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Haunting for Hire 

By Arni Fannar 

 

 

The drastic decision of Hector Smith came following an afternoon in the 

company of his old school friend Ronald Morris. Retrospectively, Hector had 

come to realise that Ronnie had always been something of a bad influence on 

him, back in the days. However, now that they were grown up, in their twenties, 

that phase in their lives had surely passed. Hector had dropped by at Ronnie’s 

place that afternoon for what had practically become a routine, aimless visit, 

though now there was a specific matter that he wanted to bring up, eventually. 

But Hector found Ronnie not being a particularly good listener that day, as he 

kept his eyes on the tablet in his hands, pretty much every time Hector spoke. 

An occasional response indicated that Ronnie managed to grasp at least some of 

what was being said to him. 

“You know who I saw this weekend?” Hector asked, but Ronnie remained 

distracted by his tablet, and wouldn’t bother to guess. “Willie Evans. And he 

was with someone. I mean, I think it was his girlfriend. They were openly 

together.” 

At this point Ronnie looked up from his device, though seemingly only to 

search the corners of his mind for the missing context of who this man was that 

Hector was talking about. 

“Oh, yeah, I remember him,” Ronnie said. With that he was back to 

fixating on his portable device, before going on to ask: “Why would I care if he 

has a girlfriend?” 

“You don’t remember that he had a thing for Laura? They were fuck-

buddies, but never officially a couple. That deal must be over.” 
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“I see where this is going,” Ronnie said, still looking down at the small 

screen. 

“Laura must be feeling lonely.” 

“Didn’t you ask her out already, and she said no?” Ronnie pointed out. 

“No, that never happened. I’ve never asked out, even if…” Hector stopped 

himself from getting into more details on how he had approached her. “Ah, 

what do I do?” 

The truth was that Laura and Hector had become good friends at one point, 

though admittedly their friendship had been the outcome of his botched attempt 

at getting her to go out with him, after they had met at a party. But he could 

truthfully testify that he had never asked her out, directly. Perhaps that had been 

a mistake – to show an interest in her without expressing it openly. Women 

weren’t impressed by that kind of cowardice. However, the upside was that she 

had never gotten a chance to officially reject Hector either, even if it had been 

quite clear that she wasn’t interested – not yet. Hector had imagined that, by 

remaining her friend for long enough, he would eventually grow on her. 

However, that plan he had had to put on hold once Laura started going out with 

other guys, and then the arrangement she set up with William Evans was 

particularly frustrating to Hector. Therefore he had been delighted to see that his 

rival had apparently settled with another girl. Now that Willie was clearly out of 

the picture for Laura, it could be the perfect moment for Hector to resurface. 

Maybe she would take him as her rebound, and then Hector would more than 

happily enter the same arrangement with her as she’d had with Willie. He was 

even hopeful that she would initiate it. He would only need to remind her that 

he had been interested, once. He should be the obvious choice for her, at this 

point. 

“Do you think I should send her flowers?” Hector asked Ronnie. 
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Ronnie groaned, but it wasn’t immediately clear to Hector whether it was 

at what he had just said, or if it was something Ronnie was reading in the paper. 

Ronnie looked at him, for once. 

“If you’re going to be that obvious about it, you should do something that 

has at least some chance of succeeding.” 

“No, but I read in a magazine that women still appreciate getting flowers.” 

“Don’t do it. It will only be a mistake, and it will blow your cover.” 

“What?” 

“You need your cover, dude. If you don’t ask her out, like a real man, the 

only alternative is to catch her off-guard, when she’s drunk, out partying. But 

she cannot see you before that. And absolutely no flowers.” 

Ronnie made it sound as if he were truly looking out for Hector, who 

nonetheless wasn’t ready to change his plans. 

“I just thought,” Hector tried, “that if I send her flowers, she’ll know I’m 

interested. And if she is lonely and needy, as I suspect – having been ditched by 

that scumbag – then she’ll know that she can call me.” 

“It’s never going to work.”  

It seemed as if Ronnie had said all he had to say on the matter, as he turned 

back to his tablet, but then he was quick to look back up from it. “You don’t 

need to send her flowers. Here; you should send her this instead. Check it out.” 

He showed his tablet to Hector. “Haunting for hire.” 

Those were the words in the title of the website. 

“What the fuck?” 

“It’s the shit,” Ronnie said. “These cats will make Laura believe there’s a 

ghost in her flat. Is she superstitious? You don’t know that – you don’t know 

anything about her, do you? But she’ll be so freaked out that she’ll want to get 

out of there, fast. She’ll probably be desperate enough to sleep over at your 

place.” 

“I don’t want her to be desperate.” 
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“Same thing as taking the chick out to see horror, just to get her all over 

you when there’s a jump-scare. Boo! We’re just taking it to the next level, 

mate.” 

