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Chapter 1: Morning in Anger

	 

	Ross Anders didn’t believe there was a nightmarish boogeyman wandering around the streets of Anger, New Hampshire, searching for new victims each night. No, Ross believed in fact. The facts were plain enough. Someone, more than likely multiple people, was out and about, committing murder. He suspected it was some sort of drug cartel moving up from Boston and points south, but not everyone agreed with him.

	Ross didn’t care.

	Why should I? I know I’m right.

	He walked to his kitchen, took out his orange juice, poured himself a glass, and drank it down. When he finished, he rinsed the glass out and then cracked four large brown eggs into it. He tossed the shells into the trash and then drank the raw eggs without a moment of hesitation. Like the knowledge that he was right, Ross knew that eggs in their raw form were the best protein for him. There was no proof of any disease associated with raw eggs; therefore, he didn’t have to worry.

	So, I won’t.

	Ross made his way through the clutter of his apartment, easing around the stacks of books and magazines he read constantly. Knowledge was the only way he would succeed in the world, and he knew that it was almost his time. He was thirty-one years old, and his mother had told him it was his year.

	She had always told him it would be his year, for as long as he could remember.

	I need to visit her today, he reminded himself, stepping into the bathroom and turning on the light. He shivered at the chill in the room and adjusted the heat before he turned on the shower. While the water warmed, he took his shaving gear, comb, and deodorant out from beneath the sink, and placed them on the counter. He draped his towel over the shower bar and pulled back the curtain to climb into the steaming water.

	Ross sighed with pleasure as the water struck his back and the top of his head. For a moment, he stood beneath the showerhead, enjoying the sensation, then he got shampoo and prepared to lather up his hair. As he was working his fingers into his scalp, he heard an odd sound, almost like a chuckle, come from the hallway.

	Was it the hallway? he wondered, pausing. He tilted his head slightly and listened again.

	The sound didn’t repeat itself.

	Probably upstairs, he thought. Probably that damned new neighbor.

	Ross didn’t know her name, but he knew he didn’t like her. It didn’t matter that she didn’t dress provocatively, or how polite she was. He knew she was wrong. Anyone who pretended to be a psychic was automatically bad. His mother had taught him to be wary of people who said they could predict the future.

	Only mothers can do such things, he thought, and he knew it was true. It was why thirty-one was so important. Because his mother said so.

	With a shrug, Ross finished with his hair and then moved on to the rest of his body. He was halfway through his routine when the lights in the bathroom flickered and then went out, the heater shutting off as well.

	Muttering and swearing under his breath, Ross hastily rinsed off and then shut off the water. Pulling his towel down, he dried his body, considering how best to convey his disgust to the landlord.

	Probably the woman’s fault, Ross thought, nodding to himself. Who else could it be? I pay my bills. If she didn’t pay hers, then the landlord would have to shut off everything to all three of the units.

	He swept back the curtain, stepped out onto the bathmat, and stiffened with surprise.

	A man stood in the doorway.

	He was difficult to see, his features blurry, as though he was standing wreathed in mist. Ross knew it couldn’t be. No one could get into his apartment.

	Anger surged through him as he stared at the stranger, and as he prepared to shout, he stopped.

	There was something wrong about the other man.

	Light from Ross’ bedroom window filtered through the stranger as though he wasn’t there. At least, not fully.

	Ross’ anger subsided and became curiosity. He was looking at something he hadn’t believed existed.

	“You’re a ghost.”

	The stranger nodded. “Guess you’re a sight smarter ‘n you look.”

	Ross shrugged, waiting to see what the spirit would do.

	The stranger remained where he was, silent. Then, after a short time, he asked, “You a drinker?”

	“A what?”

	“A drinker. You know, do you drink?”

	“Alcohol?”

	The ghost nodded.

	“No.” Ross didn’t bother hiding his disgust. “I won’t pollute my body with alcohol.”

	“Really?”

	Ross nodded.

