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Volume 2 


This is a Work of Fiction. Any Characters, the plot or names used in this book are purely coincidental. They came straight from the Mind of me the Writer. 




Chapter One Ghost


One Week Passes by. No word from Jesus Valdez. One of America’s Notorious Drug Lords, with ties to the Underworld. They say he snitched on his own people to free, himself. Not one threat has been made against me that I can actually claim. It is not directed at me or any Family Member. It would place me and my Senses on a very short list of Alert.   


He does know he has one Séance to do this week, which is about it. If, everything worked out right. He would have plenty of time to play Golf this weekend with his Friends and his pals. If only my friends could see me now ‘ he thought. A smile and a smirk on his face of happiness and wealth were directed up at the Sky.   


A Client wanted to reach an old girlfriend of his that Died Mysteriously. I plan to have his Séance this weekend. It should give him plenty of time to gather his feelings for her. His name is Ralph Laurie. I remember hearing he Constructed Buildings. He would draw up Blueprints for them. He made High Rise Buildings in the Downtown Area. I do not remember which. I do know he wanted to spend a lot of money to know what happened to his Girlfriend, Lola.  


Johnny sat around he could not get his Mind on anything for nothing. He could not figure out what did happen. Maybe he really did not know what happened to his long time Mistress. Johnny stopped hinting around like, he knew the answer. He had no idea for some reason or the other. He could not channel in on neither one of them. He could not see her face nor him in the same room together. Maybe they kept to them self for a good purpose. Maybe, I cannot see her because she is not dead. She could have run off with his Brother or his Best Friend. She may have met another Businessman in the Office. They may have run off together to elope or just have fun. I had no idea, I closed my eyes so many times. Still, the answer did remain the same.  


The music played in the background. Johnny loved the oldies but goodies. He could not help himself if he liked to bugle boy in company B every now and then. One song in particular played. If there’s a Rock and Roll Heaven. Then you know they got a hell of a band “ he thought “ with a smile.


Johnny started to reminisce about old friends and acquaintances. He remembered Aunt Mable who passed away recently at the ripe old age of 82. She had a rough time breathing. She had problems because she lived in a Hot Climate. She Believed in Angels in Heaven. She lived a decent life, which I believe she did really enjoy and  love. She believed she would go to Heaven when she Died. I know she made it to Heaven. If anyone deserved to go to Heaven when they Died. Aunt Mable did. This is for you Aunt Mable. He turned up the volume button so he could hear it very loud. The music played his Wife had gone shopping. He had the entire house to himself to play loud music or run through it naked if he wanted too. He had numerous friends in the Psychic World that did pass away that he knew personally. I guess it is the way the world works. He tried to channel in on any other Psychics that could be having that same thought. He did not find a wave, a link or any other sign that anyone played any music at the same time that he did. A wall of pictures stare back at him from 1940. His Grandfather Died about 50 Years Ago. He had photos of both his Grandfather and Grandmother on the same wall. Me, myself I am 34 Years Old Today. I have a way to go to reach that age.     


Finally, the song finished then another one started. Now he is no longer in the mood to hear any more music. He turned off a jukebox in the basement. He headed into the kitchen for a bite to eat. His cell phone rang on his way up the stairs to the kitchen. He stopped on the third step before he reached for the doorknob. I told you Johnny. We would be good friends someday. Well, that someday drew closer and closer my friend. I will be over to visit you very soon. I will bring my friend Claudia Montez with me. She says you Gringos are afraid of the Dark, is that true. You see Johnny, I will be coming to see you soon enough. I love you like a Brother. I have never met you before. Still, I think of you as family. What do you want from me Druglord Jesus? I have no interest in working with you in any way. I want to know where Guillermo’s Dead Body remains? I want to know where my money is too. I dug up every damn grave that some idiot told me where I would find him. Guess what I did to that man when I did not find Guillermo in it. I buried that idiot in it instead. I did not find his dead stinking carcass in it. I had no success Johnny. I have been to 7 cemeteries looking for Guillermo’s Grave. Now tell me where will, I find his dead body. Suddenly, Johnny knew why? Guillermo is buried in a coffin made of solid cocaine. I want to know who moved his body and why? Johnny felt faint he had to grab onto something. He had no idea what he felt  until he reached for a wooded banister. The phone that he held in his right hand slipped out. It bounced off one step then the second. It slammed on the basement concrete floor. It broke in half, the lens shattered once it hit the harden floor. He remembered an area code from a place where he phoned. He lived somewhere in New Mexico near a Mexican Border. He will find me before I find his address. He will come to Illinois to find me if he has too. Guillermo’s Body had been shipped to Chicago Illinois because his Wife Relocated under the Witness Protection Program. His body would be worth Millions of Dollars Today. Not even the FBI knew his Body lied buried in cocaine. He lived in Illinois, somewhere. Johnny sat down on a stair step. He had to catch his breath besides that he needed a fresh outlook on what he now knows. Guillermo is buried somewhere in Illinois. His Wife had him brought here since no one knew him except his Family. His Wife and two kids were the only Family that he had left. He had no one left in South America that would claim to know him or would want too. Everyone knew the Military and Police were targeting every Drug Lord and Trafficker in the Country. No target would be safe if any Cartel Members Escaped into America to kill them. Johnny heard so much about Shipments that he wanted in on the take. If he found a shipment of his own full of cocaine. He wanted a check for his find too. First, he had to channel in on Guillermo’s Last Steps on Earth. First, he told himself I need a Bologna sandwich. I need something in my belly to think it through. A sandwich will do just that ‘’ he thought. Another quick look, down at a shattered phone in numerous pieces. He had to work his way back up the stairs to the kitchen. He needed another cell phone. First, he needed a tuna fish sandwich or bologna to fill his belly to make everything inside feel so much better. So Johnny headed into the kitchen for a quick bite to eat. 