“At least admit that you would never do this yourself.” 

“Hector, my friend, you and I both know that I would never find myself in 

your situation.” 

“You’ll need to get someone else to try this,” Hector said dismissively, 

though he silently repeated to himself the phone number that he had seen on the 

website. 

 

*** 

 

In one way, Ronnie’s advice had been helpful, as Hector started viewing his 

crazy idea as a backup plan; if the straightforward approach of calling Laura fell 

flat, he still had the option of calling Haunting for Hire afterwards and ordering 

a home delivery that would eventually lead to her showing up at his doorstep. 

She was bound to come to that decision by herself, seeing as how Hector would 

have been talking to her so shortly before, and so he should immediately come 

to her mind when she tried to come up with options for a safe haven away from 

the ghosts in her flat. It still seemed farfetched that the fake haunting business 

would ever turn out to be that effective; Laura lived in an apartment building. 

Her flat was similar to Hector’s, only a bit bigger – not a studio flat. He was on 

the third floor, she was on the fourth. Both their flats would be out of reach for 

anyone who didn’t at least have the key to their buildings. The more he thought 

about it, the less the haunting service seemed like a serious option to win Laura 

over. However, thinking it through had helped him to work up the courage to go 

ahead with calling Laura. And so, he made the first phone call to her in three 

months. 
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She didn’t have a home line, only mobile phone, much like almost 

everyone their age. Hector had to hope that she didn’t have anyone next to her 

when she got his call, as that was likely to alter the outcome of their exchange. 

You could never trust phone calls being all that private these days.  

“Yes?” she answered neutrally, as if either she hadn’t looked to see who 

was calling her, or she had already deleted his number from her address-book. 

“Hey, Laura; it’s your old friend Hector.” 

“Oh, hi!”  

Her reaction of delight sounded genuine to his ears. 

“How are you doing?” he went on. “I was thinking that it was time for a 

reunion.”  

Straight to business. A reunion; that sounded so harmless. As if they were 

the class of ’99, or something like that. 

She laughed, but it sounded fake. Perhaps to the untrained ear it would 

come off as heartfelt, but he’d had enough experience with her already to see 

through it. 

“Sure,” she said. Simple as that. 

Though Hector had never tried skydiving, he imagined the sensation of 

being dropped from a plane at a high altitude as being similar to what he now 

felt in the pit of his stomach. Was it coming true for him, at last? Had Willie left 

her in such a suggestible state? Or was it just that now she was finally ready to 

admit her feelings towards Hector? Sure, her voice echoed in his head. 

“I’m always up for a reunion,” she clarified. “Especially these days.” 

“These day?” If he could only get her to confess that Willie Evans had left 

her, then that would be a definite invitation. Hector longed to hear her say it – 

that she was heartbroken these days. 

“Yes,” she responded. “Because it’s been so long. Don’t you feel the same 

way?” 

“Yeah, absolutely. That’s why I called. So what’s up?” 
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“Nothing that’s interesting enough to keep you on the phone with.” 

“Oh, well; I called you.” 

“Listen, what day is that reunion?” 

“What day is it?” 

“You haven’t set a date for it?” 

“No.” 

“Who else have you invited?” 

“I… I didn’t mean that I was throwing a party; I meant… just you and me. 

You know – for old time’s sake.” 

It turned out that his progress hadn’t been quite what he had understood. 

Laura had misunderstood him – maybe even on purpose. 

Come on, you can do this, he told himself. It was pep-talk for Laura, rather 

than himself, as if it would somehow reach her. You can still get out of this, 

without Haunting for Hire. Just say you’ll meet up with me. 

“Why would you call it a reunion?” she stubbornly asked. There was no 

joy left in her voice. 

Does it matter? 

“I just wanted to invite you over, so that we could kick back and relax. But 

if you wanted to invite more people, that’s not a problem. You can take Willie 

Evans along, if you want.” 

“You want to hang out with Will?” 

Had she always had this habit of misconstruing everything Hector said? 

Perhaps that was exactly how they had remained such good “friends”, while all 

he wanted to do was to take her out, and feel her up. 

“Isn’t he, like, your boyfriend? I assumed you would want to bring him 

along.” Perhaps Hector would manage to cover up the fact that he was asking 

her out and that he knew that Willie had left her. 



7 
 

“Where did you hear that?” If she’d already started to sound unfriendly 

before, now she was downright hostile. “We were never together. Not like that. 

Don’t go telling it around.” 

“I haven’t been talking about you to anyone; don’t worry. But if this is a 

bad moment, then just call me later. When you feel like meeting up. Okay?” 

“I’m sorry, Hector. I’m just going through a lot of shit right now.” 

“It’s okay. Just call me later. When you feel like it. Okay?” 

“Yes. I’ll talk to you later.” 

“Okay. Bye.” 

