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Sample of Ghosts of San
Francisco reviews:

“Fast-paced and full of
twists and turns.”

-Amazon verified
purchase

“...an action-packed,
terrifying thriller of what could very well be our own
technological future. Has a unique tone with brilliant character
development.”

-hyrumseries.wordpress.com

“Drastically different than
normal 'ghosts.' Incredibly unique, very refreshing... an author to
watch!”

-Goodreads.com

“Sex, Drugs, and SCIENCE
FICTION!”

-Barnes and Noble

“I <expletive removed
from public record> loved it! …McGhee is an extraordinary
author. Read this book... you won't be disappointed.”

-Amazon Verified
Purchase







Based in part on true events.

This is a work of fiction. All characters,
organizations, and events portrayed in this book are products of
the author's imagination. Murder Red Ink was inspired, in part, by
true historical events, places, and archives, however... all
instances have been used fictitiously, all likenesses are purely
coincidental and have been drawn out of the author's mind.

The unsolved murders are a terrifying glimpse
into humanity at its very worst.

The murderer we know as Jack the Ripper was a
real life monster.












I dedicate this book to SKZB, for answering
the fan mail of a thirteen-year-old dreamer.
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You, my loving family. I owe you a castle in
the sand I intend to build. Besides being grateful, I am also sorry
for slipping into endless hours of work (that led to even longer
“what-if's” and “maybe I should have” discussions.) Writing never
switches off, nor does my appreciation for the support you
give:

D (my First Reader), M, and B.
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Thank you STEVE ALTEN, Oh captain, my
captain.

Thank you to the fans of “Mord McGhee's
Maniacs,” Facebook.

Thank you to Kimberly Lucas, Michael
Maddigan, Scott Jamison, Douglas Hulick, Mary Spila, Linda, Tom,
Jason, Terra, Nanny, Bob, Jung, and Ron (aka “the Bennett beach
party clan”), D-Wane Crow, and last but far from least, Dr. Cyril
Wecht. If I missed you, it's only in the interest of brevity. The
list is longer than the above named. It's overwhelming to a simple
man like me to have so many good folks around.

If you feel I owe you a bit of gratitude, I
probably do.

And let's be truthful, it's probably more
than a “bit.”

Thank you.












The “Dear Boss” letter was one of many
documents received by various people and institutions in the late
1880s and early 1890s claiming to be from the hand of a serial
killer known today as “Jack the Ripper.” Its authenticity has never
been proven. Although speculation has named dozens of viable
suspects, the mystery of both letters and gruesome crimes remain
unsolved to this day.






“It's not dystopia to think
that history will repeat itself.”

~Mord McGhee






“A soul:

When everything is stripped bare... Every
wrong, every right, every intention, every regret, every joy.

The last thing that defines your contribution
to existence.

The only thing you ever are or ever
were.”

~Erich Dencivich




Prologue











25 Sept 1888

London, England

The dead of night.
















The vibration was thick, rhythmic.
Repetitious.

His body swayed back and forth like a cobra
enchanted by a snake charmer. A bead of sweat rolled over his nose
and stuck to his greasy upper lip. He shook his head and it crashed
onto bare flesh. The moisture now shards, dribbled past rings of
scars around his shoulder and hip.

He licked and tasted the salt. Orgasmic. A
shudder of pleasure sent pulses of warmth through him. The hardness
of his muscles flexing, releasing. His breath throbbed, matching
the tempo of the music in his head. He inhaled, eyes popped wide
open.

The world was black.

The smell of sex stung his nose.

I AM ALIVE!

He watched as the hand slid from his lap. It
crawled on fingers to the paper on the floor. It moved by itself.
Was it his hand at all? “Dear Boss,” it scratched in bold letters.
It skittered like it was a spider instead of a part of his arm.

His legs tensed, heat building between them.
They stiffened like they were the lower half of a statue. A drop of
red splashed onto the skin of his thigh. He moved his hips just a
little bit. A chuckle bubbled up from the moist depth of his
chest.

Scratch scratch. “I keep on hearing the
police have caught me. but they wont fix me just yet.”

The words were writing themselves.

He could make no sense of them.

The alien hand was the instrument of death, a
skilled artisan. Now it had also become the voice of God. It had
done things in the past; things it forced him to watch... to
squirm. Though it had never written words by itself!

