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Chapter 1: Kurkow Prison

	 

	“It’s a steal is what it is,” Pete said.

	Ollie glanced at him. “How, exactly, is it a steal?”

	“Come on!” Pete grinned as he stepped away from the sedan. “Look at it, Ollie!”

	“I am,” Ollie said. “Damned thing looks like a money pit to me.”

	“No!” Pete said. He spread his arms wide as if trying to encompass the entire structure. “Look, part of the beauty of the deal is that we don’t have to fix it all up.”

	“What?” Ollie said, staring at his brother. “Pete, have you lost your mind? Honestly, what part of it looks like a good deal?”

	Ollie left the car then went and stood by Pete. “I’m going to tell you what I see, okay? I see acres of lead paint. I see miles of asbestos-wrapped pipes. I see lakes of foul, nasty water. The place is a superfund site without any funds to clean it up. What the hell are you thinking? Do you want to open a bed and breakfast? A museum? For God’s sake, man, what the hell do you want to buy this for?”

	“First,” Pete said, holding up a thin finger, “I want you to hold onto the bed and breakfast idea. Might be a great way to put a spin on it. And, second, don’t be mad, I already bought the place.”

	Ollie turned his attention away from the prison and looked at his brother. He tried to speak, but the words refused to exit his mouth.

	Pete took a step back, holding his hands up in front of him, palms out.

	“Oliver,” Pete said, “they were practically giving it away.”

	“What was the price?” Ollie hissed.

	“Well,” Pete stammered.

	“Price!” Ollie screamed.

	“Two!” Pete yelled.

	“‘Two’ what, Peter?”

	Pete loosened the collar of his shirt. “Million.”

	For the first time in his life, Ollie felt faint. He took a step back, trying to catch his breath. Pete reached out to help and Ollie snapped, “Don’t.”

	“Okay.”

	“You already signed the paperwork?” Ollie asked, exhaling slowly.

	Pete nodded.

	“How much did they want down?” Ollie grumbled.

	“Twenty percent,” Pete said.

	“Twenty percent,” Ollie repeated. “Twenty percent!”

	Ollie straightened up and focused on the prison. The building was huge, stretching for two entire blocks. Three fences wrapped around the perimeter and each fence was topped with razor wire. Old guard towers were on each corner, and the prison was three stories tall. The windows, protected by heavy metal grating, were unbroken, and for that Ollie felt thankful.

	He turned and glared at his brother. “You used my part of the inheritance.”

	“I had to,” Pete said.

	“Fine,” Ollie said. “Fine. We’ll make a go of this, whatever the hell it is you’re thinking about. But this is how it’s going to work. You, my dear, stupid brother, are going to be in there, with the crews, going through the place. My inspector is going with you.”

	“What?” Pete said, crestfallen. “Gordy hates everything I do!”

	“I don’t care,” Ollie snapped. “Gordy won’t try and hand me a polished turd and tell me it’s a diamond. He goes with you. He’ll make notes. He’ll tell me whether or not your little plan is feasible.”

	“It’s a great plan,” Pete said, grinning. The grin vanished and was replaced with a somber expression. “You’ll see, Ollie.”

	“I better,” Ollie said, “or you are going to be in for a world of hurt.”

	Without waiting for his brother to reply, Ollie turned away from both Pete and the prison and walked back to the car. He sat down hard in the passenger’s seat and sent Gordy a text.

	Ollie closed his eyes and tried not to think about the financial mess his brother had gotten them into.


Chapter 2: An Honest Day’s Work

	 

	“What have you got going on today?” Frank asked.

	Shane looked up at him, the morning light causing the milky portion of his right eye to glow. A fine stubble of light brown hair had started to grow on the former monk’s head, and the scars on his face stood out crisp and sharp.

	Shane shook his head and shrugged. “I have absolutely no idea. I’ve taken a break from any translation work. The past couple of months have been a little too much, physically and mentally.”

	Frank nodded, pulled out a chair and sat down at the table.

	“Why?” Shane asked. “What’s up with you?”

	“When I left the Order I reached out to a few friends of mine,” Frank said. “Told them I’m looking for any work. Not too much, my knees can’t handle it, but I’ll do some day labor.”

	“Someone gave you a call?” Shane asked.

