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I’m often asked where I get my ideas for story lines. Here is the tale of where this idea came from.
Picture it: Arlington, Massachusetts, late April of ’06. It’s a beautiful spring day, and I’m walking to the post office when a thought occurs to me. I reach for my cell phone and call my agent, Jim McCarthy. “Hey,” I say when he answers the phone.
“What’s up?”
“Just wanted to double-check when the outline for the M.J. sequel is due.”
There is some tapping of keys in the background; then Jim says, “That would be tomorrow.”
“Ah,” I say. “Okay. Cool.”
There is a pause, then: “Tell me you’re almost done with it.”
“I’m almost done with it.”
“Really?”
“No. Haven’t even started it.”
There is a heavy sigh, followed by some thumping noises—I assume it’s Jim knocking his head against his desk. “Okay,” he says after a bit. “Tell me what it’s about and I’ll call your editor and tell her it’s going to be late.”
I stop at the curb and tap my finger against my chin. “Well,” I say, trying to think fast. “There’s this ghost….”
“Uh-huh?” Jim says, scribbling notes in the background.
“And M.J. hunts it down and busts it….”
Pause.
Pause.
Pause.
“You’re kidding me,” he says.
“It’s a work in progress,” I say brightly.
“Tell me you at least have some idea what this one’s about!” he says, his voice panicky.
“I have some idea what this is about.”
“Really?”
“No, Jim. No idea at all.”
There is more sighing and more thumping. I imagine Jim is gonna have one hell of a headache later. Finally he says,
“Okay, okay, okay. We can fix this. I’ve got this book at home. It’s full of weird ghost stories about New York. I’ll go home and read it, and maybe there will be an idea in there that you can use.”
“Cool!”
“Promise me you’ll go home and think of something on your end,” he demands.
“I promise I’ll go home and think of something on my end.”
There is another pause. I think Jim wants to say, “Really?” again, but by this time he’s caught on and doesn’t ask. “Call you tomorrow,” he says, and clicks off.
Fast-forward a few hours. I am “thinking” really hard in my comfy chair with a bowl of popcorn and the telly tuned to my favorite show. The phone rings. It’s Jim. “What’s up?” I ask, noting that the time is after eight.
“I’m reading this book,” he says nervously.
“Uh-huh,” I say, muting the TV.
“It’s dark out.”
“Yeah?”
“I’m all alone.”
“Okay?”
“And I’m creeped out,” he admits. I should have mentioned this earlier—Jim is a big wuss when it comes to things that go bump in the night.
“How can I help?”
“Listen to some of these stories so I don’t have to keep reading this book!”
And so I did. I listened, and none of them impressed me very much until Jim mentioned a ghost that was rumored to haunt some remote wooded area in upstate New York. This ghost was said to wield an ax, and he liked to chase people through the woods with it.
From that story, this one was born. So if you read this novel and are happy with it, send a kind thought to Jim, who took one for the team and for me—otherwise, you might have ended up with some dull story about a girl ghost eating popcorn and watching the telly.[image: image]
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Chapter 1

“He’s late,” snapped Gilley, my business partner and best friend, as he stared gloomily out the window. “I tip him generously every day, and this is the thanks I get?”
I looked away from the magazine article I was reading at my desk and glanced at my watch. It was two minutes past ten. “Wow,” I said sarcastically. “He’s two whole minutes late! My God, man! How do you hang on?”
Gil turned away from the window, his irritation with the deliveryman now focused on me. “M.J.,” he growled. “I make one small request from this guy, and that is to deliver me a Diet Coke and a bagel with cream cheese every morning by ten a.m. Not around ten. Not after ten. Not somewhere in the vicinity of ten. By ten, as in no later than…”
I rolled my eyes and went back to reading the article. There was no use in trying to carry on a civil conversation with Gil until he’d had a few sips of his Diet Coke. And there was also no use in offering some suggestions concerning the withdrawal he went through every time the delivery guy was late, like having a stockpile of Diet Coke in the closet or picking one up on his way to work in the morning. Nope, Gil liked his morning routine just the way it was, and that included the hissy fit he’d throw when his breakfast wasn’t on time. It was my strong belief that Gilley hung on to this routine due to the fact that the delivery guy was a hottie. Didn’t matter that he clearly wasn’t gay; Gil liked to flirt with him anyway.
