lawn and bit the inside of her cheek in nervous excitement. “LeAnne.”


  “Looks like she’s here already.” Ernie motioned to the two vehicles in the wide yet shallow rectangular driveway.


  “I wonder whose other car that is,” Denise said and pulled the latch to open the passenger door.


  When he heard another vehicle approach, Ernie looked in his side-view mirror to watch the car park on the other side of the narrow street. He watched a woman exit the gray SUV and smooth out her skirt. “Now we have four cars here.”


  Denise exited their car and waved at the blonde across the street. “That’s LeAnne,” she said to Ernie.


  The middle-aged woman trotted across the empty roadway—not looking either way for traffic, as the house sat on a short dead-end street—and proffered her hand to Denise in the driveway. “So glad you guys could make the trip.”


  Ernie cleared his throat as he exited from the driver’s seat and closed the door. “Ernie Pack,” he said to LeAnne, shaking her hand.


  “How was the drive?”


  “Pretty straightforward,” Ernie said, then beheld the front of the house again, noticing four white decorative stars in a horizontal line below the second-story windows. “So, this is it?”


  LeAnne flashed a wide smile. “Welcome to the Ditto House.”


  Denise squealed from the back of her throat. “I’m so excited.”


  LeAnne swept her hand to head them up the skinny pathway to the front door. “This house is steeped in history. I’ll go over some of it as I give you the tour of the house.”


  “Ernie is the history buff,” Denise said, then hesitated before she added, “but I’m the paranormal nut.”


  LeAnne turned without slowing her pace to make eye contact with Denise. “I’m pretty certain this house will have what you are both looking for.” She winked at the Packs before turning front-facing again.


  The trio reached the front door, and Denise tucked a wayward strand of her naturally red hair behind her ear.


  “Another showing is taking place right now,” LeAnne said, surveying the other two cars in the driveway, “but I know how far you drove and are probably anxious to see the house. We’ll make sure we stay out of their way.”


  “So, other potential buyers are inside the house right now?” Denise eyed Ernie with furrowed brows, her expression almost panicked.


  “Oh, Mrs. Pack, it has been a revolving door of showings this week. We’ve had so many inquiries that the real-estate company has assigned two of us, just so we can keep up with all the bookings.”


  Ernie raised a skeptical eyebrow at Denise. “This is a sales tactic. Don’t start signing away our life savings yet.”


  LeAnne chortled. “I assure you, Mr. Pack, that I don’t need to apply any used-car-salesman techniques for the Ditto House. It will sell itself.”


  “How many offers have you had already?” Denise asked.


  LeAnne gripped the front doorknob and sighed. “None yet.”


  “So, nobody wanted the house so far?” Ernie asked, followed by a sarcastic chuckle.


  LeAnne turned to glare at Ernie, her lips pursed, her eyes wide. Her face was stoic, as all color drained from it. “No, Mr. Pack. The house hasn’t wanted any of the potential buyers.”


  Ernie waited for the realtor to turn around before spinning his index finger around his right ear, then whispered to Denise, “Cuckoo.”


  Denise scowled at him and slapped his chest with the back of her hand. “Stop it,” she whispered back. “Be nice.”


  Ernie intertwined his fingers with his wife’s hand as LeAnne opened the door to reveal a hallway that led to the bottom of a staircase pressed against the left-hand wall. They entered the pre–Civil War residence, their soft-soled sneakers still making loud footfalls on the real-wood flooring.


  Denise peeked through the first doorway on the right into the front sitting room, noticing a fireplace on the far wall. She then gazed the length of the room to see two more rooms in a row.


  “LeAnne?” a woman called out from somewhere on the second floor.


  “It’s me with my three o’clock appointment,” she yelled up the stairs. “Do you want us to wait outside?”


  “Nah, I think we’re done. Coming down in a sec,” the woman answered.


  Denise took a half step into the front room to get a better view of the middle room, noting another fireplace against the right-hand wall between two windows and two small steps that led into the third room.


