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PROLOGUE:

Dream House

June 2006

The house crouched there on the corner of Abercorn and Wayne like something alive but dormant, a hibernating beast, which may soon awaken and swallow the world whole.

Standing across the street in Crenshaw Square, Brad Storm thought he would describe the house in those terms in one of the horror stories he liked writing. Despite the tour guide’s eerie tales about the place’s rather macabre history, Brad only saw a gorgeous Greek Revival mansion. Sure, the house was neglected and in serious need of repairs, but the bones were sturdy. Brad could use his hyperactive imagination to see beyond the busted windows and missing shutters, the moldering brick and general air of abandonment, and envision the house as it must have been in its glory.

The building stood three stories tall, with slightly curving side-steps leading up to the main entrance on the second floor. The details were somewhat obscured in the dark, but on the right side there seemed to be a veranda running the entire length of the house on the ground floor, with equally long balconies stretching along the top two levels. Brad couldn’t see it from here, but he knew there was a two-story carriage house around back.

“The house was built in 1868?” the guide said in a chirpy voice, which made every statement sound like a question. “General Benjamin Wilson lived here with his wife and daughter, at least until his wife died from yellow fever, leaving Wilson and his daughter alone in the house? The General had fought for the Confederacy in the Civil War, and was not too pleased when the Maverick School opened across the street; it was Savannah’s first fully integrated school? He was even more displeased when he learned his young daughter was playing with some of the black children while they were on their recess break? To punish her, he tied her to a chair and sat her by the living room window, so she would be forced to watch the children from the Maverick School having fun at recess but not be able to join them? Back then, before air conditioning, these houses could get quite hot, and I’m sure you can imagine how miserable it must have been sitting right at the window? After a few days of this, the girl died from heatstroke and dehydration? Some believe she never left the house, that to this day her spirit still roams the halls, staring out the windows, still wanting to play with someone? In fact, a gentleman who went on my tour last year sent me a photo he took that night, and you can see the girl’s pale face staring out from the bay window, above the front door?”

In true Pavlovian nature, everyone in the group, including Brad, looked up at the window on the third story.

The window jutted out like a cancerous growth, malignant and pulsing with evil.

Brad chuckled softly to himself. With the right words, one could make something as innocuous as a window sound malevolent. The guide passed around a grainy photo for the group to see. When an overweight woman in a “Crab Shack” T-shirt handed it to Brad, he glanced down at the image and shook his head. An indistinct white blur was visible in the bay window, more than likely a reflection of light on the glass. He supposed it might resemble a crude face, but only tangentially. Then again, he thought he remembered reading something in a Psych class once of how the human brain would often take senseless shapes and rearrange them into something the mind could comprehend, something familiar. The theory explained why people often saw images of Jesus or the Virgin Mary in their pancakes and oatmeal.

Once everyone had an opportunity to scrutinize the photo—eliciting gasps from a few of the more gullible members of the crowd—the guide continued with her spiel: “Some theorize the paranormal activity surrounding 324 Abercorn is strong because of its location? You see, the square we are presently standing in was once a slave cemetery? If you look around, you’ll notice the lack of grave markers, so you may assume that means they moved the cemetery? But you would be wrong? They simply built right on top of the graves? The cemetery also was not confined merely to the perimeter of Crenshaw Square, but actually stretched out for several blocks, including right underneath 324?”

The ground beneath the crowd’s feet seemed to tremble, not with an earthquake, but as if hundreds of bodies were clawing their way back up through dirt and rock, an undead horde hell-bent on retribution for the wrongs done to them in the past.

“What are you smiling about?” asked Crab Shack. “We’re standing on top of poor dead slaves.”

Brad shrugged. “I guess it’s possible. They say Savannah is a city that walks over its dead.”

“Then you should show a little more respect.”

What do you want me to do, go hang from a tree limb? Brad thought, but he merely nodded and arranged his face into a solemn expression.

A young couple near the front of the group, whom Brad assumed were newlyweds based on their inability to keep their hands off each other, took two simultaneous steps toward the street. They paused, as if not daring to go further.

“How long has the house been empty?” the young man asked.

“Since 1973? The family who’d bought it lived here only a month or two, complaining of phantom forces choking and pushing them? They moved out of state, up north, I believe, and have not been back since? However, they refuse to sell the property because they say they don’t want to inflict the horror on anyone else? So the house just sits here, radiating malice?”

