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Enter the Realm of Terror…

	 

	We’d like to take a moment to thank you for your support and invite you to join our VIP newsletter.

	 

	Dive deeper into the darkness with exclusive offers, early access to new releases, and bone-chilling deals when you sign up at www.ScareStreet.com.

	 

	Let the nightmares begin…

	 

	 

	See you in the shadows,

	Scare Street
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A Voice in the Night

	 

	“You sure picked a lousy night for it,” said Frank Figueroa, glancing into the rear-view mirror. “If it rains any more, I imagine we’re gonna have to start building an ark.”

	“The rain is a little out of season,” said the young guy in the back seat. And that was it.

	Frank didn’t press the point. Some people didn’t like to chat, and he respected that. Conversation might distract him from the road, anyway. It was late, he was nearly at the end of his shift, and it was pitch dark. He hadn’t been sleeping well lately. Frank knew a tired man shouldn’t be driving in the rain at night and kept his speed down. It was Friday, well after the bars were closed but still with a risk of some drunk blundering into the road. Not to mention the way the old Sable had been playing up lately.

	He glanced at his fare in the mirror. In a small town, a cab driver gets to know a lot of people, not just the regulars but the now-and-again types. This guy didn’t look familiar. Not that there was anything distinctive about him. Young, maybe twenty. Skinny. Glasses. Bad haircut. Kind of short. His clothes, jacket, and pants were rumpled. When Frank had picked him up at the bus depot, the guy hadn’t had much luggage but from the weight of it, there had been quite a few books. Frank guessed he was a student, home for the weekend.

	The cab radio crackled to life, and Frank felt himself tense up, hoping it wasn’t another weird one. He’d had enough of that nonsense. All the guys were sick of it. But then the familiar voice of Rosie, the night-shift dispatcher, sounded from the speaker. She had a cheerful voice, young sounding though she was a lot older than Frank, who was no spring chicken. 

	“Pick up, St. Eligius for Burnside Avenue.”

	There was no response. Frank had another ten minutes’ drive ahead of him and waited for another cab to respond. Rosie repeated her request, adding a, “Talk to me, fellas. I’m lonely,” for good measure. Frank was about to reach out for the radio when Mitch, ever reliable, chimed in. 

	“I can take it; just finishing up on Fourth.”

	Frank relaxed as his colleagues talked for a few moments. He stole another glance at his passenger and saw the young guy had his nose in a book. The radio fell silent. Rain lashed across the windshield, the wipers struggling to give Frank a clear view ahead. He pulled up at a crossroads and waited for the light to change.

	The radio crackled again, and this time the static did not die away. Frank grew tense once more.

	“Pick up on Lincoln and Fourth.”

	Frank cursed under his breath.

	The voice was weak, but the words were so familiar that he had no problem making them out. He was tempted to switch off the receiver, but that was against regulations. He had already lowered the volume. 

	“Pick up on Lincoln and Fourth.”

	There was something plaintive about that voice. Every driver had heard it, pretty much every night for nearly three weeks. Some said it sounded like a child, others that it was maybe a young woman. Mitch, the oldest driver by far, opined that it was an old lady calling. It was impossible to be sure, and no amount of questioning ever got a reply. It was just a voice in the night, repeating the same phrase at apparently random intervals. And it sounded like the speaker was in pain. 

	It had been treated as a nuisance at first, then a practical joke. Then people got jumpy, angry, and confused. Rosie insisted that nobody else was using the transmitter back at the depot. Some stupid kid with a CB was probably the culprit, according to Mitch, but that didn’t scan for Frank. Then Mitch’s nerdy nephew, who understood tech stuff, did a test and found the transmission was coming from the office. But nobody there was working the equipment. 

	It was like the voice was just coming out of the speakers from nowhere. 

	“The light has changed.”

	Frank had not noticed, for the first time in years. Cursing again, he gunned the engine and stalled it after a couple of yards. In the rain, which was still torrential, some idiot running a red might crash into them. Unlikely, but he’d seen it happen a few times. He almost panicked but then got the old Saber running again, albeit in protest, and crossed the junction. The third call came through as they got out of the danger zone. There were only ever three calls.

	“Sorry about that,” Frank said, trying to sound carefree when he felt the opposite. 

	“Why didn’t anyone answer that call?” the young guy asked. “It sounded quite urgent.”

	Frank hesitated. 

	“I’m sorry if I asked a foolish question.”

	“Nah,” Frank responded, “not a dumb question. It’s the answer that’s maybe kinda dumb, unless you believe in ghosts and stuff like that.”

	For a few seconds, all Frank heard was the rain, the engine, and the metronome swish and click of the wipers. Then the passenger spoke again.

	“I don’t need to believe in ghosts. I know they are real. Please, tell me about this one.”

	Frank took a breath and began. For five minutes, he recounted the tale of the phantom voice. The young guy asked a few questions, mostly about times, places, and little details. Frank felt like he was in a detective story. And maybe he was. 

	“So, what do you think?” Frank asked when he’d finished.

	“I think a ghost is seeking your attention—by which I mean all the drivers,” the young guy said. “It may be a case of unfinished business.”

	Frank turned that over in his mind. 

	“You mean the ghost is someone who dropped dead waiting for a cab? Maybe to take them to the ER or something like that?”

	“Something like that,” the young man agreed. “But I can’t be sure. It is odd to target a cab company rather than simply haunt the place where they died. As if there is a link. The voice could not be that of a driver, I suppose?”

	“Nah,” Frank responded instantly. “More like a kid, right? We never had a driver sound like that. And anyway, it’s dispatchers like Rosie who give out the jobs, and they have to have clear voices.”