	“Shame.” The ghost held up his hands and grinned at him. “Can’t win ‘em all, right?”

	“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

	“Figured as much.” The words had no sooner left the dead man’s mouth than he launched across the tile floor, smashing into Ross’ chest and knocking him backward. Ross’ behind hit the sink’s countertop, and as he struggled to regain his balance, the stranger struck him again in the chest. Ross sagged, struggling for breath, but the stranger was there, hoisting him up with hands so cold they stung his flesh.

	“What?” The word was little more than a gasp as the ghost lifted him off of the floor, smiled, and smashed Ross’ head into the mirror. It shattered, and Ross screamed. He could feel cuts on the top of his head, the blood spilling instantly.

	“Sorry.” The dead man’s chuckles filled the confines of the bathroom. “Can’t remember my own strength half the time. Anyway, let’s try this again.”

	Ross’s startled scream was cut short as his face was driven into the broken mirror. Blood exploded from multiple lacerations and filled his eyes. The dead man hummed and slammed Ross’ head into the shattered mirror several more times. As something cold crept into his chest, Ross heard the ghost’s voice.

	“Shoulda said you like drinkin’, dummy.”

	Ross’ response was smothered by blood.


Chapter 2: Visitation

	 

	Dan Tate looked at his children and smiled. They grinned back at him, Emily wiping a bit of whipped cream from her upper lip. Jessica sat a few booths away, facing Dan and scowling.

	He did his best to ignore her. Their conversations had been frigid, at best, since Emily had chosen to spend the night with him several weeks earlier.

	Dan pushed those thoughts away and concentrated on his children. They only had a few more minutes left together, and he wanted to make the most of it. He sipped his coffee and smiled. “Christmas is around the corner.”

	Both of the children straightened up. Neither of them believed in Santa Claus anymore, but they certainly believed in presents. Dan’s smile broadened. “You need to each come up with a list for me, okay? Let’s say five things each. I don’t know how much I’ll be able to get for you, but I want a variety, okay?”

	“Yeah.” Aaron grinned. “I know what I want. An iTunes gift card. Doesn’t matter how much, Dad.”

	“That’s it?”

	“Yup.”

	Dan looked at Emily. “What about you?”

	She blushed and looked down at her flatware, pushing them around on the tabletop. “Um. I don’t know. Make-up?”

	Dan blinked. “Is that okay with your mom?”

	Emily’s blush deepened, and an angry expression flitted across her normally serene features. “I’m thirteen, Dad.”

	“True. How about this, you tell me something small you want, and then I’ll get you a gift card to a make-up store you like. That way it’ll be even between you and your brother. Sound good?”

	She nodded.

	Behind them, Jessica stood up.

	“Looks like it’s time to go, guys.” Dan kept his tone as even and as pleasant as possible. He got out of the booth with his children and hugged them both. What had once been an awkward, frightening act was easier, if not completely free of tension. He was still afraid that he would harm them, that they were still the infinitely fragile babies his parental memories claimed they were. They still are delicate, even if they’re older, he reminded himself. It was a lesson Dr. Lee was helping him to learn.

	“Okay. Be good. Get your homework done. And listen to your mom. Don’t give her a hard time.” He fixed a long look at Emily, who nodded along with her brother. “Remember, as long as it’s okay with your mom, you can stop by whenever you want.”

	Jessica’s expression was cold, the smile on her face false. It reminded him of the disturbing smile painted onto a toy clown’s face. As the children waved goodbye to him, she ushered them out. He watched them go, then he sat back down to finish his half-forgotten breakfast.

	The door to the diner opened, and Dan glanced up, a grin spreading across his face as Diane Wright walked in. She waved and smiled, removing the long black coat she wore as she moved toward him. Folding it over her arm, she slid into the bench seat recently occupied by his children and gave him a wink.

	“So, do you come here often?” She laughed as she asked the question, and Dan laughed as well.

	“Only to see the most important people.” His response brought a blush to her cheeks, and she sat back. The waitress came over, cleared away the kids’ dishes, and asked Diane if she wanted coffee.