Hector could not press the end-call button fast enough. 

“Call me later,” he echoed into the air.  

He was feeling worked up. Laura had done that to him, once more. But this 

time it was going to cost her. Hector thought of the phone number he had seen 

on the screen of Ronnie’s tablet. Perhaps he didn’t remember it correctly. He 

would only make one attempt to dial the number as he recalled it, and if it was 

wrong he would abort the idea. 

“Haunting for Hire,” a youthful female voice sang at him. “How may I 

help you?” 

Hector steadied his breath. 

“I saw your ad, but I don’t know what you do, exactly. If I order a 

haunting, how does that work?” 

“We offer the experience that your house is haunted. It’s very interesting.” 

“But wouldn’t I have to let you into my house for that?” Just as he let go of 

the words, Hector realised how obvious the question sounded. He expected the 

woman on the other end of the line to make a snarky remark, like, well, duh. 

“Oh, no,” she said instead. “If you give us your address, that’s enough.” 

“What is this haunting going to be like then?” 

“I’m afraid I cannot disclose that. It would ruin the show for you.” 



8 
 

“It’s not for me, anyway; it’s a gift. I would like to know what it involves, 

before I make the decision.” 

“Well, you can choose the intensity level, on a scale from one to three.” 

“Aha. And what’s the highest level of intensity like?” 

“Not for the faint-hearted.” 

“You really can’t tell me anything?” How could she expect him to accept 

such a deal blindly? She was talking herself right out of the sale, with all that 

secrecy. 

“I can’t tell you anything concrete,” the woman came back on. “There will 

always be variations, as we have to work with the surroundings. We are highly 

experienced, though. And we aim to make it resemble an actual haunting, as 

closely as we can.” 

Who had any idea of what an actual haunting would be like, anyway? 

Hector had never believed in anything of the kind. He tried to recall scenes from 

horror films that he had seen on the subject. They all followed a formula – from 

what he could tell – where, in the beginning, the residents of the haunted house 

heard noises. And then, as the story progressed, the haunting grew more intense. 

Would it be the same with the different levels of haunting that these people 

were offering? How would they work with the surroundings? Presumably they 

wouldn’t be able to produce anything other than noises coming from outside, in 

which case level one and level three would be quite the same. And none of it 

would make Laura believe that her flat was haunted. 

“How much are you charging for this… service of yours?” 

“We have a special offer for the first time. The prices are twenty-five, fifty 

or seventy-five dollars, depending on the intensity level.” 

Hector figured that level one would be the best value for money; also not 

too extreme, and then he didn’t feel like spending more than twenty-five dollars 

on this stunt. 

“So I can pay you by credit card?” 
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“We’ll need your card number as insurance, but then we send you an 

invoice that you pay afterwards.” 

“And does that mean I can refuse to pay if I’m not satisfied with the 

service?” 

The woman giggled. 

“You won’t dare not to pay us.” 

“I’ll take a number-one haunting then.” 

Hector had to look around for his wallet and credit card, with the woman 

on the phone, as he had not prepared for making a transaction, beforehand. 

While he searched, he distractedly recited Laura’s house and apartment number 

to the woman. The haunting was booked for that same evening. They operated 

fast. Probably didn’t get much business. 

After the phone call, Hector walked over to the big window of his studio 

flat, overlooking the backyard. He visualised the view from the living room 

window of Laura’s flat. How was this ever going to work? If these clowns 

showed up in her backyard, at best it would as if the whole apartment building 

were haunted; not just Laura’s flat. And whatever Laura would experience that 

night, she surely wouldn’t perceive it as ghosts. Hector had to work out how he 

would get Laura to talk about it the next day, without revealing that he was the 

one behind it himself. 

 

*** 

 

That night Hector’s dreams portrayed Laura coming over to him, running. At 

first she seemed panicked, but then, as she went on to describe the haunting to 

Hector, she began to have a laughing fit, so much that he couldn’t even catch 

the words. He found it frustrating, reminiscent of his feelings towards her when 

they had been talking on the phone. He wanted to shout at her, to get a grip, as 

he was eager to hear what the haunting had been like. 
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“I know it was you,” she said at last. 

“What?” Even in the dream he had sense enough to deny it; at least to 

feign surprise, before she had elaborated how she had gotten to that conclusion. 

“Yes,” she said cheerfully, through teary eyes. “I knew because-“ 

Hector woke up to a loud bang outside. 

Bloody garbage men, he thought. 

Now that he was awake, Hector began to feel anxious. When would he get 

to know what had come out of the haunting? 

It was Thursday. Hector had to be at work at the warehouse at eight-thirty. 

Commuting took him over an hour. The whole way he thought about Laura. 

