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          Introduction By Dean Wesley Smith

        

      

    

    
      Marble Grant and her partner in life and being a ghost agent, Sims, are real, honest, ghosts. They love to party, they love to drink, and wow do they love sex. But more than anything they take their job of helping people and protecting them seriously.

      And that’s why they agreed to be ghost agents instead of heading off into the unknown next life.

      And sometimes even two ghosts need help. Even really sexy, really funny, and very smart ghosts.

      So they have built a team around them. When they were both alive, their best friend was a superhero named Patty, who is dating the most famous of all superheroes, Poker Boy. Marble and Grant live in a beautiful condo that Poker Boy owns for them.

      And Sky Tate, the best woman detective in the world, is a friend of theirs in many, many ways. They often either help Sky on one of her cases, or go to Sky when they need a real human to help out.

      Sky Tate has a story in this collection because it stars Marble and Sims and is a good example of what their friends see when Marble and Sims are helping.

      So in a lot of Marble Grant stories you might run across a friend.

      Or maybe even the most powerful god of them all, the woman who runs everything. Laverne, known to many as Lady Luck.

      So I hope you enjoy the Marble Grant stories. At times it seems Marble and Sims have a lot of friends.

      But what’s a ghost without friends?

      

      
        
        Dean Wesley Smith

        Las Vegas, Nevada
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      There are a lot of people who not only live in the Las Vegas valley, but millions and millions more visit, although most of the visitors stay in two basic areas: the Strip or Fremont Street downtown.

      The locals seldom set foot on either place unless to see visiting friends or hit a great restaurant or see a show or go to work. Locals had their own worlds, schools, shopping, and so on. Tourists never gave the entire valley a second thought.

      A lot of locals worked to serve tourists in one way or another. Hotels to transportation to restaurants. Sims and I liked helping the locals where we could. But most of the time we roamed the Strip or the casinos along Fremont Street. Tourists seemed to need a lot more help than the locals.

      It was on a beautiful winter afternoon, temperature in the high sixties, bright clear sun, that Sims and I ran into something we had never seen before.

      Both of us were dressed in what we called our working clothes. Jeans, running shoes, and silk blouses. Our work as ghost agents consisted of crawling inside people’s minds and seeing if we could help them.

      I had on a red blouse today to match my bright red long hair, and Sims had on a much tamer blue blouse. Her long blond hair was pulled back.

      After I died my hair this bright red, even I admitted it was a little bright, but I had been trying to match my new red blouse. When I asked Sims what she thought, she said, “I’m working with a factory-fresh fire hydrant today.”

      “That bright?” I asked.

      She just smiled at me. She really, really loves me, I know that.

      So after a great lunch at a pizza place in the Arts District, we had jumped back to the Fremont Street Experience and were standing off to one side when a short man, not more than five foot, maybe, and carrying a large satchel over his shoulder, walked past us looking busy and focusing on a tourist couple in front of him.

      Then suddenly, from the other direction a young girl turned and bumped into the couple, almost knocking them down.

      As she apologized and helped the woman to regain her balance, the young girl relieved the woman of her wallet from a purse and at the same time the short man with the satchel took the man’s wallet from his back pocket.

      Amazingly smooth as both the woman’s wallet and the man’s wallet vanished into the satchel.

      The entire thing was over in less than two seconds, the girl going her way, the short guy and his satchel strolling on down the street.

      Total professionals, except for the fact that we saw it.

      “That was pretty slick,” I said.

      “Amazing,” Sims said. “I’ll take the girl, bring her back here.”

      I nodded and jumped to a spot ahead of where the short guy was walking and then just let him walk into me.

      I expected the man, whose name was Mike, to be a professional pickpocket. He was, sort of. But in reality he was the middleman for a very large and complex money laundering operation.

      There was over four hundred thousand dollars in those two wallets and he and his partner, Vicki, would hit this couple in two more places by the time the day was over. Once down near the Wynn, outside, and once in the Mandalay Bay Casino in the shops area going toward the Luxor.

      Their take for the day from the couple would be over a million.

      Then tomorrow, in a briefcase, Mike would carry the money into a men’s bathroom and switch out the briefcase. And then in three days they would hit another couple who were bringing money in to be laundered.

      I was so shocked, I just let Mike go and jumped back to where I would meet Sims. She had done the same thing with the girl named Vicki.

      We both knew when we were in far over our heads.

      “We need Sky on this one,” Sims said.

      “Exactly what I was thinking,” I said. “She knows who in the police force to talk to as well.”

      Sky Tate was a superhero in the world of detectives and a really, really close friend of ours. We often partied once or twice a week together and more often than not all three of us ended up back in Sims’ and my large bed. Sky was helping us train our skills at making our touch work on real things. It is very difficult for ghosts to touch real objects but Sky really enjoyed us practicing on her.

      “Sky should be at Rocky’s at this time of day,” Sims said.

      Rocky’s was a hole-in-the-wall locals’ bar where Sky liked to eat lunch and sometimes meet clients. So I jumped us there and Sims was right, Sky was sitting alone in a booth in the back.

      And the bar was empty as well.

      “Hey, beautiful,” I said as we walked toward her.