Johnny finished eating a tuna fish sandwich with some frozen fries. He slipped a handful of frozen fries into a microwave. He Pressed a few minutes time into the keypad. Then he waited until they were nice and hot. Then the button popped which told him they were done. He sat down at the table to finish his food. He needed a soft drink to finish it with.  


After, he finished eating his lunch. He needed to rest his head for, awhile. Something told him he would need a little time to trance. He had too much to think about so he headed to his bedroom to take a nap, instead. He lied down on his bed after he reached his room not far away. He closed his eyes he stared at the back of eyelids at a thin layer of red skin. A night light that his Wife left on glowed. He could see it in the back of his skin color. Slowly, he dozed off to sleep. He had that man’s number in the back of his mind. Jesus Valdez a notorious drug lord that lived in the Southwest in the middle of nowhere. He wanted to be close to me. Now I wonder why. What would I do for him that Claudia could not? He closed eyes after he reopened them to look up at the ceiling.


Minutes after, he slowly slipped into the dark. He could not see anything or where his Mind wanted him to go. He did see a dark trail with people that walked around like ghosts. Tall dark clouds of human form walk down this trail like they were headed somewhere. Like, they knew someone waited just ahead for them. Where were they headed he wondered to himself. Suddenly, he raised his arms as if to protect himself from a punch. Gunfire is everywhere so he closed his eyes. He reopened them he stared into the dark at what resembled a Mexican Border. A Team of Mexican and Texan Police were everywhere. They were in a fight for their lives. He looked again he sees that man that he remembered seeing only once. Now Guillermo is a Ghost. He stood in the middle of a gunfight with Border Patrol and Texas Agents. He wanted to get up from his bed. He could not move a muscle. He is frozen in a trance. Guillermo walked into the open. He had an automatic weapon in one hand. Another over his shoulder as if he planned to live long enough to use that one too. He turned his head to his right. There, in the backseat of a Border Patrol’s Police Car. He pointed at Guillermo with a finger that told him he is a drug lord too. He had more gold on that hand than most people own in a lifetime. He had Diamonds as big as donuts on his fingers and wrists. Guillermo looked like someone on drugs. He had this look in his eyes that told him he would be lucky if he lived long enough to see the end of the day. It is only 6 PM in the evening. Suddenly,  two black SUV’s pull up with Multiple Men in Black Clothes. They brandish several automatic weapons once they leave their automobile. One man started to yell at Guillermo. If I were you Boss. I would run for my life before they kill you. One man after another started to walk toward the Border with an automatic weapon in his hands, firing. The other Males were  in Dark Clothes. They Followed the other male in front of him without listening. One male after the other filled the Border  with lightning and the sound of gunfire. Guillermo never had a chance to make a run for it. Once he saw Jesus in the backseat hiding with the Feds. He knew they would incarcerate him for the rest of his life. Instead, he walked toward the Border Patrol’s Car with his automatic weapon that faced only him. He lied down in the backseat he screamed at Officers. They shoot him down like he is a gunfighter on a rampage in the street. One after another his body is riddled with bullets. Johnny tried to return from this dark trance. He could not find himself in all this commotion. Guillermo’s Body Danced backward like he’s dancing. One bullet after the other made him do the Watusi. His left arm flew to the left. His right arm flew to the right. His weapon fell at his side just before he did. His friend name Jesus finally got up from the backseat to show his face to Border Patrol and Texas Agents. Now Johnny had a good idea what happened to him that day. No wonder he vanished like a ghost in some Country or State. His friend Jesus had to hide from the looks of it. His friends down at the Border would eventually grow tired of him crossing with drugs. He could see Jesus Valdez in his trance. He could see him like he stood a few feet away. The short man with a bald spot in the back of his head felt something. It’s like he turned to face Johnny in his trance. Why can I see you? Who are you? Why do you follow me? Now he can see a Dark Skinned Woman. Her name is Claudia. She held his hand with her eyes closed. She passed her power through his hand into his eyes to see. I have seen you before he exclaimed. I will see you again. My name is Jesus Valdez. I know you know who I am. You can see things like she can. Her name is Claudia. Then he woke from his sleep and trance gasping for a breath of fresh air. He knew now that Guillermo’s Ghost is no joke. Jesus wanted his money that