With another growl, Gil began to pace back and forth across my office, which was annoying, but there was no way I was going to say anything.
“Doc’s a pretty boy!” squawked my African Gray parrot.
“Doc’s cuckoo for Cocoa Puffs!” I smiled as I read the article. Doc sure knew how to break the tension. “Dr. Delicious! Dr. Delicious!” he squawked excitedly.
I glanced up and looked at Doc. “He’s here?” I asked, and in answer the front door to our suite opened and we heard a “Good morning!” from the lobby.
Gil stopped his pacing and visibly tried to look more relaxed. “We’re in here,” he called.
I quickly put the magazine I’d been reading in a drawer and pulled my laptop closer, resting my fingers on the keyboard. After a moment, in walked six feet or so of tall, dark, and really delicious, or Dr. Steven Sable, the third partner in our ghostbusting business. “Hello, team,” he said in a deep, gravelly baritone laced with an accent that is an odd blend of German and Spanish.
“Morning,” Gil and I said in unison. “I didn’t expect you this morning,” I added. “I thought you had a lecture.” Steven had just begun working at the University of Massachusetts as the summer semester’s guest lecturer on cardiovascular thoracic surgery.
“It was canceled. A pipe burst in the lecture hall. There was water everywhere, and the administration called off classes until further notice.”
“It’s June,” Gil pointed out. “How does a pipe burst in June?”
“I am not knowing this,” said Steven, taking a seat across from me. Our eyes met, and I felt a little zing of electricity pass between us.
“You got your bandage off,” I said, noticing his swollen and scarred hand, now free of the thick bandage he’d been walking around with since he’d been shot in the hand on a ghostbust that had gone bad several weeks earlier.
“Good and new,” Steven said, turning his hand this way and that.
“Good for you,” I said to him. “And it’s nice to see you, but there’s not much going on today. No ghostbusting to be done, I’m afraid.”
“No new cases?”
“Not a one,” said Gil. “It looks like we’ve hit a dry spell.”
“What about the Hendersons?” Steven asked, referring to the last case we’d worked. “Have they had any more trouble?”
“Nope,” I said. “In fact, Mrs. Henderson sent over a fruit basket with her thanks. The house has been totally quiet for over two weeks now.”
“This is a major bumming,” said Steven. I should mention that English is his fifth language, and not one that he’s even remotely mastered yet.
I glanced at Gil and noticed that he’d started sweating. By the clock on the wall his Diet Coke was now officially ten minutes late. “Gil,” I said gently. “Why don’t you just drive to the deli and get your breakfast?”
Gilley gave me a curt nod and bolted out of the office suite. “What is his problem?” asked Steven.
“He’s gotta have his caffeine fix by ten a.m. or we all suffer for it,” I said.
“At least now we have some time alone,” Steven said, with a bounce of his eyebrows.
I squirmed in my chair. “Now, now,” I said, wagging a finger at him as he got up from his chair and came around the desk. “Steven,” I protested as he twirled my chair around to face him and leaned down to hover his lips over mine.
“What is the harm, M.J.?” he asked. “We are alone. Gilley is off getting fixed, and there are no clients coming in….” And that was when we heard the front door open.
Steven sighed as his lips brushed mine, and then he straightened up and took a glance out into the lobby.
“Hello?” I called.
“It is your friend,” Steven whispered. “The one who knocks out the men.”
I gave him a quizzical look, but understood what he meant when my good friend Karen O’Neal came into the office. When Gilley first met Karen he noted what a knockout she was—blond, blue-eyed, and boobs out to there. He nicknamed her TKO for total knockout, and that evolved into Teeko.
“Hey, M.J.,” she said when she saw me. “And hello, Dr. Sable,” she added.
I noticed right away that Karen seemed upset about something, which was alarming, because in all the time I’d known her I’d never seen her look anything other than cool as a cucumber. “Hey, Teek,” I said as I stood up. “What’s happened?”
Karen smiled tightly. “It’s that obvious, huh?” Steven moved to pull out a chair for her, and then he took a seat as well. “I need your help,” she said, getting straight to the point.
