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Mrs.	Greenberg	Sells	a	Watch	!

by	Amy	Spector  



Mrs.	Greenberg	has	the	worst	problem	keeping	a	good	
tenant.	This	last	one	not	only	stiffed	her	for	two	hundred	
and	:ifty	dollars	in	back	rent,	he	also	left	a	stain	on	her	
cream	carpets.	!
So,	instead	of	getting	to	meet	friends	for	brunch	and	then	
a	little	window	shopping,	she	must	dispose	of	a	body	and	
see	if	she	can’t	sell	the	old	man’s	watch	to	make	up	for	her	
loss.	!
If	she	can	just	manage	to	catch	Things	in	the	Attic	when	
that	pretty-boy	Grant	is	at	the	counter,	she	may	just	get	
her	money.	!!
***	This	is	a	Hidden	Chapter	short	story	only	available	
with	the	purchase	of	Cold	Fingers	by	Amy	Spector	or	

Buried	Desires	-	a	horror	double	feature.	***		!
While	this	story	is	technically	a	stand	alone,	it	is	more	

easily	enjoyed	as	a	followup	to	Cold	Fingers.	  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CHAPTER	ONE	!
Alicia	Greenberg	hated	days	like	this.		!
When	she	had	woken	up	that	morning,	she’d	already	

had	a	mental	list	of	things	she	would	be	doing.	Now?	
Well,	now	her	plans	were	shot	to	shit,	weren’t	they?	!

All	because	of	that	horrid	Mr.	Gilmore.		!
The	man	lay	slumped	at	the	dining	room	table,	his	

coffee	tipped	and	dripping	onto	the	carpet,	not	three	
feet	from	where	he	had	spilled	his	tumbler	of	grape	
juice	just	an	hour	before.	!

Who	the	hell	wandered	someone	else’s	house	with	a	
tumbler	of	grape	juice?	That	was	what	Alicia	wanted	to	
know.	!

She	picked	up	the	mug,	walking	it	to	the	kitchen	sink	
to	scrub	it	down	in	scalding	hot	water.	After	she	had	
dried	it,	she	wrapped	it	carefully	in	paper	before	adding	
it	to	her	Goodwill	box	and	walking	back	into	the	dining	
room	to	mop	at	the	spill	with	a	gingham	tea	towel.	!

Back	in	the	kitchen,	she	turned	the	knob	for	one	of	
the	burners	on	the	stove	and,	dangling	the	towel	above	
the	Olame,	waited	until	the	fabric	caught	Oire	before	
dropping	it	into	her	stainless	steel	stockpot.	!

Only	then	did	she	peel	off	her	gloves	and	Oinish	her	
own	coffee.	!

This	was	just	one	more	moment	that	proved	Alicia’s	
mother	had	been	right.	The	thought	made	her	bristle.	



Men	were	never	to	be	trusted,	and	no	amount	of	
positive	thinking	on	her	part	would	change	that	fact.	
They	were	careless,	stupid	things,	only	good	for	looking	
at.	 !

Still,	she	kept	falling	for	their	manipulative	tricks.	!
Alicia’s	heart	had	broken	the	moment	she	had	seen	

Mr.	Gilmore	in	the	park,	feeding	the	ducks.	Seeing	him	in	
his	worn	out	shoes	and	coat,	Alicia	had	turned	right	
around	and	hurried	off	to	bring	him	a	sandwich	and	
coffee.	After	they	had	spoken	for	a	few	minutes,	and	he	
had	thanked	her	so	kindly,	she	had	invited	him	to	rent	
the	spare	room	that	had	become	available	just	a	month	
before.	She	didn’t	need	the	money;	not	really.	Her	
husband’s	life	insurance	had	her	set	up	very	nicely.	So	
she	was	able	to	rent	it	out	cheap	enough	that	the	old	
man	could	afford	it,	and	yet	not	so	cheap	that	he	felt	like	
he	was	receiving	charity.	!