  The doorframes of each were just crooked enough to notice yet not crooked enough to bother her. She surveyed the old wood flooring, the vintage wallpapering, the period furniture. Each room sat at a slightly different height than the one next to it, giving it a topsy-turvy funhouse feel. The ethereal echoes of the past seemed to come from just beyond the veil. When she heard movement upstairs, Denise stood alongside her husband and their realtor.


  LeAnne’s colleague descended the wooden staircase, holding onto the banister. A twentysomething couple followed behind her. The realtor smiled at LeAnne, then faced the man and woman with her. “See? I told you this house is the hottest thing on the market right now.” She inclined her chin toward the Packs. “Our showings are even starting to overlap.”


  Ernie leaned down to Denise’s ear. “Man, they are really good at hyping up this place.”


  The young woman glanced at the Packs, then focused on her realtor. “Thank you for being so thorough in the tour. We will be in touch.” She and her partner exited the Ditto House, hand-in-hand, walking toward their car.


  “I’ll talk to you back at the office?” LeAnne asked the other realtor.


  The woman nodded and placed her hand on the front doorknob. “Do you want me to close this?”


  “Thanks.”


  Once the door clicked shut, Denise felt more comfortable fully entering the front room and beholding a few pieces of furniture spread throughout the three aligned rooms. Ernie followed her, and LeAnne stopped in the doorway that separated the hallway and the front room.


  “Are the owners still moving out?” Denise asked, rubbing her hand along a large rectangular desk near where LeAnne stood.


  “Nope. They have been gone since the end of last month and left behind some furniture that they felt belonged to the house.”


  “You talk like the house has its own identity,” Ernie said. “Not belonged in the house but belonged to the house. Interesting way to put it.”


  LeAnne chuckled. “Mr. Pack, no other house in the state has as much personality and self-identity than the Ditto House.”


  “Will we get to meet the previous owners if we buy the house?” Denise asked.


  Ernie shot his wife a Not so fast, Speedy Gonzales look.


  LeAnne stepped fully into the front room. “They moved to Parkview, Massachusetts, right outside of Salem, so my office will handle the transaction.”


  Ernie kneeled to inspect the fireplace on the far wall. “That is Denise’s favorite vacation destination.”


  “Salem? Or Parkview?” LeAnne asked.


  “Salem. Never heard of Parkview.” Denise rubbed her index finger across a large dark stain on the left-behind desk and spoke without looking up. “What’s the story behind this desk?”


  “During the Civil War, General Sherman took up residency here at West Point a few houses down. His command staff moved into the Ditto House to hold all their war-room meetings about the Union invasion into Georgia. Sherman and his command staff used that exact desk to draw up the plans for the July 22, 1864, Battle of Atlanta. That large stain may be spilled ink from when they were finalizing or signing off on the attack plans.”


  Ernie rose from in front of the fireplace and approached the desk.


  “This is right up your alley, huh?” Denise asked, stepping aside so Ernie could get a wider view of the piece of furniture that held so much significance in a turning point in the war.


  “Wasn’t West Point a Confederate-sympathizing town?” he asked, gazing across the desk.


  LeAnne crossed the room and stopped in the doorway that led from the front room into the middle room. “The Guthrie family owned the Ditto House during the Civil War. They were Southern loyalists, so Mrs. Guthrie would eavesdrop on the Sherman’s command staff when she served them tea, then would report their plans to the Confederacy.”


  “Seems risky, being a mole in her own house,” Denise said.


  “The Guthries’ son fought for the Confederacy. I’m sure, as a parent, she felt the risk was warranted. Sadly he was killed at the Battle of Peachtree Orchid, near Stone Mountain, Georgia.” LeAnne turned and entered the middle room. “Follow me here to the next room.”


  “Another fireplace,” Ernie muttered and kneeled in front of it to inspect the craftsmanship.


