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​Whispers in the dark
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When Jessica Miles, paranormal investigator, and Greg Cook, contractor, spend a steamy night together, the last thing they expect is to have to come face to face with one another when Jessica arrives to investigate a haunting at his parents’ house.

Greg is convinced that anyone claiming to see ghosts is a liar or a fraud.  But as Jessica uncovers more and more secrets lurking in his parents’ home, the two of them will need to work together if they want to survive.
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​Rose on the Grave
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After facing the dark entity, Jessica and Greg expected their lives to go smoother.  But she’s fighting a depression when her newfound psychic powers turn out to be temporary and he’s terrified the entity is still lurking somewhere in his subconscious.

When they receive an invitation to investigate a haunted bed and breakfast, Rose on the Grave, it seems like the perfect opportunity to get away and reconnect.  But with an owner who knew Jessica’s mother, ghosts that defy all expectations, and a company known more for its hoaxes than its hauntings, the last thing the weekend will be is relaxing.
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​Third Eye Open
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When the world discovered superpowers were real, suddenly Jessica and Greg had more paranormal investigations than they could handle.  Everyone suddenly seems convinced there are ghosts everywhere and sorting out the hopeful from the scared from the genuinely haunted is turning into a bigger job than either of them can handle.

When they receive an offer to revive Jessica’s mom’s old show, Spirit Sight: Conversations from the Grave, it’s a tough decision.  Jessica and Greg agree to a trial run, but what initially appears to be a mother haunting her infant son and his grandparents will revive a threat from their past.
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​The Spirit of the Holidays
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Find out what happened before Jessica and Greg rescued Bernie and her mother, Martha, in Rose on the Grave.  A short story about chosen family at Christmas.
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​​Whispers in the Dark
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Light and music poured out of the open door of Big Ray’s. Being the only source of nightlife and alcohol for fifty miles, this rural bar offered exactly what Greg Cook needed: a chance to blow off a little steam after staying under his parents’ roof for the last week. He might love his mother and father, but he hadn’t lived with them since he was seventeen. And now he remembered why.

It had initially sounded like a good idea, especially after he’d let Janet keep the apartment when their two-year relationship fizzled out in a toxic mixture of incompatible schedules and polite conversations. Their building was right next to the hospital, and he didn’t want her having to drive anywhere after a double shift. His home-contracting business took him all over the city and surrounding townships, so it didn’t really matter where he hung his hat.

Then his mother called, complaining about knocking pipes and flickering lights in their fifty-year-old home. He promised to take a look, and she offered to give him a rent-free place to crash while he sorted things out. Save money, help out the folks. It should have been a win-win.

Except he hadn’t slept well once in the week he’d been there. The pipes didn’t just knock, they could have been part of the STOMP tour. And they did it at all hours of the bloody night despite his efforts to muffle them. He’d replaced more light bulbs, fuses, and wiring than he cared to think about, and there was still only a fifty-fifty chance of any given light staying on or off in accordance with the switches. The frustration frayed his temper. Greg found himself snapping at his father for tapping and scratching while restoring furniture, or ready to bury his head in a pillow to drown out the smell of his mother’s stress-baking. Other people loved the scent of fresh bread and cake, but to him, they were linked with some of the worst moments in his life.

Shoving it all into the back of his mind, he walked into the bar, determined to have a good time. It was full of truckers, bikers, and pretty waitresses in tight clothes. Good enough.

He ordered a beer and got himself a decent seat, one with only a few strips of duct tape masking cracks in the vinyl covering. A few of the bikers looked like they might be eager-drunk enough to welcome a fight, but after they got a good look at Greg, they backed down. At over six and a half feet, a lifetime of hauling construction materials and tools gave him a physique that discouraged even the most bloodthirsty MMA-wannabes. Add in the shaved head, and he had a virtual “Not A Good Idea” tattooed across his forehead.

Two more beers followed the first, but none of them were helping. He was debating whether or not to head home when someone stepped through the door.

She was gorgeous despite the dusty clothes with long light-brown hair pulled back in a ponytail under a baseball cap. Her pretty heart-shaped face featured bright wide brown eyes, and her lithe figure promised softness in all the right places.

She went straight to the bar and ordered. One of the truckers started to head over, but Greg glared at him until he thought better of the idea. Ditching his half-empty bottle, he sauntered casually toward her to order a refill. The woman sat there, smiling to herself and tapping her fingers against the bar. 

