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Chapter 1: On the Slab

	 

	Saturday, 8:30 PM

	 

	The body on the slab was cold.

	Ed White rubbed his eyes, yawned, and wondered why he had to be on the weekend shift.

	Because I’m the low man on the totem pole, that’s why, he answered himself. He glanced at the victim, a young Latino man of around twenty years of age. There was no identification sent along with the body; at least, none that Ed knew of.

	Why would the cops want to make my life easier? Of course, they wouldn’t.

	He shook his head. “What’s your name, my friend?”

	The corpse, not surprisingly, didn’t answer.

	Ed walked over to the body and glanced down at it. There were three bullet holes in the chest, all in the area of the heart. “Looks like you died quick. Good for you. Not many people are that lucky. Tell me, were you robbed? Is that why your ID isn’t here? Hm?”

	Ed shook his head, turned, and went back to the items that had been sent along by the police.

	Some spare change, a comb, a prophylactic, a love note in Spanish, and a small lunch bag.

	“What, were you on your way to work?” Ed asked over his shoulder. “What’d you pack tonight, huh?”

	Unzipping the bag, Ed smelled fried rice and saw a package of chocolate Hostess cupcakes, a bottle of water, and a pair of sunglasses.

	Ed frowned. The sunglasses were a pale green, and they looked vintage, the kind that his girlfriend liked to wear when she dragged him out of the house on his one day off. “Buddy, I’m not judging or anything, but these are women’s sunglasses. Did you know that?”

	Ed shrugged, reached in, picked the glasses up, and was surprised at how cold they were. He set them down on the counter then took out the other items, none of which were as cold as the glasses.

	His attention kept returning to the sunglasses, and after a few minutes of trying to catalog the various items, Ed gave up the effort.

	Instead, he focused his attention solely upon the glasses. He reached out and touched them. A shiver raced through him, and he smiled. There was an almost sensuous nature to the sunglasses. He closed his eyes and enjoyed the cold radiating from them.

	“You should take them home.”

	Ed’s eyes snapped open, and he looked around.

	It had been a woman’s voice he had heard, but despite that obvious fact, he still looked down at the corpse on the slab, his heart pounding with abject fear.

	Ed licked his lips nervously and glanced around. The sunglasses almost throbbed in his hands. He went to set them back down, but as his hand drew near to the surface of the counter, he stopped.

	Why? he asked himself, staring at the sunglasses. I don’t need to put them down. What’s going to happen to them, huh? They’ll be put in storage with the rest of his effects until a relative or friend comes to pick them up. And what then? Off they go with no one to care for them.

	Ed blinked and looked down at the sunglasses in his hands.

	“With no one to care for them,” he murmured aloud. “What if no one claims them?” He already knew the answer. “Then they get auctioned off. Or destroyed. But that takes years. Too long. I can’t wait.”

	“No,” the female voice whispered. “No, you can’t wait.”

	He shook his head and carried the sunglasses away from the corpse. Ed went into the small office that he shared with everyone else who worked at the coroner’s office and dug his lunchbox out of a cubbyhole. Despite no one being with him, Ed still gave a furtive glance around the morgue, just to be absolutely positive.

	He hadn’t stolen anything before because getting caught meant automatic termination. No questions asked.

	And there wasn’t anything to steal before, he thought, placing the sunglasses gently into the lunchbox. No, not a damned thing to steal at all.

	Ed smiled, zipped the lunchbox closed, and returned to the body on the slab.


Chapter 2: On Again

	 

	Sunday, 4:00 PM

	 

	Shane stood in the driveway, cigarette in his mouth, as he waved goodbye to Jacinta. The detective blew him a kiss, shifted her rental into drive, and drove off down Berkley Street. Shane finished his cigarette as he walked back into the house and chuckled as the door closed of its own accord behind him. A glance over his shoulder showed Carl grinning at him.

	“Why,” Shane asked in German, “are you looking at me like that?”