  “Ernie loves architecture,” Denise said to LeAnne.


  “Well, he’ll love hearing about all the different functions the house has had through the years.” LeAnne sauntered to the far doorway that led from the middle room into the third aligned room to give the Packs some space to explore. “A local man named James Brown applied for the permit to build on the property in 1823. He ran out of money during the construction and couldn’t pay the workers after they finished it. The court ordered Mr. Brown to sell the house so he could pay the builders. Enter Mr. Guthrie, who bought the house in 1841 from Mr. Brown to pay Brown’s construction debt. Mr. Guthrie then conscripted the home as a military hospital for the Union soldiers during the Civil War. I’ll get to more on that when I tell you about Fort Duffield down the street. Then, after the war, Guthrie ran a bank out of here. He owned it until the turn of the century, when a salt-trader mogul—named Abraham Ditto, who sold lumber to flatboat builders—bought it to reappropriate it into the Riverview Inn, which doubled as a brothel.”


  Denise giggled. “You’ve always wanted to visit a brothel, right, Ernie? Now you might get to live in one.”


  Ernie stood and flashed a devilish smile. “Hey, woman, I’m not above getting busy with ghost vixens.”


  LeAnne chuckled. “Well, you might change your mind when I tell you what happened to a traveling life-insurance salesman one night at Mr. Ditto’s brothel. After that closed, it was commandeered to become more respectable businesses—a railroad ticket station, a makeshift post office after West Point’s main location flooded, a restaurant, a fish market. Then it found itself as a bed-and-breakfast, before returning to a private residence.” She pivoted and motioned for the Packs to follow her into the third room.


  The trio stood in the next room, noting the entrance to the kitchen on the far wall.


  “What’s the story about the traveling salesman?” Denise asked, gazing at this room’s fireplace.


  LeAnne smirked. “I’ll save that story for when we get to the room where he was murdered.”


  “Ooh, a murder room!” Denise said with a squeal.


  Ernie approached a glass cabinet that the owners had also left behind and scanned the random artifacts on its shelves.


  LeAnne nodded. “The homeowners collected those items from the property, mostly stuff that washed up into the backyard from the river.”


  Ernie surveyed dog tags, marbles, Indian arrowheads, a glass bottle, pieces of brick, and a stone that held an insect-like fossil.


  LeAnne turned and headed into the long rectangular kitchen. “Abraham Ditto added this just after the turn of the last century. The original kitchen was considered a summer kitchen, which is the brick building next door.”


  “So, that building would be part of the purchase?” Ernie asked, perusing the appliances and cabinets.


  “No. After the town readjusted the property lines, it got included in the deed to the adjacent property.”


  “Bummer,” Denise said.


  LeAnne opened the door to the backyard and stepped onto the porch and into the bright sunlight. A wide river bisected to the right of the property just beyond the small fenced-in area. Denise and Ernie followed the realtor and surveyed the two rivers.


  “Lewis and Clark’s first stop on their expedition was just past this backyard to pick up John Shields, who was their blacksmith and gunsmith,” LeAnne began. “That is the Ohio River. See where it breaks off right over there? That’s the start of the Salt River.”


  “See, Ernie? So much history,” Denise said and looped her arms through his.


  “Way more than I had thought,” he said.


  “The backyard didn’t always go to the river’s edge. Water Street was between where we stand now but fell into the Ohio during the 1887 flood.” LeAnne squinted at Denise’s arm. “That’s an interesting tattoo. What does Get Haunted mean?”


  Denise raised her right arm to eye level. “It’s a ghost-investigation company that I’m part of.”


  LeAnne’s face lit up. “That’s really neat. You know, I have never been on a ghost hunt. My best friend lives in Missouri, and I believe there is a prison out there that has overnight hunts.”


  “Now you understand a bit why this house would be a perfect fit for us?” Denise asked.


  “If you’re devoted enough to get it inked onto your skin, I would say you are the most qualified of all the people signed up for showings so far.”


