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Prologue
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"Listen up, guys," I said. 

Guys? Esther Harvey had lived a century ago. I was pretty sure women weren't called "guys" back then. Apparently I was still in shock at seeing all of my grands in the same room, at the same time, which had never happened before.

I tried again.  "Sorry. Listen, please. All of you. This is very, very important. Some men are coming to stay for a few days—four in all. They're from a TV show called Strange and Stranger and are trying to declare this house haunted."

"As if the renovations weren't annoying enough." Esther's husband Jonas bristled like a porcupine.

And no wonder. He was the distinguished ancestor who'd built the amazing Harvey House in eighteen-eighty-five Tennessee. Way more than a whispery wisp today, he and the others were obviously utilizing the wild energy produced by the storm howling outside. Rain swept the windowpanes in sheets. Wind gusts yanked at the doors. And the lightning! Yikes. Every strike lit up the dark room and brought thunder crashing down on us.

"I suppose we're expected to endure this, too, with good grace?"

Nodding, I tried to explain. "My parents are hoping the visit will put this house on the map again. But is that the kind of attention you want? No! Harvey House is too special for that, which is why I'm begging all of you to lay low while these ghost hunters are here. I know it's super easy to materialize tonight, but you can't. Also, there can be no touching, no talking, no flybys, no perfume, and—" I stared down Grandpa Clancy, the practical joker. "—no farts. In fact, it might be a good idea if you all hung out in the basement. I'll make it off limits to Strange and Stranger."

Just then, a particularly brilliant lightning burst super-charged us all, and I covered my ears against the booming aftermath. I could've sworn my ghostly ancestors were alive and well again with pink in their cheeks. Oh, how I wanted to run to my Mimi, who always had a smile for me, and my Papaw, the most-recent, least-seen additions to my ghostly kin. Tragedy had ended each of their stories. And though they should've gone into the light when they passed, they hadn't.

My theory? They all loved the house too much to leave it.

And my role as three-great, two-great, one-great, and plain old granddaughter? To help the ancestors I loved let go and move on, even if I didn't really want them to.

I'd been trying. For two solid weeks now.

But so far, nobody had left the building.
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The doorbell rang around nine-thirty that Friday night. I was dressed for the occasion, if my best pants and nicest layered tops counted. I immediately saw that the Strange brothers, who'd be hosting the actual episode, hadn't bothered. In fact, they looked kind of scruffy in their low-slung jeans, official S&S tees, and punk sneakers. But maybe that was on purpose. I'd read about their trending show. Millions of eighteen-to-thirty-year-old fans watched every week, and, judging by related social media, most were avid female believers.

So was I, of course—a believer, not a fan. But my feelings were based on what I'd seen with my own eyes for the last two weeks, not what I'd "conjured" via cheesy ghost-tracking equipment.

"Come in where it's dry. Goodness, what a night! I'm Maddie Harvey." I gave them a big old smile. This was the south, after all, and Grace was literally my middle name. "Please make yourselves at home, starting with these towels." I quickly counted heads. Five men instead of the expected four. I was one towel short.

"Trent Strange." The brother leading the pack took one and mopped his hair and shoulders with it. He returned my smile as his gaze swept first me and then the spacious foyer.

I knew what he saw: passably pretty Maddie with her coppery hair and freckles, standing on polished wood floors, an entry table and a bouquet of fresh fall flowers at her elbow. The check-in counter beyond me was little more than a cubbyhole with a registry and a phone. There were two main hallways, one on each side of the staircase dividing the house in half.

"This is my brother Peyton, our tech Lance Wilshire, and our videographers Kase Majors and Ben—" Trent screeched to a halt.

"Brady," the photographer in question quietly told him.

"Brady. Of course." Trent grimaced. "Sorry. He's just joined us."

As in five minutes ago?

Squashing my natural curiosity and an inclination to sarcasm, I began handing out the rest of the towels. They were all good-looking men, I realized, which couldn't hurt the show's ratings. Three took what I offered. Lance had to set down a bag, plus some computer gear to do it. Kase simply shifted his stuff to the other hand. As for Ben, who had just rested a big video camera on his shoulder, he didn't look that wet, thank goodness, and a tiny red light told me he was already filming. I noted that he was the tallest of the group and the largest, but definitely younger than the others, who I guessed were in their thirties. Ben, I decided, couldn't have been much older than my twenty years.

I deliberately shifted into the hostess mode this situation demanded. "It's so nice to have all of you here. Want to see where you'll be sleeping?" Luckily I had more spare rooms than the ones I'd specifically prepared. A lot of them, in fact. Most in some stage of being freshened up, but it would be easy enough to clear out the roller trays, cans, brushes, and drop cloths.

"Show Peyton, if you don't mind. The rest of us need to set up. I want to begin while it's storming. Spirits love this kind of weather." Trent walked a little further into the house, with its high ceilings and tall windows. Since first floor renovations were complete, everything downstairs looked pretty amazing. "Impressive. This will film very well. Thanks for having us."

"Thank my mom," I said with remarkably little attitude, all things considered. "She's a long-time fan." Obsessed described her enthusiasm. Dad was more...intrigued.

Peyton nodded. "Great. Will we be meeting her?"

"Sorry, no. My folks are in sunny Florida, but I'm at your disposal. Anything you need. Anything at all."

"For starters, we'll need space for our nerve center."