Damn. She had dimples. Now he really was hooked.

“You look like you’re celebrating,” Greg remarked.

“I had a really great day at work tonight.” She gave him another flash of those adorable dimples. “I got a full corporeal manifestation on my infrared. Not the clearest representation, but I’m sure I can clean it up with the digital editor.”

He listened to her rattle on, arms waving in gestural description for whatever she was talking about. He couldn’t make heads or tails of it, but her excitement was contagious. 

“After I packed everything away, I was too jazzed to go to sleep. So, I thought I’d come here and blow off a little steam.” She smiled again. “Enough about me. What brings you here?”

“More or less the same. Though it sounds like your day was better than mine, at least until tonight.” He leaned forward.

“What happened tonight?” she asked.

He studied her for a moment. She seemed genuinely curious. Could she really be oblivious to how attractive she was? Either way, he didn’t intend to waste the opening she’d given him. “I met a gorgeous woman who lights up the room with her smile.” 

The smile in question could have powered the city for weeks, so he kept going. “It turns out she’s smart and interesting, too. Now I’m starting to think this is a pretty good day, despite the crappy start.”

“It’s not how you start. It’s how you finish.” She lifted her beer for a toast.

“Agreed.” They clinked bottles. “Only one thing could make it more perfect.”

“What’s that?”

“I’d like to know your name,” he teased.

“Jessica Miles.”

“Greg Cook.”

Jessica drained her beer and looked at him, tilting her head to one side. She leaned in close, running her hand along his chest. His body leapt to instant attention, swelling behind his jeans. He’d never reacted so strongly to a simple touch, not since he’d been a teenager. When she licked her lips and tilted her head up, he knew he was a goner.

She kissed him, her lips sweet and light against his. He wanted to push her up against the bar and grind his hips against hers while he plundered her mouth and explored her body, but he kept himself in check. This was exploration, not an explicit invitation.

He wasn’t made of stone, though. He pulled her in tight and let his fingers trace the contours of her firm ass through her jeans. He teased her mouth with his tongue, and when she opened her lips under his, he plunged into her. He felt her shudder and clench with pleasure under his touch before she drew back.

“I’ve never done this before but, would you like to come home with me?” Her voice was low and husky with passion.

“Damn straight.” She didn’t need to ask him twice.

Home turned out to be a tiny little apartment. Colorful scarves and strange abstract pictures covered the otherwise bare walls. Stacks of books were piled neatly on the shelf below her computer. The only part he really cared about was the bed, which he was pleased to see was large and soft enough for what he had in mind.

First things first, the baseball cap had to go. Her soft honey-brown hair fell around her face and across her shoulders in a silky tumble. She flashed her dimples at him, and he did what he’d been dying to do since he first saw them. He kissed the first, right beside the corner of her mouth, and lightly ran his tongue over it. Then he began to nibble his way back along her jaw.

She tilted her head to the side, granting access to the precious nook between her neck and her curtain of hair—the secret cave, which held the perfect first-stop sweet spot, the sensitive join of neck and head, just below the ear. The moment he brushed it with his lips, she shivered and pressed closer, hands clinging to his shoulders.

He teased the little spot, working it with hungry kisses and light nibbling. Guided by the soft hitch in her breathing, he knew he’d found the right combination. His cock throbbed with each taste, ready and eager for a turn. 

She wasn’t shy about exploring him in turn. Her hands slipped up underneath his shirt, tracing and shaping the contours of his broad chest and shoulders. His rucked-up t-shirt impeded her and was starting to restrict his movements. Reluctantly breaking away, he hauled it up over his head and tossed it in a corner.

To his surprise, she turned the tables on him rather than encouraging him to go back to what he was doing before. She moved in close and began to press lingering kisses along his bare chest. He let his head fall back and buried his hands in her hair, enjoying the quick darts of her tongue licking and kissing her way across his skin. She drove him wild as she let herself sink lower and lower, tasting his abs.

He stopped her when she reached for the button on his jeans. The touch of her fingers brought an eager surge to his hardened flesh, and he didn’t want to risk a premature ending to the evening. Instead he wrapped his fingers in the hem of her shirt and gave a light tug, checking with her before moving forward.