Crab Shack raised her hand. When the guide nodded in her direction, she said, “I heard a group of teenage girls were killed in the house back in the 50s or 60s, and the crime was never solved. Is that true?”

“Yes, that is a rather grisly story? We’re running a bit behind schedule, so I’ll tell you the tale as we head down toward Mercer House?”

The guide led the group out of Crenshaw Square and down Abercorn, in the direction of Forsyth Park at the far end of the Historic District. Most of the crowd cast furtive glances back toward the house before moving on, but Brad lingered. He stepped into the street, raising his camera and taking a few shots, thinking he might like to come back in the morning if he had time and get some pictures in the daylight.

The house watched him as he watched it, as if it recognized him, as if their destinies were intertwined.

Laughing at his own foolishness, Brad hurried to catch up with the group. He cast his own glances back toward the house, but his were full of longing.

324 Abercorn was one of the grandest and most beautiful houses he’d ever seen, and he thought it a shame that it was deteriorating this way. He would love to be able to buy it, restore it, and make it his home.

But it would never happen. He’d barely been able to scrape up enough money to take this vacation to Savannah, Georgia. No, tomorrow he’d head home to his cramped studio apartment in Spartanburg, South Carolina, and pack the fantasy away with the one of him becoming a bestselling author. He could dream about living in such an extravagant house, but that was all it ever was . . .

A dream.


PART ONE:

New Boy in Town

March 2016


CHAPTER ONE

The Boy in the Book Lady

Brad was browsing the Mystery section in Book Lady on Liberty Street when he noticed the boy staring at him. Well, not a boy exactly. He was probably in his early twenties, more of a young man. The older Brad got, though, the younger everyone else looked to him. 

Jesus, you’re only thirty-six, stop casting yourself in the role of a geriatric. Although you are closer to forty than twenty. Hell, you’re closer to forty than thirty . . . 

Blocking out his own inner voice, Brad glanced back toward the staircase lined with stacks of books. The young man still stood there, practically in the children’s section, still staring at him. He wore a pair of capri pants and a gray hooded sweatshirt, his black hair done up in meticulous bed-head, ample time spent to make it appear he spent no time on his appearance. Mild amusement marked his face. Instinctively, Brad reached up and brushed at his chin, wondering if a bit of his lunch had gotten stuck in his goatee.

The young man finally walked over to the Mysteries and said, rather abruptly, “I know you.”

“Um, I don’t think we’ve ever met.”

“No, we haven’t . . . but I know you. You’re Bradley Storm.”

“Oh, yes, I am,” Brad said in a tone of voice suggesting he was admitting to something shameful like bedwetting or playing the ukulele. Even though he was a successful author with five bestselling horror novels and one short story collection to his credit, he still hadn’t grown accustomed to being recognized. Truth be told, it made him uncomfortable. He much preferred the anonymity and solitude of sitting at his desk, plugging away on the laptop, to the public display of interviews and book tours. Then again, writers weren’t exactly movie idols or rock stars; the instances of him getting recognized in public were rare. Being in a bookstore increased those chances a bit.

“You know,” the young man said, “I read your first book, Out of the Shadows, Into the Dark.”

“Well, thank you.”

“Don’t thank me yet. I didn’t say whether I liked it or not.”

This surprised a laugh out of Brad. “Touché.”

“I’m just messing with you,” the man said, wearing an infectious grin. “I thought it was a great book, creepy and atmospheric. The movie adaptation, on the other hand . . . that was a real stinker.”

“I thought it turned out okay, all things considered.”

The young man tilted his head and gave Brad a skeptical look. “You’re just trying to be all diplomatic, but you have to admit they really dumbed down your story. Even the title change to Shadow Monsters was dreadful; sounds like something they’d air on SyFy after the latest Sharknado.”

Brad tried to hold a neutral expression, but he couldn’t keep the corners of his lips from curling. “Well, the check cleared, I’ll say that much.”

“I hear you. Didn’t Stephen King say something once about how a bad movie version of one of his books can’t actually tarnish the book; that it’s still fine up on the shelf, something along those lines?”

“Actually, I think he was quoting James M. Cain.”

“I’ll take your word for it. You’re the writer, after all.” The young man held out his hand. “By the way, I’m Tobias Silver, but my friends call me—”

“Let me guess, Toby?”