That fixation then bled into his day at work. It wouldn’t be the first time that 

Hector was too distracted throughout the day to talk to his co-workers, so that 

shouldn’t strike them as anything out of the ordinary. Hector replayed memories 

to himself, of different moments he’d had with Laura, but mostly he imagine the 

phone call he would have with her later, where he would have to try to get 

Laura to tell him about the haunting, without asking her directly.  

At lunch, Hector got dragged into conversations with the other guys and 

that served to cut off his train of thoughts on Laura and the intended phone call 

he would make to her. By the end of the day he had stopped thinking about 

Laura and the haunting altogether. He didn’t even feel like calling her, and 

imagined that he would be able to hold back until the weekend. 

Hector was on the bus, going home from work, when his ringtone of 

Jefferson Airplane’s ‘We built this city,’ started in his pocket. Hector took out 

his phone, and before he answered he saw that it was Laura’s number. 

“Hi, Laura; I’m on the bus,” he said immediately. “Surrounded by people,” 

he whispered. “Do you want me to call you once I get back?” 

“Sure. Can I come over to your place?” 

“What?” 

“I thought maybe we could have our reunion.” 
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Hector felt like keeping her on the phone, getting the bus to stop, so that he 

could get off as soon as possible and speak to her more privately. With all the 

noise around him, he couldn’t even grasp from her voice what kind of spirit 

Laura was in. 

“Are you there?” said Laura. 

“Tonight? Sure.” 

“I feel bad about how it went with you yesterday. Don’t take it personally; 

it was just a bad place I was in. You don’t deserve any shit from me.” 

“Don’t worry about it. I’m on my way home, right now.” Hector had 

changed his mind about getting off the bus in an effort to keep her on the phone 

longer. “I’ll be there in an hour. You can come by whenever you want.” 

For the rest of the bus ride Hector was lost in his own thoughts. Was this a 

practical joke? A private prank played on him by Laura, and Ronnie – who had 

suggested the idea to Hector? Or perhaps this turn of events had nothing to do 

with the haunting at all, and so Hector should never have arranged it, in the first 

place. This stunt would surely always stay in the back of his mind. Maybe Laura 

just wanted to reconcile with him.  

As Hector finally got off the bus, and was feeling ready to run for the rest 

of the way over to his apartment building, he saw Laura standing on the 

sidewalk, right by the bus stop. Hector figured that he probably looked more 

like he had seen a ghost than she did, finding her there so unexpectedly. 

“Were you… waiting for me?” he asked her. 

“I can’t be alone right now,” she responded. 

“Well, come over to my place. We can have some take-away.” 

Hector couldn’t get himself to prompt the question of why it was that she 

couldn’t be by herself; he couldn’t trust was his own reaction would be to the 

answer, if she said anything to allude to the haunting service. Even if it would 

just be about the noises in her backyard, which had kept her up all night, Hector 

might involuntarily burst out laughing. 
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Back at his studio flat he offered her to sit on the sofa, and turned on the 

television for her. 

“I need to go and take a shower,” Hector told her. 

“Okay.” 

He didn’t lock the bathroom door while he was in there. He hoped that she 

would come to pay him a visit as he was inside the shower. Maybe she was 

even too scared to be by herself in the other room; there was hope. Imagining 

Laura coming in while he was still showering gave him an erection. With that, 

Hector no longer hoped that she would walk in on him, as the sight of him by 

himself with a boner would most likely look comical. 

Laura had turned up the volume of the TV, on a sitcom, when Hector 

returned from his shower. Laura didn’t crack a smile at the TV show, yet she 

kept fixating on the screen rather than looking at Hector. 

“Is there anything you want to tell me?” he asked her. 

“Yes,” she said loudly. “Let’s figure out which take-away to order.” 

 

*** 

 

That evening Hector fell in love with Laura all over again. He was reminded of 

how she had gotten him so interested, in the first place. She was so charming, 

even in her distraught state. 

It was getting late. 

“Laura; did you want to stay here during the night?” 

“Can I ask you something?” she said, as if to avoid answering his question. 

The idea of her asking for permission to talk to Hector felt refreshing. She 

waited for him to answer. 

“Certainly.” 

“Do you believe in ghosts?”  
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She blurted it out, as if she had been rehearsing the question to herself 

before, but had then been struggling to gather the courage to ask it. 

Hector hadn’t prepared for that at all – which seemed careless, given how 

much he had planned his talk with her and knew all the factors beforehand. The 

honest answer would be that he didn’t believe in ghosts; but would that be the 

right thing to say to her at this point? She needed someone to show her 

understanding. Hector feared that he had begun to blush. 

“I haven’t made up my mind about that stuff,” he said, turning away from 

her. 

She hesitated before going on. 

“I’m pretty sure that there’s a ghost in my house.” 

“Isn’t it just the neighbours? You do live in an apartment building, you 

know.” 

