
THE 

THREE 

POISONS


Table of Contents

Title Page

The Three Poisons (John Kirsh, #4)

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

CHAPTER 7

CHAPTER 8

CHAPTER 9

CHAPTER 10

CHAPTER 11

CHAPTER 12

THE 

THREE 

POISONS

KATRINA N. GRAYS

Copyright © 2025

Katrina N. Grays

This book is a work of fiction. Names, places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events or locales is entirely coincidental. 

No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without written permission of the author.

To Stephen King:

Thanks for the advice

On Writing

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 1

[image: ]


Crystal Clear

Matt Richards was annoyed, where on earth was that sound coming from he thought. With one of his eyebrows raised he turned to look at his assistants hoping to confirm that he was not alone in hearing the strange sound, but he got no recognition. The two women went on working at their desks, typing data into their laptop computers. The sound grew louder, and by the time Matt’s brain made the connection it was too late, the room began to shake with such violence a light that hung in the evidence room crashed to the floor. One of his workers screamed as the light tubes shattered apart in a heaping pile along with a part of the ceiling.

Matt was a big man, six foot three and just as muscular as he was when he was a younger man in the military. Instinct kicked in as he instructed the fearful women under their desks as evidence from crimes committed in Canyon Creek rained down upon them. The assistants tried to be brave, but Matt could see the fear on their faces. He had been through many earthquakes, but this one felt different, it was longer and stronger than any tremor he had ever experienced.

As they were pondering their volatile predicament a voice chanted from another realm, the female voice was drowned out by the cacophony of sound that reminded Matt of a freight train. In the corner of the evidence room at the Canyon Creek Police Department on a high shelf laid a box within a box. “There, that is what is required,” said the voice that was a whisper in a forgotten place. The shaking of the shelves revealing the container inside, an antique pewter silver ornate box fell out, a matching dagger clattered beside it, but that was not the prize. In all of the jostling the lid had come ajar revealing the true treasure, a bright red stone. Once dull, it now glowed in the presence of its master.

Abigail wore the robes of her demise, a night sky blue velvet cloak adorned with the patterns of the constellations. She was no more than air; it took so much power to cross over to the Third Dimension, even though dead, she felt so much pain. The pewter treasure lay at her feet which floated just above the floor. Her hand reached for the stone, she did not have much time but now that she held the stone in her hands, she had all the time in the world.

The red stone glowed bright catching the eye of Matt who could not believe what he was witnessing. What was that, had he been struck in the head, was he hallucinating? Abigail turned to see Matt watching from across the room, their eyes locked on to each other; then she was gone.

Shaking stopped just as fast as it had started, Matt was frozen, what did he just see? A translucent woman holding a glowing red stone standing in the evidence room is what he saw. The assistants groaned and sighed, rising up safe and unharmed from their protective location. They stood flabbergasted at the state of the room, accessing the damage from all the evidence that lay scattered would take days if not weeks.

Ignoring his workers' noisy complaints Matt stood in the heart of the police precinct; it was chaotic to say the least. Officers ran back and forth, the noise level was deafening, lights from the ceiling laying in the hallways, some officers giving first aid, the Chief shouting out orders in attempts to calm the confusion. Matt headed to the front door, fresh air is what he craved, but his relief was short lived, it was no better outside, the full scope of damage that was done to Canyon Creek’s busy downtown streets was unfathomable. Large chunks of the old buildings littered the cracked roads, signal lights flashed red, and some were out, not functioning at all. Trees had rooted, they lay across cars with shattered windows, even this did not phase him. Matt had seen war, this was close, minus the bodies, blood and bullet shells.

He pulled his cell phone from his pocket, Matt’s face lit up in surprise, there was still service, amazement never ceases he thought. He hurried to dial the numbers in fear that that cell service would no longer function as emergency calls flooded the area. He called the one person he could rely on in Canyon Creek.

“You okay man,” said the familiar voice.

“Yeah, you?” Matt asked.

A long pause; John knew something was wrong. “What’s going on Matt?”

“John, you won’t believe what I just saw.”

John let out a long sigh as he put his hands on his face, rubbing it hard as if to try to erase a feeling. He could pretend he was surprised, but he was not. What else could happen; vampires, werewolves, zombies, what? He was empathetic towards Matt, his brother in arms and best friend, but John was over it, he was not fazed by anything anymore.

