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My book falls from my hands as blood drips down the once white walls. I scream and float to my feet from the torn green couch. The shutters on the outside bang, adding to my fright as the dusty curtains billow in a non-existent wind. 
Laughter stops my non-lethal heart attack. "Jacob! Stop doing that to me!"
Jacob floats through the wall, lifeless eyes crinkled with his amusement. "First of all, I'm Jake, not Jacob. Second, stop making it so fun."
"I don't know you well enough to call you by a shortened name. It is improper."
He leans against the wall, chest still heaving in enjoyment over my distress. "How long have you known me?"
I blink, unsure how to answer that question. "I don't know. It seems like an eternity since you feel the need to scare me to death every day."
"To death, you say?" His laughter echoes again. "Besides, what kind of ghost is scared of everything? How could anything even hurt you?"
I try to stomp my foot, but I forget to solidify it, causing me to almost fall through the surface beneath my feet and into the basement. The thought of what lives in the basement makes me shudder and increases my concentration.
"You never know what might happen. I'm dead, but it doesn't mean something worse isn't around the corner," I counter.
"Lighten up, Eileen. You're the most boring ghost I've ever met!"
"You've only met the ghosts in this house. How would you know?"
"Trust me. No other ghost can be so boring. You spend all your concentration being solid to read books. Do you know what the couple in the master bedroom uses their energy for?"
If my heart was still pumping blood, my cheeks would heat up. "I know what they do, and I will not be doing that!"
"It's actually pretty interesting to watch," he chuckles. "They don't mind an audience."
"Jacob!"
My amused companion finds my reaction so funny that he loses focus and falls through the peeling wall beside the old bookcase. When he reappears, a grin spreads on his face. "What do you think covering your ears will do? Your hands aren't solid right now."
I open my mouth to argue, but a bang outside grabs both our attention. We float over, and Jacob kindly lifts the curtains. A blue van is parked in the driveway and a big truck that says something about moving comes down the drive.
"New blood!" Jacob sounds absolutely giddy.
"Oh, no!"
Letting the curtains fall, he chuckles again. "Come on, Eileen. You need to lighten up. Learn to live a little."
Jacobs' laughter echoes long after he fades away.





[image: image-placeholder]
[image: image-placeholder]
Box after box crosses the threshold in the arms of the strong man as the woman chases their wayward children around the van. On his next trip in, the man has abandoned his shirt. I watch unnoticed as his muscles flex. By his grunt, I can tell that box is heavy. His wedding band shines in the sunlight from the now open curtains. 
"I thought you had no interest in doing what the couple in the master bedroom does."
A startled scream bellows forth as Jacob appears beside me. I place my hand on my chest, a habit left over from when I still drew breath. "Stop doing that, Jacob!"
"Not going to happen," he says.
My glare does not phase him at all. "I have no interest in doing what they do. I've told you that."
The man walks back out the door, wiping sweat off his forehead as he goes. Jacob floats into my line of sight. "Then why are you ogling the man like that?"
"I am doing no such thing!" Hands on my hips, my glare intensifies.
"I saw what I saw. Oh, calm down. The way you glare at me, I'm surprised your ghostly powers don't catch the house on fire."
I quickly stop glaring and look around in worry. I don't see any smoke. He's wrong, right? "Can I do that?"
He laughs. "Truthfully, I have no idea, but I doubt it."
"But you make blood appear on the walls."
Jacob sighs and floats over to the dirty window to look out at the squealing children. "It's not real blood, Eileen. Great. There goes our peace and quiet. Kids are loud."
I join him at the window, watching the mother and children kick around a ball in the yard. To avoid Jacob's teasing, I make sure to not look at the shirtless father lifting another large box. The mother lifts a child up high, laughing as the young one squeals in delight. That's when I notice something.
"That one is different," I say.
Jacob blinks and turns his dead eyes to me. "What?"
"That child looks different from the others."
My companion sighs. "You really are out of touch. It's called adoption."
"I know what adoption is," I argue. "But he sounds different too."
Even in death, his brown hair bounces as he shakes his head at me. "Sometimes people adopt children from other countries to give them a better life. What does it matter?"
"It doesn't. I was only curious, Jacob. No need to be rude."
The man brings in another box and carries it into the kitchen. My eyes follow him without thought. Realizing I have just been obvious, I quickly look back at my fellow lost soul, only to find he isn't even paying attention.
He leans his forehead against the glass. The outer walls are the only parts of the house we don't have to concentrate on leaning against. We cannot leave this house. It's as if there is an invisible barrier between us and the outside world. I have no idea how long I've been here. Time holds no meaning when you're stuck in one place for all eternity.
"It's Jake, not Jacob," he says at last.
"It is not proper for me to call you other than your birth name."
He sighs, something he does often with me. "We have known each other long enough. Besides, I am asking you to."
"How do you know how long we've known each other?"
Jacob looks around the room before floating over to the table beside the front door. "I thought I saw a newspaper in the arms of your eye candy. Ah! Here it is."
I choose to ignore his comment. "What good is a newspaper?"
"Come on, Eileen. Use that transparent head of yours. I may be able to see right through it, but I'm sure there is a brain in there somewhere."