He moaned, delight swelling.

He bit his tongue. Salt and copper.

“Mmm.” Swallowing
ecstasy.

His breath pumped. So did the “other” hand
which he still controlled.

Scratch scratch. “I am down on whores and I
shant quit ripping them till I do get buckled. Grand work the last
job was. I gave the lady no time to squeal.”

Music that only he could hear rose in volume,
tempo quickening...

...bigger

Thicker...

...heavier.

He was a dam about to burst with a biblical
sized flood.

His breath sped, pacing the intensity of the
blood rushing through veins.

He undulated...

...twisted

Pumped...

...faster.

Harder.

Nostrils flared. Teeth clamped so tight his
gums creaked.

The alien hand twitched and flicked adding
words of God.

“I saved some of the proper
red stuff in a ginger beer bottle over the last job to write with
but it went thick like glue and I cant use it. Red ink is fit
enough. I hope.”

Neither hand stopped.

The world flickered black to blue to yellow,
frantic now! He wailed at the pleasure. It was not a sound from his
own mind, it had crawled out of terror! It was a cry manifested
from dark ages long ago when his monkey ancestors huddled together
in the hopes of surviving the night and the beasts that fed upon
their kind.

He rocked, exploding.

His eyes screwed shut, awash with violent
quivers.

His tongue darted in and out of his mouth,
dripping blood and bile.

He sucked the scent of humanity at its most
primal...

...wet

Exhausted...

...vital.

His breath slowed. His body slumped to the
side. His face slapped the ground. He was asleep. All was quiet.
Even the music was gone.

All except...

Scratch scratch.

“My knife's,” the words
continued to appear on the paper in red. Though the rest of his
body was still as stone, the spider-like hand continued... bent at
an awkward angle. Scratch scratch.
“so nice and sharp I want to get to work right
away if I get a chance. Good luck.”

Bliss became abyss.

Scratch
scratch.

“yours truly

Jack the Ripper

Dont mind me giving the trade nam.”












Chapter the First











February the Twenty-First, 2111

The Alamo Motel. San Antonio, TX

Just after nine of the evening.
















She saw a big hand press against the glass of
the front door. No eyes, no face, only a terrifying blackness
beyond the side of his palm. When she called Trub-Wutend police
they told her his prints would be there. She should get out and not
touch a thing. They sent a rental car and a hotel
reservation...

...she felt ridiculous for crying.

She drove away. Safe. The police would find
him. He had to be caught on video. There wasn't a centimeter of her
apartment complex that wasn't under surveillance. And yet
apprehended or not, what she imagined he wanted made her
shudder.

She was young, female, and alone.

Oh my God! Some man followed me from work.
Using her social link, she added a note on the open comment section
of the TWPD ticket. The pounding of her heart stopped at last.
Austin was far behind. In a few hours she'd be at the hotel. She
listened to her favorite song five times, singing along with the
last play. Soon she cracked half a smile.

Yet her imagination wouldn't let go.

Every time she saw headlights in the rear
view mirror she tensed. One car followed her for ten minutes so she
pulled off the highway. The driver sped past the rest area never
slowing. You're imagining things, she thought.

She laughed as she went through the door and
the light came on automatically. She lined the seat with toilet
paper and pulled her pants down. She sat and...

…the door opened
again.

Footsteps.

She ripped her pants up. I can hold it!

The partition next to her creaked. It opened
and closed.

She jumped. She bent and peeked under the
bottom.

There were no shoes. She peered through the
crack of divider. It was empty. What the...? I know I heard
someone. She moved to the sink and glanced at her reflection. “You
look like crap, Laney,” she said.

She ran cool water over her fingers and
splashed her face. It might take some black away from around her
eyes.

It didn't. She waved her hand beneath the
dispenser. No soap. Of course.

She looked back at the row of toilet
partitions and decided she needed to know.

She pushed each door open one at a time. When
the last was empty she exhaled, relief. You're losing it. The
stress. She was alone after all. And because of Pnam. Calm down,
Laney. You're safe.

She was too. Safe as can be.

Until San Antonio, when she found the
envelope.