Nodding approval, she looked like a wanton sex goddess with hair tousled, lips swollen, and eyes half-lidded and dark. He took a smug moment to enjoy the fact that he was the one who brought this out of her. He carefully stripped her out of her shirt, leaving her in a clinging bright-purple bra.

Bending her back on the bed, he kissed the tender skin along her stomach, letting himself inch upwards toward the hidden breasts beckoning them. Her hands urged him up while soft moans escaped her lips. She was close. He imagined how wet and hungry her sheath would be for him. He could feel the rhythmic clench of her muscles under his fingers.

He peeled back the bra, revealing a beautiful pair of breasts. Her nipples were tight and flushed with a rosy glow, begging to be tasted. He bent over and took one in his mouth, sucking hard and deep. The sudden switch from gentle to demanding wrought a sharp cry and an arched back. Her hand clamped onto his head, pinning him in place. He pulled deep, rolling the beaded nipple with his tongue.

“Oh God, yes”—she panted—“More.”

He couldn’t resist any longer. He slid his fingers beneath her jeans and panties. She was still arching against him, unaware until he slipped one finger between her nether lips. Dripping with passion and heat, she cried out when his finger brushed past her swollen clit. Her whole body began to shake and buck against his, shouting out her orgasm.

He tweaked the sensitive nub, prolonging the explosion of pleasure. She shook and shuddered, riding his hand to satiation. Releasing her breast, he pulled back to allow her a few moments to recover. She lay sprawled half-naked on her bed with his finger still caressing her inside her jeans, breasts heaving with each shuddering breath. He could still feel eager aftershocks trembling through her.

“Wow,” she whispered when she finally met his gaze again.

“We’re only getting started,” he grinned, retrieving his hand to undo his jeans. 

Her eager smile only encouraged him. He pulled her up off the bed, letting her straddle his bare lap. His rough calluses caught on her silky skin and hair as he shaped her body with his hands. She ran her fingers over his smooth skull. Their mouths tangled together, trading hot and hungry kisses. He fumbled for a condom with numb and clumsy fingers, all of the blood having relocated to other body parts.

Slowly he let himself slip into her warm and welcoming depths. He couldn’t suppress a grunt of satisfaction. She echoed with a soft hum of encouragement, rising up and down against his thighs to pull him deeper and deeper.

Although he loved watching her ride him, he wasn’t about to let her set the pace. He lifted her easily, keeping himself buried inside as he lowered her onto the bed. She clung tightly to him, her nails digging deeply into his shoulders.

Leverage back on his side, he began to pound into her. She lifted her hips to meet him thrust for thrust. When she arched back and screamed in ecstasy, he joined her, bellowing his release.

The two of them collapsed together into a sated tangle of limbs and bedclothes.
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Jessica woke up alone, blinking sleepily at the afternoon sunlight slanting through the window. She vaguely recalled Greg explaining he had a job to do this morning. It might have been a textbook line, but she believed him. Her instincts rarely steered her wrong when it came to people. They’d certainly been on target for last night.

A grin stretched her face even as a lovely echo of orgasm rippled through her core. Whatever the man did, he knew his way around a woman’s body. He probably had a lot of experience hooking up in bars. He might not have thought she’d noticed when he warned off “Crazy” Jake, but she’d spotted Greg’s action-hero stare. Too bad, she’d have to make it up to Jake another time. The two of them often exchanged ghostly stories when she finished work. Or rather, she listened while he rambled about the strange things he’d seen. He was a sweet man and it was a shame that so many people were willing to dismiss him just because his experiences didn’t match theirs.

Speaking of ghosts, she had a ton of data to review from the night before. She’d have to go through all three camera feeds and listen to the audio recorder. Jessica couldn’t post the image from last night until she’d given her client a rundown of the activity she’d confirmed. She would have done it last night, only, she’d picked up a guy at the bar and brought him home.

She still couldn’t quite believe that. It had been so out of character that it felt more like playing an undercover role than a memory. But she couldn’t regret it.

Especially not when she wandered into her kitchen alcove and found the note propped on her counter. 

I enjoyed last night and am really sorry I had to leave.

Give me a call. Let me make it up to you. – Greg.

His number was scrawled across the bottom. Maybe she would give him a call. And maybe she should take some time out of her work for dating. If last night was any indication, she’d been missing out. She let her gaze wander over the dozens of images she’d captured. The hunt still thrilled her, even though she’d accepted long ago that most people equated her work with the ridiculous. Or worse, compared her to her mother.