“Bias, actually. I tend not to do anything traditionally.”

Brad laughed and shook the man’s hand. “Nice to meet you, Bias. You can call me Brad.”

“Wow, you’re the first real live breathing author I’ve ever met. What brings you to Savannah? Book signing?”

“No, actually I just moved here.” 

“Shut up! Really?”

“Yeah, I bought a house right here in the Historic District.”

Bias grimaced and said, “Downtown.”

“What?”

“If you’re going to live here, you should know only tourists call this ‘the Historic District.’ Locals just say ‘downtown.’”

“Ah, thanks for the tip. It’s good to have insider information.”

“I’m not a native myself, but I have lived her for three and a half years. I’m a student at S.C.A.D. That’s the Savannah College—”

“—of Art and Design,” Brad finished. “I do know a thing or two about the city.”

“Cool. I have a little studio apartment on the corner of Jones and Bull. Where are you living?”

“I bought a house just off Crenshaw Square.”

Bias instantly went rigid and his mouth fell open like that of a broken Nutcracker. At first he didn’t speak, didn’t even seem to breathe, and Brad wondered if he was going to be sick. Finally Bias said, “Are you shitting me? Are you the person who bought 324 Abercorn?”

“Guilty.”

“Oh man, when I saw they were fixing up the place last year, I thought someone might have decided to turn it into a museum like the Juliette Gordon Low House, but you’re actually going to live there?”

Brad laughed. “That’s the plan. Why?” 

“You know about the house’s reputation, right?”

“You mean stories of spooks and ghoulies?”

“Yeah, it’s one of the most haunted sites in all of Savannah and that’s a verified fact.”

Brad’s tilted his head and looked skeptically at Bias. “You don’t really believe in that stuff, do you?”

“Absolutely. Ghosts are my bread and butter.”

“How so?”

“It’s my job. I host a walking ghost tour around the downtown area. That house—your house—is one of my major stops.”

“Thanks for the warning. I’ll try to remember to close all the blinds before walking naked around the house.”

“Have you spent the night yet?”

“Actually no, tonight will be my first full night in the house.”

“And you’re not even the slightest bit nervous?”

“Of course not. It’s just a house . . . my house, as you said.”

“I can’t believe it. You’re Mr. Horror, and you don’t believe in ghosts? How is that even possible?”

“Okay, Bias, I’m going to blow your mind with one hell of a revelation about writers and their stories. I’m pretty sure Lewis Carroll never fell down a rabbit hole into a magical Wonderland; it doesn’t seem likely that Anne Rice believes in vampires; and I highly doubt J.K. Rowling has met any real wizards. That’s what makes it fiction and not nonfiction.”

“You’re breaking my heart. Next you’re going to tell me that Matthew, Mark, Luke, and John didn’t even know Jesus personally.”

The two men stared at one another for a moment before breaking into giggles. “Sorry,” Brad said. “Didn’t mean to sound like I was lecturing you.”

“It’s okay. I tend to get too passionate about the supernatural. It’s one of a myriad of quirks and eccentricities I suffer from.”

A silence settled between them and Brad’s usual self-consciousness when interacting with people he didn’t know well reasserted itself. He pulled out his cell and checked the time. “Well, Bias, it was great to meet you, but I really do have to run. The cupboards are bare, and I need to do some shopping before I head back home.”

“Hold on just a sec.” Bias took his wallet from his back pocket and dug through it until he came up with a slightly bent business card, which he held out to Brad. “My number and my email address are on there. Keep in touch. I’d love to come by the house sometime.”

Brad took the card without really looking at it. “You would?”

“Definitely. I’ve been talking about 324 Abercorn on my tours for years. I’d kill to get a peek inside.”

“Oh, of course. Maybe once I’m all settled in, I’ll have you over and give the tour guide a tour.”

“I’m going to hold you to that. Maybe you’ll even sign my book for me.”

“Sure thing.”

Another awkward pause and then Brad shook Bias’ hand and wandered off toward the exit. For just a moment, he’d thought Bias might’ve been flirting with him, but he should have known better. While thirty-six didn’t exactly make him an old man, to a twenty-year-old he must seem ancient. Not that Brad was interested. After a rather disastrous six month relationship with a twenty-four-year-old back in South Carolina, he’d sworn off younger guys. Besides, though his gaydar had dinged a few times during the encounter, Brad didn’t know for sure whether the young man was even gay. He was probably just imagining—

“Hey Brad.”

