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I wake early. The kind of early that stings at my skin like an old hangover. Not quite the first light of dawn, but close enough. The Gold Coast is still a whisper of a place before the world starts moving, before the tourists crowd the beaches and the bars fill with men and women pretending they belong somewhere else. But me? I belong nowhere. And that’s exactly how I like it.

I pull on my sneakers, the ones worn down on the soles but comfortable. I don’t need anything fancy. The sea breeze is already slipping under my skin, salty and thick, wrapping me in that familiar embrace. I don’t jog because I’m trying to be healthy. No, I run because it’s the only time my mind isn’t spinning in a million directions.

I cross the road stretching out before me, the ocean on one side, the city on the other—two worlds, separate but always together, like me and the visions I can’t quite shake.

I set off, my breath falling into a steady rhythm as the sand now crunches beneath my feet. The world feels quieter here. A far cry from the chaos of the office I barely call home, where I get lost in the noise of people looking for answers they never really want. At least here, the questions are real.

I pass the early risers—locals mostly, getting in their laps before the heat of the day. But then, as I near the part of the beach where the tourists start gathering, I feel it. That little pull in my chest, like something’s about to slip out of the cracks in my mind. I don’t slow down. You never slow down when the psychic flashes come. You just let them flood over you, quick and sharp, like a storm breaking the dam.

A couple—mid-thirties, both of them slightly tanned, smiles wide, hand-in-hand. The woman is gazing at the horizon, the man looking at her. But I don’t see them as they are. I see them as they will be. In a few months, the man’s hand will slip from hers, a quiet severance, the kind that no one ever talks about. The woman will cry in the bathroom of a hotel room, but she’ll never say why. It’s not the affair that gets her, but the silence that follows. It’s always the silence.

I keep running.

A group of college-aged girls—loud, laughing, their bikinis bright against the sun’s early glow. One of them, the blonde with the straw hat, her eyes flicker with uncertainty, like she’s waiting for something, though she doesn’t know what it is. I don’t even need to touch her aura to know: she’s pregnant. But she doesn’t know it yet. The cycle is off, she’s been drinking, not thinking straight, and when she finds out, she’ll look at the pregnancy test in disbelief, before the panic sets in. She’ll consider an abortion, but then she won’t. Instead, she’ll run off somewhere far away, far enough that no one can find her.

Another flash.

A man—dark hair, mid-forties, eyes shaded by dark sunglasses, walking along the beach like he owns it. He’s wearing a simple button-up shirt, untucked, linen pants. He smiles at the tourists, but it’s an empty smile. I see him clearly in my mind’s eye—not just the man walking in front of me, but his whole life: the betrayal from a friend, a business deal that goes wrong. I see him on the phone later, his hands shaking, trying to fix something that can’t be fixed. I feel his desperation, but he won’t let it show on his face. Too proud for that.

A jogger ahead of me, moving slow. She’s older, silver hair in a ponytail, athletic for her age, though the weight of her joints tells me her body’s slowing down. She’s alone, but she’s not. I see the shadow of a man, standing at a distance, just far enough out of view that she thinks she’s safe. But I know. I see the obsession in his eyes, the way he’s been watching her for weeks, learning her routine, knowing just when she’ll be on this stretch of beach. His intentions are darker than she suspects, and I don’t have to know him to know what he’ll do.

I don’t stop. I can’t stop. The flash of images comes fast—too fast to sort through, like fragments of a broken mirror. I try to focus, to hold on to each one, but they’re slipping, evaporating, like water through my fingers. It’s not the first time, and it won’t be the last. The flashes come whenever they want to, always uninvited, always unannounced. They leave me reeling, nauseous.

And then, a child.

A little boy, no older than seven, sprints ahead of his father, who’s too distracted, eyes fixed on the bikini-clad women further down the beach. He doesn’t see the boy darting toward the water. The boy’s laughter rings out, innocent and carefree, as he races toward the waves. But I see it—the moment he trips, just a little too far from the shore, his tiny feet stumbling into the deeper water. Before anyone can stop him, the waves pull him under. The parents don’t notice, too busy with their own world. The scream will rise, but it will be too late. Or so it seems. But at the very last moment, the father turns, finally aware of the danger. He lunges, grabbing the boy’s arm, pulling him back from the edge of the sea. The child gasps, coughing, safe. The parents will forget the terror, will chalk it up to luck. But the scar of that moment—the deep breath of relief, the suddenness of the near loss—will stay with the boy forever.

