
Ghost Hunters Anthology 09

by S. H. Marpel, J. R. Kruze, 
C. C. Brower


  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      GHOST HUNTERS ANTHOLOGY 09

    

    
      First edition. April 12, 2020.

      Copyright © 2020 S. H. Marpel et al..

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1393900689

    

    
    
      Written by S. H. Marpel et al..

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Dedication

When Death Lives Twice

The Healers Chronicles: Birthdays

The Healers Chronicles: Origins

Lazurai: Homecoming

Did You Find the Strange Secret in This Story?

Related Books You May Like

Did You Like This Book?

A Guide to the Ghost Hunters Series

Further Reading: Ghost Hunters Anthology 01

Also By S. H. Marpel

Also By C. C. Brower

Also By J. R. Kruze

About the Publisher



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To all our many devoted and loyal fans: 


We write and publish these stories only for you.


(Be sure to get your bonuses at the end of the story...)
 

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]
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BY S. H. MARPEL

Sequel to “Felicity” and “When Death Died”

- - - -
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“WELL, THIS IS CURIOUS - I’ve only got papers that say to take one of you.”

My two latest deaths stood in front of me.

“The other is supposed to keep on living. But here you both are.”

Neither spoke to volunteer which was which.

“So, you both intend to keep on living, in spite of my orders to take one of you.”

Silence signaled assent.

“You know that no one has ever cheated Death. Just because you have some spirit-guides looking out for you doesn’t mean I won’t end up with one - or even both of you.”

I tapped a long, bony finger.

“Or maybe all four of you, just to make it completely fair. Because the more those two gals are working to keep you both alive, the more they are just making a bargain with me.”

The two men standing there looked at each other.

Then turned to me and shrugged. At the same time, like they’d rehearsed it.

“Alrighty, then. The Game is on. Let’s see who can beat Death and keep living. It’s like always - all or nothing.

“And I never lose...”

I

JUDE AND I GOT RUSHED in here again last night.

Because both our boys slipped under again. Flat-lining like before.

Rochelle kept telling us we two sisters were doing great at nursing them, that there was nothing anyone else could do any better. But now each of us had only one duty right now – and that was to save the guy we were “assigned” to.

We knew Rochelle had never seen anything like this before. Sure, she’d had people just give up and die on her. Especially when she couldn’t get to them in time. Even after she’d brought them back to life once or twice or more.

But under the care of a Lazurai healer, body death is extremely rare.

Sure, they both had serious wounds when they came in. But those had all been patched. And there were only faint lines now where the jagged cuts had been repaired. In time, there wouldn’t even be any scars to show. The surgery here was expert.

Yet this was the third time both of us had to come in and stop the slide.

And once we did, it left us both exhausted. Of course, it didn’t help that we were either sleeping on hallway couches or a nearby wheeled gurney just to be on call.

At least we had plenty of towels around to sob into when it got to be too much.

- - - - 
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MY SISTER AND I WERE spirit-guides, not used to being healers.

We’d seen it done, been around to help, even held oozing pads on bloody wounds with our own hands while rushing the injured to an operating room.

This was different. Much.

Rochelle explained it as simply as she could. I was somehow connected to John on an intimate basis, and Jude was connected to Bernie. And just as Jude and I were both connected to each other, there was some connection between Bernie and John as well.

So it wasn’t just any healer that could come in and “fix” what was wrong. Not with our two boys.

Rochelle had talked to Ben and he’d been researching everything he could find on this area – everything the Library and his network could find.

But nothing more, really, than the way she had explained it.

And I felt it somewhere inside me as well. I’d give my eternal life to save John. Just as Jude would for Bernie – even though she’d known him less than a day before he wound up here near-death.

The one thing we knew about Bernie is his background as a shifter. Most of the time, he’d prefer being a border collie. And that breed was known to not just defend but care for their charge as if they were one with them.

And John would give anything to anyone to help them solve their life-problem.

The math on that was pretty clear: we four were in on this to the end. Either alive or dead, but preferably all alive.

II

OF COURSE, THE DAY didn’t start out anything like it ended.

I was outside, enjoying the sun on a nice day. Guarding John’s cabin like usual. Being a dog, like usual. Like I was more used to.

Life was good.

Then these two nice-looking young ladies appeared out of nowhere.

I was on my feet and barking immediately.

But they both smiled – and I recognized them from my briefing: these were Jude and Sal. The spirit-guides who had recruiting John into the Ghost Hunters.

So I wagged my tail and came up to the blond one – that would be Sal – who I let pet me after I got her scent for ID purposes.

Then her black-haired sister who was dressed in form-fitting black leather made a joke. Something about how I was “well-equipped” as a guard dog. So I sidled up to her side and sent a quip back – about the tightness of those leather pants was sure to please those men she attracted with them.

Jude, of course, turned beet red – especially after I shifted into human form in my usual three-piece suit, and shook her hand in human form.

It was then I noticed something. Special. Some connection I couldn’t put my finger on, even though our fingers were definitely touching. Longer than just a casual shake.

I’d taken this job to guard and defend John, and also help him anyway I could – even proof-reading his books for “oopsies”.

But here was another person that I’d knew I’d lay down my life for – or I felt that way. Even though I was under no obligation to.

Puzzled, I shifted back to canine form and let John know that he had guests.

Of course, I still grinned at my joke. While watching Sal double over in laughter as Jude got her own medicine.