Knowing this, I'd already cleared out a spot in the library. "Left hallway, second door. Our property manager, David Cobb, has set up some tables, chairs, and power strips in there."

"You have staff?" Trent seemed disconcerted when he handed me his damp towel.

"Just the housekeeper, Heidi White, who also cooks, the yardman Pete, who is her husband, and David."

"They live on the premises? I was told the house would be empty except for you."

"They stay in the guest houses where you won't be. There are other places off limits, by the way. I've shut the doors and put a blue tape x on them. One is my room, which is just beyond the library. There's a guest bathroom on this floor that you're welcome to use, plus several more in the house. My parents' bedroom is at the end of the hall. Since Mom didn't say otherwise, I'm assuming you can film in there." I gathered up everyone else's towels and coolly turned to Peyton. "Right this way."

He quickly grabbed his companions' personal bags before following me up the wide stairs. I clutched the handrail as we went up. There were no squeaky steps thanks to recent repairs and a beautiful Persian runner that further muffled our ascent. At the top, I switched on a converted oil lamp to illuminate the hall and directed him to their rooms so he could deposit the bags. Meanwhile, I went in the other direction to find one more. Except for the expected painting paraphernalia, I located one that was otherwise habitable enough. I was moving those items to the closet when Peyton found me.

He watched. "Sorry about the spare. He was a last-minute addition. We had no choice." He moved a little closer than I liked, but my personal bubble was larger than most.

"Hopefully this will work." The room was ready to go otherwise.

Peyton dropped the last bag on the floor. "It's fine. Thanks."

Peripherally, I caught movement. My heart skipped a beat. I dared not look to see which grandparent had joined us. Peyton might notice or, if he happened to be psychic, actually see what I saw, which was probably Clancy, who loved pranks too much to miss a chance poke at strangers.

Hoping my guest didn't have an iPhone app that beeped if a ghost came around, I quickly went to the door. "I think I'll check progress downstairs. This is all so interesting." Liar, liar, pants on fire. Peyton joined me and put a hand on the small of my back as I left the room and headed down the shadowy hall. His smile was friendly; his demeanor, inviting. I'll admit I might've looked twice in any other circumstances. "Do you have family besides your brother?"

"Parents. A sister."

"No wife and kids?"

"Why do you ask?"

"I'm wondering how they feel about your ghost hunting. Are they believers?"

"Are you?"

So much for Peyton. Tired of him already, I passed the door to the office and entered the library where the guys had clearly been busy. The tables David had set up now held two large computer monitors, each of which showed four rooms, thanks to divided screens. Trent stared as, one by one, every square went from black dark to a night-vision image of whatever area the camera had just been set up in. I got a close-up of Kase every time he adjusted one. I recognized the downstairs hallways, as well as the living room, dining room, and the stairs. Soon my parents' bedroom popped up, too, as did images from the second floor.

I didn't see a single spirit, but would I? Viewing remotely might change things. Could the camera see them even if the guys couldn't? And if the camera couldn't, could I? Unsure, I abruptly scooped up the towels and took them to the laundry room. How was I going to play obliging hostess for three long days?

When Dad first started talking about getting away while renovations were being done, Mom had made a big deal of begging me to watch the place, which meant sleeping over. At first, I couldn't imagine why since it would be officially closed and they had a manager to deal with things like this. Then I found out that manager, my mom's twin sister Allison, was going on vacation with my parents. So of course those two were now micromanaging things from the beach, while my apartment sat empty just a few miles away.

Proving the place was haunted was Mom's worst idea yet, in my opinion. I imagined eager guests roaming the halls at all hours with full-spectrum cameras or sneaking down to the off-limits basement, which had functioned as an illegal bar during prohibition. Or maybe they'd just invade the attic, which was brimming with stuff we "might need someday," my packrat-borderline-hoarder dad's favorite excuse to keep ev-er-y-thing.

"How about an interview to get things going?" Trent's booming voice made me jump, an overreaction probably filmed by Ben, who'd walked in right behind him.

I glanced at the wall clock: ten-thirty. "Is in here all right?"

"How about the living room, instead?" He swept an arm toward the door. "After you."

I led the way; they followed. Trent and I sat in matching antique chairs with a small table and a Tiffany lamp between us.

"How's the lighting?" he asked.

Ben lowered his camera for a second. "Goth."

I quickly jumped up to turn on more lights, my focus Ben's handsome face. I'd never seen eyes that color before. Pale gray. Ethereal.

"No." Trent stopped me with a smile. "Goth is perfect tonight."

Ben's split-second wince intrigued me, assuming that's what it was. By the time I'd sat, he'd rested that big old camera on his shoulder again and ducked behind the viewing screen.

"Ready?" Trent's demeanor immediately changed. He looked at me as if I'd just lost a loved one. "How long have you lived here, Maddie?"

"Actually, I don't. I have an apartment. I have lived here off and on, though, starting when I was born. My parents had me very young and stayed here while they finished high school and went to college. When my grandparents died, we moved back in permanently. I was here a couple of years before I moved out last December. Now I'm here for the renovations."

"Cut!" Trent leaned toward me and patted my knee. "Look at me, not the camera, hon."

I felt a blush coming on. "Right. Sorry." Awk-ward.

"No worries. Starting from the top." He gave me that poor-little-thing look again. "How long
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