She made herself some toast and grabbed fresh fruit from the fridge before settling in front of her computer. Making a face at the newsfeed headline—FBI MANHUNT FOR ESCAPED MILLIONAIRE CONTINUES—she clicked over to her email. People with money always think they’re the exception. Her family had learned that lesson the hard way when her mother couldn’t deliver everything her employer wanted. Aware of the incipient seethe building, she reminded herself it was all in the past. Lesson learned, and she wasn’t going to be caught in the same trap.

Luckily, her friend Paula needed a fact check on an article she was writing. A perfect distraction. Jessica loved reading Paula’s articles, and this one promised to be especially good, about a rare variant of the Catholic exorcism rituals involving mirrors. She wanted Jessica’s assistance on the details about different techniques using mirrors to aid in spiritual manifestations. Jessica sent it to the printer and turned to the message boards. Not a lot of activity, but she was pleased to see the overall number of hits was up on her site. Then she saw the new email blinking.


From: livlygrl@home.com

To: info@gotghosts.com

Subject: NEED HELP NOW!!!!

We need you to come right away! The situation is getting dangerous! It all started...





Jessica read the email, her concern growing by the minute. All thoughts of Greg faded away with the enticement of a new lure dangling before her.
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“You did what?” Greg raged at his little sister. Petite and flamboyant, she had a metallic silver scarf wrapped around her Technicolor hair and wore a handmade black velvet bodice with dark gray lace. Cheap costume jewelry glinted a rainbow of fiery colors from multiple necklaces, chandelier earrings, and an enameled, heavy chain belt. She liked to call herself open-minded, but to Greg, it was all wishful thinking and gullibility. He needed to keep her from crossing the line into becoming some fraud’s sucker.

“I called in a professional.” Completely unaffected by his temper with the long-held practice of a baby sister, Olive held up two strands of bright blue hair against the brilliant sunlight streaming through the kitchen window, looking for split ends.

“I am a professional.” Greg ground the words out through clenched teeth. He’d redone every inch of the kitchen for his parent’s thirtieth wedding anniversary, putting in vintage cabinets and ceramic tiling. His work was not a hobby. If Olive thought she could hire someone else to do a better job—

“Not at this”—Olive dismissed him—“Hi, Mom.”

“Hello, darling. Are you two fighting again?” Their mother had come in from the garden, dusting off her gloves.

“We’re not fighting,” Greg growled.

Tina Cook raised an eyebrow at her errant offspring. Both of them looked away immediately. Satisfied with her display of parental power, she pulled off her gloves and began to wash her hands. “Are you staying for lunch, Olive?”

“No, I have to get back for class. I just wanted to let you know that I brought someone in to help with the situation.” Olive handed her mother a brilliantly colored flyer. 

Tina took it and her eyes widened in surprise. “Where did you find this?”

“At The Cauldron.”

“What kind of contractor would advertise at The Cauldron?” Greg muttered under his breath. His sister practically lived at the alternative new age shop. No matter how unbelievably provoking Olive could be, he refused to devolve into a surly teenager. New age. If anyone asked him, the two words stuck together and rhymed with sewage. Excuses for flim-flam scammers to make a buck from dreamers. He caught a glimpse of the flyer and realized it was worse than he thought. He couldn’t find the words he knew he needed to say. Shock froze his tongue.

“She’ll be here at four,” Olive told their mother, giving her a quick hug before dashing down the hall to the front door. They heard her car pull away a few moments later. 

“You can’t be—” he began, slamming the flyer down.

“It won’t do any harm,” Tina cut him off wearily. “And to be honest, I’m not sure there isn’t something more than leaky pipes and old wiring happening here.” She patted his shoulder the way she had when he was a child and upset over something. “You’re good, Greg. One of the best. If it was mechanical, I’m sure you could have fixed it.”

She reached for her gloves beside the sink, and her hand closed over empty tile. Greg turned and spotted them on a small table halfway down the long hall to the front of the house. A chill tried to wend its way down his neck and across his shoulders, but he resolutely shrugged it off. Olive probably moved them.

After his mother returned to her gardening, he glared at the flyer again. 

GOT GHOSTS?

Strange noises? Things moving on their own?

Lights turning off and on by themselves?

YOU’VE GOT GHOSTS!