I snap my gaze back to the path ahead, forcing the image out of my mind, but it lingers. Always lingers. There’s no way to outrun it. Not the guilt. Not the feeling that I could have done something. If I could just reach into these flashes, grab onto one and make it real, make it stop—maybe then I wouldn’t feel like a ghost wandering through someone else’s life.

I slow my pace. The visions are fading for now, but it won’t last. It never does. The beach is waking up, more people arriving, more noise, more life, and I’m just another figure in the background, moving between them, watching them but never really seeing them.

I’m not like them, and I never will be.

I jog past a beachside cafe, the smell of coffee drifting into the air. A few tables are already set up for the day, tourists milling about, some reading the paper. A woman in a white sundress glances up at me, her eyes widening for a split second. Something in me tells me she knows. She knows about me, about what I am. But the flash is gone before I can focus on it. It’s like trying to hold onto smoke.

The city is waking up. The world keeps moving, full of people, full of lives, and I’m just... here. Just a man who sees things he shouldn’t, who knows things he can’t change, trapped between realities, like a needle stuck in a groove.

It’s a hell of a way to live, but hell, it’s the only one I’ve got.

***
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The jog back home is familiar, almost too familiar. The kind of exercise that makes you feel like you’re not really going anywhere, just moving for the sake of movement. The Gold Coast morning is thick with humidity, the kind of sticky air that makes you sweat before you even start moving. It’s one of those mornings where the light feels wrong, like someone tried to shove the sun through a haze of smoke. Nothing crisp about it—just the faintest promise of warmth that never quite lives up to expectations.

Chef, as he’s affectionately known on the Gold Coast, owns the house. Dan, a Michelin-starred chef, rents out a large bedroom with an ensuite to me. When I first arrived on the Coast, I saw an ad in the local paper and met Dan. We immediately hit it off. He works nights and needed someone in the house for security reasons, so it made sense.

My beach shack is a short jog from the sand, just far enough that the jog back feels like a half-hearted victory. It’s nothing special—shoddy old wood, a couple of broken tiles in the bathroom, a door that sticks—but it’s clean. And it’s close enough to the ocean that I can pretend I’ve got something real in this fractured city. I shove the door open, barely making it inside before I kick off my shoes and peel off my sweaty clothes.

Chef’s room is closed. I can hear his snoring, muffled from behind the door. He won’t be awake for hours—doesn’t get home until well after 3 a.m. when he’s finished closing the restaurant, then spends another hour or two with his mates drinking away whatever was left of the night’s energy.

I step into the shower, the coolness of the water shocking, but it cuts through the layer of sweat, making me feel alive. There’s something about it—the sting of it—that’s the only thing real in this town. No visions. No lies. Just water running over my skin.

After a few minutes, I turn the water off, drying myself off and dressing in a plain, white T-shirt and a crisp pair of jeans. It’s casual, I don’t need to impress anyone. Not anymore.

I grab a mug from the counter and pour myself what’s left of the stale coffee. It’s strong enough to burn the back of my throat, but that’s how I take it. Don’t have time for anything else. Chef’s coffee machine is more of a prop than a functional thing anyway. But it does the job.

The door creaks as I push it open and step into the morning heat. The street is busier now, with tourists looking for breakfast and locals on their way to work. The air hums with the low murmur of conversations and the shuffle of footsteps. I move through it all without really seeing anyone, focused on the café ahead, the one I always go to. It’s nothing special—just a hole-in-the-wall joint right by the beach. The kind of place that doesn’t try too hard, that’s content with being exactly what it is. And I like it that way.

It’s just ahead, not far. I can see the café’s sign swinging lazily in the breeze, its neon lights still flickering faintly. The smell of something warm, something familiar, wafts over the street, mixing with the salt of the ocean. It’s comforting in a way. But something feels off today.

I’m halfway there when it hits—a sudden flash in my mind, a snap of vision that doesn’t belong. A memory.

“Janush, you need to come back tomorrow night. I’ll have it ready for you then. A new identity—driver’s licence, passport, and a bank account. Everything you’ll need to disappear. You’ve made enough of a mess here. It’s time to go.”

My father’s voice again, clear in my head. For a moment, it feels like he’s right there beside me. He was always like that—calm, collected, speaking in a way that made me feel like I had to listen. He always had the answers. Even if I didn’t understand the questions.

“Shave your beard, dye your hair. No more suits, Janush. You need to blend in, change the way you look, the way you walk. Get out of Sydney, before they find you. The police are going to start asking questions, and you can’t afford to be around when they do.”

I push the thought aside as I reach the café.