It had sounded natural, but Hector could have been giving away that he 

knew that the haunting would only have been in the form of noise coming from 

outside, as that would be the only thing that Haunting for Hire was capable of 

producing. 

She looked away. Hector got the impression that she had started to regret 

opening up to him, and that was disheartening to him. 

“Maybe we should sleep at your place tonight,” he suggested. “So that you 

realise that it’s not haunted.” 

“I would really prefer it if you let me stay here. I can sleep on the sofa.” 

“No, no; you take the bed. I’ll be on the sofa myself. But I’ll have to go to 

work in the morning.” 

“Not a chance,” she said. And that was the end of that debate. 

During the night, Hector noticed it when she crawled into the bed with 

him. Nothing more than that became of it. She was still there when he woke up 

in the morning. This was brilliant, he reflected, as he was still lying in bed, with 

her resting next to him. He had only had to call that haunting service and the 
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rest had followed naturally. This was probably the best use of their service. 

Ronnie was a genius!  

Hector had breakfast and got ready to go to work. Laura took her time to 

wake up, as if she were in her own home. She had sat up in the bed when he 

was putting on his shoes. 

“You can stay here today if you like,” he said to her. 

“No, I have things to do today,” she said, in a sleepy voice. 

 

*** 

 

Hector hadn’t gotten enough sleep, and at work he felt disoriented. But having 

had Laura in bed next to him that night, even without any physical contact, 

made up for it, to the extent that at no point during the day did Hector feel 

overcome with his weariness. And yet he was not his usual self, and his co-

workers had picked up on it. When they asked him if he were alright, Hector 

was quick to disclose the information that he hadn’t slept alone. He still didn’t 

clarify that ‘sleeping together’ literally only meant that it had involved sleeping 

next to each other, and the guys readily assume that Hector had gone all the 

way. He didn’t care to correct it, as he thought the truth detracted from his 

accomplishments. 

“So you went at it the whole night?” one of Hector’s co-workers asked 

him. 

“Well, it went on long enough,” Hector responded. That wasn’t even 

dishonest, he figured, as it was a perfectly blank statement. 

In the afternoon, Hector called Laura to see how she was doing. 

“I’ve been going around,” she said. “I’m trying to find a new job.” 

Laura had worked irregular shifts in various places, bars and restaurants, 

even cleaning jobs.  

“If you want to come by tonight,” Hector suggested. 
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She didn’t answer immediately. Surely she would be open to spending 

another night with him, seeing as how she had snuck into bed with Hector in the 

middle of the night. 

“Maybe we should stay over at my place tonight,” she suggested. 

The situation had gone beyond his highest expectations: now he was 

officially in. Laura was practically saying that the two of them were an item 

now, and that Hector should move in with her. 

As much as Hector was looking forward to spending another night with 

Laura, she herself appeared to be unable to wait, as she called Hector while he 

was still on the bus to get back to his place. 

“I’m in my flat now,” she said. “But I’m feeling really uncomfortable, 

being here alone. Do you think you could come over a bit sooner?” 

Thank you, Haunting for Hire, Hector told himself. Whatever it was that 

you guys did. He should be sending them the bucket of flowers that he had 

originally intended for Laura. 

When Hector reached Laura’s apartment building, he found her standing 

outside, on the sidewalk.  

“Did you lock yourself out?” he asked her. 

“No, I just needed to go out for a walk,” she responded.  

Up in her flat, Laura arranged a simple pasta dish for the two of them. 

Even if it was quite flavourless, there was so much heart in the dish that Hector 

knew that he would miss having this meal, in the future. 

After dinner they watched TV together. And then something amazing 

happened: Laura came up to Hector on the sofa. She affectionately put her hand 

on him. It was finally happening, after all this time that Hector had been 

obsessing over her. For months, he had imagined this moment – what the 

foreplay would be like; what stages he would go through before going inside of 

her. He wouldn’t even have to lie to the guys at the warehouse the next day. He 

could just tell them the truth. In cherished details. 
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And yet, he found himself distracted all throughout; his mind was 

wandering. This act was essentially an exorcism: he was exorcising her fears; 

they were exorcising the flat, offering themselves to the evil spirits – both of 

them exposed and vulnerable – provoking the ghosts, by presenting themselves 

to them naked and completely off-guard. And with that, all fears would 

eventually be shattered. What a wonderful, shared experience. Haunting for 

Hire for the win! More than anything, Hector was exorcising his obsession over 

Laura, finally getting to experience the sex that he had fantasised about for so 

long. 

 

*** 

 

The following day was Friday, and so Hector had to show up to work once more 

before the weekend – when they could really have at it. 

“This time we did it at her place,” Hector told his co-workers at the 

warehouse. 

This time there was even an ejaculation, he thought to himself, yet he 

didn’t say anything of that sort out-loud, as that wouldn’t fit what he had 

alluded to, the day before. 