As	she	watched	the	towel	burn	away,	she	made	a	
mental	note	to	pick	up	batteries	for	her	smoke	detector.	
She	also	calculated	just	how	much	back	rent	Mr.	Gilmore	
had	owed	her.	!

Two	hundred	and	forty-:ive	dollars.		!
“Damn,”	she	spoke	the	word	out	loud.	If	she	added	

the	coffee	cup	and	her	tea	towel,	two	hundred	and	Oifty,	
easily.	!

The	watch.	Mr.	Gilmore	had	shown	her	a	railway	
pocket	watch	once.	He	had	said	it	had	been	his	father’s.	
Surely	if	she	sold	that	watch,	she’d	have	her	two	
hundred	and	Oifty	dollars.	More,	probably,	but	she	didn’t	



want	more.	She	wanted	what	she	was	owed	and,	dead	or	
not,	she	wasn’t	going	to	let	him	stiff	her.	!

A	glance	at	the	clock	told	her	she	would	have	to	skip	
dragging	the	body	to	the	basement	with	the	others	until	
after	she	picked	up	her	Olower	order	from	Petal	Pushers.	
She	had	told	the	oddly	dressed	young	man	at	the	
counter	that	she	would	be	there	precisely	at	nine	in	the	
morning.	Besides,	who	wanted	to	dig	up	their	crawl	
space	this	early	in	the	morning?	!

She	had	just	enough	time	to	grab	the	watch	so	that	
she	could	kill	two	birds	with	one	stone.	!

That	thought	made	her	laugh.	!
***	

		
“I’m	here	for	my	Olowers,”	Alicia	said,	tapping	her	

Oingers	on	the	counter	and	looking	around	the	empty	
shop.		“Where	is	everyone?”	!

The	dark-haired	clerk	looked	up	from	where	he	was	
pulling	her	order	slip.		!

“Didn’t	you	hear?	There	was	a	Oire	at	a	place	a	few	
blocks	up.	I’m	holding	down	the	fort	while	everyone	
helps	the	owner	rummage	for	what	is	salvageable.”	!

“How	terrible.”	God,	she	hoped	it	wasn’t	the	antique	
store.	“Which	shop?”	!

The	guy—tall	and	slim,	with	a	ring	in	his	nose—
made	a	twirling	gesture	with	his	hand	as	if	trying	to	



remember.	“It’s	that	new	cake	place.	You	know,	where	
you	can	order	a	single	slice	of	wedding	cake?”	!

A	Slice	of	Forever. !
“Darn.”	Alicia	had	been	stopping	there	every	Sunday	

after	church	since	the	shop	had	opened	in	the	fall.	“Do	
they	know	what	happened?”	!

“They	think	it	was	arson.”	!
What	was	the	world	coming	to?	!
“All	right,	Mrs.	Greenberg.	Here	you	are.	Is	there	

anything	else	I	can	do	for	you?”	the	clerk	asked,	setting	
the	Olowers	on	the	counter.	The	vase	was	a	pretty	swirl	
of	translucent	purple	and	opaque	white.	!

“Where	are	the	purple	carnations?”	!
The	clerk	looked	a	little	startled	at	the	sharpness	of	

her	tone.	“Here	and	here.”	He	pointed	at	the	only	two	
carnations	in	the	entire	vase.	!

“Why	are	there	so	few?	I	purchase	this	same	
arrangement	every	month,	and	there	are	always	six.”	!

“With	any	arrangement—”	the	Clerk	began,	and	
Alicia	cut	him	off.	!

“I	purchase	this	same	arrangement	every	month,”	
she	repeated.	“There	is	always	the	same	number	of	
lavender	roses,	purple	alstroemeria,	lavender	
Matsumoto	asters,	green	button	spray	chrysanthemums,	



lavender	snapdragons,	bells	of	Ireland	and	purple	
carnations.	Always.”		!