	“Because,” Carl stated, falling into step beside him as Shane walked to the kitchen, “you have only had a fifth of whiskey over this entire week. The detective is quite proud of you.”

	Shane shook his head. “You two were talking about me?”

	“What else is there to talk about?” Carl asked with a wink. “The others, they are still nervous of her. Even Eloise is shy. I suspect the child will make her appearance known soon enough, however.”

	“I haven’t seen Eloise in a while,” Shane frowned. “Where’s she been hiding?”

	“In the servants’ passages,” Carl replied. The dead man lingered by the kitchen table as Shane made himself a pot of coffee. “She has been playing with the three Davis sisters at night when there is less for them to see.”

	Shane sat down at the table while he waited, took out a fresh cigarette, and lit it. He exhaled through his nose and gestured with the cigarette between his fingers. “Just tell her not to get too caught up. Last thing I want is for her to lead them on an adventure outside the house. If she starts making noise about doing something like that again, send her my way so I can have a chat with her, okay?”

	Carl gave a short bow. “Of course.”

	The rumble of a heavy truck on a parallel street cut Shane off for a moment, and when it had passed, he continued. “Anyway, I’m going to get some research done before I speak with James Moran, and, more than likely, I’ll have to have a chat with the Captain after that.”

	“From your State Police?” Carl inquired.

	“Yeah. That’s the one,” Shane answered.

	Shane sat in silence for a short time. “I wish she could stay longer.”

	“You and the detective do seem to enjoy one another’s company,” Carl agreed. He smiled. “It does my heart good, my young friend, to see you happy when she is here.”

	“You know,” Shane reminded the dead man, “I am technically older than you. I mean, come on, I’m forty-seven now.”

	Carl raised an eyebrow.

	“Dead years don’t count. They’re like backward dog years or something.” Shane grinned, getting to his feet. He went and poured himself some coffee and brought it back to the table.

	Bringing the subject back around, Carl asked, “What reason do you have for speaking with Mr. Moran and the Captain, my friend?”

	“Hm? I’m going to dig a little more into the robberies,” Shane mused. “There have been a couple more since I came back from Connecticut. Which reminds me, I have to go back down there to have a chat with Warren Thorne.”

	“The ghost kept imprisoned by Victor and Tom?” Carl inquired.

	“The one and only,” Shane nodded.

	“And if he does not talk?”

	Shane smiled, stubbed out his cigarette in an ashtray, and stated, “He will.”

	“Sometimes, my friend,” Carl’s voice was soft, “I worry for you.”

	“Thanks.” Shane’s smile faded from his face. “So do I.”


Chapter 3: Whispered Ideas

	 

	Sunday, 8:00 PM

	 

	Ed White sat on his couch.

	The sunglasses from the corpse were on the coffee table. Nothing else littered the table’s white top. Ed had swept everything off earlier. The sunglasses occupied pride of place, and he felt himself smile as he looked at them.

	As he stared, the ghost of Miriam Shaw appeared on the other side of the table, and Ed was too stunned to react.

	She offered him a coy smile, her deep black hair perfectly coiffed, her lips bright red. Her blue shirt was tied at the waist, revealing the smooth skin of her stomach and the bloody entrance wound on the right side of her abdomen. She wore a pair of loose-fitting white pants stained and splattered with her own blood.

	Ed knew that she wore a pair of leather sandals on her feet. Aside from her wound, which he knew had to have been a mortal one, she looked like a pinup model from the forties.

	And Ed adored her.

	Ed would do anything for her. His head swam when she was in the room, and he shivered, not only from the cold which seemed to engulf him, but also from the idea that she was always near him. He didn’t want anyone else. Didn’t want to be near anyone else.

	I have to break it off with Cat, he thought. Get my key back from her. I just want to travel with Miriam. That’s all. Nothing else. I don’t want to be with anyone else. Miriam and I can travel the world together.

	“How are you, Ed?” Her voice was sultry, and it sent a shiver through him.