	Frank nodded. “Guy I knew in high school. Ollie, he wants me to work on a crew that’s going to look at demoing the old Kurkow Prison.”

	“Where the hell is that?” Shane leaned back in his chair, knocked the head off his cigarette and said, “I’ve never heard of the place.”

	“Old prison, upstate, New Hampshire. It’s a little town called Gaiman, right along the Canadian border.” Frank said.

	“That’s a long ride,” Shane said.

	“Yup,” Frank said, grinning. “So, you feel up to a little honest, manual labor?”

	“Hell no,” Shane replied. “But I’ll go anyway. I could use the work. Get out of the house for a bit. How much is your friend paying you?”

	“He hasn’t told me yet,” Frank said. “But I think he wants me to babysit his brother Pete.”

	“Hard to handle?” Shane asked.

	Frank shook his head. “Impulsive.”

	“Ah.” Shane stubbed out his cigarette and nodded. “Yeah. Alright. When do you want to leave?”

	“Soon as you’re ready,” Frank answered.

	Shane stood up. “I’m ready now.”

	As Frank got to his feet and Shane turned to leave, Courtney appeared in the doorway. She shimmered in the pale light thrown by the overhead kitchen lamp, and she had an expression of concern on her dead face.

	“Where are you going?” she asked.

	Her voice sounded strange, almost too faint.

	“I’m going out for a bit,” Shane said. He smiled at her. “Frank and I will be home soon enough.”

	“Take me with you?” she asked.

	Shane shook his head.

	Courtney’s form solidified as she demanded, “Why?”

	“I won’t risk losing you,” Shane said, his voice gentle but firm. “You are not a trinket for me to carry around and to lose.”

	For a moment, Shane thought she might yell, but instead, she vanished.

	When she did, Shane shook his head and led the way out of the house, pausing only for himself and Frank to grab their coats out of the hall closet. Once they were outside, Frank glanced over at him.

	“What’s going on?” the former monk asked.

	“Wish I knew,” Shane said. “Want to drive since you know the way?”

	Frank nodded and caught the keys with one hand when Shane tossed them to him.

	Shane felt sadness well up within him as he wiped the snow off his car on the passenger side. Frank did the same on the driver’s window. Shane brushed the snow off his hands, the flesh red from the cold, and felt his attention drawn back to the house.

	Courtney stood in his bedroom window, her crooked neck glaring in the morning light. A harsh and bitter reminder of her death at the hands of Abel Latham.

	“Hey,” Frank said, his tone gentle. “You alright?”

	“No.” Shane sighed and got into the car. Frank climbed in, started the engine and closed the door.

	“Want to talk about Courtney at all?” Frank asked.

	Shane shook his head, closed his eyes, and tried not to think of the young woman who had given her life for him.


Chapter 3: Gordon Capullo and the Prison

	 

	Gordon Capullo sat in his Super-Duty pickup and waited, a cup of tea in one hand and the morning paper in the other. He had spent most of his adult life in vehicles, traveling from one job to another. Constructing homes and buildings, then inspecting the same. The interior of the Super-Duty reflected his nomadic job.

	A mint scented air-freshener was clipped to one of the vents over the radio. On the passenger side floor was a trashcan, strapped in with a bungee cord. His metallic green thermos, filled with traditional Chinese tea, protruded from a cooler packed with a variety of healthy snacks.

	Beneath the cooler was a copy of the day’s Boston Globe, another of the Boston Herald, the Washington Post, the New York Times, and the Manchester Union Leader. A reprint of the classic Batman by Bob Kane was tucked between the cooler and the back of the seat.

	The only items missing from the truck were his wife and his dog, and Gordon had buried both of them years earlier.

	Gordon took the Telegraph off of his lap, turned the page, glanced over an op-ed piece on one of the Presidential candidates, and wished Libby was still with him. He looked at the cell phone on the seat beside him and felt a wave of sadness wash over him as he remembered how he would never receive another text or call from her.

	Sighing, Gordon closed the paper, folded it back into its original form, and put it beneath the cooler with the others. He started up the truck to let the heater run for a few minutes, and he looked out the windshield at the prison.

	Gordon was old enough to remember the accident which had closed the facility. And the investigation into the incident. The wave of suicides that had followed.