part is for sure. He will do anything to get it if he can find it. Unless, his Friend Claudia channeled in on it first or tried too. I will follow her with what I already know “ he mumbled. He sat up in bed with his hands across his chest. He could feel his cold breath exit from his body. He closed his eyes one more time. He stared back at a Border in the dark at Guillermo’s Ghost. A cold breath exited from his lungs. His eyes were directed on the Border Patrol’s Car Backseat, still. He could not stop thinking of Jesus Valdez. Now his body moved like he knew where he’s going. He stopped after he felt someone or something channel in on him. I know where to find you crystal ball man. Now you know everything star gazer that did happen to me. I will find you when I need too. He started to walk into the Border’s Direction. He walked across like he headed to a local bar to have a drink. His gun lied on the ground. He tried to pick it up like he would need it where he was headed. Then he just walked across the Border and vanished into thin air. He had too much on his plate now that he thinks about it. Now he had a ghost on his trail. He wanted nothing from me except revenge on a friend. His well remembered friend that snitched on him at the Border to Officers and Texas Agents that stopped him from crossing with a shipment of drugs. The other wanted me to tell him where his dead body lied buried. If Claudia is a dark lady that claimed to see, did not know. How in the world will I know where to look or find his dead body. Johnny lied down on his bed so he could remember what did happen in his trance. By now his head did hurt like he read too many pages in tiny print. He needed a real nap without any trances or anyone to distract him from sleep. Guillermo’s Ghost can wait until I wake from my nap. 




Chapter Two Guillermo


Early the next day he woke to the sound of his Wife’s Voice. He must have slept through the entire night without any disturbance whatsoever. He remembered the last time he looked at his alarm clock, which sat on an end table. It is now only 8PM after I did look at it last. He opened his eyes he stared at the same alarm clock. Now it is 8AM in the Morning. I should get up now. I have several things I need to do today. I need a cup of coffee, besides that, I would like a sweet roll that I left on the table. I hope my Wife did not eat it last night while I slept. He climbed to his feet, he turned to look at his Wife still in bed with a smirk on his face. I knew she would be fast asleep. I slept since 8PM last night. I should go have a look at the kitchen table for a sweet roll. He needed to make some coffee while he’s at it. Suzy would love a cup of coffee when she wakes. I should prepare for work. I have a Businessman Coming Tonight to have his Secretary Found at any cost?  


Johnny headed to the kitchen downstairs. He needed a cup of hot coffee to start his day. On his way down the stairs he felt dizzy. He grabbed hold of a wooded banister. He could feel Something breath down his back. Wherever that thing is it is very cold. It is so cold that the air froze around him. What do you want from me ‘’ he shouted. You should not tell him where I am buried Johnny. Or I will return time after time to haunt you. Tell his friend to do the same. I can move things with my mind and my touch. She already knew that Johnny. I knocked her table over on the ground. Do not tell her or him where my body is Johnny. Or you will pay just like the others. I know you know what that means Johnny. I have a few dirty friends at the Border. My dark friend would like to have a word with them. Dark friend ‘’ he mumbled. What does this dark friend look like Guillermo. He lives in a graveyard with a bunch of bad souls like mine. Suddenly,  that cold freezing sensation leaves him. He left here he headed to the Border to see some old friends of his. Johnny felt a little better after he left. He let go of a wooded banister that he held until now. Guillermo must be with that dark soul of a man. He lives in a graveyard where he believes he rules as god. He remembered what he told him the day in the graveyard. I am god in this dark place. Maybe it is that same dark man where he now resides. Finally, he made it to the kitchen to make some coffee. His nerves were shaken and stirred. He started to remember what Guillermo’s Ghost had to say. Do not tell him where I am. He remembered that he had been buried in solid cocaine. His coffin must be made of the stuff. There would be no way to bury him with any Police Around. Instead, they made his coffin with it so his friends or family would know where it is when he died. Unless, he did plan to bury an associate of his in it instead. Guillermo’s Wife must know he is buried in money. She must be waiting to make a move too. She probably does not know who she can trust at this point. If they kill her husband. She has no idea who she will turn too. She must be waiting for someone that her husband told her to find. He would know what to do with that much cocaine.  