	He licked his lips and managed to murmur, “Good.”

	Her smile broadened. She had made herself known the previous night, and he had stayed up until the early hours of the morning to speak with her. She wanted to travel. To see the world.

	He wanted to help her do that.

	No, he corrected himself, I need to do that. She needs it, too. That’s why I have to. Yeah. I have to.

	“What have you been up to?” she asked.

	“Looking,” he told her.

	“At what?”

	“Places to go,” he answered.

	“I always wanted to travel when I was alive,” she sighed.

	Ed nodded. “Your husband wouldn’t take you.”

	“No, he wouldn’t,” she agreed. “Was that nice of him?”

	Ed shook his head.

	“Should he have taken me where I wanted to go?”

	“Of course,” Ed stated.

	“Of course.” Miriam smiled, but it was soon replaced with a mournful expression. “I wish I could travel now, but I’m stuck to those sunglasses.”

	“I was thinking about that,” Ed whispered.

	“You were?” Her light blue eyes widened, and her voice was full of surprise.

	“Yeah,” Ed’s voice became louder. “I could empty my bank account and take you on a trip. I’ve got some vacation time saved up. Where do you want to go?”

	“Oh, just about anywhere would be wonderful, as long as I’m with you, Ed,” Miriam sighed. “You wouldn’t let anyone get in between us, right?”

	“No,” he assured her. “Never, never. You think you might want to go to Canada first?”

	Before she could respond, there was the rattle of a key in the door lock, and Miriam vanished. Anger surged through Ed as he got to his feet.

	The door to the apartment opened, and Cat Sylvia, his girlfriend, came in. Her greeting died on her lips as she saw his expression.

	“What the hell’s wrong with you?” she demanded, closing the door with her foot and setting a bag of groceries down on the counter.

	“Nothing,” he sulked, dropping down to the couch.

	Frowning, she stepped closer and saw the mess he had made on the floor. The remote controls, the magazines, all were in a haphazard pile. Then, her eyes moved to the coffee table and settled on the sunglasses.

	“Those are awesome!” she exclaimed, seeming to forget about his odd behavior and the mess on the floor. Cat took a step forward.

	“Don’t touch them!” Ed snapped.

	Cat jerked her hand back.

	“What?” she demanded.

	“You heard me,” he scowled, “don’t touch the damned sunglasses.”

	“You didn’t get those for me?” she asked.

	“No.”

	“So, you’re going to wear women’s sunglasses? Retro women’s sunglasses?”

	“Nope,” he shook his head. “Going to keep them safe. Take them on the road with me.”

	She looked at him, confused. “Honestly, Ed, I have no idea about what you’re saying.”

	“What I’m saying is that you can’t touch them,” he snarled, getting to his feet.

	Cat flinched and glanced around as if looking for something or someone, a confused look crossing her face. Then she stopped suddenly and tilted her head to the side, her eyes widening as she listened. Ed heard a soft whisper. He didn’t know what was said, and he didn’t care.

	“I want you to go,” he told her.

	Cat laughed, a cold, bitter sound. “No. Not without the sunglasses. You don’t get to play with women’s sunglasses.”

	The lights in the apartment flickered, but neither Ed nor Cat made any comment. Nor did either seem to notice when the temperature in the room dropped.

	“I’m leaving,” Cat whispered, taking a small step toward the coffee table, “and I’m taking Miriam’s sunglasses with me.”

	“How do you know her name?!”

	“She told me!” Cat shouted, and she reached for the sunglasses.

	Ed jumped forward and drove his fist into Cat’s face with all the strength he could muster. The force of the blow sent her spinning in a half-circle as he lowered his hand, ignoring the throbbing pain of fingers and bones he was certain were broken.

	She struck the floor hard, blood pouring out of her nose. Her left eye was already swelling as she tried to get to her hands and knees. Ed straddled her and punched her again, the second blow catching her at the base of her skull, where it joined her neck. The impact drove her back to the floor, her arms and legs splayed out. With a howl of rage, he dropped onto her back and wrapped his hands around her throat, squeezing as hard as he could.

