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Jennifer Carole Lewis

GOT GHOSTS?

Strange noises? Things moving on their own?

Lights turning off and on by themselves?

YOU’VE GOT GHOSTS!

AND I CAN HELP!

As a contractor, Greg Cook, is more inclined to believe in faulty wiring than ghosts.  But despite his extensive efforts, his parents’ house has become a Hallowe’en stereotype instead of the comforting sanctuary he grew up in.

Professional ghost-hunter Jessica Miles has been painstakingly documenting hauntings for years, trying to restore her mother’s reputation by proving that ghosts are real.  When she volunteers to investigate a suburban haunting, the last thing she expected was to come face to face with the man she enjoyed a steamy one-night stand with.

Greg might think she’s a fraud but from the moment Jessica crosses the threshold, she knows there is something dark and dangerous lurking in his parents’ home.  She will need all of her expertise to get them both out without becoming ghosts themselves.
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To everyone who has always believed in things that go bump in the night.

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.
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