“Of course,” I said. “Anything. You name it and I’ll help.”
“It’s about my niece,” she said, wringing her hands and referring to her niece, fourteen-year-old Evie O’Neal.
“She’s been attacked.”
“Oh, my God!” I gasped. “Teeko, that’s horrible! I’m so sorry!”
Karen nodded, and I could tell she was struggling with her emotions. “It happened at her school,” she said raggedly, looking down at her lap. “She can barely talk about it.”
“Is she all right?”
Karen looked up at me, her eyes haunted by the trauma that her niece had been through. “God, I hope so, M.J.,” she said.
“Did they catch the guy who attacked her?”
Karen shook her head no. “That’s why I need your help. All Evie could tell us was that shortly after first period began this morning, around seven thirty, a man wielding an ax chased her through the hallway at school. He cornered her in one of the old classrooms, and as he came at her she closed her eyes and screamed. And then she felt something strike the chalkboard right next to her, but when she opened her eyes, no one was there.”
I cocked my head to the side. “How long was the time between the strike she heard and when she opened her eyes?” I asked.
“Instantaneous,” Karen said. “She said the sound made her snap her eyes open.”
“Was there a mark on the chalkboard?”
“I don’t know. My brother was called to the school to collect her. She’s hysterical. She insists she saw what she saw, but…” Karen’s voice drifted off.
“But what, sweetie?” I asked softly.
Karen sighed. “At the beginning of the school year the school had security cameras installed in every hallway and in the classrooms, just in case an intruder ever entered the school. They played the tapes back to see who this guy was. My brother says that you can clearly see Evie running down the hall as if she’s being chased, and into a classroom, where she appears to see someone who terrifies her. But there’s no man with an ax on the tape. There is no man at all. She’s completely alone.”
“Have you seen this tape?” I asked, my curiosity piqued.
“No. Not yet. I just got off the phone with Evie. She called me from the car as Kevin was bringing her home, and she was crying so hard I could barely make sense of what she was saying. When I couldn’t calm her down I asked to speak to Kevin. He’s lost all patience with her,” Karen said with a sigh. “Of course, he never really had that in abundance anyway.”
I kept my opinion about Karen’s brother to myself, even though I was itching to add a similar sentiment. “What is he going to do about Evie?” I asked, feeling a sense of dread in my stomach.
“Bah,” she said with an impatient flip of her hand. “My brother is an idiot! He’s convinced that Evie has some sort of psychosis that is causing her to hallucinate, and he’s considering taking her to a psychiatrist.”
I frowned. I knew how close Karen was to her niece, and I also knew how skeptical her brother was of anything that science couldn’t precisely quantify. He didn’t believe in ghosts, mediums, psychics, or anything spiritual. I’d met him only once, and I’d instantly disliked him. “I’ll help you any way I can,” I said to her. “Just tell me what you want me to do.”
“I want to hire you,” she said, reaching inside her purse for her checkbook. “And I want you to hunt down whatever evil demon attacked my niece, and then I want you to send him to hell, if that’s possible.”
Steven and I glanced at each other. He gave me a slight shrug, as if to say, Why not? “You don’t have to hire me,” I said. “I’ll do it for free.”
Steven coughed loudly and widened his eyes at me. Karen smiled. “Don’t be ridiculous,” she said. “You need the income, and I need your professional ghostbusting services. I pay you, or it’s no deal.”
“Okay,” I said, throwing up my hands. “If you say so.”
Karen removed the cap from her pen, hovering it over her checkbook, and said, “Good, I’m glad you’re being reasonable. How much to retain your services?”
“It’s a hundred dollars a day, Teek,” I said. Again Steven sputtered a cough. I gave him a warning glare. There was no way I was charging my dear friend full price.
“Really?” Karen said skeptically. “Because your Web site says it’s two-fifty a day.”
“Must be a typo,” I replied easily.
“You must think I’m gullible,” Karen said as her hand scribbled out a number on the check. She tore it off with a flourish and handed it to me as she got up. “That should hold you for a week or so,” she said. “And don’t even think about not cashing it.”