	“A good point, yes,” the passenger said. “I’ll have to think this over.”

	Through the downpour, Frank made out a sign and slowed.

	“This the right street?” 

	“Yes, turn right here. The house is near this end of the street.”

	Thirty seconds later, Frank was helping his fare carry his luggage up the garden path. The front door opened seconds later, and a man rushed out, holding an umbrella. 

	“Leo!” the man said. “Your mom was getting worried.”

	In the hallway, framed in yellow light, Frank saw a pretty, dark-haired woman in a dressing gown. Frank handed a suitcase to Leo’s father and grinned. The young man, apparently oblivious to the rain, stood looking at Frank while his parents urged him to come in.

	“If I think of anything, I’ll call the company.”

	“Thanks!” Frank said.

	Cold and damp, he climbed into his cab, giving a wave that might not have been seen by anyone. It had been an odd encounter. The young guy—Leo—was odd, and it was the first time Frank had discussed the mystery voice with a stranger. He shrugged, doubting whether anything would come of it. The Saber’s engine cut out just as Frank started to pull away from the curb.

	“Damn it!”

	He’d had the car checked, but it was still persnickety. The mechanics were starting to make jokes about him. He’d had a couple of minor accidents in the past few months, and that wasn’t like him. This, after nearly four years with a clean record. It was enough to jangle anyone’s nerves.

	“Never rains, but it pours,” he murmured, and then laughed at his joke. 

	The rain showed no signs of letting up. Frank soon forgot young Leo, the student who knew ghosts were real. He didn’t even mention it back at the depot when his shift ended. He joked with Mitch about the old guy’s arthritis and teased Rosie a little about her new glasses. The guys had all heard the voice, of course. But they’d gotten to the stage where they preferred to talk about other stuff. Football, TV, the lousy weather. They all talked a little too loudly, a little too much, and when silence fell, the quiet fell like a pall. Frank was always glad to get home after work, but lately, that sense of relief had been far stronger than usual. 

	On Sunday evening, Frank had just started his shift when the call came through. It was Rosie’s voice, but the message was all too familiar.

	“Pick up on Lincoln and Fourth. Wants to be dropped somewhere on Concord.”

	Rosie’s tone was slightly hesitant, but if she said it, it was a real job. However, as seconds ticked by, Frank realized that nobody wanted to respond. He thought of Treasure Island, which he’d read as a boy, and the pirate who didn’t want to accept the Black Spot. The mark of death. 

	“Idiot,” he muttered and picked up the radio handset. “I’m three blocks over, Rosie. I can take it.”

	“Thanks, Frank.”

	The relief in her voice was palpable. And then she said something he’d never heard.

	“Take care!”

	It was a bleak September evening, and the sun was already near setting, with dark clouds rolling in from the north. More rain seemed likely. It would be good to get this fare to their destination and prove there was no kind of hex on that particular street corner. It was just a place. 

	Frank turned onto Lincoln and found the road ahead almost clear, with just a couple of cars in the middle distance. The corner of Fourth, which he’d passed a thousand times, was a vacant lot. Standing in front of it was a small, skinny guy holding a furled umbrella. Frank pulled up and rolled down the window. 

	“Hey. Leo, right?”

	Leo nodded as he opened the cab door. As the student slid onto the back seat, the engine stalled again. Frank swore profusely, then apologized. 

	“I think I can help with that,” Leo said. “This car is haunted.”

	Frank stopped trying to restart the Saber and twisted around in his seat. 

	“Are you messin’ with me, pal?”

	He felt embarrassed as soon as he spoke. The expression in Leo’s eyes behind those old-fashioned glasses was not playful. As before, the young man spoke clearly without a hint of emotion. 

	“No, I never joke about anything. There is a ghost. A Unitarian minister who died in the back seat some years ago. Perhaps before you acquired this car?”

	Frank gawked at Leo.

	“Seriously? A man of God is doing this? Why?”

	“I have no idea, but I can trap him and take him to a medium I know. She will help him move on.”

	Frank was out of his depth and knew it. He was not a superstitious man, but he’d seen a few weird things in his time. The damn car was misbehaving for no apparent reason. But Frank struggled to believe in real-life Ghostbusters. He’d seen too many cable TV shows to think that stuff was real. Leo spoke again.

	“If I deal with the minor haunting, you will believe in my ability to tackle the mystery radio voice, is that correct?”

	“You read my mind.” Frank grinned.

	“No, I don’t have that talent,” Leo said, straight-faced. “Give me a moment. By all means, keep the meter running.”

	Frank, who had forgotten to start the meter, decided not to. This was not a regular fare. This was something like auto maintenance. 

	“So, what are you… I mean, how…?”

	“I concentrate and summon the ghost,” Leo said, leaning back in the seat and holding up the umbrella. “Please don’t speak until I’m done.”

	Frank looked on, wondering if Leo was going to start chanting or maybe go into a trance. Instead, all he saw was his passenger close his eyes for a moment, mutter something under his breath, and then inhale sharply. At that moment, a second passenger appeared, popping into existence out of nowhere. It was a white-haired old man with a clerical collar and a startled expression. 

	“Jesus Christ!” Frank exclaimed.

	The minister frowned, but there was a playful twinkle in his blue eyes. 

	“Please do not blaspheme!”

	Leo half turned to face the ghost sitting by him and thrust the curved handle of the umbrella under the minister’s nose. 

	“You are,” Leo said, “mischievous and malign, in a petty way, in death as you were in life.”
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