Brad turned and looked back toward Bias, who still stood among the Mysteries. “Now that I know you sometimes walk around your house naked,” the young man said with a crooked grin and a wink, “I’ll be sure to snap a lot of pictures at the windows during my next tour.” 

Heat suffused Brad’s face and he thought he could actually be blushing. After nodding at Bias rather dumbly, he hurried from the store. Once outside, he finally glanced down at the business card in his hand. On one side was a crude but strangely accurate caricature of Bias himself with a phone number and email address underneath it, while on the other side, in calligraphy script, were three lines of text:

Tobias Eugene Silver

Student, Artist, Paranormal Investigator,

And All-Around Awesome Dude!

With a smile, Brad slipped the card into his own wallet, and then headed off toward the City Market.


CHAPTER TWO

The Runaway Nectarines

As Brad made his way back across Crenshaw Square, he silently berated himself for not taking his car. He hadn’t thought he’d need it since everything in the Historic District—scratch that, downtown—was within easy walking distance, but what seemed like a few short blocks when you were unburdened suddenly felt a lot longer when you hauled six plastic bags full of household supplies. 

Weary as he was, he still paused across the street and surveyed his new home. He remembered standing in this exact spot ten years ago, fantasizing about owning the house. At the time, it had seemed nothing more than an impossible dream, but here he was, literally living the dream.

The house was no longer the dilapidated beauty it had been before. No more mold creeping down the masonry like a rash, no more broken glass, brand new shutters and roof. The restoration hadn’t been cheap, but 324 Abercorn was once again the grand manor Brad had known all those years ago. He considered the renovation worth every cent.

The soreness in his arms prompted him across the street and up the steps. At the top, he fished for his keys in his front pocket without putting down any of the bags, which proved to be a mistake. One of the bags slipped from his fingers and crashed to the stoop. A dozen nectarines spilled out around his feet, two of them bouncing down the steps like rubber balls and rolling into the street.

“Fuck!” Brad hissed, stuck in a state of neutral, unsure what he should do. Put all the bags down on the stoop and gather up the nectarines? Get himself inside the house first and then come back for the fruit? In any case, the two nectarines that had gotten away were lost because Brad wasn’t going to go chasing after them like a dog off its leash.

He watched the nectarines’ progress as they both rolled in parallel lines, one slightly behind the other, toward Gordon Street. It seemed almost as if the two pieces of fruit were in a race. The slightly smaller one was in the lead, but then a young African American woman in a peach dress, wearing a light blue cardigan over it, stepped into the street, bent down and deftly scooped up both nectarines, one in each hand.

“Lose something?” she called toward the house.

“Guess they kind of escaped from me.”

“Well, free range fruit always tastes better.”

“I think I read that somewhere.”

The woman walked over to the house and stopped at the bottom of the steps. “Do you need some help?”

Brad started to say “no”—he had been raised to be self-sufficient and never asked for help if he could avoid it—but then he thought, Who the hell am I kidding? 

“Please.”

She climbed the steps, and then knelt down on the stoop, retrieving the plastic bag and depositing the nectarines into it. Her dark skin was flawless, her hair close-cropped to the scalp. She looked lovely.

“I really appreciate this,” Brad said, feeling silly standing there weighed down with the remaining five bags while the woman knelt before him, gathering up his wayward produce.

“No problem. Consider it my way of welcoming you to the neighborhood.”

“I’m Brad Storm, by the way.”

“Neisha Parker,” she said, tossing the last nectarine into the bag then rising to her feet. She was almost as tall as Brad himself, and he was six-foot-two.

Brad tried again to snag his keys from his pocket, and without a word Neisha reached out and took two more of the bags, freeing up his right hand. Smiling gratefully, he pulled out the ridiculously overburdened keychain, which housed keys to his new abode, his car, his safety deposit, the old house in South Carolina, even a few he’d been carrying for years and could no longer remember what they opened. His keychain was proof of him being a packrat by nature. He unlocked the double doors and turned to Neisha, glancing at the bags in her hands, the bags in his own.

“I hate to inconvenience you further, but could you possibly help me get all this stuff inside?”

Neisha cut her eyes toward the doorway, her expression uncertain.