I looked at the check on my desk. There were far too many zeros there for my comfort level. I opened my mouth to protest, but Karen held up her hand in a stop motion. “I don’t want to hear about it, M.J. This is business.”
“But Teek—”
“No,” she said firmly. “It’s settled. I’ll call you in an hour to confirm the time of our departure. The school is in upstate New York, just outside Lake Placid. If we leave tonight we can make it halfway there and stop for the night at this really nice hotel I know along the way. Would you mind sharing a room with me?”
“Not at all,” I said, then glanced at Steven. “As long as you don’t mind sharing a room with Gilley?”
“This is not a problem,” he said agreeably.
Karen gave him a smile. “Perfect. I’ll book two rooms with double beds. If we leave around five we can be there by eleven. I hope traveling that far isn’t going to be a problem?”
“It’s no problem,” said Steven. “We can break into the new van.”
“Break in the new van,” I corrected gently.
“What is this difference?” he asked.
“If we did it your way, we’d get arrested.” Turning to Karen I said, “We’ll need clearance from the school, Teek.”
“Leave it to me,” she said confidently.
“I’ll also need to talk to Evie,” I added.
“Consider it done. My brother and his wife live about an hour away from the school. And my family has a ski lodge only twenty minutes from there. It’s large enough to accommodate all of us, and we can use it as a home base.”
“Are you sure Kevin will let me near Evie?” I asked.
“He will if I have anything to say about it,” said Karen.
Just then Gilley came back in from his trek to the deli. He was with the delivery guy and laughing and giggling like the girlie man he was. “Oh, it’s really okay, Jay,” he said to the deliveryman. “Sleeping through your alarm happens to everyone.” When he saw Karen standing near my door he said, “Teeko! Great to see you, dahling. And the ladies look extra sumptuous today. I love the sweater,” he added with a hand flourish. “Shows off the mounds something fierce.”
I cleared my throat loudly, knowing Karen was not in the mood for Gilley’s usual banter. Karen smiled at Gilley anyway. “Hey, Gil. M.J. will catch you up. Talk to you all in an hour,” she said, and she hurried out the door.
Gil gave me a curious look as the delivery guy stood there, patiently waiting for Gilley to pay him for his bagel and Diet Coke. “Gas up the van, Gil,” I said, standing up. “We’ve got a job!”
 
Gilley took his time polishing off his bagel and downing his Diet Coke before heading out to the van to gas it up and load some of our equipment. The great thing about adding Steven to our little business was that he’d helped finance some of the very best ghostbusting equipment available.
We had two night-vision cameras, two handheld computer thermal-imaging devices, three electrostatic energy detectors, some brand-new state-of-the-art walkie-talkies, video monitors, digital cameras, and laptops, not to mention a shiny new van to put it all in. Hooking up with Dr. Sable and all his money was like being at the top of Gadget Santa’s good list.
“Are you bringing the bird?” Steven asked me as I hurried around the office with a list, checking off items to take with us.
I nodded. “Can’t very well leave him in the condo alone,” I muttered. Out of the corner of my eye I caught Steven’s frown. “What?” I asked, looking up from my list.
“It is nothing,” he said in a way that told me it was definitely something.
I sighed. Obviously I was going to have to draw it out of him. “Really? Because the look on your face is suggesting otherwise.”
“It is only that Doc can be a bit of a mood murderer.”
I hid a smirk. “Mood murderer,” I repeated. “That sounds serious.”
Steven got up from the chair he’d been sitting in and came over to hover next to me, where he traced my jawline with his finger. “Remember the last time I came over?”
I smiled at the memory of him in my condo and Doc dive-bombing his head the moment Steven tried to show me some affection. “So he got a little jealous,” I said. “He just needs to get used to you.”
Steven sighed. “All right,” he said, kissing me lightly before stepping away. “I will go home and pack for the trip. I’ll be back by five.”
I nodded and got back to my list. While I was finishing up Gilley came in. “It is wet out there!” he exclaimed, shaking off the rain from his coat.
“Have you heard the weather report?” I asked.
Gil frowned. “Yes.” He groaned. “Supposed to rain through next Tuesday.”
“Makes for good ghost hunting,” I said. Ghosties love the rain. The more moist the atmosphere, the easier it is for them to appear.