“I’m	sorry,	but	the	shop	has	the	right	to	substitute	
any	of	the	Olowers	that	our	greenhouse	or	our	supplier’s	
greenhouse	can’t	provide.	It’s	right	on	your	receipt.	And
—”	he	started	to	point	out	other	Olowers	“—we	
increased	the	number	of	lavender	roses	and	purple	
alstroemeria	to	make	up	for	them.		!

It	didn’t	appease	her	but	what	could	she	do?	Poison	
him	too?	She	thought	about	it	for	a	moment,	dismissing	
the	thought	just	as	quickly	as	it	came.	She	was	already	
running	out	of	room	in	her	crawl	space.		!

“You	do	want	them,	don’t	you,	Mrs.	Greenberg?”		!
She	thought	the	clerk	looked	almost	pained	when	he	

asked.	Why	was	he	pained?	Did	he	think	her	that	hard	to	
work	with?	Did	he	think	she	was	her	mother?		!

“It’s	still	a	beautiful	arrangement,	and	I	couldn’t	give	
you	a	full	refund.	Not	with	a	special	order	like	this	one.	
Not	when	the	possible	need	to	substitute	is	right	there	
in	writing.”		!

“They’re	perfect.	You	always	do	a	lovely	job.”	She	
gave	him	a	bright	smile.	“Dalton?	Isn't	that	right?”		!

He	seemed	to	relax	at	that,	and	Alicia	wanted	to	
laugh	at	just	how	susceptible	to	Olattery	most	men	were.	
No	doubt	her	mother	had	already	known	that.	Alicia	
hoped	she	was	burning	in	Hell.	!

“It	is.	Yes.	Thank	you,	Mrs.	Greenberg.	Hope	you	have	
a	wonderful	day.”	



!
“You	too.”	!
With	that,	she	hefted	the	Olowers	and	walked	out	of	

the	shop	and	toward	her	waiting	SUV.	!
***	!

“Grant,	help	me	with	this.”		!
Grant	looked	over	to	where	Jessie	was	detaching	the	

price	tag	from	a	settee	tucked	away	in	a	back	corner.	!
“God,	someone	actually	bought	that	ugly	thing?”	It	

had	been	there	so	long	it	was	almost	like	the	store’s	
mascot.	“I’ve	made	some	amazing	memories	on	it.”	!

“Please,	Grant.”	Jessie	glared	at	him.	“I	don’t	want	to	
hear	about	your	amazing	memories.”	!

“Ella	somebody.”	Grant	ignored	her.	“Cute	little	
undergrad	student	with	daddy	issues.”	!

Jessie	rolled	her	eyes,	and	Grant	grinned.		!
“Oh,	God,	and	Dante	Hall.	Fucking	A,	that	man’s	

mouth.”	Grant	let	out	a	long	breath.	“I	should	have	
bought	this	damn	thing	myself.”	!

“Sounds	like	just	maybe.	Now	help	me	move	it.	The	
delivery	guys	will	be	here	any	minute.”	!

“I	can	move	it	by	myself.	We	don’t	want	to	disturb	
Grant	Junior.”	!



He	reached	out	to	pat	at	the	swell	of	Jessie’s	
stomach,	and	she	swatted	him	away.		!

“Yeah,	I’m	thinking	my	husband	might	not	like	me	
naming	his	son	after	another	man.”	!

“Grant	is	a	far	cooler	name	than	Craig.”	!
“I	agree.	Just	don’t	tell	him	I	said	so.”	!
The	door	chimed,	and	Jessie	walked	to	peek	around	

the	walnut	hutch	that	blocked	their	view	of	the	front	
window.	She	broke	into	a	smile,	and	Grant	knew	it	
would	be	Craig.	!

“Hey,	babe.”	!
“Sweetie	you’re	just	in	time	to	help	Grant	move	a	

piece	of	furniture	out	to	the	back	for	the	movers.”	!
Craig	poked	his	head	around	the	corner	and	gave	

Grant	a	wave.	“Hey,	Grant.”	!
“Hi,	handsome.”	Grant	took	him	in	from	head	to	foot.	