And I was a little embarrassed for her myself. Apparently, her off-color jokes were a habit with her. Not that she wasn’t funny. But that type of humor can be inappropriate at times. And Sal, as her fraternal twin sister, had seemed to put up with Jude’s brand of humor for a while now. Centuries, maybe?

- - - -
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ANYWAY, TOO SOON, THEY had told John of a little “reconnaissance” job they all needed to do, and John insisted I come along (as I would have myself.)

The problem was pretty apparent to us all when we arrived. Nothing was as they had been told.

I heard it before anyone else. And knew it was coming straight for John. So I knocked him to the ground.

Most of that fireball missed John and I.

Most.

The rest left us both singed and bleeding on the ground.

Sal put up a shield, Jude started firing back. They’d been this route before. But they didn’t count on us getting hit.

Jude took over shield duties so Sal could take the two of us out of there.

And we wound up at Rochelle’s clinic.

- - - - 
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NO, I NEVER “WOKE UP”. But I felt Jude there, that same connection. I was in human form. And her hand on my heart and head told me more about her than I even wanted to know.

We’d become one at that point.

I’d heard about this happening in shifting-canine breeds. Some call it “bonding”. Where there is such a connection that only death can break it. The deepest type of love you can feel, that anyone could feel.

Not that I was ready for it. Love at first touch and all that.

It also didn’t mean I wasn’t responsible to take care of and defend John from anything. Because he was my charge, my duty.

Of course, that left me conflicted. The simple point was that I needed to defend both of them. From anyone or anything.

Now it was just figuring out who was after us, and how I was going to defend anyone from being laid out in a clinic, unconscious.

III

IF IT WEREN’T SUCH a good story, I’d be alarmed.

I’d heard and written so many really good ones (not because I’m such a good writer, but when the story is that good – anyone could.)

And I’d been in several bad scrapes where one or more of the gals I’d helped out earlier came to bat for me and helped me solve it.

The one who had helped me most was Sal. So it was no small wonder that she was here by my side, using her talents to keep this body going.

When her hands were on my heart and head, I felt completely safe and secure.

Now, don’t get me wrong – her sister is just as easy on the eyes as she was, and was usually tempting me to do or say something that I’d regret later. And my teen-age years where I’d fall for those temptations were well behind me.

At least some of the reason I came out to that rural location was to simply write, to get away from some of those feminine distractions. So I could just sort things out.

Some of those things were the old relationships I’d had that didn’t work out.

To my surprise, one day these two very fine-looking women came to visit me. And recruited me to be a Ghost Hunter. Of course, it didn’t hurt that they were dressed to the nines and were great huggers and kissers. Any red-blooded male would respond to that treatment.

But more important was the chance to help people solve their mysteries. And be able to write up these stories afterward.

The first was more important to me than the second, but since a guy’s gotta eat – having some stories that people would pay you for could keep my stomach full and my truck in repair. Plus the occasional new set of blue jeans and t-shirts when the old ones got too worn out.

Anyway, here I was in Rochelle’s clinic on a bed in her Emergency Ward. All put back together, but nowhere to go.

I couldn’t even send my thoughts out to Sal to thank her.

But when she had her hands on me, I was pretty sure she knew how I felt about her.

I could sense Jude nearby, connected to Bernie.

I read Sal’s thoughts about bringing us both here as bloody messes. (She really doesn’t like having to deal with blood – especially not her co-workers.)

But there was something else in her thoughts and feelings, too. Something deeper, a real connection that seemed immortal. Sure, she’s a spirit-guide. I’d also gotten my own Lazurai healing, so it wasn’t off the table that I could live forever if I really wanted. Provided I had a reason.

And here she was, giving me that reason.

Of course, I’d never run into this before. Not as some self-trained Midwestern mystery writer. Born in a small podunk town and bumming around for my early years from place to place. Expecting a fairly normal human life. Wife, maybe. Kids, maybe. Job and home enough to keep care of them.

Sooner or later death would claim me.

But immortal love? That was something I never saw in my own cards.

IV

THE FOURTH TIME BERNIE went “under” and I had to rush in here to treat him, I got a sense of something else.

No, I had no problem working with him. In fact, I kinda enjoyed being around him. Make that “really enjoyed” – if it weren’t so drastic.

Probably the worst possible situation to be in. But when he pushed up against my leg that first day and looked at me with his blue doggy eyes, I knew he was special.

Not just because he was a shifter – and was my face red when I found that out. (It didn’t help that I complimented his “equipment” just before that – figuring that, well, he was a dog, after all, and dogs like to... Well, you know.)

Then Rochelle assigned me to him and I found out why.

That touch to his heart and head. We became one. And it scared me a little bit, but also kinda melted something inside me I’d been hanging onto. I didn’t know what it was, but it was gone now.

And even though he was on that Emergency Room bed with all sorts of beepers and sensors attached, I thought he was one of the most handsome fellows I’d ever met. On top of that, he was funny. My type of guy.

So there I was, and this was the fourth time I’d come in there when both he and John had crashed. Sal and I rush in and bring them back - again.

If you ever try something like that, be warned: it makes you hungry and tired. Like a couple of cheese-burgers worth. Maybe an inch-thick sirloin. Real gnawing hunger – not a salad-type twinge.

Of course, I don’t have to eat as a spirit-guide. But I was
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