  Ernie wrapped his arm around Denise’s shoulders, then smiled lovingly at his wife. “I do admit that Red would love it out here.”


  Denise nodded. “It would be nice for him to have a fenced-in yard, where we don’t have to walk him or have to worry about him escaping.”


  “Is Red your dog?” LeAnne asked.


  “Yep, he’s a pitbull–Rhodesian ridgeback mix. We left him at a local boarding place,” Denise answered.


  “Except,” Ernie whispered, as if their dog could hear them, “we tell him that he’s going to a pet hotel.”


  “That’s cute,” LeAnne said. “Maybe he’s doing his own ghost hunting at the pet hotel. You know, following in his owners’ footsteps.”


  “Maybe. But he’s getting up there in age though,” Denise added and chuckled.


  “Well, the step from the porch to the ground is low enough for an elderly dog,” LeAnne pointed out. “Let’s go back inside, and I’ll take you to the second floor.”


  Ernie and Denise let the realtor reenter the kitchen first before following behind her. They traversed the three aligned rooms until they reached the front foyer again, where the staircase ascended to the second story.


  The trio climbed the steps in a single file, and Denise glanced down to the front room. She stopped so suddenly that Ernie collided with her.


  Ernie asked, “What’s wrong—?”


  Denise asked simultaneously, “Who’s that?”


  LeAnne crouched to follow Denise’s finger pointing into the front room. “Who’s who?”


  Denise turned and fled down the stairs and into the front room. “A man. He was just standing right here. Where I am.”


  LeAnne side-eyed Ernie, then slowly took one step at a time downward. “What …” She swallowed hard. “What did he look like?”


  “Tall. Old-timey hat, like a fedora. Suitcase.”


  “Brown-colored suit?” LeAnne asked.


  Denise nodded. “He was just standing here.” She spun slowly, as if the man could be hiding in plain sight. “How did you know? Did you see him?”


  LeAnne sighed. “That’s Silas Rodman. Our traveling life-insurance salesman. He’s known to frequently appear throughout the house.”


  “The one who was killed here when it was a brothel?” Ernie asked, gripping the banister.


  “That’s the one. He had been passing through town and stopped here for a room.”


  “Probably for a little something more than just room and board,” Ernie said and chuckled.


  “And a little more than he bargained for, to boot,” LeAnne added. “Other guests had caught him cheating in a poker game upstairs, and they stabbed him in his stomach and chest.”


  “In the murder room,” Denise finished in a whisper, heading from the front room and toward the staircase again.


  “Correct.” LeAnne started up the staircase toward the second floor again. “Reports say he fled the house, hunched over holding his side, bleeding everywhere. That was the night of November 26, 1903. His body washed up from the Ohio River into the park just down from the house in May of 1904. And they never identified who had stabbed him. No one would talk. No one would rat out anyone.”


  They reached a landing, where either they could turn sharp right for a handful more steps or curve to the left for just two small steps, connecting the two separate wings that comprised the second floor. The architecture all added to the mismatched and unbalanced funhouse feel of the interior.


  “So, his killer was never brought to justice,” LeAnne added. “His death has gone unavenged.”


  “Might be why he’s still roaming the house,” Ernie added.


  LeAnne spun to face Ernie. “You’re not into the paranormal, yet you weren’t scared?”


  “Oh, Ernie is into it. Just not as much as me. That’s even how we met, on a ghost tour,” Denise answered for him.


  Ernie nodded. “I would say I believe in all of it, and I am not afraid of any of it, but I am not obsessed about it, not like this one here.”


  “I’m not obsessed.” Denise playfully punched his arm.


  “Your tattoo says otherwise,” he said, with a smirk.


  Denise rubbed her Get Haunted tattoo and squinted daggers at him.


