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Bob has not been dead very long when Mikey finds him.  

“Looks like maybe some truck served you sunny side up,” Mikey says as way of 

introduction.  

Bob doesn't jump to respond. He’s been stuck on the access road of the highway 

for days now and standing in the middle of the road hasn’t garnered a single double 

take from driver or pedestrian. He’s taken to just pacing up and down the narrow path 

worn into the grass watching as people come and go. 

Except, Mikey doesn’t leave and instead steps closer to Bob, running a hand in 

front of his face to get his full attention. Bob looks at him in surprise. Mikey is much 

taller than Bob, broad in a way that screams athleticism...and clearly dead in a way that 

makes Bob wonder what he himself might look like in the mirror. His skin is black, but 

he’s devoid of any real colors, washed out and almost transparent, his entire form 

flickering when Bob looks too long at him. 

"You can see me?" Bob asks 

"Yeah, man, I can see you," Mikey laughs. "You're a little out of my jurisdiction 

out here, but the old bag Windsor overexerted himself again so I'm out here cleaning up 

his mess as usual." 

"Are you…" Bob doesn't finish, but apparently his big eyes are telling enough. 

Mikey laughs again and slaps him on the back. 

"You ever seen a grim reaper dressed like this?" Mikey asks, pointing to the 

ill-fitting Christmas sweater with a misshapen reindeer stretched across his barrel chest.  

"Um, no?"  

"Exactly." Mikey slaps his back again. "Anyway, I have a place for you." 
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Bob looks around the road he’s been on since his car wrapped around a pole a 

few days earlier. He had tried to leave it a few times, walking down the road toward the 

direction of his house, which must be only a couple miles away, but every time, he 

ended up exactly where he started somehow.  

Mikey seems unsurprised when Bob tells him this. 

"That's why I'm here, man.” Mikey grins widely at him and, for a moment, his 

outline almost glows with sharpness before he goes fuzzy again. "You know, they 

weren't sure if you were gonna be sentient enough to be a Haunter, but you're gonna do 

fine, man." 

“A what?” 

“Haunter.” Mikey does a double take. “You know you’re dead, right?” 

Bob gives him a scathing look.  

Bob doesn't remember his actual moment of his death. He remembers the 

terrible screech of his car getting totalled and glass flying around him and then?  

Well, and then he was dead and there wasn't much to be done about it besides 

drift up and down the highway, never making past the end of the block. 

The house Mikey takes him to is a rotting Victorian, painted pink and blue to 

cover its decay with a garden that looks personally offended to exist at all. His 

ex-girlfriend Amy would have loved it; Bob thinks it’s hideous.  

"A new couple just moved in – perfect first haunt," Mikey announces. "You'll love 

it.” 

“How do you decide which houses are worth haunting?” Bob asks. 

“Above my paygrade, man," Mikey says. "Usually it’s just standard stuff like 

stupid kids playing with Ouija boards and summoning spirits, but sometimes it’s curses 

or other shit. I don't know. I just go where they send me." 

Bob still isn't sure who exactly they are, but Mikey has been true to his word 

about getting Bob off that godawful stretch of road, so he is willing grant some credence 

to this mysterious they. Besides, Mikey insists that if he can scare off the couple who 

just moved in, Bob can live large in the house with nobody to bother him, which seems 
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a little grey ethically, but Bob supposes that being dead does limit one’s real estate 

choices.  

Inside, the house is a mess of half-unpacked boxes, but nobody's home. Mikey 

doesn't waste time after he walks through the front door, but Bob lingers by the narrow 

staircase in the front of house, looking around at the boxes and wondering what the 

people living here are like. He doesn't see any toys or sign of children, which is a relief 

because haunting a kid sounds like more of a punishment than anything else.  

“You got your standard shit - banging, moaning,” Mikey says as he casually 

slams a few cupboards. "Start with the basics, yeah?" 

Mikey looks sharper here in the house, the crushed part of his face more 

ghoulish than before. It adds a menacing quality to his smile.  

“Uh, you mentioned overexerting yourself earlier?”  

Mikey makes an unpleasant pfft sound by smacking his lips together.  

“Oh you know, the usual.” Mikey waves. “Break a plate the first day and slam 

some doors – sure, but that idiot was jumping out of corners and touching them every 

few hours. Effective while it lasts, but you can’t keep up that pace for long.” 