It’s the same as it always is. The waitress behind the counter is the same, the old man in the corner still sipping his coffee with his back to the wall. It’s not the kind of place that’s ever busy, but it’s comfortable. Simple.

I slide into my usual seat by the window, one that faces out onto the beach, though I can’t bring myself to focus on it now. The people walk by, a few tourists, the occasional jogger, their steps all drowned out by the low hum of my thoughts.

The waitress comes over, barely looking up from her notepad.

“The usual?” she asks.

“Yeah,” I reply, my voice low. “Two eggs on toast, sausages, grilled tomato on sourdough with a double shot latte and fresh orange juice.”

She doesn’t ask anything else, just nods and walks away.

The thought surfaces again, uninvited.

"Get out of Sydney, fast. The day after tomorrow, Janush. Don’t ask questions. Just do it. Trust me on this."

I know exactly why I had to leave. I don’t need reminding. But that’s the thing with certain memories—they have a way of clawing their way to the surface, even when you try to bury them. And that one, the reason I fled, is better off buried. My hand tenses, my jaw tightens. I try to shove the thought back down, but it doesn’t want to stay there. It never does.

I shudder, feeling the weight of it like a cold hand pressing against my chest.

I sit there, staring at the ocean, my eyes fixed on the rolling waves but not really seeing them. The memory lingers, sharp at first, but then it begins to fade, like a bruise healing over time. The pain dulls, receding slowly, though it’s never gone completely. It just sits in the background, a quiet hum in the back of my mind, waiting to flare up again when I least expect it.

***
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The ocean. It's calm today, the waves lazily slapping at the shore, like they don’t have a care in the world. “Life doesn’t get any better than this,” I mutter under my breath, though I know it’s a lie. It never really does get better. Not for people like me. The ones who’ve seen too much, heard too much, felt too much. You get used to the idea that whatever you want—whatever you think you deserve—will always be just out of reach.

I look at him, trying not to let my heart beat faster. I know what he means, though he’s careful not to say it outright. It’s all planned. New identity. New life. But it’s not the kind of thing you ask too many questions about. You just accept it, like a bad taste in your mouth. I’m not sure what I hate more—the secrecy, or the feeling that I’ve been here too long.

I hate my father’s house. The air is always thick with tension. He leans forward, fingers tapping the table rhythmically, like he’s trying to drum something into my skull. He’s a criminal lawyer, top of his game in Sydney, but there’s always something in his eyes when he talks to me, something that says this life isn’t for you.

His voice breaks through the haze in my head. “Leave Sydney tomorrow, Janush. No questions. Pack up and go. I’ll handle everything here—your practice, the clients, all of it. You’re done here. Finished. It’s over.”

I should’ve said something, argued back. But I don’t. It’s never been that simple with him. “There’s money enough in the bank account,” he says, his voice low, like he's whispering a secret. “Enough for you to start a new life.”

A new life. Is that what this is? The question lingers in my chest, but I can’t bring myself to ask. His eyes narrow, and I know there’s more coming. “You’re a disappointment to me, Janush. But I guess the law was never for you. If you can make a quid reading people’s minds, or whatever it is you do, go for it. But leave tomorrow. Forget the law, forget all this. It’s time for something else. You’re done with Sydney. You’re finished here.”

I don’t argue. I don’t even know how to. His words hang in the air, heavy with finality, and I can feel the weight of it all, the kind of weight that presses on your chest until you can’t breathe.

“Another coffee, darling?” The waitress’s voice is light, cutting through my thoughts. I nod without looking at her, the motion automatic. She’s here to serve me, not to ask questions. A simple transaction.

“Thanks,” I mutter, not sure if I even mean it. She smiles again, turning to leave, and I get the sense that she’s waiting for me to say something. Something personal. Something that’s not about food. But I don’t. I’ve stopped talking. Not to people like her, anyway.

I remember 12:05 p.m., April 1st, 1992. April Fool’s Day, six months ago. I land on the Gold Coast, the sun blinding, the heat thick and oppressive. My shoes hit the pavement with a soft thud as I walk through the main street, the noise of the city a hum in the background. It’s all a blur, but in the middle of it, there's one thing that’s clear: this place isn’t home. It’s a hiding spot. An escape.

Four weeks later. I stand in front of a run-down office building, a sign out front reading “Jackson King, Psychic.” I stare at the sign, my reflection flickering across its cracked surface.

Jackson King. Sounds so regal. A king. The name feels like a costume, something I’ve worn that doesn’t quite fit, but I don’t have the luxury of questioning it now. I never liked my real name—Janush—too much weight, too many ties to things I wanted to forget. So Jackson King it is. A fresh start. An empty name to match the empty life I’m trying to build.