	“Please. Just the coffee, though.”

	The waitress nodded and left, returning a moment later with a fresh mug and a pot of steaming coffee. After the drink was poured and Dan’s mug topped off, the woman left and Diane grinned at him.

	“I thought I saw you sitting in here when I drove past. I saw your kids, too, and I didn’t want to impose.”

	“Thanks.” Dan sipped his coffee. “My ex was in here, too.”

	“She still doesn’t trust you alone with the kids?” There was disgust in Diane’s voice.

	“No. Not yet. She’s still mad about Emily coming to stay with me.”

	Diane shook her head. “Anyway, what are you up to?”

	“I’m going back to the cemetery after I see what books you have for me.”

	She smiled. “I have a couple. What are you working on at the cemetery?”

	“I’m replacing some baseboard in the classroom, then I’ll be out trimming back some of the underbrush along the north side.” He looked down into his coffee mug, staring at the liquid for a moment. “I’d like to start working on a plaque for the paupers’ graves. It’s kind of depressing, knowing all those people are buried there without any sort of remembrance.”

	“It is.”

	He smiled. “You’re closing tonight?”

	“Yes. Which reminds me, Ell was in last night. Evidently, he wants to speak with you and feels that I’m your secretary.” The mild disdain in her voice took Dan by surprise. “I’m sorry. He’s a nice enough man, but he’s terribly distracted. I swear he was a squirrel in a past life. He never stops moving. Or talking. Not good for this librarian.”

	Dan chuckled. “He is a little odd. I’ll stop by later today.”

	“I was wondering, Mr. Tate, would you care to get a late dinner with me?”

	His stomach clenched, and his heart sped up. “What time?”

	“Nine. There’s a new restaurant in Manchester I’d like to try. Think you’re up for a little culinary adventure?”

	Dan mentally calculated the time he would have from his necessary dinner around six, and the time they would actually be fed their meal. “Yes. I think I’m up for it.”

	“Good.” She reached across the table and took his hand, running a finger over his knuckles. “Do you want to meet me at the library so we can leave right when I get out?”

	“Yes. That sounds perfect.”

	He brought her hand up to his lips and kissed the back of it while sirens sounded in the distance.


Chapter 3: Stoicism

	 

	Detective Evan Coffin of the New Hampshire State Police didn’t talk about Trooper Andrea Harlan’s murder. Or the subsequent killing of the man who had shot her dead.

	At least, not to other members of the State Police.

	He had passed the competency exam to return to active duty, and no one asked him how he was doing. They knew. They were cops. Losing a friend was difficult. Losing a friend who was his partner half of the time was horrific.

	He parked the car and stepped out of it, glancing around at the cordon set up by several troopers. The forensics team was on its way, but before they began processing it, Evan would take a quick look at the victim and the scene.

	There hasn’t been a death in Anger for the past three weeks. Nothing natural, supernatural, or homicidal. No suicides, no accidents. Nothing.

	Until today.

	A trooper greeted him, and Evan nodded to the man. “What’s the situation?”

	“Downstairs neighbor complained the sink and toilet were backed up. Landlord went into the vic’s apartment to see if it was a building issue, found him, called us.”

	“Bad?”

	The trooper nodded. “Messy as hell.”

	“Great.”

	Evan went into the apartment building, only partially paying attention to his surroundings. His thoughts were on Andrea, as they so often were, and how he wished he could have done more. How he should have saved her.

	He climbed a set of stairs that seemed familiar, and then he was at the victim’s door. A trooper opened it for him, and Evan paused to put on a pair of booties over his worn black shoes. He walked in, following a thin path of Mylar that had been rolled out. The apartment was cluttered with magazines and newspapers. A few books were scattered among them. While it wasn’t officially a hoarding situation, it was close enough to make Evan nervous about evidence being lost in a landslide of garbage.

	When he reached the bathroom, he blinked and shook his head.