In the afternoon, Hector tried calling Laura to ask her what they should do 

in the weekend. But she didn’t pick up. Hector thought to himself that, as things 

stood, she would now have to call him back, as he wouldn’t try it again. Finally 

he could play it cool. 

When he left work at six, she still hadn’t called him back. 

He tried sending her a text message: Hi. What are you doing tonight? 

When he had sent it, and Laura wasn’t responding, alternative texts that 

would have been much more creative taunted his mind. He could have asked her 

if she was up for a reunion. This time, the choice of wording would be much 

cleverer than it had been that first time, and so he would feel vindicated. 
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Hector got home, took a shower, and had a microwave pizza for dinner. 

Laura neither called him back nor replied to his text. Hector eventually 

tried calling her again. She didn’t pick up. 

Was she really going to leave him hanging like this on a Friday night? 

With how well things had been going between them? Was she back to playing 

hard-to-get now? 

Hector stayed at home that night and watched TV. He tried calling Laura 

once more, but this time it didn’t ring for long. Instead it sounded as if someone 

had picked up and then cut the line immediately. Hector felt irritated. She was 

now being disrespectful, without any reason. Would he have to call Haunting 

for Hire again? 

He decided that, with the lack of rest he had gotten the two previous 

nights, he seriously needed to catch up on his sleep and that maybe in the end it 

was for the best that he hadn’t gone to see Laura for the third night in a row. 

Perhaps she had just wanted to rest herself, now that she wasn’t afraid of her 

own flat anymore. 

Hector was almost asleep when a thought came to him that woke him up 

completely: 

She knew! 

She had found out what he had done! That was why she was ignoring his 

phone calls. She was angry with him.  

But how could she have found out? There had been nothing to give him 

away.  

Hector tried to convince himself that he was just being paranoid; that he 

just needed a full night’s rest and that it in the morning he would discover that 

there was no reason for him to worry about being found out. No one knew about 

what he had done. Even if he had gotten the idea from Ronnie, Hector hadn’t 

given his friend any indication that he was going to go through with it. 
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*** 

 

Hector’s dreams that night weren’t as confident of him having nothing to worry 

about; all of them had a nightmarish feel to them. Laura was there. And she 

knew. 

Tick-tick-tick. 

There was a giant spider behind Laura, crawling up a wall, with the spindly 

legs causing that hellish sound. 

Hector was stunned by the sight of the spider, but Laura, having her back 

turned to it, was yet unaware of the insect. The spider had turned perfectly still, 

much like a stain on the wall. It had made eye-contact with Hector. 

Tick-tick-tick: the sound of the spider’s footsteps went on, even while it 

was staying still. 

Hector woke up.  

The dream had ended, yet still that sound went on. It was coming from 

outside his window. 

Hector picked up his phone from his bedside table, to see the time. It was 

3:30 AM. He hadn’t had nearly enough sleep. What could that bother have been 

that woke him up, after first giving him a nightmare about a giant spider? He 

could still hear it, sounding like water dripping. The big window of the flat was 

covered by grey curtains that he kept drawn shut during the night. 

Hector’s worries from the night before returned to him. Laura had surely 

found out. And now he realised something else: she had called Haunting for 

Hire, herself, to get back at him. The sound that Hector was hearing outside was 

the haunting. The idea made Hector feel uncomfortable, even nauseous, but then 

he reminded himself that it would only be people, pretending to be ghosts. And 

thus there was nothing to be afraid of.  

He would show her. He would show her that he wasn’t as easily scared as 

she was, as he would casually walk up to the big window and pull the curtains, 
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to discover the crew outside, making those sounds. It would just be people, 

mending some equipment. And they would surely look silly, being exposed. If 

only Laura would be among them, in person; she would see how badly her plan 

had failed. 

Tick-tick-tick. 

Hector stepped out of the bed. He was only wearing his underpants and T-

shirt. So little was he intimidated by this fake haunting that he wouldn’t even 

bother to put on a robe before opening the curtains. Maybe there was even some 

cool line he could shout at the people as he did it. Something like: “I want my 

money back!” It would be fair enough, if this was all that their ‘haunting’ 

amounted to: ticking sounds on the window. 

Perhaps he would even manage to startle them back, if he pulled the 

curtains back fast enough. After that he could tell them that they should pay him 

for the jump-scare he had given them. He would have to pull the curtains 

assertively, with the window going from being completely covered to showing 

the whole flat with him standing there, in the blink of an eye. That would 

demonstrate to them how far from intimidated he was. That would show Laura. 

As he got closer to the curtains, he could hear variations of the noises 

coming from outside. It was now as if the window was being scratched rather 

than tapped. This deviation wasn’t enough to discourage Hector. 

He grabbed both sides of the curtains and yanked them aside. There was a 

flash, like a lightning.  