“You’re	looking…Oilthy.	What	the	fuck	have	you	been	up	
to?”	!

“Two	tune-ups,	brake	Oluid	leak,	a	bad	radiator,	and	a	
leaky	oil	pan.”	Craig	wiped	his	hands	down	the	front	of	
his	dark-blue	coveralls.	“Then	I	was	helping	at	the	Oire.	I	
just	need	to	change	out	of	these,	and	I’ll	give	you	a	
hand.”	!

“Well	hurry	the	fuck	up.”		!



Craig	was	back	out	in	a	handful	of	minutes,	and	they	
hefted	the	settee	between	them,	maneuvering	it	out	of	
the	cramped	corner.	Miraculously,	they	managed	not	to	
break	anything.		!

“So,	Grant,	how	is	the	apartment	hunting	going?	Any	
luck?”	!

“None.”	They	sat	the	piece	down,	and	Grant	leaned	
against	the	back	door.	“They’re	either	too	expensive	or	
too	far	away.	Looks	like	I’ll	be	signing	a	lease	with	the	
guys	for	another	year.”	!

“My	cousin	is	still	looking	for	a	roommate.	I	keep	
telling	you.”	!

“It’s	just	a	bad	idea	to	move	in	with	friends	or	
relatives.	Or	relatives	of	friends.”	Grant	shook	his	head.	
“If	it	doesn’t	work	out,	too	many	people	with	hard	
feelings.”	!

Craig	just	shrugged.	!
The	backdoor	buzzer	sounded,	and	Grant	jumped	

before	turning	to	peek	through	the	peephole.	“The	
cavalry	has	arrived.”	!

When	Grant	walked	out	of	the	back	room,	Jessie	was	
just	slipping	into	her	coat.		!

“Are	you	sure	you’re	okay	with	manning	the	place	
alone?”	Jessie	made	an	apologetic	face.		“With	Evan	out	
sick,	maybe	I	should	reschedule.”	!



“I’ll	be	Oine.”	Grant	took	a	stool	behind	the	counter.	
“It’s	ultrasound	day.	You	know	you’d	never	reschedule	
anyway.”	!

“No,	probably	not.”	!
Grant	watched	the	two	of	them	head	out	before	he	

pulled	out	a	renters’	guide	from	underneath	the	counter	
and	started	to	Olip	through	its	pages.	!

***	!
Alicia	peered	through	the	front	window	of	Things	in	

the	Attic	and	was	relieved	to	see	that	Princess	Tiger	Lily	
wasn’t	in.	When	that	dark-haired	bitch	was	working	the	
counter,	she	could	never	sell	a	thing.	It	had	been	easier	
when	the	moody	blond	had	owned	the	place,	but	it	had	
still	been	like	pulling	teeth.	!

She	pushed	her	way	into	the	shop,	and	the	man	at	
the	counter	looked	up.	It	was	the	handsome	one,	the	one	
with	the	light-brown	hair	and	the	perpetually	sleepy	
eyes.	Alicia	saw	a	Olash	of	recognition	and	something	
else	she	couldn’t	read	before	he	went	back	to	whatever	
he	had	been	doing.	!

Against	her	will,	she	felt	a	Olutter	of	nerves	kick	up	in	
her	belly.	She	didn’t	see	this	man	in	the	shop	often,	but	
whenever	she	did,	she	found	herself	perusing	the	aisles	
and	delaying	her	departure.		!

It	was	silly,	she	knew.	He	was	probably	more	than	
ten	years	younger	than	herself,	easily	twenty-Oive	to	
her	thirty-six.	Still,	he	was	exactly	the	kind	of	boy	she	
had	always	brought	home,	her	mother	kicking	them	



out	just	as	quickly.	That	is,	until	she	had	stopped	
bringing	anyone	home	at	all. !
She	moved,	walking	around	the	cluttered	collection	

of	old	knick-knacks	and	vinyl	records	and	ran	her	
Oingers	through	the	dust	collecting	on	some	of	the	
shelves.		!