	The victim lay naked on the floor, his body resting half-curled in a pool of coagulating blood. His head and face were a bloody mess, with curls of skin hanging from the bone. A glance at the mirror, shattered, broken, and bloodied, told Evan what had happened.

	Careful of the blood and glass on the floor, Evan squatted down and looked at the corpse. Along the dead man’s neck were black marks, as though someone had gripped the victim’s neck while wearing black paint.

	That’s not paint, though, is it? Evan knew it wasn’t. Just as he knew what the coroner’s report would say when it came back. The black spots were frostbite.

	Standing again, Evan shook his head. There wouldn’t be any prints or usable trace evidence. No one would have seen anything, because there was nothing they could have seen.

	Why now? Evan wondered. Why here? What was it about this man? I need to talk with Dan. Eli, too. Hell, are there other ghosts in the cemetery who might know?

	These questions occupied his attention as he followed the Mylar path out of the apartment and into the hallway. Movement off to his left caught his eye, and he looked up. A chill raced through him, and he clenched his teeth.

	The apartment building was familiar to him. He had seen it before, and he knew who lived there. A cold, bitter sensation stole over him as he saw another tenant walking up the back stairs.

	Janet Ladd, her head bent down as she talked on the phone and a bag of groceries cradled in the crook of an arm, complained as she climbed the stairs, oblivious to the hatred burning within Evan’s heart.


Chapter 4: Furious

	 

	She slammed the bag of groceries onto the counter. “Beverly!”

	The ghost appeared a moment later, her face contorted with anger. “What do you want?”

	“Where is he?” Janet demanded.

	“Who?”

	Janet clenched her fists, trying to get control of herself. “Chuck.”

	“He’s here. He hasn’t left this forsaken building since you brought him back.”

	“What happened while I was gone?”

	Beverly looked at her, confused. “What do you mean? Nothing has happened.”

	“Then why is there a State Police forensics unit parked in front of the building?” Janet pulled out her chair and sat at the table. “Why is there a guard posted in the hallway on the second floor? Why did I see Detective Evan Coffin step out of our downstairs neighbor’s apartment?”

	“I don’t know.” Beverly’s voice was cold. Unflinching. “I don’t care, Janet. I don’t care about what happened, or for your attitude. I have had quite enough of your mismanagement of this situation.”

	“You need to care. I think that Chuck has done something exceptionally stupid. Worthy of Henry, even.”

	The last statement caught Beverly’s attention. She stiffened, her lips twitched, and then she nodded. “Right. Chuck, come here.”

	A minute passed before the dead man stepped into the kitchen. His face betrayed nothing as he came to a stop a few feet in. “What?”

	“Did you do something today?” Beverly asked him.

	He shrugged. “Can’t think of nothin’.”

	“That’s not the question.” Janet leaned forward. “How about this. Did you go downstairs today?”

	“Maybe.”

	Janet closed her eyes and took a deep breath. “Did you kill someone in the apartment below ours today?”

	He didn’t answer.

	Janet opened her eyes and glared at him. She was about to speak when Beverly took a step toward him. The dead man cringed but remained where he was.

	“What did you do?” Beverly’s voice was low and cold.

	“I went in and beat ‘m some.”

	“Some?” Janet asked. Chuck nodded. “How much is ‘some’?”

	“He’s dead.”

	Beverly stalked across the kitchen and struck the dead man with enough force to knock him through the wall. He crept back into the kitchen a moment later, his head bent low.

	“There’s a phrase about pigs, you know.” Janet stood and ran her fingers through her hair. “It’s about not defecating where one dines, do you know it?”

	Chuck nodded.

	“What do you think you did today?” Beverly asked him.

	“Somethin’ I shouldn’t have done.”

	“Yes.” Beverly looked at Janet. “Well, this is your mess. What are you going to do?”

	Furious, Janet stepped closer to him. “Look at me.”

	He did so, licking his lips nervously.