I place my hands on my hips again, unwilling to give him the reaction he expects. He ignores my poorly concealed tantrum and lifts the newspaper.
"Hmmm... Here it is! It is the year 2022."
"And..."
With a sigh, he places the paper back down. "I died in 2005, so..."
I only stare at him, causing him to growl in frustration. "We have known each other for seventeen years, Eileen."
"That doesn't sound right."
Jacob crunches his eyes and tries to slap his palm against his forehead. He isn't focused well enough, so his hand passes right through his head. A shudder ripples over him, one I know all too well. I've done that before. It isn't a pleasant sensation to have your hand enter your body.
"It's plain as day," he says. "We have known each other long enough for you to call me Jake."
"I don't know."
My transparent companion opens his mouth, frustration evident in his tense, translucent muscles, but stops when the man carries in a plastic box with holes in it. Curiosity takes over as I watch him bend down to open the wire door.
A small bundle of brown and black fur walks happily out, tail twitching back and forth. It spots me and starts barking. I scream in fright and float up into the far corner of the room. The man yells at the yapping creature, telling it that there is nothing here to bark at, and walks out the door.
"Jacob! What is that thing?!" It continues to yap at me, and I huddle further into the corner by the ceiling, trembling in fright. He doesn't answer. "Jacob...."
"Relax," his disembodied voice says to me. "It's only a Yorkie."
I look around to see that he's fully disappeared. "That doesn't answer my question."
Laughter echoes in the room, causing the creature to get louder. "It's a dog, Eileen."
"How can it see me?"
"I've always thought animals could see more than humans. This proves it." He sounds smug.
"Make it go away!"
Jacob remains silent for a few seconds. "One condition."
"What?"
"Call me Jake."
Disbelief fills me. "Seriously? You're bargaining with me when my life is at stake?!"
His chuckles infuriate me. "Your life? I swear you forget you're dead sometimes. I'm waiting."
"Fine! Jake! Now make this thing go away."
"You have to do exactly as I say."
If I had blood, it would be boiling at his willingness to let me come to harm. "Fine!"
"Go completely invisible."
What? I blink and wish I could stare at him incredulously, which is impossible when I don't even know where he is. The increased yapping and hopping makes me decide to listen. Once I'm invisible, the little brown and black eyes stare at the corner for a few more seconds. The sound of children playing grabs its attention, and it runs out the door.
Jacob reappears, and I join him. "Really, Jacob?"
"Ah, ah, ah. We had a deal."
It's my turn to sigh. "Fine," I groan. "But couldn't you just have told me that?"
"It's not my fault you constantly forget how to ghost. This time it really backfired on you."
I float back down to the floor. A young girl runs in, yelling that she has to pee. I cringe at the inappropriateness of her words. When she runs through me, a wave of warmth makes me shiver. That was unpleasant.
The mother drags the other two children in and follows the girl down the hall to the restroom. When they return, so does the dog. I panic for a moment, then disappear. The family calls the dog Bell. I shudder, making a disgusted sound.
"What is it now?"
Jacob's voice makes me jump. "I'm just thinking of all the fur that will be all over everything."
He laughs. "Really? With all the dust and cobwebs we've been living with for so long, you're worried about dog hair?"
"My father always said that animals don't belong in the house. What if it does its business in the house too?"
"Of course, your father would say that. Nothing surprises me anymore with you. Didn't you have any fun as a kid?"
I'm taken aback by his assumption. "I had lots of dolls to play with. I didn't need a dog shedding, or worse, in the house."
"It's called pooping and peeing. Defecating if you want to get technical."
Nausea takes over. "Jaco—I mean, Jake!"
"They're normal words for normal body functions. You used to do them too."
"I most certainly did not," I lie. "Women don't do those things!"
He laughs. "Yes, women do. They fart too."
"You have no idea what you're talking about."
"I most certainly do. Me and my three sisters were raised by my single mother. You girls can be quite nasty. I'm glad I can't smell anymore. What era are you from anyway?"
"What do you mean?" I question.
"When did you die?"
I raise my invisible eyebrows in indignation. "You should never ask a woman her age. I'm sure that counts death years."
"Seeing how you don't age now, I don't think it counts."
He has a point. "1945, 1948, or 1942? I can't fully remember."
"I'm assuming your family was well off?"
Sometimes I can't understand what he's saying. "Well off?"
"Rich."
"I wouldn't say rich, but we did well enough. What does any of this matter?"
A knock at the door interrupts any answer that Jacob may have. I refuse to call him Jake in my head, but he doesn't have to know that. A couple stands at the door, holding a tray of cookies. The dog runs over, hopping and yapping at the new arrivals. I worry she might get overly excited and make a mess right there. Father always said animals were messy.
The family follows the dog, greeting the visitors with big smiles. With a sigh of relief, I cautiously let myself go visible again. Invisibility is exhausting. Jacob follows my lead, floating next to me.
"Who are they?" I ask.
"How should I know? I'm stuck inside this house as much as you are. I'm assuming neighbors."
I resist the urge to roll my eyes and refuse to respond. The woman offers to take the mother and her children on a tour of the area after handing over the cookies. To my immense relief, Bell follows them. The men work together to continue carrying in the boxes.
Once boxes are stacked everywhere, they begin moving out all the old furniture and replacing it with new. The men speak
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