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A dark malevolent spirit followed me around, and so far, I’d not acknowledged it. Although lost souls are with us every day, they are usually harmless. As a clairvoyant, I see them all the time.  Unless I’m using my gift, I pay them no heed. 

But this felt different. Ignoring it was a mistake, which I would realise later.

The early hours of the morning saw me return home as dawn stretched its fingers across the sky. A display of orange streaks bathed the area in an eerie glow.

I inserted the key into the lock of the flat I’ve lived in for the last nine years. The plain brown door sat between two shop fronts on the high street, and my entrance was the only one at the top. As the door shut behind me, the hairs on my neck stood on end. I wasn’t alone.

Blindly, I reached for the light switch and snapped it on. The lone bulb dimly illuminated the staircase ahead, and, immediately, I saw the source of my reaction.

A dim radiance lingered on the landing above. It had no worldly form, just a residue of smoky greys and shades of black. The middle appeared denser and resembled the clouds of an impending storm.

A frosty air wrapped around me as I stared up at it. For a fraction of a second, there was a standoff before it rushed in my direction. The breath caught in my throat as the entity passed through me.

In its haste to retreat, it almost knocked me off my feet. My core chilled from its icy blast, and I watched it disappear through the cracks in the front door and out into the high street.

My home had always been my safe place. This was the first time I’d found something here. It had come for me. The question was, why?

Hastily, I legged it up the stairs as annoyance trickled through me. What did it want? Why was it here?

I knew it wouldn’t enter my flat itself unless I invited it, because nothing ever had before. The invitation could be in the form of a build-up of uneasiness and alarm. The spirits liked us to be afraid; it gave them power. 

Entities like that thrived on our terrors. It gave them substance. But they didn’t frighten me. My gift of clairvoyance meant I was unafraid of the dead.

What did it want? I asked myself.

Most people can’t control their fear. It’s natural to fear something you can’t comprehend. I’ve lived with ghosts all my life. I might have a reaction, but they don’t worry me.

Once inside, I chucked the flat keys on the kitchen counter and strode across the lounge. In the bedroom, I stripped off my clothes at the laundry basket and headed for the shower.

With my mind still on the entity, I turned the knob, and a jet of water spurted over me in a wide spray of warm bliss. It washed away a night of lovemaking. 

As I scrubbed myself clean and shampooed my hair, my focus switched to my boyfriend, which elicited a sigh. Not one of contentment, more of an acknowledgment that Jamie and I had run the course. 

It was another brief relationship going nowhere. 

Why am I always taken in by good-looking men? I wondered, knowing it had happened many times before.

I also thought about how my brother wanted help in a new investigation. It’d been four days since two young teenagers had gone missing. Detective Inspector Sebastian Newbold, my twin, was working long hours to solve the case. 

I’d had a bad feeling about this from the start. Murder is so heinous, and it makes my skin crawl. The thought of someone so young dying churned my stomach. Despite them not being found yet, I feared it would end badly.  

Seb uses my abilities in difficult cases, although I haven’t been told what he wanted me to do yet. 

After I showered, and wrapped in a towel, I patted my hair gently. I had long wavy tresses, and it usually took an age to dry. The chestnut colour clashed with most of my clothing, but I couldn’t help that. I appreciated the vivid tones.

In fact, I saw life in colours. Moods and emotions were all shades and depths, and pertinent to me.

I went back to the kitchen, picked up the kettle, and gave it a little shake. There was enough water for a brew, so I put it on the stove, lit the flame, and returned to the bedroom to dress.

When the whistle summoned me, I made a cup of my favourite herbal tea, infused with rosemary. It soothed me, settled my mood, and helped me to relax.

Back in the bedroom, I detangled and brushed my hair before patting it again. Then, I returned to the kitchen and my favourite brew.

With my drink in hand, I flopped down on the L-shaped settee and stared out of the window.

The view of the trees which lined our high street changed with the seasons. The colours thrilled me. We were already in the summer’s bloom with the leaves splendid and full.