	The crunch of wheels on snow caught his attention, and Gordon turned to see a small, black sedan pull in beside him.

	He didn’t recognize the man in the passenger seat. A bald man, perhaps in his forties, his face etched with lines of grief and anger. Scars climbed up out of the man’s shirt, sprawling across his neck and up the back of his head.

	The driver’s side door opened and Gordon laughed out loud.

	He turned off the truck’s engine and got out.

	“Frank!” Gordon called out.

	“Gordon,” Frank said, laughing and walking around the front of the car. “Ollie didn’t tell me he had you on this job.”

	The two men shook hands and hugged. Gordon stepped back and looked at the younger man.

	“Who else would he hire?” Gordon asked. “You look good, Kid. Better than I was led to believe.”

	“Oh?” Frank said, raising an eyebrow. “Who’s been talking smack?”

	“Who else?” Gordon sighed and shook his head. “Pete of course.”

	Frank rolled his eyes. “Peter.”

	The passenger side door opened, and the bald man got out. Frank stepped aside and said, “Shane Ryan, this is Gordon Capullo. The whole reason I joined the Army.”

	Gordon shook Shane’s hand, the other man’s grip firm and polite. “A pleasure, Shane. And, Frank, you best keep that information to yourself. Your mom’s not so old that she wouldn’t hit me upside the head with a frying pan.”

	“True,” Frank said, chuckling. “She’s got a good throwing arm too. I could never outrun her. Luckily, she only used the wooden spoons as projectiles.”

	“Anyway,” Gordon said, folding his arms over his chest to keep his hands warm in the cold air. “What are you doing up here? Last I heard you were in a religious order.”

	“I was,” Frank said, the humor leaving his face. “Things didn’t work out, so I left.”

	“You or them?” Gordon asked.

	“Me,” Frank said. “All me. The Order was great. They took care of me, I just couldn’t stay there anymore.”

	“Did Ollie call you, too?” Gordon asked.

	Frank nodded. “I had put the word out that I was looking for work.”

	“You’re going to help with the demo?” Gordon said.

	“Yup,” Frank answered. “So is Shane.”

	“Is this your regular line of work?” Gordon asked.

	“No,” Shane said.

	“What do you usually do?” Gordon said, and he saw Frank glance at Shane.

	Shane grinned. “Usually?”

	“Yeah,” Gordon said.

	“I kill ghosts,” Shane replied.

	The response caught Gordon off guard, and he let out a surprised laugh.


Chapter 4: Meeting the Boss

	 

	Shane had an instant dislike for Pete when the man showed up.

	After their brief conversation, Shane and Frank had retreated to the car, while Gordon had gone back to his truck. As the time passed other vehicles arrived. Pick-ups and vans, contractors ready to look at the property.

	The snowfall was light, and it was well after ten in the morning when a black Cadillac Escalade pulled into the small parking lot. The vanity plate on the SUV read, ‘P-Dawg,' and the man who got out of the vehicle swaggered as he walked.

	“That,” Frank said in a low voice, “is Pete Dawson, Ollie’s brother.”

	“Thus, P-Dawg?” Shane asked.

	Frank nodded.

	Shane and Frank got out of the car as Gordon and the men exited their own vehicles. Pete, Shane noticed, had on all new clothes. Jeans, work boots, and a Carhart jacket that looked as though they were fresh off the shelves. Pete looked like an unattractive male model in the working gear, someone unused to any sort of physical labor.

	His dark brown hair was clipped in the latest fashion, and his beard was trim and neat as well. It was cut to highlight the line of his jaw and to hide the weakness of his chin. The man’s brown eyes were narrow and close to one another.

	“Good morning!” Pete said, grinning, and his voice was grating, reminding Shane of the squawking of a duck.

	There were some grumbled replies, but Gordon returned the grin, saying, “Nice of you to show up, Peter.”

	Pete flinched at the words. “Well, traffic was rough on two ninety-five.”

	“Ah,” Gordon said, nodding. “It wasn’t for us. But we all got here at nine when we were asked to be here.”

	Pete cleared his throat. “Sorry about that, fellas.”