She pulled into the hotel's parking lot and
reassured herself, Tomorrow you'll call Kim. You'll stay there
until it all blows over and they catch this guy. Then she'd go home
and everything would be cool again. It had been a couple of hours
since she checked the ticket. Arrest Pending, it said. TWPD.

There, she thought. Everything's fine.

She sighed and laughed at herself,
questioning reality. Had it been a man at all? It was probably a
shadow from a tree branch. She blushed. I'll be so embarrassed. She
checked into the automated pavilion determined to get some sleep at
last.

Imagined or not, it'd scared the Hell out of
her. It didn't make sense to be so jumpy because the apartment
building was a maximum security housing project. There was no
reason to feel spooked...

..And yet, there was the shit that had
happened to Jeff and Gern. It couldn't all be a coincidence, could
it? Pnam knows the truth.

As she showered and settled into the room,
she went over it in her head again and again. She wasn't crazy. She
had seen the doorknob jiggle. It was his huge hand against the
glass. A black shape had passed the peep hole.

There had been someone there.

When she realized she forgot her bag and went
back to the car it all crashed around her...

...An ENVELOPE!

Her mind snapped, that wasn't there five
fucking minutes ago! What is it? An envelope? Really? Reality began
to spin.

She understood on some level, someone broke
into my car.

She gasped and leaned towards it, magnetized.
Allena opened the car door, breath coming in short clips. After
what happened in Austin...

Her head whirled. The lot was quiet. It was
as if the thing had appeared out of thin air. She'd only been
inside for five minutes, at most. She only had time to rinse the
road off. She hadn't even washed her hair.

There it was, indeed an envelope. She reached
in and picked it up. A yellow piece of paper fell out onto the
seat. It was an old fashioned hand-written letter. Reason soothed
her nerves, maybe it's from the rental company and you just didn't
notice it?

No, they wouldn't use red ink. Panic crushed
the sides of her throat.

My God, calm down. She picked it up.

Then...

...her skin crawled.

There were two clear footsteps behind her.
Boots. Heavy shoes. She twirled just in time to see it coming fast,
straight for the back of her head. She cowered, hands up in
self-defense. She squealed.

Nothing happened.

She opened her eyes, shivering. She was still
alone in the parking lot.

The only sound she could hear was distant
expressway traffic. She took several deep breaths, holding a hand
over her chest. The heart beat like a big bass drum, fast and
furious. Her hand quivered as she ran it over smooth scalp. She
kept it shaved, because she never lost the nervous habit of pulling
her hair out in clumps. It wasn't something she liked to think
about.

It was something she liked to talk about even
less.

She looked at the letter, its deep crimson
script. The name “Allistair Ingram” jumped at her. She snapped it
shut, eyes scanning to make sure she was alone.

Still quiet.

She stuffed the letter into her pocket.
Goosebumps pressed out from her pale skin, through the sweat. She
felt cold, despite the oppressive Texas heat. She shut the car door
and a dark shape moved in the window's reflection. It was just a
bat. She laughed. Heat lightning crackled through the sky.

She rushed to the hotel room. By the time she
reached for the door handle, it was raining. She paused to glance
at the sky, a black roiling wave ready to devour the four-floor
hotel. She swiped social link over lock and the spring-released
door popped inward.

The storm steamrolled in.

The courtyard turned pitch black in the blink
of an eye.

Thunder clashed like symphonic cymbals. She
closed the door behind her, slid the deadbolt, and put her back
against it until she caught her breath. The rain was heavy, most
likely hail stones. She listened to the thuds for a moment and
exhaled.

She imagined the roof collapsing.

Then Allena looked at the letter again. Why
was her grandfather's name in its content? The memories awakened
from a long slumber...

...it was an Easter brunch at cousin Alexa's
house. The whole family was there and...

...she chased Alexa through legs. They
giggled and laughed, passing beneath cousins, aunts, and uncles.
Alexa was fast (and a year older) but that didn't stop Allena from
being the aggressor. Back and forth, they played.

Once she trampled Uncle Joe's foot and he
patted her head as she passed. “Slow down. Someone's gonna get
hurt.”

She looked for Grand-pap and saw him slip out
the front door. That one moment of distraction running full speed
was all it took...

BLAM!

She hit the corner of the table.

The stars were purple against black.