Bob nods. He reaches out his hand to grab the handle of the cabinet Mikey had 

just slammed, but his fingers slip right through the brass. Mikey snorts.  

"It'll come," he says. "Out there on the highway you didn't have anywhere to get 

juice from, but here, you have batteries, lightbulbs, you name it, you can juice it." 

To prove his point, Mikey touches the microwave and the display flickers for a 

moment before fading away. Mikey glows faintly, his skin tinged green. 

"Neat, huh?" 

When Mikey makes his exit sometime later, Bob drifts through the house to 

inspect. Whoever is moving in hadn't done much beyond throw some boxes into the 

front room. Upstairs in the first bedroom there is a mattress on the floor and a pile of 

blankets. 

It isn't until Bob walks through the door to the second bedroom that he finds he 

isn’t alone in the house.  Sitting in the window, huge and gray with the kind of long hair 
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that would have tortured Bob's allergies if he was still alive, is a cat watching the big elm 

tree in the yard with a focused glare. Bob stands in the room for a full minute before the 

cat notices Bob, turning its yellow eyes on him. Bob looks behind him, expecting 

something to be there, but it’s still only him and the cat. 

"Nice kitty," Bob says, holding up his hands. 

The cat hisses. Figures.  

Bob has always hated cats, allergies or not.  

 

 

 

 

 

That night, two women come home with more boxes that they dump in the living 

room. The one called Molly climbs the stairs and returns with the cat in her arms. The 

cat narrows in on Bob immediately this time and howls, leaping from Molly’s arms with 

its tail trailing into the air like a ridiculous exclamation point.  

"What's with him?" Cami, the other woman, asks.  

"He's probably just pissy he was locked in the spare bedroom all day," Molly 

says. 

Cami rolls her eyes. She’s a tiny woman with the stature of a dancer and some of 

the boxes are piled higher than the top of her head. Molly is taller, but not by much, and 

her huge brown eyes follow the cat around the room, even as Cami shoves a pizza box 

at her.  

"Eat and stop worrying about The Captain," Cami says.  

Bob lingers, watching them scarf down pizza. He would totally trade his lack of 

afterlife allergies for the ability to eat pizza again. He runs his hand through the pizza 

box, but the box doesn’t move. Instead, Molly visibly shivers as Bob accidentally 

brushes her as he pulls away. 
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"You should turn the heater up," Molly says. "I swear it's freezing all of a sudden 

in here." 

The Captain, which has to be the most ridiculous name for a cat that Bob has 

ever heard, jumps onto the table and hisses in Bob's direction. Both of the women turn 

to look, but neither react with anything but blank looks. Bob relaxes. The Captain 

continues to glare at him, even when Molly picks him up and cradles him to her chest. 

Bob pulls a face back at him which elicits a low growl from the cat and a heavy 

sigh from Molly as she lets him go.  

"He's stressed," Molly says. 

"He's just an asshole," Cami counters. 

"I agree," Bob says aloud, momentarily forgetting that they can't hear him.  

"He'll be better tomorrow," Cami offers as Bob, emboldened, flexes his hand and 

slowly pushes the glass on the ground next to Molly. To his delight, it wobbles. A few 

minutes later, he tries again and it tips fully to the side, spilling dark soda everywhere.  

Both women scramble to their feet.  

"Damn it!" Cami says, inspecting her pants where the soda had touched her.  

"Cappy!" Molly immediately turns to the cat who looks back at Bob, unimpressed, 

tail swishing angrily. 

Bob feels a rush of satisfaction. This haunting thing is going to be a cinch.  

 

 

 

 

 

Bob is very, very wrong.  

It's not that the basics elude him. Mikey was right - Bob is a natural. He’s never 

been immediately good at anything in life, but he makes things go bump in the night no 

problem. Sometimes the women even hear him walking around or catch a word of his 

running commentary. 
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It's just… 

Bob breaks a plate and The Captain gets scolded. He opens and closes every 

door in the house while the women are sleeping and the most either of them do is 

mutter about the cat. He even writes 'LEAVE' in the mirror fog like he'd seen in some 

slasher fic once, but the cat somehow sabotages it by pawing the mirror until it’s 

illegible.  

"You're letting a cat take credit for your work?" Mikey asks when he visits 

sometime later. 