	“Anyway,” Gordon said. “I don’t know if I speak for everyone else, but I’d like to see what it looks like in there. Then maybe we can all get down to basics, huh?”

	“Good idea,” Pete said. With all of the bravado of a small town mayor, Pete led the way through the lot. They came to a narrow corridor formed by old and rusted wire fence. Razor wire was strewn across it, and Shane had an uncomfortable feeling.

	“What’s up?” Frank asked, glancing at him.

	“Feels like we’re being watched,” Shane replied.

	Frank looked up at the walls and the glass behind thick, cage-like steel.

	“Yeah,” Frank said. “Sure does.”

	Pete stopped at the doors. They were ancient in appearance, scarred and battered. A thick, iron chain was looped through the handles, a massive lock keeping them closed.

	Shane looked at the chain. Rust from the links had stained the front of the doors, giving them the appearance of being blood stained.

	He was distracted as Pete stood there and patted down the pockets of the new jacket.

	“What’s wrong, Peter?” Gordon asked, his voice thick with disdain.

	Pete jerked around. “Ah, I think I left the keys in my other jacket.”

	“Not just the key to the lock here?” Gordon asked as some of the men groaned.

	“No,” Pete said. “Um, the keys to all of the different rooms and stuff.”

	Someone muttered about the whole job being a waste of time, and Gordon raised a hand. The men became silent.

	“I have a pair of bolt cutters in my truck,” Gordon said. “We can at least get inside and get a feel for the work that needs to be done. This way the day won’t be a waste for the rest of us. If you’re okay with it, Peter.”

	Pete nodded and the men stepped aside as much as they could, pressing themselves against the fence to let Gordon by. While the older man was gone, Pete took the opportunity to introduce himself to some of the men he didn’t know.

	“Frank!” Pete cried out. “I haven’t seen you since you got out of the Army. What the hell happened to your face?”

	“RPG hit a rock near me,” Frank said. “You’d be amazed at how much it hurts.”

	“Can you even see out of your eye?” Pete said, leaning in for a closer look.

	“Yes,” Frank said, and Shane could hear the tightness in Frank’s voice. “Yes, I can. Pete.”

	“Good, good,” Pete said, and then he turned to Shane. He offered his hand, and Shane shook it. “Damn, what happened to your hair?”

	Shane fought the urge to light a cigarette and put it out on Pete’s tongue.

	“You wouldn’t believe me if I told you,” Shane replied.

	“Try me!” Pete grinned.

	“I was trapped in the walls of my house with some ghosts as a boy,” Shane said. “All of my hair fell out, and it never grew back.”

	Pete continued to grin as if waiting for a punch line. When one didn’t come, he straightened up and looked around. “Okay, alright. Um, hey, here comes Gordon.”

	Shane turned and saw the older man. Gordon carried a well-used pair of red-handled bolt-cutters. As Gordon passed by, Shane’s attention was drawn back to the iron chain.

	Why iron? he wondered. Where the hell would they even get iron, and why?

	Shane stiffened. “Pete.”

	Pete looked at him, “Yeah?”

	“Are there any ghosts in here?” Shane asked.

	The man smirked. “Why, you afraid?”

	Frank put out a hand, restraining Shane.

	Before Shane could speak again, there was a loud, sharp crack as the bolt-cutters severed a link. The chain rattled as one of the men pulled it out from between the handles.

	All of Kurkow Prison seemed to sigh.

	A wave of cold air rolled over them, the doors bowing out for a heartbeat.

	“What the hell was that?” one of the men asked.

	“Something bad,” Shane said in a low voice.

	Pete glanced at him. “What could be bad about cold air?”

	As the last word left the man’s lips, the windows on the first floor of the prison exploded outwards.


Chapter 5: More than He Bargained For

	 

	Pete was not happy.

	And he knew, without a doubt, that Ollie wasn’t going to be happy about it either. But for a completely different reason than his own.

	He stood inside the entryway of Kurkow prison with four others; Gordon, Frank, Shane and a metal scrapper named Quincy.

	The rest of the men who had come in to give bids on various parts of the job had left.

	All of them, Pete thought, shaking his head. Ollie’s going to be livid.

	Pete looked at Gordon, who leaned against the wall, his arms crossed over his chest. Shane stood beside Frank, smoking and watching Pete. Shane’s eyes were hard, and it seemed as if the man saw everything.