AND I CAN HELP!

He snorted in disbelief. How could anyone believe in this kind of crap?
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All day, Greg had been stewing over the potential conflict ahead this afternoon. When a battered truck pulled up in front of the house, he was ready to do ten rounds with the fraud who thought he could bilk his parents out of their hard-earned money.

He yanked open the door before the chimes of the doorbell died away. And stood there open-mouthed.

Jessica.

“What are you doing here?” he blurted.

“I got a call about a problem,” she answered, clearly surprised. “Is this your house?”

“My... my parents’ house.” All the energy he’d prepared for the fight now cycled wildly through his body, cluttering up his brain and slowing his speech.

“That would be us, dear.” Tina interjected herself between her son and their visitor. “I’m glad you could come.”

“Me, too. Your daughter said it was fairly urgent?” Jessica sidestepped around Greg, letting his mother guide her down the hall to the kitchen. “How long have you been noticing strange things happening?”

“Almost two months now. At first, I thought I was getting old, misplacing my glasses or my book and such. Then things began disappearing out of drawers and reappearing in places they had no business being. Like my shoes showing up inside the oven.” Tina shook her head to demonstrate her disbelief. “We began hearing strange noises, too. Banging and shuffling. Sometimes it sounds like someone walking around downstairs. Or like someone whispering in another room.”

“It seems like a fairly typical progression for a manifestation,” Jessica encouraged. She didn’t even glance in Greg’s direction.

He felt an immature urge to throw something or shout. Anything to get her attention. Less than twenty-four hours ago, she’d been gasping and shouting beneath him and now, she barely acknowledged him. The red imprints on his shoulders still ached. He didn’t know what to think or how to process this sudden change. Something in his brain didn’t want to lump her in with other scam artists, but he had to acknowledge to himself that he didn’t really know her. She seemed like a good person, someone kind and interesting and compassionate. But she also apparently ran a business where she convinced people they had ghosts. His brain couldn’t figure out which slot to put her in. 

As she continued to listen to his mother, the surprise wore off, and he reminded himself that their personal history didn’t matter. Greg wasn’t going to let her convince his parents to waste their money on this nonsense. He’d debunk every damn stunt she tried to pull.
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It took all of Jessica’s long years of practice ignoring bullies to be able to keep her attention away from Greg and on the client while the older woman explained what had been happening in the house. She didn’t need psychic powers to tell he was not a believer in the paranormal. She might have derailed him with surprise, but he was brooding his way back into a confrontation.

Jessica might not be the most sensitive person in her family, but something definitely haunted this house. The entire building was saturated in thick, oppressive atmosphere. The sunlight didn’t quite touch inside despite the open windows. There was a presence here, and she’d bet all the equipment in her truck that it wasn’t friendly. 

Greg’s mother showed signs of long-term exposure. Bags under her eyes from not sleeping well. Her skin was dry, and her fingers plucked and twitched constantly, both signs of severe and prolonged stress. Jessica’s heart wanted to reach out and tell this woman that everything would be okay.

But she refused to make a promise she might not be able to keep. Still, it didn’t mean she couldn’t do anything to help. “It sounds like it’s been difficult, Mrs. Cook.”

“Please, call me Tina. And it has.”

“I’ll be honest with you.” Jessica spread her hands out on the table, knowing it would subconsciously reassure Tina. “People can tell you that old houses creak and moan. They can tell you that you or your husband should be tested for Alzheimer’s, which can often start to show itself by finding objects in odd places. Those are rational and reasonable explanations for what’s happening here, except I don’t think that’s what it is.”

She took a deep breath to steady herself under Greg’s antagonizing gaze. Even standing behind her, she could feel it like twin lasers burning into her back. “My family has a reputation for being sensitive, and when I walked in here, it was like the sun disappeared behind a cloud. You’ve probably been feeling it for weeks now.”

Tina nodded, her foot tapping a nervous tattoo on the floor. “I hate coming in here when I’ve been outside in the garden. But it seemed so silly to be afraid.”

“It isn’t silly.” Jessica reassured her client. They all needed to hear they weren’t crazy for what they suspected. It was the first step in gaining their trust. “In fact, I’m going to suggest you and your husband spend a few nights at a hotel to get a break.”

“And what will you do?” Greg growled.