  “All right, I’ll let you guys decide,” LeAnne interrupted. “We can go left toward the murder room or right toward—”


  Faraway sounds of a giggling child came from the room at the end of the hallway to the right. The air inside the Ditto House chilled by a few degrees, and none of the trio breathed.


  Ernie frowned. “Did you hear—”


  “Shush!” Denise said to Ernie.


  A high-pitched sound of glee wafted from the far-right room again, as if riding on the waves of an air current.


  “I have never heard that before,” LeAnne whispered, her face pale, as she wrung her hands.


  Denise looked wide-eyed at Ernie. “Did that sound like…?”


  Ernie nodded, trying to keep his eyes from welling with tears.


  Denise pushed past LeAnne and inched up the small five-step staircase toward the empty room at the end of the hallway that faced them. “Do it again,” she whispered. “Laugh again. I want to hear it one more time. Please. For Mommy.”


  Ernie swallowed hard and followed his wife. “That could have been anyone. You know that as well as I do.”


  Denise spun to glare at him. “I know the sound of my baby girl when I hear her.” She stifled a sob and pressed her arm underneath her nose to prevent a full-on cry from escaping. “A mother always remembers.”


  The Packs entered the empty room at the end of the hallway, and Denise closed her eyes to feel the space. Ernie’s gaze darted around the four walls, the single window, then landed on the closet door.


  “Take as long as you need, guys,” LeAnne called out from atop the stairs.


  “Thank you,” Ernie replied, slowly pulling open the closet door. And gasped. He slapped his hand to his mouth and stumbled backward. He grabbed his wife’s arm and pointed to the closet floor.


  Denise shuffled, inch by inch, across the tiny room toward the opened closet. She crouched to reach for the small child’s rocking horse. The wooden toy still wobbled on its curved planks, as if someone—or something—had just recently got off it. Denise’s fingers wrapped around one of the handles, and the rocking horse stopped its slight motion. She hiccupped a sob, and her chin dropped to her chest while she closed her eyes.


  Ernie looked down the short hallway to LeAnne, still standing on the top step. “This is the exact same rocking horse that Denise’s mom gave us when our daughter was born. Her mother had inherited it from her grandmother. Our daughter passed away when she was three years old.”


  LeAnne cautiously trod down the hallway and into the smallest room of the house. “The sellers never had any children.”


  “Were they antique collectors?” Ernie asked.


  Denise lowered her face closer to the seat of the rocking horse and traced the carved letters with her finger. It felt so real. Yet it must be a hallucination, right? The original rocking horse was in storage. Right? She rose to her feet so quickly that Ernie took a startled step backward. “We’ll take it. Whatever the homeowners are asking.”


  Ernie pulled his lips taut and narrowed his eyes to send her a cautionary message. Denise ignored it.


  LeAnne’s smile grew from ear to ear as she clapped her hands once. “Great! We can finish the tour and go from there.”


  “Maybe we should discuss it after the rest of the tour, alone, and not make any rash decisions,” Ernie said through almost gritted teeth.


  “Look at what’s carved into the seat,” Denise retorted.


  Ernie kneeled to inspect the brown seat. He inhaled, held his breath until his lungs were about to explode, and blew it out loudly.


  LeAnne shifted her weight from foot to foot. “With all due respect, may I ask what it is?”


  Ernie rose from his knees and faced her. “Our deceased daughter’s name is scratched into the seat.”


  LeAnne’s eyes widened, then she got control of her demeanor—returning to professionalism. She converted shock into confirmation. “See? We didn’t lie when we claimed this was Kentucky’s most-haunted house.”


  “Mary-Ellen is here,” Denise whispered. “It’s a sign, Ernie. She wants us to live here. Whatever energy this house still holds, she can use it to communicate with us. We can be a family again here.”


  Ernie patted Denise’s arm to settle her spiraling thoughts and asked the realtor, “Other than the traveling salesman, what other inhabitants have you heard about?”