Her feet kept momentum and pumped through the
air. Her body flew up and back down, landing flat on her rear.
She'd done exactly what the adults kept telling her she would do if
she wasn't cautious.

Allena was not a careful girl.

Now, had she lost an eye acting reckless?

Grand-pap was going to kill her.

The next thing she knew she was sitting on
the couch between Aunty Cole and Aunty Resa pressing a bag of
frozen peas against her cheek. She didn't recall the pain. She bit
her lip, more nervous than hurting.

She didn't shed a single tear.

Because I was as tough as nails, even at age
six, she grinned.

Grand-pap opened the door not long after. His
voice boomed in her memory, as though it was happening all over
again. He looked as if the world was coming to an end because
Allena was hurt. The aunts pressed inward, protecting the girl.

Allena's temple was swollen. A black and blue
softball. The aunts told Grand-pap what happened in short bursts.
He shook with unreasonable rage.

None of it made sense to him.

It was all his fault.

“I was only gone one minute.
I told you Allena to stop running!”

Aunty Resa leveled a finger. She never took
Allistair's barking. “You're doing no good raising your voice, Al.
The girl had an accident.” She pulled Allena tight against her soft
hip, “It happens.”

His brows pressed together, “I told her to
stop how many times?”

“She's six years old, Al.
Don't raise her to be afraid.” An unidentified voice from across
the room added, “Let her be a child, Uncle Al.”

Allena hadn't thought about that Easter
morning for a long time. She loved her grandfather, but he was a
hard man. Hard to understand, hard to get along with. Her most
vivid memory now that he was gone some ten years was the coarseness
of cheek when he kissed her. There was also the pungent scent of
cigars and the bruised arm from the “die Allen Stiff.” She had no
idea what die Allen Stiff meant, but the adults said it a lot.

Turned out the word was dialysis.

Grand-pap Allistair had been sick for a long
time. When Grand-pap finally calmed down that day, he sat on the
other side of Aunty Cole and set a spotted hand on Allena's knee.
“I'm sorry I wasn't here to keep you safe, Laney.”

She smiled. She could do no wrong.

That Easter day had a darker surprise,
however.

Allena could hear the television. The
reporter's voice was deep, serious...

...“Feinberg Medical Police have uncovered a
black market organ ring that crosses international borders. It is
being reported that young children and the elderly have been preyed
upon by a member of Feinberg's own research staff. The arrest is
pending.”

Aunty Resa turned, “Isn't that where you
work, Al?”

The color drained from his face.

Allistair Ingram was dragged away in
handcuffs moments later. Northwestern University, the employer that
sponsored him at Feinberg Medical Center (and also his Alma-mater),
eradicated every trace of him from their records, except for the
allegations of child assault and organ theft. It still hurts, she
thought. I looked up to him so much. How could such a great man be
such a monster without anyone noticing?

But he was gone just like that.

It had to be true.

Allena had always been the apple of
Grand-pap's eye. She was three years old when both parents drowned
in a ferry accident off the coast of Florida. She didn't remember
them but could look at the pictures and project love. Their faces
were kind, honest. That was how she came to be with Grand-pap.

He became her “parents.”

He taught her everything he knew.

Calculus. Victus Fax. Six languages. The
classics: Anna Karenina... The Time Machine... 11/22/63... Little
Women... Moby Dick... Paradise Lost... The Picture of Dorian
Grey... Jurassic Park...The Iliad... Frankenstein... Dracula... The
Shining... Fall of the House of Usher... Ghosts of San Francisco...
Re-Animator... and dozens more.

He did amazing things with the little time
they had...

...and he sure as Hell never assaulted
me!

Her hand slid to the back of her neck out of
habit. She fingered the wrinkle in the smooth skin. That old,
familiar scar. She was too young to remember where it came from.
She never found out. Grand-pap died in prison before she could
ask.

It was right next to her GENIe update port.
She touched the moist flaps of skin. Flashes of his final days ran
through her mind. They passed like individual pictures in a stop
animation flick, sped up until fluid.

In the end, she hadn't attended the trial nor
watch the perpetrator walk on the news feed. Everyone she ran into
told her that Grandfather was on the television. It wasn't fun.

She did go to the funeral.

He passed away after a few months in
Feinberg's prison for the criminally insane. No shock there, it was
a place better known as the “Final.” In her heart he didn't seem
like a criminal. Insane in a fun way, she thought. But no
criminal.