	“I want you to understand that we have not said it is time to kill and cause chaos again. The reason for this, you idiot, is because we don’t have enough forces yet. I want to cause serious injury to Dan Tate. Hopefully, I’ll kill him. This won’t happen if he is constantly on his guard. Do you understand?”

	Chuck nodded.

	“Good.” Janet returned to her seat and sat down heavily. “I have a meeting with one of my clients a little later this afternoon. I need it to be quiet in here. There’s not going to be any more killing, Chuck, not until I give the okay. If there is, accidental or not, you are going to suffer some serious consequences. I’ve reached the end of my patience. No more chances. Am I understood?”

	“Yeah.” The surliness of his response caused her head to snap up, and she glared at him. Chuck lowered his head and, with a muted attitude, mumbled an affirmative.

	“Good. Okay. Get out of here.” The ghost exited at her command, leaving only Janet and Beverly in the room.

	“Beverly, will you hurt him if he does something stupid again? You’re the only one he’s afraid of.”

	The dead woman frowned. “How badly?”

	Janet shook her head. “I don’t know. Obviously, we don’t want him incapacitated, but it can’t be a little slap on the wrist, either. You need to hurt him. A lot. Otherwise, he’ll continue to not listen to us.”

	Beverly considered the request for a moment, then she nodded. “I will punish him accordingly.” The dead woman looked at Janet and asked, “Who is this client?”

	Janet glanced at Beverly and decided not to give a snarky response. “Marnie. One of Sharon Boire’s friends, or associates. Whatever she is. Anyway, she has a little ghost problem. I haven’t really looked into it. I’ve been there a few times, and the damned thing keeps slipping away from me. Not that I’ve really pushed it.”

	“And are you being recompensed handsomely for this work?” The disdain in the dead woman’s voice was palatable, and it brought a grin to Janet’s face.

	“Yes, I am.” Janet straightened up, smiling at Beverly. “Not too much, of course. I don’t want her to think she’s being bilked, even though she is. Before I see her this afternoon, I need to stop at the bookstore.”

	There was no reaction from Beverly.

	Why would there be? Janet asked herself. The damned woman has a hell of a poker face. She sighed and adjusted herself in the chair. “I have to pick up some books on hauntings and exorcisms.”

	“Why on earth would you need those?”

	Janet chuckled. “They’re props, Beverly. I’ll put them out so Marnie can see them. Not obvious, of course, but in places she’ll be able to spot. I want her to think that I’m working diligently on her problem.”

	“Ah.” Beverly paused a moment. “You know, Janet, I think you missed your true calling.”

	“What’s that?”

	“Acting and directing. You’re a superb liar.”

	Janet laughed, certain the compliment was meant as an insult. “Thanks, Beverly. Now, if you don’t mind, I’m going to get ready to see Ell.”

	As she stood up from the table, Janet glanced at the dead woman, trying to gauge the reaction on the woman’s face. There was still none, and Janet mentally shrugged.

	Oh well, she thought, leaving the kitchen for her bedroom. She’ll give him up soon enough. Especially when I threaten to kill her silent partner.

	Humming to herself, Janet considered what best to wear to entice the bookseller.


Chapter 5: An Afternoon Visitor

	 

	Dan was sipping a cup of coffee when the Jeep Cherokee pulled into the cemetery. He watched it from the doorway of the schoolhouse, sitting on the threshold and enjoying the cold November breeze coursing through the graves.

	A woman roughly his own age exited the Jeep. She carried a dark brown valise and wore a tan suit. Her light brown hair was clipped short, and her wide features were faintly colored by the sun. She saw Dan, waved, and walked toward him.

	Dan waved in return and stood up. Only a few visitors had ever approached him at the cemetery before, and, usually, it was to make sure they could do rubbings of the headstones.

	“Good afternoon.” The woman’s voice was strong and assured as she came to a stop a few feet from him.

	“Good afternoon. Can I help you?”

	“I certainly hope so. Are you Daniel Tate?”