	 

	***

	 

	Officer Gary Ledoux kept a neutral expression on his face while Officer Yola Zapata dealt with the resident who had called to complain that his wife kept letting the cat eat his basil.

	“I understand you’re upset—” Yola began, but a sharp howl interrupted her.

	The resident scowled. “Damned guy upstairs. Told him no dogs were allowed.”

	“What number?!” Yola asked.

	“What?” the resident asked.

	“Apartment!”

	“Um, B2,” the man stuttered.

	Gary and Yola broke into a run as she called it in. They both were familiar with what a dog sounded like, and the howl they had heard didn’t belong to an animal.

	At least not the four-legged kind, Gary thought. They reached the door to the stairwell, and he slammed it open. The pair raced up the steps, and Gary tore the door to the hallway open, Yola sprinting past him. A shriek rang out, and several other residents peeked out of their apartments.

	“Back inside!” Gary shouted, and, surprisingly, most of the residents retreated to the safety of their homes.

	Yola reached B2 first. Without any hesitation, she kicked the door beside the deadbolt and handle, and there was the unmistakable sound of wood breaking. As she brought her leg down, Gary charged forward, lowering his shoulder and slamming into the door with enough force to tear the deadbolt the remainder of the way out of the wood.

	He tried to twist out of the way, but the man in front of him was faster than Gary was. A long carving knife flicked out and caught Gary across the forehead. Blood spilled down the front of his face and blinded him.

	Yola’s sidearm roared twice, and there was a thud as the knife-wielding man crashed to the floor.

	Furious, Gary wiped the blood out of his eyes and saw the attacker flat on his back, mouth agape, and blood frothing from a pair of entrance wounds in his chest.


Chapter 4: More Information

	 

	Sunday, 8:15 PM

	 

	The roar of sirens took Shane by surprise, and he paused to watch as a pair of ambulances went racing past him on Concord Street. He continued to observe them as they hurtled past Greeley Park, then turned left into one of the new developments. More sirens joined those of the ambulances, and Shane counted a trio of police SUVs that followed a moment later.

	Never a good sign, Shane thought. He shook out a fresh Lucky Strike, popped the cigarette into his mouth, and lit it. Should probably quit these, he told himself, exhaling through his nostrils as he put the lighter and the pack away. But I’m not going to. Bad enough I’m cutting back on the whiskey.

	No, that’s not true. I’ve gone almost cold turkey on the damned whiskey.

	He tried not to think about it too much. Shane missed the constant, slight buzz he had kept himself in. But it had been done to numb him against old memories and perceived failures.

	Were they failures? Yeah, more than a few were. But that’s the way it goes. I need to deal with it. Simple as that.

	As he smoked and walked, he made the decision to cross Concord Street to go and see what had happened. By the time he reached the scene, one of the ambulances had already pulled away. The other remained parked in front of a recently constructed apartment building. A few of the residents were gathered outside, speaking with one another, and police were moving in and out of the front doors.

	Shane glanced around at those watching the drama, and he spotted a ghost. She had been an attractive woman in life, but her good looks were marred by a foul expression. It was as though someone had personally slighted her, and he wondered what had happened.

	The dead woman stood off a short way from the rest, her arms folded over her chest, fingers tapping rapidly on one bicep. Her death-wound was close to her navel, a small-caliber gunshot wound if Shane had ever seen one before, and it appeared that she had bled out. She was far enough away from the living that Shane felt comfortable approaching her.

	He drew within several feet and waited for her to notice him. A few times, she glanced at him, and Shane repressed a smile. Finally, after almost five minutes, he asked, “So, what happened?”

	She looked around to see if he was speaking to her, and when he grinned, she took a startled step back.

	“Sorry,” he added. “I didn’t mean to scare you.”

	She snickered. “That’s a good one. You scaring a ghost. How come you can see me?”