“I promise I’m not a serial killer or anything,” Brad said, and then winced at how ridiculous he sounded. “Although, I guess if I were, I probably wouldn’t admit to it.”

Neisha laughed. “No, but you do write about serial killers on occasion.”

“Wow, I’m getting recognized left and right today.”

“This house has been empty longer than I’ve been alive. When I found out someone was moving in, I made a point of finding out who was the brave soul.”

“Just little old me; the guy who can’t even keep his nectarines in check.”

She laughed again, the sound soft and delicate like a wind chime, then she stared back at the doors and shuffled her feet.

“Are you scared?” Brad asked, hoping he didn’t sound like he was making fun of her.

“No, it’s just . . . well, I never thought I’d step foot in this house. It’s kind of surreal.”

“Trust me, I know what you mean.”

Brad turned the knob and pushed open the door on the right side. He immediately heard a fast-paced, high-pitched beeping, so he quickly stepped inside. Neisha followed along behind him as he reached out with his free hand to the keyboard on the wall. He punched in the code to deactivate the alarm system.

They stood in the foyer with the white and black checkerboard tiles and the crystal chandelier hanging overhead. Straight ahead, on the left, the carpeted staircase rose to the upper floor, and to the right, an archway led into the den.

“This way,” he said, walking past the arch and into the hallway stretching the length of the house. It also had the same checkerboard tile. The dining room stood through the next door to the right, and he turned in. He just pushed through the swinging door into the kitchen. “Shit, I was in such a hurry to get in and turn off the alarm, I think I left my keys in the door,” he said.

“I’ll go grab them,” Neisha said, handing over the bags she’d carried in.

Brad went into the kitchen as she headed back into the hall. He used his foot to kick down the doorstop to prop the door open, and placed all six bags on the counter to his left, heaving a great sigh as the muscles in his arms trembled with relief. The refrigerator was to his right, and then more countertop, the sink, and then the stove. The kitchen was long but narrow.

While he was placing the nectarines in a large wooden bowl, Neisha returned, holding out the keys.

“Thanks,” he said.

“No problem.”

Brad chuckled as he placed the bowl of fruit on top of the refrigerator. “Ever notice how ‘no problem’ has become the new ‘you’re welcome’?”

“Never really thought about it,” Neisha said with a half-smile. “But then words aren’t my livelihood the way they are yours.”

“Yeah, my mind tends to ‘run along different rails’, as my mother used to say.”

“Beats being boring.”

Brad nodded and then found himself at a loss of anything else to say. Socialization was definitely not his strong suit. He found it much easier to interact with the imaginary people he created for his books than flesh-and-blood individuals he encountered in real life. “I don’t want to keep you if you have other places to be.”

“I’ve got a little time if you need some help putting the stuff away.”

Brad pushed down the “No” rising to his lips. He was determined to overcome his usual idiosyncrasies and become part of the community. This was a good place to start. “If you’re offering, that’d be great.”

Neisha pulled crackers and chips out of one of the bags. “Where do these go?”

“The cupboard at the end of the counter.”

She moved past Brad, and they both had to turn sideways so she could squeeze by.

“I apologize for the cramped quarters in here,” he said. “It’s almost like being in a coffin.”

“It’s not so bad.”

“I once had a studio apartment with a larger kitchen area.”

Neisha shrugged. “Probably because this kitchen was an afterthought. Most of the older homes around here originally had their kitchens in the basement.”

“Yeah, that’s what the real estate agent said. This used to be a walk-in pantry, and the bathroom on the other side of this wall was a corridor leading from the backstairs into the dining room.”

“Makes sense,” she said, stowing away the last of the chips and closing the cupboard door. “I mean, no one wants to lug all the food up from downstairs just to eat, so they’d have to move the kitchen.”

After placing napkins in the holder on the counter, Brad grabbed a quart of milk and a block of cheese and put them in the refrigerator. “Would you like some coffee, Neisha? It’s instant, but it’ll be hot.”

“Caffeinated?”

“Of course.”

“Then I’m in.”

Together, they made quick work of putting away the rest of the items Brad had purchased, before he filled the kettle and put it on the stove. While they waited for the water to boil, he took two large mugs from one of the cabinets, and spooned mounds of instant coffee into each. The aroma was pungent and stimulating. He liked the smell of coffee much more than the taste. Neisha said no to sugar and milk, but Brad added ample amounts of both to his. With their steaming cups, Brad led his guest to the den.