	Dan stiffened slightly. He didn’t often hear his full name, and it was a harsh reminder that his grandmother was dead. She had been the only person to use it on a regular basis. “I am.”

	“Daniel, or do you prefer Dan?”

	“Dan, please.”

	She smiled. “Dan, I’m Letty Kenyon. I’m the executrix of Mary Kines’ estate.”

	“Oh. Do you want to come in? I don’t have any coffee or anything ready, but I’d be happy to fix you a cup. Or tea, if you prefer.”

	Letty shook her head, still smiling. “No, that’s all right. I just wanted to hand over some paperwork for you to look at and then see if we could set up a time for you to come to my office, or, if it’s easier, I could bring a notary with me.”

	Dan frowned. “A notary? What for?”

	“Dan, you’re the sole inheritor of Mary’s estate. In its entirety. The only stipulation is that you take care of her garden, and when you pass away, that it is given to the Anger Historical Society and Garden Association to maintain jointly.”

	Dan blinked and shook his head as he sat back down on the threshold.

	“Are you all right, Dan?”

	“Um, yeah. I guess.” Dan looked up at her. “Why me?”

	“I’m not at liberty to discuss anything Mary and I spoke of.” There was a note of genuine regret in her voice. “However, she thought highly of you, Dan, and I suspect she believed you needed her home more than others. When do you think you could meet with me?”

	“Now, I guess.” Dan put his mug on the floor just inside the doorway. “I finished my interior work for the day. I just need to do some yard work a little later.”

	She glanced at her watch and nodded. “I don’t have another client for a few more hours. More than enough time for us to take care of everything. And my secretary, she’s a notary, too.”

	“Great.” Dan stood up, his mind still attempting to wrap itself around the information. He paused and looked to Letty. “This isn’t a mistake, right?”

	“No mistake, Dan.” She smiled broadly. “No mistake at all.”

	“Okay.” Dan closed the door to the schoolhouse, locked it, and followed Letty Kenyon to her Jeep.

	 

	***

	 

	I need a new ghost, Janet thought. She rubbed at her temples and tried to breathe easily. It was nearing nine o’clock, and she had drunk too much wine. Her head still ached with the stupidity of Chuck. Yeah. Definitely need a new one. I may have to put him in salt soon.

	She had several catalogs spread out before her, all from the auction house, Moran and Moran. A family-run business, the company specialized in haunted items. While Janet didn’t doubt that she could go out and find a suitable ghost on her own, she didn’t want to waste the time. She wasn’t thrilled with the idea of spending money, either, but with a fresh murder committed below her apartment, and Chuck acting the fool, Janet didn’t believe she had any time to spare.

	It doesn’t matter how strong he is, she thought, rubbing at her temples in an effort to chase away the headache that was slowly building. It doesn’t matter that we used to be able to rely on him. If he doesn’t start toeing the line, he’s going to have to go.

	Opening the first catalog, she carefully turned the pages over, skimming the descriptions as they went. The pages were glossy beneath her fingers, and she smiled and shook her head. She knew the company dealt with a wide range of objects, everything from the benign to the truly horrific, but she always forgot the depth of the collections they offered.

	As she turned each page, Janet sought the small icon which, when placed at the end of a description, would tell the discerning buyer that they were looking at a truly powerful and dangerous item.

	The icon was a small skull with an old-fashioned phone beside it. To Janet, the meaning was clear: Dangerous. Inquire as to price.

	She found one below a set of pearls, and she read the description with interest.

	This fine set of exquisite natural pearls, harvested in the early 1900s, once belonged to Olivia Isidora. Olivia was a jealous woman, and her anger and jealousy imbue this beautiful piece of jewelry with a malignant power that is not for the amateur or the faint of heart.

	Janet smiled. The sight of the pearls was somehow reassuring, comforting. Without any hesitation, and despite the time, she reached out and picked up her phone. Even if no one answered at the shop, she would leave a message.

	Janet wanted the pearls, regardless of the price.
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