Johnny started to think about the money in the coffin. It had to be worth a lot of money. Men like that had a lot of power and money to spare. Cocaine in the right hand would be worth millions. He sipped on a cup of hot coffee. He Nibbled on a sweet roll that he found on the kitchen table. The entire time he wished he would find that graveyard where he is buried. Time after time he sipped, thinks, and channeled in on him every chance he could. He could not get close to a fortune in the ground. After he thinks about it he wondered if it is him. Guillermo must know what to do if someone tried to steal his buried treasure. Suddenly, his coffee cup flew out of his hand into a wall. His coffee cup shattered after it hit the brick wall. Johnny jumped up off his stool. I’m sorry Guillermo ‘’ he shouted. I will not do that again ever. He had a funny feeling that he waited around. He warned me when he told me to leave his secret in the grave. Johnny raised both arms over his head ‘’ he stuttered. I promise you Guillermo. I will never look for your grave or your money. Not until I have permission too.  


Johnny received another call from another client. His Name is George White a Wealthy Landowner. He would like me to find his long lost dog named, Diamonds. He lost him in a fire sometime ago. A Lady he knew told him to phone a Psychic for his whereabouts. I phoned you Johnny Guajardo. I found your name and phone number from the same friend that told me to call you. I would like you to search for my dog please. I know you can find him he is all I have Mister Guajardo. My Friend told me  you charge up to a thousand dollars for a Séance. I would be willing pay you what you ask. If you would only find my Dog John. I will do what I can Mister White. I would like you to drop me off a picture of your treasured pet. Besides a summary of what happened or what you think did happen to him. Do you have a dog collar or something that he loved to wear. I have his food bowl, a piece of carpet that he lied on and a bone that he did not get because it remained in my car in my glove compartment. I planned to give it to him on his Fifteenth Birthday. I would like to have that Séance as soon as possible. I would like to have my dog back John. I will set it up for you on Monday Mister White if that will be alright. I will drop you off my dog’s picture and dog collar. I had an extra one in my car. After, I bought his bone I ordered another collar too. Today is Friday, for me it is Payday. I want you to find my dog John Guajardo. I will pay you anything you want. I will set it up for you on Monday Mister White at 4PM in the Afternoon. He agreed to the time besides what he promised him he would pay. Instead, Johnny gave him a flat rate. He planned to charge him what he charged everybody. Mister White agreed to the price before he hung up the phone. Johnny had to prepare for a Séance Tonight at 8PM in the Evening. Mister Laurie will be here at 8PM he told me. I have to be ready with his information. He left me a pair of underwear, Cosmetic Bag and some personal stuff like IDs and a Picture. Johnny headed downstairs to review his finds. He could not find anything other than a Woman in a Taxi on her way to an Airport, somewhere. He took a seat he sat down in his usual chair at his Séance Table. He stared in at a crystal ball at a see thru glass at a seat across from his. I can see you Lola Chipper. I know you were headed somewhere that Day. I do not know where you were headed or to visit who? He sat down, he Channeled through her personal stuff with his right hand on her IDs. She could not have gone too far if she left in a hurry with nothing except a small bag. Something must have gone wrong if she left without telling her Employer where she is headed. She must have had someone at Home. Suddenly, he sees another face that knows her. He talked to her about a Relationship. She has no interest in him or a Relationship. She must enjoy what she has with her Employer. She does not want any strings attached to her through any of her Friends. I am not your friend Lola ‘’ he yelled. Johnny opened his eyes she had a lover that wanted more from her than she wants. He began to piece things together for himself. He wanted her Address so he could stop by. He wanted to look around in her Apartment. He wanted to see pictures of both her friends and her lovers. He did not have any pictures of neither. He had nothing except a picture of her on an ID and a Driver’s License. He sat down with his hands on both her personal stuff. A pair of light red underwear and lipstick. For some reason or the other, he continues to see Mister Laurie’s Face every time he channeled in on her. His eyes were dark blue yet filled with evil. If he did something to her why would he want to find her. Johnny remained a bit skeptical and full of worry. Why would he want to see if I could find her? Unless he is the curious type ‘’ he thought. He heard so much about Psychics that he wanted to know if they could find her. If Police decided to take up the