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“I DON’T LIKE THIS, not one bit,” Jude said aloud once the shimmering stopped.

We were in a large room, typically murky. A dank, gray stone floor supported matching walls that soared to heights above us, disappearing into an impenetrable gloom overhead.

Jude was to one side, Sal on the other. I was the center target, as usual. (Sigh.)

“You two haven’t already been here before?” I asked.

“No, this is one of Ben’s list of specters we need to address. All we have a location and a star by the name. Ben’s memory gets foggy about some of these, and you can’t blame him after the second or third thousand on the list.” Sal said.

“No idea what the star is for?” I asked.

“Dangerous.” Jude replied.

“Oh, great.” I said

At that a specter appeared, all in a long white gown, two criss-crossed pearl-laden straps holding it on her light-colored shoulders, with dark hair styled above and off her shoulders,. The wide-cut, sweeping arms of her gown met in front where her two hands held a single short-stemmed red rose.

That was my cue. “Say, miss? Could you tell me where we are and what date it is?”

The misty, blank look came off her face at that point, and she focused on me.

“YOU! How dare you?!?” The specter was screaming at me. And then took a deep breath to start an even longer and louder wail of screaming. She looked to the dark ceiling and raised her arms over her head, separating her hands so that only one held the rose now. The screaming raised in volume until we all covered our ears to try to lower its extreme intensity.

Then the floor rumbled and caved in, dropping us all into another murky impenetrable gloom below us...
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WHEN WE SHIMMERED BACK in, we all landed on the padded exercise mat just a foot or so below us. Enough to almost twist an ankle.

None of us kept our balance on landing.

I sat up and put one arm out against that padded floor to help my head quit spinning.

Sal also sat up, holding her blond head in two hands, dressed in her typical off-white business suit with gold pinstripes. Her jacket had become unbuttoned, but otherwise, she looked like a model sitting there.

Jude just put her hands to her own head without doing more than putting one knee up to hold her own balance. Dressed  all in black, her knit top revealed her midriff, which showed as a white streak above her black jeans. Her bolero jacket parted widely, leaving the white skin exposed. Her long black hair spilled across the pad like paint out of a bucket, excepting only where she scrunched it next to her ears.

“That was just too loud,” Jude said.

“I’m surprised I have any hearing left,” Sal said.

“Well, it’s better that we also have our legs left. Whoever caught us with that shimmering has my thanks.” I said.

Jude raised one arm. “That would be me.”

“Remind me sometime that I owe you a kiss.” I said.

Both she and Sal smiled at that.

“Oh - you, too, Sal.” I teased.

Sal turned a little pink a that, proceeding to stand and straighten out her jacket, dust off her pants, and tuck a stray blond strand behind an ear. “Well, Jude, if you’re done laying around, it’s time to find that room we used to call the ‘missile silo’ and put it to use.” She walked over to Jude and took her arm to help her up.

Just as Jude was still brushing off her jeans, they shimmered out of view. And I heard some distant screaming as someone was falling, which then ended in muzzled laughter.
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