	Pete didn’t like it.

	“What are you looking at?” he snapped.

	Shane exhaled smoke through his nose and replied, “Apparently, not a whole lot.”

	Pete bristled. “What?”

	“Is he deaf as well as stupid?” Shane asked Frank in a low voice, tapping the head of the cigarette off onto the floor. “That would be unfortunate. One affliction’s enough.”

	Frank chuckled, and Pete jerked his head around to face the man.

	“What?” Pete demanded.

	“You’d do well to calm down,” Gordon said. “I’m here. Quincy’s here, and both Shane and Frank have hung around. I suggest we get started so we can all get home, and you can get this project started.”

	He’s right, Pete thought. He nodded. “Fine. Yeah. Ok.”

	“Great,” Gordon said, straightening up. He took a notebook out of his breast pocket and unclipped a pen from it. “Where do you want to start, Peter?”

	“Um, here?” Pete said, hating how indecisive he sounded. “Yeah. Here. These offices should be a good place.”

	They all looked at him.

	“What?” he asked. “What’s wrong?”

	“Peter,” Gordon said, “it’s your job to lead us through. Show us the rooms, so we can start to compile the information. In this case, since Quincy is the only one here to bid on a job, you let him take a look. As for me, I’m here to look at wiring, pipes, and all that good stuff. And, from what I gathered, Frank and his friend Shane are here to help with any demo or work that needs done so the contractors, or myself, can look at what we need to. Or, really, the one contractor.”

	Pete’s face went red.

	“Yeah,” Pete said, “I didn’t think the guys would run because of a little broken glass.”

	“A little?” Shane asked, chuckling. “That’s quite an understatement. Personally, I’d qualify the breaking of a prison’s windows as a lot of broken glass. But hey, I like to exaggerate I guess.”

	“I’m getting tired of your mouth,” Pete said, pointing at Shane. “You’d be smart to shut it.”

	“Maybe,” Shane said.

	Shane’s grin was terrible, and Pete realized it could only be worse if Shane’s teeth were stained with blood.

	“And maybe,” Shane continued, “I’ll snap your finger off at the knuckle if you don’t point it somewhere else.”

	Pete dropped his hand. Without a word, he turned around, spotted the closest door in the foyer and walked to it. He grabbed the doorknob, which squealed as he forced it to the right. Pete strained, put his shoulder into it and popped the door open.

	He stumbled into the room and a shiver ripped through him as he came to a stop in the center. Old papers fluttered in the breeze which came through the glassless windows. A desk, painted a sickly green, was on its side, the drawers scattered on the floor. The walls were painted a dull yellow, and fluorescent lights hung askew from the ceiling.

	Gordon went around Pete to the nearest window and squatted down. He leaned close, examined the paint for a moment, and then took his glove off, scraping at the sill.

	“I can’t tell you for sure without a test,” Gordon said, straightening up and brushing his hand off on his pants leg. “But I’m positive you’re looking at lead paint, Peter. Probably layers of it.”

	Pete groaned, but he didn’t say anything. He forced a smile and said, “That’s alright. Gordon, I figured as much.”

	Gordon nodded and walked away.

	Oh man, Pete thought. Ollie told Gordon everything he was afraid of.

	“Hey Pete,” Quincy said, his accent thick. The man was from some small town on the Maine, New Hampshire border, and it sounded as if French Canadian had been his first language.

	“Yeah?” Pete asked.

	“You got a lot of these in here?” Quincy asked, kicking the desk with a steel-toed boot. The sound was hollow, falling dead on the cinder block walls.

	“I don’t know,” Pete answered. “Why, they worth anything?”

	Quincy nodded. “Not too much, but they’ll sell. Last year, huh, I salvaged two hundred from a school in Bangor. Shipped ‘em all out to some studio in Los Angeles. Good money, yeah.”

	“Good,” Pete said, perking up. “Real good.”

	He was about to say more, but Shane had turned around and walked to the doorway. The man’s shoulders were tense as he tilted his head to the left.

	“You look like a dog listening for his master to come home,” Pete said, chuckling. The sound died though as Shane glanced over his shoulder at him. There was a brutal mixture of disdain and caution on the man’s harsh face.