"Letting is a strong word," Bob mutters.  

Mikey sighs heavily.  

"Listen, man, you gotta figure this out," Mikey says. "This was supposed to be an 

easy assignment, ya know?" 

Mikey frowns and claps him on the shoulder.  

"If you’re not cut out for this..." Mikey pauses. "Well. Anyways. Don’t make me 

take you back to that highway, eh? You'll be stuck walking back and forth until you just 

run out of juice forever." 

Bob gulps. 

Okay, so maybe he should try a little harder.  

 

 

 

Time passes differently when you’re dead. Bob isn’t sure how long it is until he 

figures out that his best chances are when The Captain is asleep, usually in plain sight, 

and more importantly, not following him around and therefore likely to get credit. Once 

he puts this together, he uses his spurts of energy to slam doors closed upstairs until 

one of the women comes up to check. 

It’s working - the women get more uneasy every day - and when Mikey visits him 

again, he’s clearly pleased.  
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Bob is just relieved to know that he won’t be relegated to the highway again 

because of a stupid cat. 

“Keep it up, man. You’ll have this place to yourself in no time,” Mikey says, 

slapping him on the back, which Bob doesn’t even mind this time. 

After Mikey leaves, he experiments with stomping heavily up and down hallways, 

whispering right into Molly’s ear, and moving Cami’s keys around the house with varying 

degrees of success. This time, The Captain isn’t getting all the credit. 

One night, as the two women watch TV with the cat curled between them, his 

baleful yellow eyes following Bob’s every movement, Bob tries running up and down the 

stairs. After his first trip down, he sees Cami’s head cock to the side, but neither woman 

moves. His second time up and down, Bob jumps onto each step and the great 

clattering sound of the old wood creaking gets both women to their feet.  

Cami comes over to inspect the stairs and Bob grins back at her before racing up 

the stairs to do it again.  

“What in the world?” Cami says, horrified. 

“Can’t blame The Captain this time,” Molly jokes weakly, joining Cami. 

Cami doesn’t disagree, still frowning.  

“Who else am I gonna blame? The ghost?” Cami says, rolling her eyes in a way 

spikes Bob’s annoyance. He is really trying here and all he gets is eye rolls? His pique 

makes every light in the house flicker for a moment. He closes his eyes and focuses on 

the charge running through him, his fingers buzzing with energy. 

The Captain, twirling his way around Molly’s legs, hisses up at him.  

Bob hisses back.  

“Did you...hear that?” Molly asks. Her face, normally all smiles, is drained of 

blood completely.  

“I am not staying here tonight,” Cami announces and turns on her heel to turn off 

the TV. “We’re grabbing clothes and leaving. I don’t even care.” 

Bob manages to get the lights to flicker one last time and he thinks Mikey would 

be proud of the wide-eyed looks of fear on both women’s faces. The Captain, roused by 
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his owners’ distress, takes a running leap at where Bob is standing. Bob retreats quickly 

from the angry swipes. The claws can’t find purchase on Bob anymore, but the feeling 

of the paws running through his form is still unpleasant.  

God, he really hates cats. 

 

 

 

They don’t come back the next night, nor the night after that.  

Some movers come by to take the still half-unpacked boxes two weeks later and 

Bob revels in the empty house he’s left with, high on his own success. He’s always liked 

living alone and when Mikey comes in to check on him, he seems genuinely proud of 

Bob. 

“What’d I tell you? You’re a natural,” he says. “Knew you’d manage to scare ‘em 

off.” 

“What if they come back?” Bob asks. 

Mikey shrugs. 

“Usually they don’t, but if they do, just do your whole routine again. Bet they’ll 

re-think their choices for good if they see it again, eh?” 

Bob smiles and even knocks his fist against Mikey’s when it’s offered. It feels 

nice to finally be good at something and even better to finally be rid of that cat.  

Of course, nothing lasts forever, not even solitude.  

Bob sees a real estate agent drift in and out of the house, but the house remains 

empty for a long time still. So long that when a truck pulls up with a new family’s load of 

boxes and furniture, Bob almost welcomes the sight, thinking it might be nice to flex his 

haunting muscles again. 

It isn’t until a toddler streaks inside after a large orange cat that he feels the faint 

sense of dread that he’d somehow made things worse for himself and by then, it’s too 

late. 

 