investigation or case. They would usually hire a Psychic too. Especially, if they were after someone like Ralph Laurie. A Wealthy Contractor that Built High Rises and Large Buildings Downtown. Johnny had too many things running through his head. He wanted to know what would he do to him if he found her. Especially if he found her dead at the hands of Mister Laurie, Himself. He closed his eyes he started to look into Mister Ralph Laurie’s Background. He can hear him talk in an Office to some Young Man about money. If he does not have my money ‘’ he exclaimed. I want his Property and everything he owns. If he does not own anything, Jack. I want you to handle it yourself. He started to rethink his plan about finding, Lola. He decided to find her in some other Country having a Massage. With a much Younger Man at her side who watched and waited for her like a Personal Driver. I should tell him that story instead. He stopped himself from running around looking for answers in his mind. I should stop what I do before I end up drinking. Especially before a Séance. I could be wrong about Mister Laurie. I could be accusing the wrong man for a crime that no one has committed yet. She could be hiding in some Foreign Country with a young man. Maybe she ran off with some of Mister Laurie’s Money. She had to disappear before someone made her. Suddenly, Johnny had another vision this one of a large black or dark haired dog. He started to close both eyes when it barked. He could hardly hear it. He turned his head to look in the dark in his basement. He can see something in the dark that could be a dog. Two dull dark eyes glow back about waist high. It had to be an animal if nothing else. He can see it wag it’s tail. It must be a friendly dog. He started to call to the animal. Come here boy ‘’ he shouted. His Wife heard him upstairs in the kitchen. Who are you talking to Johnny ‘’ she asked. He looked away for a split second to see if she would open the door. After a second he turned back to look for a dog. He vanished in the dark in the basement. Since, he had no light in the back room. He did not have to worry about it. He knew this dog had to belong to Mister White. He lowered his head as if he fell into another trance. He knew now his dog did die. He returned to tell him. He is still at the Summer Home, waiting. Johnny is so tired of channeling through his thoughts and visions that he needed to close his eyes just a bit longer. Where did you go Diamond ‘’ he whispered. He raised his head he stared at a face of an alarm clock that sat on his table. It is 7PM he has exactly one hour before he would knock on the door. Suddenly, he heard the sound of a dog. It sounded like he cried. Johnny climbed to his feet he headed to the back of his basement to look. He can smell something or someone burn in the dark. If it burned it probably is burning to death. He cannot see anything in the dark. He closed his eyes he still cannot see anything. He headed back to his seat to prepare for that man’s séance. He forgot about the smell of someone or something burning. He needed to have that man’s séance ready. He paid him in advance that he remembered. So he should have it ready ‘’ he thought. He headed back to the table to start his touch process that would tell him what happened to her. He stared into 2 black eyes that stare back at him through a crystal ball. They belong to Mister Guillermo’s Ghost. I will be back later Johnny. If I were you, I would not wait around. After, he looked for him through his crystal ball. He realized he vanished. I cannot stand it when they do that to me ‘’ he mumbled. He reached for a Woman’s Cosmetic Bag. He started to touch her stuff inside her bag. He felt around for anything that would make his senses rise. Nothing he did not feel a thing after he touched her bag. He touched everything inside that, included that bag. He could not feel a thing even if he wanted too. He had another theory. Mister Laurie must be very smart or he can see what I am trying to do. He tried to block me from reading his mind. I know who he is inside. I can tell he is a bad man if he had to be. I know he would do what he had to do to others that stood in his way. Suddenly, there is a knock at the back door. It must be Mister Laurie. He is here to have his Séance. Honey, can you open the door. I think it is Mister Laurie a Client of mine. I will get it for you Dear ‘’ she answered. The door opened on the main floor in between the kitchen and basement. He could hear him say he is here to see Johnny Guajardo. He has an appointment for Tonight for a Séance. He waited for you in the Basement. He has an Office down the stairs in the dark. He told me he liked it like that for Clients. He will wait for you downstairs if you have an appointment. Johnny stood up he walked over to his staircase that led into his basement. This way Mister Laurie, I have your seat. I have been expecting you. I had no idea you would be prompt. It is exactly a minute before 8 O’clock.  
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