	“I just can,” Shane replied. “You’ve never met anyone who could?”

	She shook her head. “No. Not a one.”

	“Huh.” Shane finished his cigarette, lit a fresh one, and asked, “Any idea what happened here?”

	“Yes,” she grumbled. “Idiot killed his gal because she wanted my sunglasses.”

	Shane looked at her, and she continued.

	“I didn’t want him to kill her. Hell, that’s not the way it’s supposed to work. When it’s time, I get someone else to kill the guy, you know?” She shook her head, her expression that of someone having been extremely inconvenienced. “Now, I got to wait and try to make the move again. I just got with this guy, too, you know? What a jerk.”

	“Sounds rough,” Shane stated, keeping his tone mild. “Want I should go in and try to get the glasses for you?”

	She looked at him, smiled, and then, her smile faded. “There’s something wrong with you.”

	He waited, watching her.

	The dead woman shook her head. “No. You stay away from my stuff. I don’t trust you. You’re not weak, I can tell. I like guys like you, but you can’t be controlled. I don’t need that right now.”

	Unable to stop her, Shane watched the dead woman hurry into the apartment building.

	He stood there, silent, finishing his cigarette as the police continued with their investigation.

	I’ll need to call Jack, Shane thought. Or Tom, but Victor gets upset if Tom prowls around through too many police networks.

	Still, Tom might be best. I don’t think I should put off talking to Thorne any longer, either. I guess it’s a good thing I waited to call them.

	With a last glance at the building, Shane turned around and headed for home.


Chapter 5: Burner

	 

	Sunday, 11:30 PM

	 

	Marty Feldman sat by the Veterans Administration in Manchester, New Hampshire. His back was against a tree, and he could see all avenues of approach. He needed to.

	Marty was almost positive Alex Kallistos was having him watched. Waiting for Marty to slip up and reveal where his wife and daughters were hidden.

	I’m not going to tell you that. I won’t make a mistake that will jeopardize their safety, Marty thought. From his pocket, he took out a flip-phone, one he had purchased earlier in the week. It was activated, with enough time on it for a quick call to his wife’s phone. He needed to know they were okay. Needed to make sure that Shannon was doing what she was supposed to.

	Marty dialed the number and listened as the phone rang.

	After four rings, it was answered, but not by his wife.

	It was a pre-recorded message, and it told him that the owner of the phone hadn’t set up the phone’s mailbox system.

	Marty shook his head, ended the call, and tried again.

	He got the same result.

	What the hell is going on? He tried a third time.

	When the message started to play, he snapped the phone in half. Furious, he tore the back off, ripped out the battery, took out the SIM card, and broke that as well. After a moment, he dug a small hole, swept the remnants of the phone into it. He kept the SIM card’s pieces and stood up.

	Marty took several deep breaths, cleared his mind, and decided upon a plan of action.

	I need to go up north, see if I can find out what’s going on. He started the long walk back to the Clubhouse. Passing by a storm drain, he dropped the two pieces of the SIM card into it.

	I know Kallistos doesn’t have Shannon or the girls, Marty assured himself. He would have bragged about it by now.

	Despite the truth of the statement, it offered Marty cold comfort.

	 

	***

	 

	Monday, 6:00 AM

	 

	Alex Kallistos stood in the doorway to Professor Abel Worthe’s cell. The old man lay on his bed, mouth partially open, revealing chipped and broken teeth. Worthe snored, passed gas, and rolled onto his side.

	“He’s a delight,” Timmy commented wryly.

	Alex looked at his dead companion and smiled. “He is.”

	Timmy shook his head. “I have some other words for him. Want me to share them with you?”

	“No,” Alex responded. “I have to stay focused. Today, I want to learn about the best way to purchase a building.”

	Timmy frowned. “Kid, there are plenty of people here, who aren’t homicidal, that can help you with that.”

	“They’re boring,” Alex said. He stepped into the room. “And besides, they wouldn’t know why I was doing it. Worthe, he knows why. He understands.”