He immediately saw what was causing the sounds: hands, with long 

fingernails moving against the glass. The skin, looking like veil that was tilted 

over skeletal arms, was grey and the fingernails were black. He was looking 

back at a slender figure in a nightgown that was standing outside his window, 

though they were on the third floor. She was floating in mid-air, her feet 

dangling, and the head wobbling as if it were mounted on a spring. Yet all the 

details that were off, that should have served to expose that this was not the real 
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animated corpse of a woman, only made the sight look more horrifying. The 

face was disfigured, rather than unrealistic; the texture of the skin was enough 

like colourless clay, and the woman’s eyes were dry – wide-open, staring back 

at Hector, without blinking. The nightgown was torn, and by force of habit, in 

the split second that Hector was gazing back at the monstrosity, he looked down 

at her exposed private parts, and caught sight of the pale-grey pelvis and white 

pubic hairs, with worms crawling out of the vagina. 

The next thing Hector knew, he was screaming and running for his life, out 

of his apartment. As he got through the front door, he shut it behind himself. As 

he turned, he realised that he had locked himself outside, and was only in his 

underwear. Yet he didn’t regret it; he mostly felt relieved at not even being able 

to go back inside. He took steps backwards, without taking his eyes off the 

closed door. As he made contact with the wall behind him, he slid down it to sit 

on the floor. His heart was still hammering. Hector tried to steady his breath. 

It’s not real, it’s not real, he told himself, over and over again. This was 

just Haunting for Hire – though he couldn’t get around it, how on earth they 

could have made their apparition this realistic. This had to be the highest level – 

the third degree. That bitch; he had only given her a number-one haunting. But 

of course she’d had to take it over the top, to the extreme.  

The lifeless corridor around him began to feel intimidating to Hector. He 

wished there would be people coming out of their flats, or returning to their 

homes. However, it seemed unlikely; there wouldn’t be anyone going around 

for the next few hours, as it was still the middle of the night. As soon as anyone 

appeared, Hector could ask that person to borrow a phone, so that he could call 

the police and have them send over a locksmith. Until then, Hector would only 

stay still.  

He wouldn’t tell anyone about the apparition. He would just say that he 

had been sleepwalking. But, man, would he let Laura hear it. Or better yet, he 
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should send her a number-three haunting, in return. Let her go for a run in the 

middle of the night, in her thong. 

 

*** 

 

Hector woke up to the commotion of someone walking past him. He had 

managed to fall asleep, curled up on the floor. He was in the same position as he 

had gotten into during the night. He quickly got up and asked his neighbours – a 

husband and wife in their fifties – if they could let him use their phone. 

They agreed to that much, but after Hector had called the police, he had to 

go back to staying out in the corridor in his underwear. It hadn’t even occurred 

to the old couple to offer him to wait inside their flat for the police to arrive. 

They clearly didn’t trust him. But Hector was still too upset at Laura to feel 

offended by it. 

The police finally arrived, and then later the locksmith. 

It was half-past-two in the afternoon when Hector was back to being alone 

inside his flat. By now, most of the people living in that corridor had seen 

Hector in his underwear. It was time for serious payback. 

“Haunting for Hire; how may I help you?” It was the same voice as before. 

Hector felt his anger at the attitude increasing. 

“Were you sent to this address last night?” he demanded. He recited his 

address. There was a brief silence and then the woman came back on: “Nothing 

in the records.” She sounded so casual; such a respectable business that she was 

a part of. 

“Yeah, whatever,” Hector responded. “Listen, I had already gotten a 

number-one haunting from you the other day; now I need the maximum, a 

number-three nuclear option, sent to the same address as before – tonight, if 

possible.” 
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There was no time to lose. Experience told him that he might end up 

backing out of the plan if he waited too long, and so he had to get it over with, 

while his anger was still fresh. The procedure was the same as before, but now 

at the end of it, the woman stopped to ask Hector whether he was absolutely 

sure that he wanted a haunting at the third level of intensity. 

Laura wouldn’t have hesitated at that question, and neither did he. 

“Absolutely; send in your scariest looking freak of a ghost,” he said. “I 

guess that’s the one with the worms coming out of her ass,” he added bitterly. 

He didn’t wait for the receptionist to react to that, and ended the phone 

call. 

It was essential that Laura find out just how frightening the thing she had 

sent to him was, and how the number-one haunting that he had affectionately 

ordered for her paled in comparison. Laura would be able to piece everything 

together. She would know that Hector had sent her that ghost. She would 

probably call him. And he could tell her: hey; this was the only way to get you 

to call back. He sniggered at the thought. She had done the same to him, 

anyway.  

Hector spent the rest of that Saturday at home. He went to bed early in the 

evening. And finally he woke up after a satisfying sleep. 