  “I’m not into all the spooky stuff, but someone who claims to know a lot about it told me that this house acts like a portal, like a Bermuda Triangle of sorts for the supernatural and paranormal. So, it’s never one consistent haunt. Silas, though, seems to be the permanent resident.”


  “Probably because he was murdered in the house,” Ernie quipped. “The rest are either just passing through or only visiting because their final resting place is close by.”


  “That doesn’t explain how Mary-Ellen giggled to get my attention, then manifested an image of her rocking horse in this closet so I would know it was truly her,” Denise said.


  “LeAnne just said this house is known to be a portal,” Ernie countered.


  “Do you want to see the rest of the house now, or do you still need some time here?” LeAnne asked.


  Ernie yielded the decision to his wife whether she was collected enough to continue.


  Denise sucked her lips into her mouth and nodded. “Yeah, I’m good. Let’s see the rest of our house.” She slipped her arm through Ernie’s.


  “You just said our house.”


  “Oh, I guess I did. That just slipped out.”


  “You really are making this difficult for me to send the sellers a counteroffer,” Ernie said with a chuckle.


  LeAnne turned right out of the tiny room and entered the largest bedroom of the house.


  “This one is ours,” Denise said.


  “We haven’t even seen the other three bedrooms yet,” Ernie joked.


  “I can just feel it. Plus, I want to be next to the nursery.”


  “So, we’ve already named the room next door as the nursery?”


  Denise put her palms on Ernie’s chest and looked up at him. “Clearly that will be Mary-Ellen’s room. So, yes. That’s what I’m calling it.”


  LeAnne slid past the Packs back into the hallway and through another doorway next to the master bedroom. “This bedroom seems to have one particular woman apparition who visits frequently, so we call it the ladies’ bedroom. She might not be as consistent as Silas, but visitors have mentioned her a lot, and she’s a mainstay in much of the lore of the house. One theory is that she’s the ghost of one of Mr. Guthrie’s daughters, Louisianna Guthrie, who died in childbirth in the house during the Civil War. The baby didn’t make it either.”


  Denise scanned the floral wallpaper and the delicate atmosphere—vulnerable even—that seemed to permeate the space. She imagined a young Guthrie woman, scared yet hopeful that everything would be okay, only to perish, unable to save her unborn baby either. And now Louisianna Guthrie was destined to occupy the very room where she had expired. Denise shivered at the notion.


  Ernie approached an armoire sitting between a window and the fireplace. He pointed to it. “Mind if I open it?”


  LeAnne nodded. “Most of this stuff will be yours anyway if you buy the house.”


  Ernie opened the wooden doors to reveal a plethora of old clothes from a bygone time. He removed layers of men’s frock coats and sack suits, using his arm as a shelf to drape the clothing over. Then Ernie bent forward more to reach the pile of women’s corsets and skirts. “Gosh, these would be amazing if we ever hosted a turn-of-the-century who-dunnit mystery dinner or something.”


  Denise peered into the wardrobe cupboard and placed a picture hat, complete with a large feather, onto her head. She closed her eyes and swayed, a smile crossing her face as she got lost in some Edwardian-style fantasy.


  “The last two bedrooms are on the opposite wing,” LeAnne said, breaking Denise from her reverie.


  “One of them being the murder room?” Ernie asked, sliding the stack of clothes from his arm back into the wardrobe cupboard. He took the hat from Denise, stowed it with the rest of the clothes, and closed the armoire door.


  LeAnne nodded and stepped into the hallway from the ladies’ bedroom. “Before we head over there, I want you to look at the floors.”


  Ernie and Denise noticed the boards seemed a bit more scuffed and weatherworn than the downstairs flooring. The planks seemed wider, and Ernie noted how they seemed to hold a bit more enigmatic personality.


