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Chapter 1: Speaking with a Ghost
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Do any of us really know who we are? Is it who we grow into, or are we born into something we never asked for? For years, I've fought with this very question. I always knew I was different, but I never knew I was this different.

The rain hadn’t stopped all day. A thick mist clung to the streets like a veil, wrapping the city in a blanket of uneasy silence. Damian Knight leaned against the hood of his car, eyes scanning the entrance to the small suburban home just beyond the police tape. He had no business being here; at least, not officially. The police had called him in as a "consultant," but he knew they didn’t really believe in what he could do. They needed results, and that was all that mattered.

"Knight," a gruff voice called out. Sergeant Peterson strode toward him, water splashing under his boots. The older man looked tired, deep lines etched across his face. "We’ve got nothing. No witnesses. No forensics. The girl's just... gone."

Damian crossed his arms, feeling the weight of the conversation coming. "What do you want me to do, Pete? You know how this works."

Peterson sighed. "I don’t care how you do it. Just... find her. We owe the family that much."

Damian gave a short nod, pushing off the car and stepping toward the house. The air around him felt heavier as he walked through the front door, past officers murmuring in low voices. This wasn’t his first time on a scene like this, but it never got easier.

He paused just inside the living room. The smell of coffee, now stale and cold, hung in the air. A family portrait rested on the mantel; parents, a little girl, no older than seven or eight. Her smile beamed out at the world, innocent and full of life. Damian swallowed the knot tightening in his throat.

He closed his eyes, letting the world fall away. Slowly, the edges of the room blurred. The hum of voices faded, replaced by a low murmur, like a soft breeze. He didn’t have to call out to them; they always came on their own.

The ghost appeared at the foot of the stairs.

Her small form was faint, as if reality itself were struggling to hold onto her presence. Damian knew the spirit was fresh tethered too closely to the world of the living to fully leave. She stood there, confused, her eyes wide with fear.

Damian knelt down, trying to make himself seem smaller, less intimidating. "Hey," he said gently. "I'm here to help. Can you tell me what happened?"

The little girl looked up, her lips trembling. "I... I want my mom," she whispered.

"I know," Damian said softly, his chest tightening. "I’m going to make sure she knows what happened to you, but I need your help first. Can you show me?"

Her hand pointed upstairs, toward her bedroom. Damian felt a chill crawl up his spine. Spirits like her were fragile, caught in the in-between, clinging to the places they knew in life. The bedroom would be a start. He didn’t need her to relive the whole thing; he just needed enough to lead him in the right direction.

Damian entered the small room, immediately noticing the signs of struggle; the overturned chair, the ripped comforter. A cold breeze swept through the open window, but Damian knew the truth. She hadn’t fallen out. Someone had been here with her. He turned to the girl, her form still flickering in and out, watching from the doorway.

"Who did this to you?" he asked.

The girl wrapped her arms around herself, shivering. "It was my dad... not my real one. He’s... not like the others."

Damian’s jaw clenched. "Your stepfather?"

She nodded, her eyes welling up with ghostly tears. "I didn’t mean to make him mad. I didn’t mean—"

"You didn’t do anything wrong," Damian said firmly, standing up. "This isn’t your fault."

He could feel her spirit start to waver, the energy around her growing weaker. Spirits like her couldn’t stay tethered for long without a powerful emotional pull. He needed to act quickly.

"You need to rest now," he said softly. "I'll take care of the rest."

Back outside, the rain had slowed to a light drizzle, but the tension in Damian’s chest hadn’t eased. He found Peterson leaning against the cruiser, lighting a cigarette.

"Got something?" Peterson asked, taking a drag.

"Stepfather," Damian replied. "But you’ll need to tread carefully. No physical evidence, yet."

Peterson cursed under his breath, flicking the cigarette into the street. "If this blows up in my face—"

"It won’t," Damian interrupted. "But you know what comes next. I'm going in."

Peterson shook his head. "You can’t keep doing this, Knight."

Damian smiled grimly. "Watch me."
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Chapter 2: A Cruel World 
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The house was dark when Damian returned later that night. Most of the officers had cleared out, the investigation stuck in limbo until someone could produce evidence to tie the crime to the stepfather. Damian wasn’t willing to wait.

He crept around the back, moving silently through the shadows. The backyard was overgrown, the grass reaching halfway up his legs, and a broken swing set creaked softly in the wind. The house loomed above him, a hollow shell of secrets waiting to be cracked open. He felt the familiar presence of the little girl's spirit nearby; her fear and sadness still heavy in the air.

Damian paused for a moment, gathering his thoughts. Breaking and entering wasn’t exactly legal, he reminded himself. But it wouldn’t be the first time, and it wouldn’t be the last. He pushed the thought aside and moved toward the side window. It was unlocked; exactly as he’d hoped. Slipping inside, he landed lightly on the carpet of what must have been a guest room.

The house was eerily quiet, save for the ticking of an old clock in the hallway. Damian's eyes scanned the room, senses on high alert. Something felt off, though he couldn’t pinpoint it yet.

"Damian?" The little girl’s voice echoed faintly, almost as if it came from a dream. Her spirit flickered into view at the top of the stairs, her small form barely visible in the darkness.

"I’m here," Damian whispered back, stepping into the hallway. "Show me where he’s hiding it."

She hesitated, her gaze drifting toward the basement door at the far end of the corridor. Her form shuddered, trembling as if the mere thought of going down there terrified her.

"He doesn’t let me go down there," she whispered. "That’s where it happened..."

Damian’s chest tightened as he made his way toward the basement door. It was ajar, just enough to send a faint draft up from below. The air was colder down there. Darker. He could feel the weight of the place, heavy with secrets long buried.

He paused at the top of the stairs, looking back at the girl. "I’m going to find it. You don’t have to follow."

She nodded, relief flooding her features, and with that, her spirit flickered out of sight.

Damian took a deep breath and descended into the basement.

The steps creaked beneath his weight, each one echoing through the hollow space. The light at the bottom was dim, casting long shadows across the cluttered floor. Boxes were piled high, and old furniture lay discarded, covered in sheets. Damian’s eyes adjusted to the gloom as he carefully navigated the cramped space.

He felt it before he saw it; a faint pulse, a residue of the violence that had taken place here. Damian had been in enough crime scenes to recognize the lingering energy of death. It clung to the air like a sickness, thick and
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