It was 10 AM. Laura hadn’t called him during the night. She hadn’t even 

sent him a text. Maybe that fraudulent company hadn’t sent anything over to her 

apartment, after all. Maybe they simply collected money for delivering one in 

every ten orders. Hector decided that it was time to pay Laura a visit; to just 

show up at her place in person, without calling ahead. 

On the bus going over there, Hector thought about how he should still try 

to play it cool, and not mention the phantom she had sent him, on his own 

initiative. 

I tried to call you on Friday, he would start innocently. 

How would she respond to it? 
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I know that it was you who sent those ghosts here, she might say. 

I thought it would be harmless, he would respond. I only asked for a 

measly first-level haunting, and I didn’t think you would freak out over it. 

He had her apartment building within sight now. He saw her balconies, and 

noticed that the balcony door was open. He could vaguely make out a person 

inside the flat, through the open door. Even at a distance, with the flat being so 

high up, it was clear to Hector that this wasn’t Laura herself. Who could it be? 

People from Haunting for Hire, perhaps? Had Laura gotten them to come over, 

to discuss the possibility of sending Hector the most intense haunting of all 

times? 

As Hector got closer to the building he could see less of Laura’s balconies, 

with the trees in the garden so high that they barricaded his view. The trees also 

closed off most of the garden itself – yet, in between them, Hector could make 

out a stretched, bright yellow ribbon: like something that had been set up by the 

police; like something the police would put up around a crime scene. 

Hector stopped in his track. 

Had Haunting for Hire been arrested in the garden? In that case, Hector 

should get out of there fast, as he would be accessory to their crime. But would 

it even make sense that the police would set up that yellow line if they had only 

arrested some people for disturbance in the night? Wasn’t that police banner 

only put up when someone had died? 

Laura! 

Had she thrown herself off the balconies out of fear? That would explain 

why there was someone walking around inside her flat. 

In that case, Hector had an even bigger reason to flee. This way he could 

be accessory to murder. But if he didn’t go on, he wouldn’t know if anything 

had really happened there. His worries would come to nothing if he only went 

over there and found Laura, alive and well.  
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But if she wasn’t, Hector would be incriminating himself by showing up 

there. He would be walking straight into the arms of the policemen investigating 

the scene. Without giving any more thought to it, Hector turned back and ran 

over to the bus stop where he had gotten off. 

Once back in his flat, Hector was too agitated to even sit down. He had to 

call someone. He had to find out more. Should he call Laura? Should he call the 

police? 

Haunting for Hire, he thought. They would know. And it would be 

harmless enough; he could simply be calling them to ask how it had gone last 

night. And if the show had gone as seriously wrong as someone committing 

suicide, they would surely let him know. It would never be his fault. Surely, the 

haunting service should be able to guaranty that no one died during their 

haunting. 

It was the last number he had dialled. Now he called them again. 

“This number is not in service,” sounded a pre-recorded voice on the other 

end of the line. 

Hector looked at his phone. He had made the call to the same number as 

the day before. That time it had been working; the other time before that as 

well. Hector’s heart racing, he now turned on the Wi-Fi on his phone. He hadn’t 

gone on their website before – only Ronnie had. But Hector would be able to 

find them through a search engine.  

Nothing came up. It was if the site didn’t exist. Hector tried various 

combinations of what could logically be their web address, but none of them 

resulted in anything. It was as if the company had erased its existence after 

everything had gone so awry the night before. Someone had committed suicide 

during a haunting, and with that they closed the business and took off. Hector 

would assist the police in going after them. That way he wouldn’t be accessory 

to their conduct.  
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But still he couldn’t get himself to call the police. Not yet. He lied down in 

bed and waited for the phone to ring. Laura could still call him. Or the police.  

Tick-tick-tick. 

There was that sound again. This time in brought daylight. But it couldn’t 

be the same as before; Haunting for Hire had disappeared, so how could they 

still be coming after him? 

Hector didn’t feel as brave as he had a couple of nights ago. This time he 

couldn’t think of getting up to open the curtains. He couldn’t stand to see that 

hideous creature again. He would probably freak out and run out of the flat this 

time, as well. Maybe even have a heart attack. 

Hector went under his duvet, pulling it all the way over his head. 

The monster would go away. Surely, if he stayed put in bed, under the 

duvet, the monster would give up and leave. 

As far as he could tell, the noise outside the window had stopped. The 

horror had passed. 

Maybe Laura was still alive, as Haunting for Hire was clearly still around. 

Hector felt embarrassed for not having dared to look outside in broad daylight. 

It had been a missed opportunity. He should have been glad to find out that 

nothing had changed. 

He took the duvet down from his face, and he saw the figure of the grey 

woman, standing upright by his bedpost, still in her night gown. She didn’t 

move – for a moment, she didn’t move. But then she yanked her head back, 

bathed her arms out and opened her mouth; light as a feather she hurled herself 

over to Hector. 
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