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Book Description

A space station haunted, a ghost who can’t communicate with GALCOM’s only ghost expert.

Hope Delgado faces her greatest challenge deciphering the ghost’s warning.

She fears they are all in danger. Can she solve the problem before time runs out?

A page-turning space opera from the GALCOM Universe series!
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Watcher Ghost

Space Transfer Point 5 was the smallest space station Hope Delgado had seen, though she couldn’t claim to have much experience with them. She’d only been in space for the last three months, chasing ghosts.

The ring-shaped station was so small that the S.C. Kangjun had to park some distance away and extend the “Tube of Doom.” It was a tube protected by force fields that extended to the airlock like a gangplank. It didn’t leave much between her and space.

The station itself was nearly seventy-five years old and smelled like the old had burrowed into the walls along with the dirt and mold. The purifiers and filters were supposed to clean that out, but the old was winning.

Hope already felt the beginnings of queasiness in her belly.

The tube exited into one of the pods on the ring—not a designated compartment, but a curved passageway. Every bit of space was being used; crates and construction equipment were stacked along the inner wall of the ring. It was so much equipment that she might have thought she’d been diverted to the storage room, except for the two familiar faces waiting for her: Colonel Graul, the skipper of the Kangjun, and Hope’s escort, Sergeant Daniel Brooks. Both wore camouflage tech uniforms that changed color to match their surroundings.

She glanced at the step-down from the tube—a giant, Hope-swallowing step. “GALCOM did not design this for short people.”

Or women wearing skirts. She smoothed down her simple black skirt and blouse, wishing she’d worn pants. Could she do this without embarrassing herself?

Brooks stepped forward. “Here, let me help you.”

He was tall enough to be in the clouds and had nicely carved muscles that Hope could happily admire all day. Unlike the other military men, he grew his hair as long as he could get away with and then permed it.

He pulled her off the step and set her down easily, and she hated him for it. She hadn’t needed to be picked up like a sack of potatoes.

“I’m sorry,” said a reedy, mechanical voice. The strangest alien Hope had seen so far stepped into view. “The station is so old that we don’t fit most standard ships anymore.”

The alien made Hope’s head hurt to look at for long. It—she, Hope reminded herself—looked like a pile of seaweed that had been vomited up. Each of the strands moved as individual parts. Hope couldn’t help thinking of a horror movie she’d seen when she was ten. In it, the monster had eaten everybody.

“This is Major Poythress,” Graul said. “She’s the commander of the station. She’s Axellian. They see, smell, and touch the world through their strands.”

Hope resisted the urge to smooth out her graying hair. She usually felt a little self-conscious meeting new people, having always thought of herself as a dying butterfly, too thin and aging fast from all the ghosts. But she had gained weight on the Kangjun, finding curves she didn’t know she had.

Poythress extended a strand to Hope. Unsure of what to do, Hope held out her hand. The strands looked like they should be slimy, but they were soft and covered with tiny hairs. It was like shaking hands with a piece of rope.

“Colonel Graul has been very kind to us,” Poythress said. “He says you may be able to help us. I believe the station is haunted.”

Haunted? Hope pursed her lips, scanning the passageway.

No sign of ghosts.

Odd. When there were ghosts around, they normally flocked to her; it was as though Hope were a homing beacon. Few humans could talk to ghosts, and all of them had been in her family. But Hope was the only one who had gone into space to help GALCOM with ghost problems.

She said, “Major, I can’t guarantee I can do any good. Ghosts are like cats. They do what they want and don’t care if they’re upsetting people.”

The strands drooped.

“It’s been that bad?” Hope asked.

“And getting worse. The ghost has started knocking objects around. Particular target has been my officers.”

Then Hope shivered, feeling the pull of some... thing, and her feet carried her further into the passageway. The stain of death was here, clinging to the decks and walls in this room, and even the construction parts.

“You had a lot of deaths.” Hope stopped, feeling the air, the age of the death. “Not recent.”

“Yes,” Poythress said. “A meteor struck us about a year ago. It blew out the bulkhead in Pod Eight, and we decompressed. We lost twenty crew.”

“GALCOM almost closed the station,” Graul said. “But they decided to repair it. Crews just finished five months ago.”

Poythress’s strands arched. “They only fixed the hole.”

Hope glanced back at the two officers. Graul was giving his best officer-neutral face, though it didn’t hide the shadows that lingered in his eyes.

“Are we going to be staying here for a few days, Colonel?” Hope asked.

“We’re regenerating their computer software. Standard procedure,” Graul added quickly. “The GALCOM damage control details should have done that while they were here.”

“What do you want to do first, Hope?” Brooks asked.

“I think I just want to wander. If the ghost wants to visit, he’ll find me.”

They always did.

#

Hope’s first stop was to make sure she knew where the women’s head was; didn’t do having to hunt one down when you needed it. Then it was off to the mess deck for a cup of coffee. She felt like she wasn’t doing anything, but really, all she could do was make herself available for ghostly encounters.

The mess hall was serviceable but dingy. She doubted a fresh coat of paint would help. Real plants on shelves provided a cheery
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