My mind raced between the case Seb told me about and the good-looking guy I’d been sleeping with. The investigation sounded a difficult one, which was why I could do without the complications of a relationship. 

It was only a physical attraction. We both found pleasure in sex, but we didn’t always agree on that. Jamie enjoyed being in control, and I giggled a lot. The two didn’t mix well. I felt sure that ending it wouldn’t come as a surprise to him. He knew it was casual. During the next few days, I’d visit him one last time.

I needed full concentration on the little that Seb had told me. Soon, it wouldn’t be that small.

With hands around my teacup, I stared out at the mature red maple tree outside the window. The leaves rippled in the breeze of the early morning. They also offered me privacy from the shoppers on the other side of the road.

Like any main thoroughfare, it had a proper name. Everyone referred to Warburton Road as the high street. The place where all the shops and businesses hung out. A vibrant community life which brought in people from far and wide.

I sipped and swallowed the hot liquid. The sweet tea tantalised my taste buds and gave me a warm, contented feeling. It always helped because my life was complex. Mine never seemed to be as straightforward as others. It’s one reason I kept to myself when I could.

Apart from being a clairvoyant, I’m an empath, too. I pick up on the emotions of other people. It would drain and rule me if I let it. Keeping things under control was something I’d learnt to do. I needed a lot of rest, which is why I didn’t have a full-time job.

As a teenager, I barely existed because my life was so difficult. The ghosts I saw, and the feelings I picked up from the living, sent me into a downward spiral.

Of all people, it was my twin who saved me. My brother understood, and it was he who found me a psychologist who, like me, was both an empath and a clairvoyant. He taught me how to compartmentalise, and to live with, what I had.

Tiredness from my night-time activities made my eyes droop. I shifted my soon-to-be ex-lover to the back of my mind. He wasn’t important now. I could deal with him later.

I inhaled the fusion of herbs from the tea and already felt its cleansing nature. The silence washed over me as I took another sip. Before long, I put the cup down and dozed off.

My mobile jolted me awake sometime later, with its intruding ringtone. I grabbed it from the table beside me.

Seb.

“Hi,” I greeted. Although it was still early, time never mattered to him because of his job. Besides, he rang me often. This was nothing unusual.

“Can you come to the station?” he asked.  

Startled, I spluttered. “What? Right now?”

“Yes, if you don’t mind. We have somebody in custody I want you to meet.”

“You’ve got someone?” That surprised me.

“I think so, but I want your clarification first.”

I never said no to Seb, just as he never denied me anything. Neither did he ask me to do something unless it was important. Unfortunately, everything in his job had an urgency about it.

Rays from the rising sun dappled through the maple tree, making me squint.

“Has he said where girls are?”

“No, he hasn’t said anything. Can you come?” he asked again. Time, it seemed, was precious.

“Of course, give me half an hour.”

I hung up the phone and regretfully rose to my feet. I stretched, giving a little squeal through a distorted face.

Having caught someone was both a good and bad sign. Good to have captured him, if indeed it was the right man, but it didn’t bode well for the two young teenagers named Jessie and Jenny.

Striding to the kitchen, I rinsed my cup and returned it to the cupboard. I quickly scanned the area to make sure it was in order because I liked a tidy home.

In the bedroom, I brushed my damp hair, slipped on my shoes, and grabbed a lanyard from the draw and draped it around my neck. I reached for my bag and jacket and surveyed the room. The bed was made; the curtains pulled back, and everything was in its place.

At the door, I put on the necklace that hung on a wall hook. The small cross pendant protected me. 

Satisfied, I snatched the keys from the counter where I’d thrown them earlier and headed down the stairs.

It was then I remembered what greeted my arrival. It disturbed me, and yet I still didn’t have the time to give it more thought.

Outside, traffic buzzed as the workday began. The shops that dominated each side of the tree-lined high street were opening for business.

The twenty-minute walk to the police station saw me pass the colourful artisan boutiques
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