Robin egg blue walls and a thick crimson carpet decorated the large room. Empire style furniture filled the space, each piece a restored antique. Neisha seemed hesitant to actually have a seat until Brad flopped down on the sofa, placing his mug on top of a marble slab coaster on the mahogany coffee table. Neisha perched on the edge of a wingback chair, taking a sip of her brew.

“Well,” Brad said when the silence stretched on too long, “you’re officially my first guest.”

“I’m honored. Lucky for me, I was there to rescue your errant fruit.”

“Very fortuitous, indeed. You were in the right place at the right time.”

“I don’t think we can give destiny the credit here. I was just leaving work.”

“Oh, you work close by?”

“Next door at the Maverick Heritage Center. I’m Curator of the museum there.”

Brad paused with his mug halfway to his lips. “Curator? How old are you?”

As if mirroring her host, Neisha now paused with her mug halfway to her lips. That half-smile of hers, which Brad imagined probably drove many a man wild, resurfaced. “Didn’t your Mama teach you never to ask a lady her age?”

“Oh, no, I didn’t mean— It’s just, you don’t look old enough to be out of college, much less have a job like that.”

“Okay, for that I will forgive your preceding transgression. College is definitely in my rearview, but I’m not going to tell you how many miles back.”

Brad, eager to draw attention away from his faux pas, said, “Did you go to school around here?”

“No, actually I got my Masters in Historical Studies from Tulane University. I was planning to stay in New Orleans after I graduated, but then my grandmother fell ill and I came home to help care for her. Savannah got her claws back into me and I replanted my roots.”

“It’s a beautiful place.”

“It really is. Growing up here, I don’t think I fully realized that, but being gone for a few years gave me a new appreciation for the city. And although Savannah is a lot more touristy since that damn Midnight in the Garden of Good and Evil book, it’s still less garish and tacky than New Orleans.”

“I must admit I was once one of those garish, tacky tourists myself. I fell in love with Savannah about a decade ago during a vacation.”

“Back before you were a world-famous author, huh?”

Brad laughed. “Yeah, back then I was working for my hometown paper writing obituaries.”

“So your work hasn’t changed too much; you’re still writing about death.”

“I suppose you could look at it that way.”

“I’ll confess I haven’t actually read any of your books. I know of you by reputation, but I’m a bit too squeamish for horror. A mystery, on the other hand, suits me just fine.”

“Hey, to each his own. Or her own. I like mysteries, too; in some ways they share similar elements with horror.”

Neisha leaned forward and placed her mug on the table, then stood and walked over to the large fireplace. Her attention seemed to be focused on the abstract watercolor hanging on the wall above the marble mantel. A sweeping blend of pastels, which was rather soothing to look at, even though Brad didn’t know what the hell it was supposed to be. After a few moments of studying the painting, Neisha crossed over to the opposite wall to scrutinize another piece hanging between the two windows facing the square. Another abstract, but Brad thought he could detect the hint of a face in the strokes of this one.

“These are stunning,” Neisha finally said.

“Yes, they’re by a local artist, actually.”

“Really? Who?”

“Um, I can’t remember the name.”

“Male or female?”

“Hmm, I think, maybe . . . okay, I’m busted, I didn’t pick out any of the furnishings or artwork in the house. I hired an interior decorator, and she handled all of it. I know she mentioned these pieces were by a local artist, but that’s all I remember.”

Neisha looked back at him and smiled. “No shame in that. She did a fabulous job. In fact, the entire transformation this house has undergone is astounding.” She returned to the chair. “Though I couldn’t help but notice during the restoration, you seemed to have a little trouble with the construction crew.”

Brad groaned and rolled his eyes. “Yes, at first I hired a local company, and it turned out to be a nightmare. They were constantly behind schedule, not meeting deadlines, but of course they always claimed the delays weren’t their fault. It was a barrage of excuses. Equipment breaking down, materials gone missing, they even claimed some days they’d show up to find the work they’d done the previous day undone by unknown vandals. After almost six months of this, I spoke with the foreman on the phone and he suggested the ‘evil spirits’ residing in the house were responsible for all the problems. That was the final straw for me; I fired the company and hired one from out of town. Just as I predicted, they had no problems and got the job done quickly and efficiently.”
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