It	was	a	shame	how	poorly	the	shop	was	kept	up.	
There	was	no	rhyme	or	reason	for	how	things	were	
strewn	about,	at	least,	none	that	she	could	see.	A	
kidney-shaped	end	table	teetered	with	piles	of	
postcards,	old	thread	spools	and	a	butter	dish	shaped	
like	a	cow.	Faded	and	chipped	Mardi	Gras	beads	hung	
from	the	corner	of	a	yarn	picture	of	a	big-eyed	child	
holding	a	duck.	Potpourri,	old	enough	to	have	lost	its	
smell	years	before,	Oilled	a	family	of	Mickey	Mouse	
teacups.	!

She	watched	the	man	at	the	counter	from	the	corner	
of	her	eye	as	she	browsed.	He	looked	over	every	now	
and	again,	and	the	look	she	had	been	unable	to	identify,	
reappeared.	In	a	secret	place	deep	inside,	the	place	
where	she	liked	to	push	down	those	Oleeting	feelings	
that	caused	her	discomfort,	she	half	hoped	the	look	was	
one	of	attraction.		!

Checking	the	gold	watch	on	her	wrist,	she	let	out	a	
breath.	It	was	already	nearly	eleven,	and	she	still	had	
things	to	do.	Approaching	the	counter,	Alicia	unsnapped	
the	clasp	on	her	handbag	and	pulled	out	the	silk	
handkerchief	that	held	Mr.	Gilmore’s	pocket	watch.	!

The	light-blue	handkerchief	was	the	only	thing	left	of	
her	late	husband.		



!
After	he	had	died,	she’d	had	his	things	packed	up	by	

an	agency	specializing	in	just	that	sort	of	thing.	They	
had	tiptoed	around	her,	nodding	when	she	passed,	
giving	her	sympathetic	looks	and	their	condolences,	and	
she	had	barely	noticed	their	existence.	Not	then.	Not	
during	those	Oirst	few	days	when	the	loss	was	so	fresh,	
and	she	was	worried	that	there	would	be	toxicology	
testing.		!

Setting	it	on	the	counter	just	in	front	of	the	clerk,	she	
unwrapped	her	prize	and	gave	the	man	a	smile.	!

“You	want	to	sell	that,	then?”	he	asked,	rubbing	the	
back	of	his	neck	with	one	of	his	large	hands.	Alicia	liked	
large	hands	on	a	man.	!

“Yes.	I	would	like	two	hundred	and	Oifty	dollars,	
please.		!

The	guy	lifted	a	brow	and	closed	the	magazine	he	
had	been	looking	through.	It	was	a	rental	guide,	and	
Alicia	had	a	momentary	Olash	of	walking	out	of	her	
kitchen	in	the	morning	to	this	lovely	creature	exiting	the	
hall	bathroom	in	only	a	towel	to	cross	to	her	extra	room.		!

“What’s	your	name?”	she	asked	on	impulse,	and	he	
momentarily	hesitated	in	his	movement	to	retrieve	the	
watch.	!

“Grant.”	!
“That’s	a	very	nice	name.”	!
He	gave	her	a	weird	look	and	went	back	to	picking	

up	her	watch,	Olipping	it	over	in	his	hand	and	frowning.	



!
“I	know	it	might	be	worth	a	bit	more	than	that,	but	

truly,	I	am	only	looking	for	two	hundred	and	Oifty	
dollars.	I’m	not	interested	in	more	than	that.”	!

