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    To all our loyal fans: 


You are exactly who we find and write these stories for.


(Do get your bonuses at the end of this story...)

      

    


When you then connect your home to the Internet then you can get way more than you asked for. 

Because the more circuits in any machine, the more it's likely to get "haunted." Especially when you join the "Internet of Things" universe. Now a consumer's dream come true – or a nightmare come to life?

When our broadband costs rocketed, we looked to see what usage was happening - too many videos, too many games, was someone parked at the curb outside our house and downloading massive files?

None of these. 

Our technician said that the uses were almost tidal - like our home was breathing. Of course, we fired him. But then couldn't hire another.

And then found ourself locked out of our own home - by the ghost in our home machines.
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"WHAT DO YOU MEAN WE can't get back in to my own house? What about cutting the power?"

"I can't get the power company to send any more people here. They keep getting shocked even before they touch the disconnect."

"At their own pole?!?"

"Yes. Their own power pole is shocking them."

"What about cutting off the whole block?" 

"Not that simple. There are a lot of lawyers who live in this neighborhood of yours and they already know about your haunted 'smart home'. They've let us know that it will be costly if we try. Besides, the next closest substation takes out dozens of blocks around here. We aren't going to turn everyone off just because you lost the password to your own smart home."

"It's not the password, I tell you..." The owner was fuming by now, fists clenched. "Oh, just never mind." Then the smartphone was pocketed. 

The windows on the house pulsed red and green. And no, they didn't leave their Christmas decorations up. 

The last technician who was willing to come out and have a look at their house said that it reminded him of breathing. And after we fired him, no other company would agree to take it on - but would schedule us their "next possible opening" - some months from now.

The owner, his wife, and two kids were just standing on their sidewalk. With their pets on leashes. Even their cars were locked inside the garage. All they had been able to take with them were their smartphones, a game controller, and a tablet. But accessing their smart home control panel only gave them a PAC-man-era pixelated sad face. 

Worse than sad - angry.

Calls to the company who made the programs and installed them went unanswered, or were refused. And after that, their phone went dead. All like some horrible prank-turned-harassment.

At last, one of the neighbor's wives came over and called a cab for the family on her own phone. The cab arrived, the family left. And the on-looking neighbors went back inside – or got in their own cars to leave and stay elsewhere until that spooky house was resolved. Or at least knew their house wasn't going to be next.

It was close to sunset now. And while all the houses had power, the streetlights on that street and the others near them failed to come on.

Police sent patrol cars to manage traffic in those streets, but wouldn't come down to that vacant house.

The one that breathed red and green - and looked far more ominous in the dark.

- - - -
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"ARE YOU SURE? AN ACTUAL haunted house? OK - what's the address? Yea. OK. No. That's fine. Thanks." I put down the pencil on top of the pad and then shut off my phone again. And I mean shut it off. Like I usually kept it. When I was writing, I didn't want interruptions. None.

I shut its flip-top, then placed it on the table next to my closed laptop.

At times like this, I kept thinking about that joke where the farmer and the salesman were talking out at his front gate. The phone was ringing and ringing. At last, the salesman asked if he wasn't going to answer that. And the farmer told him, "Look, I had that thing installed for my convenience."

How I even had that phone turned on was an annoyance. And now someone was reporting a haunted house. Oh come on, like we haven't seen that before. But whoever it was had been reading my books and somehow managed to sleuth out my private phone number. Even though I bought a "burner" phone on purpose and never gave out the number. 

But I guess if the telemarketers could buy my number, then about anyone could find it. 

So I used my own, far better telecommunication device - it hung on a thong around my neck, made of some turquoise stone with gold threads in it. 
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