	“We need to leave,” Shane said in a low voice. “And we need to do it right now.”

	“What?” Pete started, but Frank cut him off.

	“Why?” Frank asked, stepping over to Shane.

	Shane returned his attention to the foyer as he said, “Because something’s coming.”


Chapter 6: Getting Out

	 

	Behind him, Shane could hear Pete speak. He didn’t pay attention to the man, or to the words he spoke.

	Somewhere beyond the next set of doors, which were chained just as the first had been, came the sound of someone walking.

	The steps were loud and harsh, dominating the stillness of the prison.

	Shane stepped out into the foyer. He reached to his back pocket, and his hand stopped as his fingertips grazed the worn material of his Levi’s.

	His knuckle-dusters were at home.

	All of the iron is at home, he realized.

	“Is there someone in here?” Gordon asked.

	“There better not be,” Pete snapped.

	The footsteps advanced towards the chained doors.

	“Gordon, get the chain off that door,” Pete ordered.

	“Don’t,” Shane said, his voice low. “We all need to get out of here.”

	“Like hell,” Pete said, walking out into the foyer. He looked at Quincy and said, “Hand me those bolt-cutters.”

	The young man shrugged, picked the bolt-cutters up from where they rested against the wall and brought them to Pete.

	“It’s time to leave,” Shane said to Frank.

	Frank nodded. “Come on, Gordon.”

	“What’s going on?” Gordon asked, an unsure expression on his face.

	“We need to go,” Frank said. “I’ll fill you in outside. I promise. You just got to trust me on this one.”

	Out of the corner of his eye, Shane saw Gordon nod, and the two men left.

	The footsteps came to a stop on the other side of the doors.

	Quincy took a nervous step back.

	“Do me a favor, kid,” Shane said in a low voice.

	Quincy looked at him.

	“Grab me some of that chain from the first set of doors, will you?” Shane asked. Quincy nodded and hurried out of the room. Shane was alone with Pete. The other man was wrestling with the bolt-cutters, trying to get them to work.

	“Leave it,” Shane said, putting all of the authority he could muster into the words.

	Pete straightened up in surprise, and he looked over at Shane. “Why? That guy’s right on the other side. I swear I can hear him breathing.”

	Not likely, Shane thought. Quincy came back in, a length of the chain rattling in his hands. Shane nodded his thanks, accepted the metal and said, “Go outside with Frank.”

	“Aha!” Pete shouted, and the bolt-cutters snapped through a link. In a matter of seconds, he had severed a second. “Nothing to it!”

	Shane watched as Pete dropped the bolt-cutters and unthreaded the chain from the handles.

	Part of Shane wanted to back out of the room and leave Pete to his fate.

	But he couldn’t.

	I don’t hate him that much, Shane thought. At least not yet.

	Pete dropped the chain to the floor, slapped his hands together in satisfaction, and jerked the right-hand door open.

	In the dim light of the hall beyond, the walker was revealed.

	He was huge. Easily six foot six, if not taller. He wore a dark blue uniform, the pants bloused at the tops of his boots. His skin was a putrid green, his eyes bulging from their sockets. The man’s tongue was swollen, the tip of it protruding from between black lips. And he was bald in random patches across his head.

	Pete’s horrified scream told Shane that he could see through the man as well.

	Shane moved forward even as Pete tripped over his own feet and fell hard onto the floor. Without hesitation, Shane stepped over Pete’s prostrate form. When he was between Pete and the ghost, Shane began to swing the chain in a slow circle.

	The links cut through the air with a soft hiss, and the dead prison guard smiled at him, a gruesome action which revealed gray teeth.

	“You need to stay where you are,” Shane said. “We’re leaving.”

	The guard shook his head and spoke, his words surprisingly clear.

	“No, you’re not,” he said. His voice was harsh and brutal. “You’re going down into the hole. You shouldn’t be up here. Only the warden and the screws are allowed up here.”

	“Pete,” Shane said, “get out.”

	Pete didn’t reply, but Shane heard him scramble out of the building.

	“All alone, punk,” the guard said.

	“I’m leaving,” Shane said, taking a cautious step back.

	The guard stepped towards him. He flexed his hands and shook them out with all of the ease
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