“Yeah, well, it also makes for some long, cold nights. It’s June, for cripes’ sake!”
“It’s the third week of June, Gil,” I said with an eye roll.
“And this is New England; you know that the only way to predict the weather is to expect the unexpected.”
“Maybe it won’t be as bad in New York,” Gil said, brightening up.
I gave him a sad smile. “Sorry, pal. I checked. This storm is supposed to track straight through the way we’re heading. Looks like it’s going to hang out with us for the duration.”
“We need a vacation,” Gil mused. “M.J., when we’re done with this gig let’s book a trip to Cabo San Lucas or something.”
“I thought we were in a money crunch?”
Gilley gave me a sideways glance. “I’ve done some creative accounting.”
That stopped me. “You’ve what?”
“It’s no big deal,” Gil said, playing with the zipper on his coat.
“Gil,” I said evenly. “What’s going on?”
“Well, our friend the good doctor happened to shove a teensy bit of extra money into our petty-cash fund, just in case of emergencies.”
“How much is this ‘teensy bit’?”
Gil mumbled something that I didn’t catch.
“How much?” I asked again, laying my hand on his shoulder.
“Ten thousand.”
“What?” I gasped. “Gilley Gillespie, you give that money back!”
“No,” Gil said stubbornly, walking around to his desk.
I followed after him and cornered him in his chair. “I am not kidding, Gil! You give every penny of that money back!”
“What if we invite him along to Cabo?”
“Oh, you’d like that,” I snapped. “Steven would no doubt feed your petty-cash fund there, too!”
“What’s the harm, M.J.? The man is rolling in money! He certainly didn’t invest in our little venture for the great earning potential.”
“You’re taking advantage of his generosity, and I won’t have it.”
“I am not taking advantage,” Gil insisted. “He thinks of us as a form of entertainment. I’m merely providing him with his source of amusement, and if he wants to pay us generously for that, then that’s his choice.”
“Great,” I snapped. “Tomorrow you’d better show up in a pair of stilettos and some skimpy leopard-print number, because you’ve just pimped us out, my friend.”
“Oh, come on, M.J.!” Gil complained. “Don’t think of it like that. Think of it like we now have a patron for our art.”
“Our art?” I said, giving Gil a look that suggested he’d gone off his rocker.
“Yes!” Gil insisted, no doubt believing he was onto something. “What we do is rare and exceptional, and it takes a certain level of talent to be able to offer our services. I would call that art.”
I gave Gil the full eye roll and shook my head. “And I suppose that little dance you do every morning before your deli guy gets here is your idea of performance art, hmm?”
“If it gets ten grand thrown into the petty-cash fund, we can call it whatever the good doctor wants.”
“Gil,” I said, giving him a level look.
“Yeah?”
“Give the money back.”
Gilley sighed like he’d just been told he had a terminal disease. “Fiiiine,” he said, and stomped off to continue packing the van.
 
Later that afternoon we were on our way. Gil was at the wheel, following closely behind Teeko’s Mercedes. Steven was in the passenger seat next to Gil, and I was in the back, testing our equipment one gadget at a time. “How’s that new thermal imager working out?” Steven asked me.
“It is the coolest thing ever,” I said, looking at the display while I held up the gadget. The thermal imager showed variances in temperature through color imagery. It could show the shape of people and various objects by how much heat or cold they were giving off. As I held the imager up I could see the outline of Steven and Gilley in various shades of yellow and red, and their clothing in a slightly cooler tone. “I love this thing,” I said, and pointed it out the window. The landscape opened up in shades of cool blue or green, and a hint of warmer yellow, but up ahead I noticed the distinct image of a person just off the road, walking erratically.
I lowered the device and looked up as we passed by, but there was no one there. Quickly I turned and held up the imager again. Fiddling with the focus I could see the stranger’s outline clearly on the imager, but no person was physically there. “Gilley!” I shouted. “Pull over!”
Gil pressed hard on the brakes, and we skidded slightly before stopping on the shoulder. One of the walkie-talkies we’d brought with us beeped, and Teeko’s voice asked, “What’s going on?”
“M.J. just yelled at me to pull over,” Gil said into the walkie-talkie.
