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Chapter 1

One Vision

At 3 am, 22nd March, two men woke. Simultaneously. From the same dream. But in different beds.

Each experienced it from the same perspective and awoke with sweat streaming down his face and neck. One reached with a shaky hand for the glass of water beside the bed. The other guy grasped a notebook and pencil, then scribbled the details across the pages before the vision could fade from memory.

The first, his name Matthew, lay back against his pillow and stared upwards at the ceiling until the pounding in his temples stopped. He turned towards his partner and closed his eyes to collect his thoughts. The light snoring beside him did little to distract his thinking, for soon the images returned in full colour. Frustrated, he shifted to the bed’s edge so his feet rested on the cool wooden floorboards, and cradled his face in his hands.

Josh stirred behind him and rolled over, tugging at the blankets on which he was sitting. He paused, awake now. “What’s wrong, babe?”

Matthew turned to gaze at his long-term lover climbing across the bedclothes to place a comforting hand on his shoulder. He offered a feeble smile. “Bad dream.”

“Come back to bed.” Josh yawned, scratching his greying hair, which he refused to dye the soft brown of younger years. Now, thanks to the nightmare, Matthew realised he didn’t want to change anything about him. “You have that meeting in the morning.” He stopped, realisation dawning on his forehead. “Is that what’s worrying you?”

He paused. “Yeah. It must be.” That was a lie. It wasn’t the interview. He was looking forward to that and felt confident he’d ace it.

An image of his blood-drenched dream flashed across his thoughts, and he shuddered.

“Mm hmm.” He tried to hide his trembling fingers under his leg, but was too slow for Josh’s keen eyes. His partner’s brow crinkled the way it did whenever he caught what he called Matthew’s ‘porkies’.

“Come on. You need a hot chocolate.” Josh glanced at the clock sitting on the dresser. “Maybe we can catch an episode of Seinfeld on Stan to settle you?” Then he padded out to the kitchen.

Dream fragments returned to nag Matthew as the boiling kettle’s babbling noise drifted into the bedroom. He took a breath, thinking about the others who had appeared in it. Their attackers. Men who loved to harm them. Throwbacks to the days of gay-bashing in the 1980s.

Only this was no mere nightmare about the past bothering him. It was something else. A warning.

Some kid had told him about this years ago when he wore a younger man’s nursing uniform. He had laughed it off, thought it was a practical joke by one of the other staff.

He wasn’t laughing this time. The boy’s voice had echoed in his dream. Now it was whispering in his mind.

Six words.

Josh will die. 25th March. 20–.

His jaw dropped. Anxiety gripped his chest, constricting his breathing. His pulse racing, he whispered as his hand reached his thudding heart. “That’s in three days!”


Chapter 2

The Second Guy

Craig Ramsey’s fingers ran through his spiky brown hair and gripped the top of his skull as he studied his written words. “That’s in three days,” he muttered to himself, and leaned back in his chair, which protested with a loud squeak.

“What is?”

Craig jumped with a start, but not because the woman looking over his shoulder was the ghost of a long-dead person; he hadn’t realised she was present and watching. Seeing spirits came as second nature to him. Well, kinda, sort of. So their appearance never frightened him the way it had when he first met Emily about thirty years ago.

“Jeez!” He looked round at the translucent figure peering over his shoulder. “I need to put a bell on you.” He winked in her direction, then turned back to what he had written after waking from the dream. “This… vision. It happens this Friday.”

The Scotswoman peered closer at the words, her lips moving as her eyes took in the prose. “Is this you holding hands with another man?” She raised mocking eyebrows at him. “I never knew you were that way inclined.”

Craig groaned and rolled his eyes. “No, Ems, it’s someone else.”

Ems, otherwise known as Emily Fraser, pointed at the names written in bold letters on the paper. “Matthew Landers. Josh Deane. Who are they?”

Craig shrugged, stood from the desk, and stretched as he looked through the bedroom window at the city’s lights across the Statton River. It was 4 am, and still dark outside. “Not sure, and I don’t know why the dream came.” He bit his bottom lip, pondering. Something else was on the tip of his tongue, just out of reach, that might answer the question. What was it?

“You must be up in an hour before the television interview,” Emily said, watching him the way a concerned mother might. He had known the Scottish ghost ever since he was fifteen, soon after he received the blow to the head that awakened his psychic abilities. She often claimed that they met when he was a baby, that he had been born with the powers, but he couldn’t be sure. “Will you go back to sleep? Get some rest?”

“Unlikely,” he replied, sliding into a pair of gym shorts and a t-shirt before trudging out the bedroom door into the hallway leading to the kitchen. “Maybe I’ll head downstairs to the kwoon to exercise.”

“Don’t wake Tyrone!” she hissed after him, her native Highland burr emphasised as she said the lad’s name. “He’s studied hard last night for today’s biology exam.”

Craig nodded as he passed his adopted son’s closed bedroom door. Downstairs, he flicked on the Quiet Kettle and grabbed his One Sick Puppy mug. A Christmas gift from Tyrone and his sister Debbie, the cup had a picture of a dog jumping excitedly round its mistress who held a collar, shouting, ‘Oh! The collar! Yes, the chain too!’ He plonked a peppermint tea bag into it, reached for a banana from the fruit bowl, and had almost devoured it before the electric jug finished its job. He took the steaming drink outside to the back garden and headed towards a large shed, which he had converted to resemble a Chinese kwoon – a martial arts gym.

Inside, he saw Jing Yong sitting between two stands, each mounted with three joss sticks from which a cloud of white smoke drifted. The Chinese spirit, Craig’s kung fu teacher, didn’t move. His eyes remained shut as though he slept, but the psychic knew the ghost was aware of everything happening in the room, no matter how deep his trance was.

He decided not to disturb the ethereal master, sat on a nearby mat, and allowed himself to enter his own meditative state. If Yong moved, he heard nothing. But he felt it. The old man’s gaze, studying, assessing Craig’s introspective form.

Craig acknowledged the silent presence, then moved into his gentle trance with a few quiet, deep breaths. He exhaled a long silent stream, pushing away the panic he felt from the dream. And soon found himself back inside the vision.
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Again he saw through the eyes of Matthew Landers. He was sitting in the restaurant across from another guy whom his subject knew as Josh. A rush of emotions enveloped him. Matt held a romantic attachment to the slightly older man, just as Craig once felt for a lady long since passed. He took a breath, reminded himself it was a vision, not a reality, then concentrated on what came next. His gaze diverted for a second to a phone’s touchscreen — Matthew’s. A picture displayed on its lock screen, the two men kissing under fireworks in Beijing for Lunar New Year, but the revelation drew him to a more important point. The date on the display: 25th March. Though not much to go on, it tantalised something in his memory. What was it?

The scene segued, faded out, then faded in to a distinct atmosphere. The roar of waves rushed through his ears, and he looked down at the water that washed about their feet as they walked in the sand. A growing gloom enveloped their surroundings as the sun disappeared behind the trees. Ahead stood a lighthouse that towered above the cliffs, a beam swept from it across the obsidian surf like a finger. And above sparkled stars as if they were pinholes in a black cloth. The subject of his vision was familiar with astronomy, for he recognised the shapes in the constellations. He and Josh were walking southwards towards the lighthouse. The last surfers had left the darkening sea with their boards and retreated through the trail to their right. And Josh’s hand sat warm in his.

A shout from behind. “Faggot butt burglars!”

He turned by instinct to see, but Josh pulled him forward
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