      She lit up, beaming. Normally she called us when she needed help on a case. Having us come to visit her unannounced would make her happy and both Sims and I loved making Sky happy.

      Today, Sky was actually dressed like we were, with jeans, running shoes, and a silk blouse. But her trench coat and fedora-like hat hung over the booth behind her.

      We sat down at the booth where she indicated.

      “So what do I owe this wonderful honor?” Sky asked. Then looked at me with that half-grin she did at times. “Got in a fight with a stoplight and the stoplight won, huh?”

      “Fire hydrant red,” Sims said. “I’m starting to like it.”

      “I think some nights in that bed of yours I turn that shade at times,” Sky said. “I most definitely like that.”

      I just laughed and agreed with her on that. Then I said, “We stumbled across a doozy of a case. All right if I just touch your hand and give you everything we discovered?”

      “Please,” Sky said, putting her right hand out on the table.

      I touched her hand and in a moment she saw and knew everything we knew.

      “Wow,” Sky said. “That might be the most creative money transfer scheme I have heard about.”

      “Why not just pass the money in large bags in hotel rooms?” Sims asked.

      “Cameras,” Sky said. “And deniability. The police catch them, they are just common pickpockets and the couple coming from wherever are innocent victims. The exchange in the bathroom is with identical briefcases, so just a natural mix-up. But the real question is what do they do with that much cash every two or three days?”

      “And where is the cash coming from?” I asked. “Our two pickpockets have no idea and really don’t want to know. Got a hunch the couple doesn’t know either.”

      Sky nodded. “Everyone has deniability. Let’s go take a look at the next exchange and pay attention to who is around and watching it, without seeming they are watching.”

      Twenty minutes later Sims and I were standing outside the side door to the Wynn where it dumped into a narrow sidewalk area of the Strip.

      Sky, without her coat and hat, was strolling down the sidewalk behind the couple, pretending to pay attention to her phone.

      Same routine as on Fremont Street. The young girl named Vicki turned suddenly into the couple and lifted the woman’s wallet from her purse in the confusion while at the same moment the short guy named Mike took the wallet out of the guy’s pocket. Both wallets were identical to the two they lifted earlier from the same couple.

      Sky stopped next to us and put the phone to her ear, pretending to talk to someone to cover her talking with two ghosts that no one else could see.

      “Check out the guy near the door to the Wynn who is now turning to go back inside.”

      “Short brown hair, dark moustache, pink dress shirt?” I asked.

      She nodded.

      Sims and I both jumped to a spot in front of him and went inside him.

      His name was Craig and he was an investment banker who mostly dealt in real estate, representing limited liability corporations for clients who wanted to move cash into real estate.

      He formed LLCs like they were candy from a drugstore and made up investor names to get the cash he got twice a week into the companies. Then he would buy homes through each company, often letting the homes stay in the company for up to a year before selling them and paying out the money to the investors.

      The money went in dirty, came out clean as money from the sale of real estate.

      We jumped back and transferred the information to Sky.

      “One piece left of this puzzle,” she said. “We need to know at what level involvement the couple has in all this.”

      So two hours later after the next exchange was done in a dead camera area of Mandalay Bay, Sims and I jumped into the couple.

      Beth and Bob from Milwaukee, WI. They were offered three times a year to take an all-expenses paid trip to Las Vegas and an extra ten grand to spend on gambling if they simply put the wallets in their bags, and let pickpockets take the wallets from them. The wallets were full of money and had different names inside that Bob figured were fake.

      Since they were the victims and he didn’t care what happened to the money that wasn’t his, or where it came from, they took the three trips and had used part of their extra money to redo their kitchen.

      “They know nothing,” I said as I transferred the information and what I had seen by touching Sky’s arm.

      Sky nodded. “This entire thing is huge, more than likely drug money, and more than likely being done in other cities. Laundering dirty money into houses is something that is done regularly. But getting the money spread out to investment bankers and such is the trick where the money looks like it is coming from real investors.”

      “So what do we do next?” I asked.

      “Nothing for you two unless I call and need help,” Sky said. “I’ve got to get the two superheroes who are on the police force together and we got to set up a plan and a way that is logical that we figured all this out.”

      “That’s going to take some time,” Sims said.

      “Only the beginning,” Sky said, nodding. “We’re going to have to set up a task force and bring in bankers and accountants and the FBI to help on all this.”

      I looked at Sky, then at Sims. “Do you have the feeling we just stumbled into a beehive?”

      “Oh, much, much larger than that,” Sky said, smiling, “if my guess is correct.”

      “You’re excited about firing at this, aren’t you?” I asked, smiling at my friend.

      “I’ll tell you how it is going when I see you on Friday,” Sky said. “And then I’ll show you just how excited.”

      With that, she glanced around to make sure no one was watching, then vanished.

      I turned to the love of my life. “I think we just made her month.”

      “And I think we should celebrate,” Sims said. “I’m thinking great steaks at the Wynn’s most expensive restaurant.”

      “Champagne as well?” I asked.

      “Of course,” Sims said. “After all, we may have just helped shut down a lot of bad stuff.”

      I laughed. “You are right, shutting down a lot of bad stuff is worth Champagne.”
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