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Hmm, thought Frederick after Ruth ushered him to his suite. This is very nice. Such a beautiful old place, it would be a shame to tear it down. With all the rooms it has, this mansion would make a fantastic hotel resort complex. From what I've seen, it's in excellent repair and the stables and grounds are magnificent. 

He heard a knock on his door, but when he opened it, there was no one there. He stepped outside and looked from one end of the deserted hallway. The house was curiously silent. 

Feeling a little spooked, he closed the door, and almost jumped out of his skin. 

A masked figure in dark robes awaited him in a chair near the fireplace. 

Backing toward the door, Frederick fumbled for the latch. Before he could open it, the door locked itself with a click. 
The key flew across the room and came to rest in his visitor's gloved hand.

The figure silently pointed to the other chair. Trying to control his shaking hands, Frederick crossed the room and sat. 

"Who in the hell are you?" he blustered. "What do you want?" 

Instead of answering, the figure raised its hands and made a circle in the air. A rope of golden light snaked toward Frederick's hands, wound itself around his wrists and secured his upper arms to his sides. He struggled and the rope instantly tightened. The end slipped around his throat and rested there like a caress. Frederick opened his mouth to scream but couldn't make a sound. 

Mute and helpless, he stared at the masked figure, wondering what was going to happen next. 

It wasn't long in coming. 

First, there was a tap on the door. As the figure raised its hand, the key flew across the room and inserted itself into the lock. The door opened.

 First John came in, and bowed to Frederick. He was followed by Sada and Mignon, who simply stood there and smiled. 
The three figures were translucent and Frederick could see the furniture and the walls through their bodies. 

The masked figure seemed to be asking them a question. "Yes," said John. "He was there. The murderers knew him and they told him to go." 

The masked figure turned toward Frederick as if assessing him.

"It's true," said Sada. "I saw him too. He watched the murderers shoot Felix and Mignon, then left. One of them said to the other, 'Frederick will do his part, all right.' Immediately after that, they killed John and me." 

The masked figure came over to Frederick's chair and gestured for him to stand up. Quaking, Frederick obeyed. 

Then it was Mignon's turn. "They killed not only me but also my unborn child. This man connived at the kidnapping and torture of my son, now he's planning to steal his home as well." 

The door opened again. To Frederick's relief, Hugo and Leda came into the room. They walked toward him as if the others weren't there. In fact, they walked right through Sada and Mignon, and ignored the masked figure by the fireplace. 

"Frederick?" asked Hugo, "What's the matter? You look as if you've seen a ghost." 

Frederick suddenly noticed his hands were free, and found his voice. "Can't you see them? They're standing right there. In fact, you just walked right through them. And who's that by the fireplace?" 

Hugo looked around the room. "Monty, old man. I think you must have gotten a trifle too much sun. I see no one here but you." 

Leda looked at Hugo and shrugged. "We just came to bid you goodnight. Hugo and I will be right down the hall." 

"Good night, old man," said Hugo cheerfully. "We'll see you in the morning. You obviously need sleep so we won't keep you." 

When they opened the door to leave, Frederick followed them outside. "Please. Don't leave me alone in there. Let me come with you. Are you sure you don't see them? For pity's sake, they're right there." 

"If it's that bad," suggested Hugo, "why don't you just leave? Your transport's outside the front door and I assume you have the keys in your pocket. I'll have them pack up your stuff and bring it back to the city with me tomorrow." 

"Oh, thank you," said Frederick gratefully. "And you're absolutely right. I'm getting out of here right now." 

Since the light from the full moon was shining on the stairs, Frederick had no trouble finding his way to the front door. He could hear the faint howling of a wolf and what sounded like the distant baying of hounds. As quietly as he could, he slipped the bar off the great door. Then he opened it and stepped outside. The door closed silently behind him. 

He looked around for his transport but failed to see it. Over to the side of the house, he heard a slight jingle of harness and the creak of leather. Then he saw him. 

An apparition out of Frederick's worst nightmare, Felix sat on his great horse, Lucifer. The Count's teeth flashed in the moonlight. "Good evening, Monty. Are you ready to go hunting? I had them move your transport so you wouldn't trip over it while you were getting away. Since I'm a sporting man I'll give you a half-hour start. If you can make it to the outer gates before I catch you, you'll be home free. If not, I'll take you to see my brother. He's really looking forward to making your acquaintance. Now start running as if your life depended on it. Believe me, it does." 

The Count turned his horse away and started galloping across the deer park toward the surrounding hills. The baying of the hounds grew louder and the pack came to meet him. The great horse took off with the hounds streaming alongside. Behind him and in the hills high above them, a wolf began to howl. 

Frederick stopped and took his bearings. Ah. The gates were that way. He started across the park at an easy lope. An experienced runner, he could make it to the gates easily with time to spare. Ghost or not ghost, there was no way the Count would be able to catch him. And as for his brother.... What brother? As far as he knew, Felix didn't have a brother. 
Well, no matter, because he was never coming back to this haunted place again. 

A great silvery beast that was a cross between a bear and a lion was right in his path. As Frederick approached, it reared high above his head and snarled. "Oh damn," he said and tried to detour around it. 

Something huge landed in front of him with a rush of great wings. Red eyes shone down and he could feel its breath's warmth. Scales glittered in the moonlight and a dragon-shaped head bent toward him. "No!" yelled Frederick and tried another direction. 

Something hissed. A great cat crouched in front of him, growling deep in its throat and looking as if it was about to spring. Then he heard Felix returning. 

Closer and closer pounded Lucifer's hooves. Behind the ghostly forms of the dark rider and his horse bayed the oncoming hounds. The wolf's howling grew louder until it filled the entire sky. His heart hammering in his chest and his lungs straining for air, Frederick fled toward the distant gates. Just as he looked over his shoulder, something tangled around his feet. He fell heavily .The horse's bulk blocked out the moon and the Count's maniacal laughter merged with the keening of the wolf until they became one. 