“Sweetheart,”	Grant	began,	and	her	stomach	did	that	
summersault	again.	“A	genuine	railway	watch	can	be	
worth	a	couple	hundred	bucks.		Maybe.	The	rarer,	high-
end	ones,	they	can	be	worth	a	few	thousand.	But	what	
you’ve	got	here	is	a	Hyp	brand	reproduction.	You	know,	
Hyp,	with	a	y?	They	weren’t	even	good	reproductions.	
Just	cheap	things	that	showed	up	in	discount	stores	in	
the	nineties.	Maybe	they	were	just	ahead	of	their	time	or	
something,	looking	for	a	steampunk	audience	when	
everyone’s	dad	was	wearing	Olannel	and	pretending	they	
didn’t	give	a	shit.	Still,	they’re	only	worth,	like	three	
bucks.”	!

“Are	you	sure?”	Alicia	asked,	and	he	gave	her	a	
pained	look.	Why	did	men	keep	giving	her	that	look	
today?		!

“I’m	sure.	It’s	not	what	you	think	it	is	and,	besides,	
I’m	not	authorized	to	make	a	purchase	that	large	
anyway.	I	fucked	up	buying	a	gorilla	costume;	I	thought	
it	might	be	from	Planet	of	the	Apes	or	something.	Or,	
almost	as	good,	those	old	commercials	where	a	gorilla	
beats	the	shit	out	of	some	luggage.	Do	you	know	the	
commercials	I’m	talking	about?”	!

Alicia	picked	up	the	watch,	Olipping	it	over	in	her	
hands	to	look	at	its	Olaking	faux	gold,	and	struggled	with	
the	tears	of	the	day.		!



The	carpet,	the	Olowers,	the	body	she	still	had	to	
somehow	lug	into	the	basement,	and	now	the	watch.		!

She	swiped	at	her	eyes,	sure	any	tears	would	destroy	
the	makeup	she	carefully	applied	that	morning,	and	felt	
the	awkward	pat	of	a	hand	on	her	shoulder.		!

“So,	you're	looking	for	an	apartment?”	she	asked,	
looking	up.	!

“Yeah.”	Grant	took	his	hand	back.	“No	luck,	and	I’m	
running	out	of	time	before	I	have	to	sign	another	lease	
with	the	Oive	guys	I’ve	been	living	with.	!

“Oh.”	She	smiled.	“And	you	would	just	like	someplace	
quiet.”	!

“Um…”	Grand	shrugged.	“Sure?”	!
“I	have	a	room	for	rent.	It’s	very	nice.”	When	he	

didn’t	say	anything,	she	went	on.	“Clean,	good	
neighborhood,	less	than	three	miles	from	this	very	
shop.”		!

“I	don’t	know.”	!
“Rent	is	very	affordable,	and	you	would	have	free	

reign	of	the	place,	within	reason,	of	course.”	Alicia	
fought	a	blush.	“My	bedroom	would	need	to	be	off	limits	
for	now.”	!

She	grabbed	a	notebook	from	the	counter	and	
scribbled	her	name	and	address	and,	in	a	bold	move,	her	
cell	phone	number	as	well.	Then,	almost	as	an	
afterthought,	a	dollar	amount	that	was	even	less	than	
she	had	been	charging	that	horrible	Mr.	Gilmore.	



!
She	tore	the	sheet	of	paper	from	the	notebook	and	

placed	it	in	Grant’s	hands,	and	he	blinked	down	at	it.	!
“You	really	should	take	a	look	at	it.	It	just	became	

vacant	this	morning.	!
“I	will.”	Grant	said,	not	looking	up	from	her	note.	“I	

deOinitely	will.”	!
Alicia	turned	and	walked	out,	a	new	skip	in	her	step.	

This	time,	she	had	found	the	perfect	man.	A	beautiful	
man	that	could	slip	into	the	pool	of	her	quiet,	orderly	
existence	with	nary	a	ripple	and	Oinally	prove	that	her	
bitch	of	a	mother	had	been	wrong	all	along.		!

Things	were	Oinally	starting	to	look	up.  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