She laughed.

It was a release valve.

A bittersweet tear fell from eyes that never
cried.

Her sweet Grand-pap never stood a chance of
surviving the Final. It was amazing he made it a few months. The
irony was that all of his organs shut down. Remembering made it all
sting again.

She still hadn't healed.

It wouldn't hurt this bad if she had.

The day they told Grand-pap's little darling
that he was dead she threw her social link into the toilet and
flushed. Wow, had she gotten into trouble that day. And if that
wasn't bad enough, the God-damned funeral was a slap to Grand-pap's
face.

Allena had been the only member of the family
that showed. She stood graveside in the drizzling rain, glancing at
a stranger with a solemn face. He looked familiar but she didn't
have the guts to ask him how or why.

It was a moment she would never forget, could
never forget.

At the time, she was living with Aunt Cole in
Texas. Her aunt said nothing about his death, or his funeral for
that matter. She flew alone. The worst part of the whole thing was
how “plastic-ish,” his face felt...

...when she reached into the open casket.

She cried that moment too.

Rare, but it happened.

She snapped back to the present.

Light was failing.

She flicked the social link until it was
bright white. She spread the letter on the bed and read. A drop of
sweat dotted the yellow paper, blurring a letter of sweeping red
ink.

Outside, the rain began to pelt the
building.

Thunder and lightning flashed and boomed.

Her head was dizzy from the swell of long
suppressed emotions. As she absorbed the words of the letter she
cried more than she ever had in her life. In the distance a train
wailed, sounding like a ghost. It drifted away into the night.

It was the first time she'd ever heard a real
train whistle.








Chapter the Second



February the Fourth, 2111

Chicago, IL (USA) Development Team “Astral
Projection” Housing

Just past nine PM.




Joseph pressed hand to paper.

He was transported into the distant past,
forgotten by humankind. The glow of four console monitors cast
dramatic shadows against the wall behind, reminding him of the
technological present. The black shapes were larger than life. He
felt tiny, but the quill empowered him to stand tall.

He wrote with passion, quill and ink
scratching wild and free.

His fingers were cramping. It would be so
much easier to dictate to social link and mail it instantly, he
thought.

No, I won't give in.

It's not about haste or convenience. This is
important.

The quill makes a point!

Writing an old-fashioned letter was
deliberate, firm. Once written it could not be cropped, trimmed, or
rearranged. Joseph considered it creating a piece of art.

He was Picasso... Warhol... Fishball....

His words had weight like he'd never known
before.

He wrote:

Michael,

I've been having these dreams.

They are too vivid... too real.

I woke up screaming this morning, as if I
were ten years old again and the demon-clown-boogie-man was staring
at me from the closet at Dad's house. It's the first time I've had
night terrors since then.

You know me, Michael. Don't take this
lightly, as you did when Dad died.

I'm too old to deal with it all over
again.

It's been fifty-five years since... you
know...

I'm having trouble keeping the thoughts in
order. I've never had trouble like this. It's possible these are
side-effects of something medical, but I feel like a librarian
putting the last book on the top shelf, knowing damned well the
whole thing is just going to collapse. Poltergeist looked perfect!
But then something happened...

That's the project you assigned to me.

He winced. A sharp pain shot from the back of
his thumb to his wrist. His pushed the fingers back, stretching.
His mind wandered...

...the beautiful quill and ink set had been a
gift from his mentor, and eventual best friend, Allistair Ingram.
He had been a grumpy, quirky son-of-a-gun, but over the years
Joseph bonded with the old man. Just thinking about him smeared a
smile across Joseph's lips.

He continued to pen, grinning.

I've had so little sleep since the project
began that I have come to the decision that either I need a couple
of weeks to breathe without work stepping on my throat, or I need
to tender my resignation. Yes, even though I am your brother.

It has nothing at all to do with our
relation.

It's a no-brain-er,
he thought. He wrote something else
though... It's not an easy decision.
Please don't think it is. The words flowed
in a natural way. He began to worry that lack of sleep was
scrambling his thoughts, or soft boiling them.

I admit, I'm disoriented. I
need help. Therefore, I look forward to your input, your thoughts,
your anything... on this matter. Joseph
fought
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