	“Whatever you say, kid,” Timmy shrugged. “You’re the boss.”

	“I am,” Alex grinned, and he cleared his throat. When the old man didn’t respond. Alex coughed.

	Professor Worthe snored louder, and anger flashed across Alex’s face.

	“Wake him up,” Alex ordered.

	Timmy walked to the bed, leaned over until his mouth was just above the old man’s ear, and screamed.

	Professor Worthe’s eyes snapped open as he shrieked. He sat up and through Timmy, and the old man screamed again. Alex laughed as Professor Worthe fell out of bed. The old man landed hard on the floor and yowled in pain.

	Timmy, grinning, backed away, and said to the Professor, “Good morning, sunshine. How are you?”

	The old man’s eyes were wide with fear, darting around the room as he tried to understand what had happened.

	“Professor Worthe,” Alex crooned, “are you awake now?”

	The old man blinked and nodded. “Yes. Yes, I am.”

	“Good!” Alex sat down on the floor in the doorway. “Before breakfast, I want to talk to you about acquiring property.”

	Professor Worthe got gingerly to his feet, then eased himself onto the bed. He picked up his glasses from the small bedstand, put them on, and then took a drink of water from a plastic cup that had been on the stand as well.

	“May I inquire as to the reason behind your purchase?” Despite his ragged appearance and the brutal way he had been awakened, Professor Worthe managed an air of competence and assurance.

	“I want to have a house ready,” Alex explained. “I want to test someone who moves into it. Someone who buys it and thinks that everything’s going to be okay. I want to make my own haunted house.”

	“Will you be transporting it here?” Professor Worthe inquired.

	Alex shook his head. “Nope. It’ll stay right where it is.”

	“And do you know what type of people you would like to test?”

	“No,” Alex answered.

	“Well, I think that is the first order of business,” Professor Worthe informed him. “Once you decide the financial background of your intended test subject, you’ll be able to locate neighborhoods that would appeal to them. With this in mind, you’ll be prepared to purchase and begin establishing your baseline for the experiment.”

	“That sounds awesome.” Alex grinned. For a moment, he was silent, thinking about whom he wanted to test. An answer came to him a moment later. “I want to test a professor.”

	The old man smiled broadly. “Ah, interesting. That is a large pay scale to play with. Are you looking for a professor at a community college or one at an Ivy League school? A tenured professor or an adjunct?”

	Alex laughed and clapped his hands excitedly. The buzzing became louder in the back of his head. “I don’t know!”

	Professor Worthe chuckled. “Come then, let us speak of it and narrow it down further, shall we?”

	Alex nodded, and with Timmy watching over him, Alex and the old man began to narrow down Alex’s choices.


Chapter 6: House Meeting

	 

	Monday, Noon

	 

	Penny lit a cigarette, took a long drag, and adjusted her position in the hunter’s hide she had built the night before. She had plenty of food and water for the remainder of the day and the evening, but she was uncomfortable. Nervous.

	Gee, can’t imagine why, she thought, finishing the cigarette and crushing it out in the dirt. Could it be because they have me doing this damned thing in the middle of the day?

	Not that anyone would make the connection, but it would sure as hell raise some eyebrows if someone found me.

	The nature of being a proctor for Alex Kallistos and his experiments required her to be close to the target subjects. Each ghost she employed had roughly a mile radius in which to operate. The cameras installed to observe and record their interactions had a far smaller range, and so she found herself being disturbingly close.

	Doesn’t matter, she thought, taking a sip of tepid water. It needs to be done. Simple as that.

	Penny opened the box that contained a small charge of C4 and a death card for one Suzette Avignon, age 19. Suzette had passed away of natural causes in 1967.

	She had been a spiteful young woman and was disgusted with her own death. The dead teen hadn’t gone away, and, over the years, she had beaten and killed seven young men. According to the file on Suzette, she blamed her death on having been dumped
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