  With a nod to Ernie, LeAnne continued. “As you know, West Point was a major salt-trading port. With the Salt River just behind the house, Mr. Ditto built his legacy on moving salt from this area to the rest of the country. A ship carrying sugarcane from New Orleans came into port to buy or to trade for salt from Mr. Ditto’s warehouse. The ship did not contain enough sugarcane, nor did they have the extra funds to cover the amount of salt they wanted to return to Louisiana with. So, Abraham Ditto struck a deal with them to barter a portion of ship’s lumber to be dismantled and used as payment for the remainder owed to get their salt. That lumber, from that sugarcane ship, is now what you are standing on.”


  Ernie’s gaze panned the length of the hallway. “So, you mean we’re standing on the actual floorboards from that ship?”


  “Pretty cool, huh?” LeAnne said. “I thought that might sweeten the deal for the history buff.” She winked at Denise. “Come on. Let’s head to the other wing.”


  They descended the five steps that brought them back to the landing atop the staircase but continued forward up the two small steps that led to the other wing of the second floor.


  “The first of two bathrooms is on the left of the hallway, and the murder room is across from it.”


  The Packs veered into the bathroom that boasted a large soaking tub, a stand-up shower, two sinks, and a toilet.


  Ernie nodded. “Let’s see this murder room.”


  LeAnne opened a closed door across the hallway, and the trio entered.


  Denise closed her eyes and placed a hand over her heart. “I can feel it.” She extended her other hand, her palm facing downward. “The card table was right here. Silas dropped an Ace that he had hidden, and the man sitting next to him flipped over the table and stabbed Silas in the side.”


  “She gets visions sometimes,” Ernie whispered to LeAnne.


  “But… that’s odd.” Denise opened her eyes and squinted at Ernie. “I can’t make out the person who stabbed him. A shimmery fog covered him.”


  “It’s not always a perfect science,” Ernie said.


  Denise closed her eyes again. “But Silas never leaves. They may have found him washed up on the riverbank, but he chooses to stay here until he finds his killer.”


  “He’ll be here a long time then,” Ernie said with a laugh. “Maybe he should search the afterlife for him at this point instead.”


  “I guess we’ll just have to get used to sharing a space with him,” Denise added, opening her eyes once more, and flashed Ernie a snide smirk.


  “And, last but not least, is the addition that the current homeowners built.”


  The Packs followed LeAnne across the large murder room space and through a door at the far-left corner that blended perfectly with the wall.


  “We call it the river-view bedroom, but it would serve as a great live-in nanny suite, as well.”


  The recently added bedroom had its own bathroom on the far side and a staircase directly to the left of the murder room doorway.


  “Those steps go straight into the kitchen.” LeAnne turned to face the Packs but checked her watch. “Did you want to see anything a second time? We’re running a bit late, and another couple has a showing in ten minutes.”


  The idea of potential buyers getting a tour of her house sent a disgusted shiver down Denise’s spine. “Can we sign anything right now to prevent anyone else from viewing or from making an offer?”


  “You can make an offer on the house right now, but it’s always at the seller’s discretion to refuse or accept it. Just because you are willing to pay the asking price doesn’t mean someone else can’t offer more.”


  “I’ve heard sometimes you can message homeowners if you want to explain why they should sell to you, even if someone else offers more money,” Denise said.


  “It’s called a letter of intent,” LeAnne said. “A lot of times, when people get outbid and can’t afford to raise their offer, they will send a letter of intent to include something that might resonate with the homeowner. Maybe personal anecdotes or shared hardships.”


  “You want to… exploit Mary-Ellen to sweeten the offer?” Ernie asked.


  “Not exploit. Just to… explain,” Denise corrected.


  A door slammed downstairs.


  “Is the next showing here?” Ernie asked, heading toward the staircase.


  “Could be.” LeAnne peeked out the window overlooking the front of the house. “Not yet. No additional cars are out there.”


  The trio descended to the first floor and stopped at the bottom of the stairs in the foyer.


  “You have my number,” LeAnne stated. “After you think it over, call me with your offer. Plus, if you feel it will help, email me a letter of intent. I will forward both to
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