“There’s someone back there,” I said, still holding up the imager to watch the figure teeter around on the opposite shoulder.
“Who?” Steven asked, squinting at the barren landscape.
“Look,” I said, holding up the imager so that they could both see.
“Whoa,” Gil said.
“Cool,” Steven added.
Unhooking my seat belt I said, “I’m going back there.”
“Hold on, M.J.,” Gilley said. “There’s not a lot of traffic. Let me see if I can back up.” And he began to carefully reverse along the shoulder. Unfortunately, that was exactly when a cop came around the bend and spotted us.
“Crap,” we all said at the same time.
The walkie-talkie beeped again. “You guys are officially in trouble,” Teeko said, and on cue the patrol car’s lights flicked on and the cop pulled up right behind us.
“Great, now my insurance is going to go up!” Gil complained as he fished around in his wallet for his driver’s license and insurance card.
I looked out the window at the shoulder across the highway and opened up my sixth sense. There was a little tugging sensation in my solar plexus, and I knew I’d zeroed in on the ghost wandering anxiously around in circles. “I’ve got to go help him,” I said, feeling that familiar sense of panic that I sometimes get with grounded spirits.
“M.J.,” Gilley snapped. “You’ll stay right here until we deal with this cop.”
I handed Gilley the thermal imager. “He’s frantic, Gil,” I said. “Look at how he’s pacing around and around!”
Gil held up the imager, and that was when I realized I’d done the dumbest thing ever. “Drop your weapon!” the cop shouted from just outside our van as he raised his big silver gun.
Gilley screamed and dropped the imager. “Don’t shoot! Don’t shoot!” he wailed.
All three of us threw our hands up in the air. “Step out of the car one at a time, and keep your hands where I can see them!” the cop demanded.
Gilley shrieked again. “He’s going to kill us!” he cried.
“Just do as he says, Gil,” I said quietly. “We can sort this all out once he realizes we don’t have a weapon.”
Shaking like a leaf, Gilley slowly opened the van door and stepped out. “I’m next,” said Steven when Gilley was shoved violently up against the side of the van by the cop. “Maybe the officer will find the cash in my back pocket and let us go?”
“Steven!” I hissed. “Don’t even think about bribing him!”
“Why not?”
“It’s not how it’s done here!” I hissed again, but went very quiet when the cop stuck his head into our van and pointed the gun right at Steven.
“You,” he said. “Out.”
Steven got out and came around the front of the van with his arms in the air. The walkie-talkie pipped again, and I heard Karen say, “I’m calling my lawyer; you three just go along nice and cooperative-like.”
As if I needed the encouragement. The cop threw Steven up against the van and gave him a one-handed pat-down; then he motioned to me, and I also stepped out. “We don’t have a weapon,” I said as I was whipped around and thrust forward against the van.
“I saw what I saw,” growled the cop as he felt along my body, lingering slightly across my front.
I sneered distastefully but managed to keep my voice level when I said, “The device you thought was a weapon was a thermal imager. It’s used in our line of work.”
“Oh, yeah?” said the cop in a sarcastic tone. “Well, then, please accept my apologies. You all can go on and have a nice day.”
“Really?” Gilley asked hopefully.
“No,” said the cop. “Not really.”
“Excuse me, Officer,” said Steven. “But I believe you may have left something in my back pocket when you were frosting me.”
“Frosting?” said the cop.
“He means frisking,” I said, giving Steven a warning look. “And no, you didn’t leave anything in his back pocket. He’s from Argentina. They take care of situations like this a little differently.”
But the cop had already reached into Steven’s back pocket and was holding a big wad of cash in his hand. There was a moment in which no one spoke, and then the cop reached for his handcuffs and slapped them on Steven. “You’re under arrest, big guy,” he said.
“Yoo-hoo,” came a feathery female voice. I turned my head and saw Teeko standing near our van, her mohair sweater gently off one shoulder and her hair fluffed up and teased to within an inch of its life.
The cop cinched the handcuffs tightly around Steven’s hands and stepped back. “This doesn’t concern you, ma’am,” he said. But I noticed his voice wasn’t as barky as when he’d been ordering us around.