Jessica ignored him but still answered the question. “I’m going to spend tonight documenting what happens in the house. Once I know what I’m dealing with, I can get some help to arrange for whatever is haunting you to move on.”

“Like an exorcist?” Tina asked.

“I doubt we’ll need one. Most of the times, hauntings are recordings of moments in time and can be gotten rid of with the energy equivalent of house cleaning.” Jessica provided the simple answer even though her intuition warned her this would not be a simple situation. “A little salt, a little incense, and everything brightens right up.”

“And how much for the salt and incense?” Greg butted in again.

“I don’t charge for my services, Tina. The opportunity to document the spiritual world is why I do this.” She couldn’t resist turning in her chair to face Greg, capturing his gaze with her own. “In fact, I work two jobs to pay my expenses so I have time and the equipment to do this. I waitress at Billy’s Breakfast Bar, and I answer the phones for the walk-in clinic. I know you think I’m a fraud and only out to make money, but I’m not.”

She released him and he looked away. Her little trick hadn’t done anything to assuage his anger and might only have made things worse. She was so damn tired of being judged.

Turning back to Tina, she asked, “Are you okay with letting me stay here while I do my work?”

“I am. And since this is still my house, it’s my decision.” Tina sent a warning look in her son’s direction.

“I’m staying here, too. I don’t want my folks coming back to find their house has been emptied.” Greg issued his challenge with his muscular arms crossed over his broad chest. Jessica reminded herself not to get distracted by memories of the previous night. She had work to do.

Of course, work didn’t stop her body from setting up a hum of approval along her nerves. Her libido didn’t care if he was a judgmental ass. He was great in bed and it had been a long time. Those talented fingers...

Jessica mentally told her body to quit it with the color commentary.

“Fine with me. Just try not to disturb my equipment.” She stood. “If it’s all right with you, Tina, I’ll do a walk-through and then set up.”

The house would have been happy in other circumstances. Light, cheerful paint and wallpaper in shades of green and gold. Windows opened easily to the outside world rather than locking the occupants into an airless prison. Family pictures lined the slanting slope of the stair wall. She looked at a blond seven-year-old Greg proudly holding out a ribbon for some childhood contest, displaying a wide gap of missing teeth with his eager grin. The boy in the pictures grew older and the smile disappeared, replaced with the seriousness of a youth approaching manhood. She found herself missing the smile and told herself she was being ridiculous.

She tried to focus on her fingertips. Her mother and grandmother might have been able to see spiritual apparitions, but she only got tactile warnings—a strange sort of buzzing fullness that raised goosebumps on her skin in the presence of the paranormal. A quick brush of her fingers along the walls often told her the best places to put her equipment. Today, she couldn’t be certain if the frisson sliding along her skin was because of a ghost or because of Greg.

That’s what she got for letting herself walk on the wild side. In a regular dating scenario, she’d have figured out his prejudices pretty quickly, and this awkwardness wouldn’t have come up. She’d have been protected, not left raw and vulnerable, having to share the house with a former lover who thought she was a fraud.
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Watching his parents drive away, Greg cursed himself and his impetuousness. How did he end up in these kinds of messes, and why was he the only one who seemed concerned at leaving the house in the hands of a so-called ghost expert?

Jessica retrieved a heavy bag full of electronics from her car and had begun to place various cameras and other equipment around the house. He stared at one, a small box with a wavering needle. 

“Please don’t touch that,” she said quietly behind him.

“What is it?” he demanded, feeling like a kid caught with his hand reaching for the cookie jar.

“An EMF meter. It detects changes in the electromagnetic field. Ghosts and other paranormal activity can cause alterations. So can humans, and if it’s jarred or moved, its readings will be useless for a while,” she explained. “I’ve set it up carefully so the infrared camera will see it.”

He pointed at a squat box on the formal dining table. “What’s that one?”

“A digital recorder. For EVP sessions.” Despite the crisp answer, she wouldn’t quite meet his eyes.

“EVP?” He tried to keep his sarcasm level down below the Denis Leary threshold.

“Electronic voice phenomena. Sometimes you can hear voices on the recording that you couldn’t hear by yourself.” She left the room, tension clearly visible in her neck and shoulders. 

Greg started to feel like a real jerk. He still didn’t believe in any of this stuff, but she hadn’t asked for money or balked at having him stay with her. She didn’t seem to be playing an angle or running a con.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image001.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image002.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