The person, or the apparition Matt described as best as he could under the circumstances, sounded like Abigail Wickham. Well... the problem with that was that Abigail Wickham was dead. John knew this for a fact; he himself had witnessed her body lying on the ground with a dagger sticking out of her chest. So whom or what did Matt see? John looked off in the distance, perplexed by it all, listening in silence as Matt continued in detail what he had seen. It did make sense regarding the red stone, which was now considered missing from the Canyon Creek Police Department evidence room. He ended his call with Matt with more questions than answers rolling around in his brain. Did Abigail return from the realm of the dead to retrieve what was given to her through ancestral inheritance, or was this a high stakes theft masquerading as an elaborate magic trick?

John took a long deep breath, filling his lungs almost to the point of discomfort, then letting the air out of his mouth all at once. What was the point of dwelling on all of this? No one was hurt, yes, there was a theft, but the police investigate what happens inside the walls of their own department. No one was calling to hire him to find something or someone; he was not involved at all. Good luck to them, he thought. At that point he looked up to the heavens as if to ask God to keep him away from all of the drama regarding Abigail Wickham, he knew that by having this thought he was cursing himself because every...

...the phone rang.

He stared at the phone, John’s blank eyes blinking watching the caller listed as unknown stare back at him. This happened to him the last time, he had the same feeling, he knew who it was, but how did he know? Whatever. The ringing continued, doom and dread made everything in the room disappear, all he could hear was the sound, high pitched and shrill.

“Hello?” John answered as a question looking at the phone.

“John, Mister John, is that you?” asked the woman.

“Yes, this is John Kirsh, how can I help you?” John replied knowing full well who it was, he cleared his throat, how dry it felt.

“It’s me John, Josephina Flores,” said the woman in a thick Hispanic accent.

“Josephina, how are you, is everything all right?” asked John knowing full well everything was not okay; thus the call.

“John, I’m scared, I saw her last night...and I don’t know what to do,” said Josephina’s shaky voice.

John sat up straighter teetering on the edge of the seat cushion of his couch. “It’s okay, it’s okay,” reassured John. “Tell me what happened.”

“Once a week I go to my tia’s house for prayer circle.”

“Your tia?” asked John, his face scrunching together in confusion.

“My aunt.  Me and my other aunts, her friends and some women from our community go to my aunt’s house and pray,” explained Josephina. “We have been praying hard day and night for my cousin Antonia, uh...Toni. Then we saw HER!” 

“Her, who did you see?” John already knew, but he held his breath awaiting confirmation, but still he had to hear it from Josephina to be sure.

“Abigail, my boss Abigail!” screamed Josephina into the receiver of the phone.

“...but,” said John.

“She’s dead, I know, but I know what I saw with my very own eyes,” she continued.

John looked around the room not focusing on anything, his brain cells grasping for a logical answer where there was none. “Okay, you saw Abigail, what was she doing, did she say anything?” John choked out.

“Okay, okay,” said Josephina trying her best to calm herself. “In the middle of prayers for Toni, Abigail appear, she was wearing a dark blue cloak and she was holding that red stone she used to keep in a metal box. She did not say anything, but she pointed her finger at Toni, then vanished.”

“Your cousin Toni, why were all of you praying for her?” asked John.

“Toni has been having problems at her work with a male coworker who had been harassing her. Toni told her boss and she changed his work hours so they do not work together anymore, but he is still bothering her.”

“I need to interview Toni and your aunts,” said John.

“Tonight I am going to my aunt’s house, we all are, Toni too. We are going to try to figure out what happened. Are you able to come by later this evening, I know it’s late notice,” said Josephina.

“Yes, I will be there,” John said without hesitation. He was looking forward to meeting Josephina’s cousin Toni at her aunt’s home. Josephina gave John her aunt’s address, again affirming his promise to be there. He had to go, even just to quench his own curiosity. Josephina’s aunt did not live very far from his own residence, so this meeting was not an inconvenience for him. Even if she lived in Pine Lake, the next city over, he would still go. John could not get it out of his head what Matt had described, what Josephina had stated were
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