Karen giggled and flipped her hair. “Oh, I know what you must be thinking. But I can assure you, these three aren’t criminals. They’re ghostbusters, and I’ve hired them for the week.”
The cop seemed to take that in for a minute. “You know them?” he asked, and I could see by the set of his chin that he appeared to be addressing Karen’s boobs.
Karen giggled again and did something with her shoulders that pushed the ladies out even farther. “Yes, I’m afraid so. I can’t take them anywhere these days without attracting all sorts of attention.”
Just then I felt a real tug on my solar plexus, and right next to me I felt a presence. “Does anyone here know a Randy Donald, or Donaldson?” I said. The name had bulleted into my head, and I’d spoken before I’d had a chance to think about what I was saying.
The cop whipped his head around to me. “What did you say?”
I closed my eyes. Randy was standing right next to me, shouting in my mind to speak his name. “Randy Donaldson,” I said slowly. “He says there’s been an accident, and he’s called for backup. He says you’re late.”
I opened my eyes and the cop had gone pale. He blinked several times stupidly; then he seemed to look around, noticing for the first time where we were standing. He glanced across the street exactly at the spot where I’d first picked Randy up on the thermal imager.
Randy was still yelling at me so loudly that it was becoming uncomfortable. “He says that he needs to get home to Sarah and the baby. The baby’s had a bad cough or something and he’s worried about her.”
The cop, whose name tag read, MICHELSON, pivoted his head back to me, his mouth slightly agape. “How do you know that?”
Karen took a cautious step forward. “This is M. J. Holliday. She’s a psychic medium, and I believe she’s talking to the deceased Randy Donaldson.”
“Randy was a cop,” I said, seeing the familiar badge flash in my mind’s eye. “He says a woman’s been hurt in some kind of accident. He’s called for backup and an ambulance, but he can’t seem to find the woman, and he doesn’t see the ambulance.”
“Okay,” said the cop, and he stepped angrily away. Drawing his weapon again, he raised it at us. “That’s enough out of all of you! I’m calling for backup, and until they get here I need everyone to just face the van and shut up!”
Karen obediently turned toward the van and placed her hands on it. “The imager’s still in the van, right?” she whispered to Gilley.
“It’s on the front seat,” he said.
“Officer,” Karen said evenly. “The thermal imager is right there on the front seat. You can pick it up and see what M.J.’s talking about.”
Out of the corner of my eye I could see the cop hesitate as he raised his microphone to his lips. Randy, meanwhile, was still over my right shoulder, dazed, confused, and really furious that it had taken so long for his backup to show. “Randy is telling me that he’s had enough of this mandatory overtime,” I said. “He says it really sucks to be forced to work on Christmas Eve.”
The cop behind me gasped, and then he did come forward and peek into the van’s window. Seeing the imager on the front seat, he lifted it out and looked at it. “Randy is over my right shoulder,” I said. “If you raise the imager up you’ll see the outline of all of us. Test it first on those three, then point it at me.”
The cop stepped back and raised the imager, seeing the outline of everyone leaning against the van. I then saw him swivel it toward me, and he gasped again. Randy was becoming more and more agitated. He wasn’t getting anyone but me to listen to him, and this was pissing him off royally. I heard him shout at the cop behind me, then stomp off in his direction. The cop obviously saw through the imager the shape of a tall man charging at him, and he dropped the imager, raising his gun again. “How is that happening?” he asked when he saw that no one was there.
“Randy died on Christmas Eve,” I said calmly. “He was responding to an accident with a woman in a car. I think it was icy that night, right?”
The cop nodded dumbly at me. “We had accidents all up and down the highway.”
“Something happened,” I said, feeling out the event that Randy was describing. “He said he checked on the woman in the car, and she was okay but had a bad cut on her forehead. He called for backup and was setting up road flares when…” My voice trailed off. The imagery got intense as I saw a pair of headlights coming right at me.
“Another car hit him,” said the cop.
“He’s stuck here,” I said. “He thinks he’s still alive, Officer.”
Michelson lowered his weapon and holstered it. He then walked over to Steven and clicked open the handcuffs, handing him back the wad of money he’d found in his jeans. “Sorry,” said Steven sheepishly.
“You have to help him,” said Michelson to me with a rather pained look. “He was my best friend, ma’am.”
“I’ll need to go over there,” I said, pointing to the spot where the accident had occurred. “Can I take my hands down and do that?”
The cop nodded. “Yes, go ahead.”
Teeko gave me a warm smile, while Gilley was still shaking. “It’s okay, Gilley,” said Steven. “We are not going to be shot.”
I waited for a car to pass, then jogged across the road. To my left there was a small piece of taillight, and up ahead what looked like a shard of rusty metal. Randy had followed me, and as I glanced over my shoulder I could see Gilley holding up the imager, and everyone—including the cop—staring over his shoulder to watch what happened next.
I closed my eyes and said mentally, Randy, I know you can hear me. I want you to know that I can hear you too.
You need to get back in your car, ma’am. The shoulder’s not safe tonight, Randy replied.
No, Randy, you’re right. The shoulder wasn’t safe, I agreed.
I need to put down some flares. I wish those salt trucks would get here already.
“Randy,” I said aloud. “Hear what I’m telling you. It’s no longer Christmas Eve.”
I’m glad Bruce is here. He can keep the gawkers moving while I put down the flares….
“Randy!” I yelled, and felt his energy snap to attention.
“Last Christmas Eve, when you were setting down road flares, something happened, didn’t it?”
Randy’s energy seemed to hesitate. A woman had an accident. She’s hurt pretty bad.
“No, Randy,” I said patiently. “I’m not talking about that. I’m talking about what happened when you were setting down flares. Do you remember?”
There was a car…, Randy said, and I could feel him do something like a wince as the memory floated back. It slid on the same patch of ice and it hit me.
I smiled. “Great job,” I said. “You remember. But what you don’t remember is what happened next.”
The lady in the car is missing, Randy said, and I could feel his energy growing agitated again. Where did she go? I called for an ambulance. She must have driven away while I was setting off the flares!
“No, Randy, that’s not how it played out. What happened was that you were hit by that car so hard that your body died.”
Good one, he said. I’m here talking to you, aren’t I?
“Yes,” I said. “Yes, you are. But here’s the deal: Your soul survived the crash. Your body didn’t. Sarah and the baby buried your body almost six months ago, Randy.”
Randy’s energy vibrated, almost like a shock wave. That’s not possible, he said, but I could tell he was starting to realize the truth of things.
“Randy,” I said gently. “Your body is gone. There’s nothing left for you here. If you’ll listen to me and do as I say, I can get you where you need to be. Will you agree to that?” I felt something like a nod in my head, and I continued.
“Above you there should be a bright white light. Can you look up and see that?”
In my head I heard a gasp, then, I see it!
“Excellent! Now, Randy, this is so important: When I tell you to, you’ve got to mentally pull that energy down around you. When you do that you’ll feel like you’re in a tunnel, or there may even be a path. Once you see that it will lead you home. Just let the white light carry you along, and you’ll be home in no time.”
But Sarah…, Randy said, protesting.
“Will be just fine,” I reassured him. “I think Bruce will make sure to look after her and your daughter. And where you’re going you’ll be able to check in on both of them anytime you want. Don’t you want to see them again, Randy?”
I do, he said.
“It’s been six months since you’ve seen them, my friend. But where you’re going you can see how your daughter is growing up and help keep her out of trouble.”
Okay, he said. I’m ready.
I stepped back and closed my eyes, seeing in my mind’s eye a huge ball of white light cover up his spirit and whisk him away. A moment later his energy was just gone.
Across the street came a round of applause, and I opened my eyes. Gilley, Steven, and Teeko were whooping it up for me, and Officer Bruce Michelson was gripping the thermal imager tightly and looking every bit like he’d just seen a ghost. Which, of course, he had.





End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/Images/logo.jpg





OEBPS/Images/page09.jpg





OEBPS/Images/MSRCover.jpg
DEMONS ARE A
GHOUE'S
BEST FRIEND

A GHOST HONTER MYSTERY

Victoria laurie

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA





OEBPS/Images/MSRThumb.jpg