I glance out the window. The Gold Coast isn’t exactly what I imagined. The palm trees, the tourists, the glitzy hotels all seem like a front for something darker, something more broken. But I’m here now. This office, this name, they’re all I have left.

I walk inside, my footsteps echoing in the hollow hallway. The building smells like old wood and dust, like no one’s bothered to clean in years. It’s a far cry from the sleek, sterile law offices I once worked in, but there’s something oddly comforting about the decay. I’ve never been one for polish. Never been one for pretending to be something I’m not.

The door to my office creaks as I push it open. The space is small—barely big enough for a desk, a couple of mismatched chairs, and a lamp that flickers like it’s holding on to the last bit of life it has. It’s not much, but it’s mine. The sign outside is my only claim to anything resembling success.

The sound of clinking mugs and the murmur of conversation swirl around me, but I’m miles away. My fingers trace the rim of my coffee cup, the warmth grounding me in the present, while my mind drifts back to the past.

I think about how lucky I am, how lucky I was to escape. To escape Sydney. To escape my family. My father’s suffocating expectations. The law, that rigid, unforgiving world that I was always supposed to fit into. That was never me, and deep down, I think I always knew that. But it didn’t matter. I didn’t have a choice. The law wasn’t something I picked. It was just something I inherited, like a heavy coat draped over my shoulders, too tight and uncomfortable, but I wore it anyway.

And now, I’m here. At this café. Drinking coffee. Not looking over my shoulder. No more courtrooms. No more suits or legal briefs. No more pretending to be the man my father wanted me to be.

It’s strange, isn’t it? How freedom can feel like both a gift and a burden.

I allow myself a moment to breathe, letting the weight of it all settle into the space between my ribs. The psychic thing—it’s real, in its own way. It’s not magic, but it’s something. Something I’ve always had but was too afraid to touch. Too afraid to believe in. But here, now, in this new life, I can.

“Hey, are you okay?” The waitress’s voice interrupts the thought, snapping me back to the present. She’s standing there with my coffee in her hand, smiling, watching me carefully.

“Yeah,” I say, a smile that feels out of place pulling at the corner of my mouth. “Just thinking.”

“You have a great day, then.”

I take a sip of the coffee, feeling the heat burn the back of my throat. Nothing ever stays the same. Nothing ever sticks. You just have to keep moving, keep running away from everything that’s real, and maybe you’ll end up somewhere else. Maybe you’ll find what you’re looking for. Or maybe you’ll just end up dead on the side of the road, like everyone else.

I put my spoon down and look out at the horizon. There's a sense of inevitability in the air, thick enough to choke on, and I don’t have the energy to fight it anymore.

Maybe I’m not supposed to know what’s coming next.

***
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I pay the bill and step out of the café, the cool breeze from the ocean biting at my skin. The morning light feels like it’s trying too hard to warm the world, casting harsh shadows over everything. The tourists are already out, strolling down the strip in their sunblock-scented oblivion. They’re laughing, snapping pictures, pretending to care about the view of the sea. Most of them won’t even remember the Gold Coast in a year, and even if they did, it would be a blur. A vacation memory, no more vivid than a photograph left to fade in a drawer somewhere.

The sound of heels clicking on the pavement breaks the monotony—a couple of hospitality workers, eyes heavy, making their way to whatever overpriced café or restaurant they’ll be serving at today. I know the drill. I know how they feel. A lifetime of serving others, watching people live while you’re stuck, stuck in the same small place, wearing the same uniform, pretending to care. I didn’t have that life, but I could see it from a distance, like a dead man watching his own funeral.

I pass the usual hotels, the towering high-rises that feel more like monuments to the kind of life I once thought I might want. Or maybe it was just the kind of life I was supposed to want. There’s a difference. You’re supposed to want success, to climb the ladder, to have the big office with the ocean view. But when you’ve been around long enough, you realize those things don’t fill the void. They just cover it up, a nice layer of makeup over a gaping wound.

I turn a corner and see the building I always pass but never look at closely. It’s a nondescript, square structure, wedged between two others. The kind of place that’s easy to miss unless you know exactly what you’re looking for. And I do. I’ve seen the Rolls Royces and the Bentleys. I’ve seen the Ferraris, Lamborghinis, Maseratis, and Aston Martins: the expensive cars that line up to drop their well-dressed passengers off at the door. I know the game. I don’t need to go inside. It’s an illegal casino, and I have no interest in the people who play at tables where the stakes are always higher than the players’ souls can handle.

I keep walking, my feet hitting the pavement rhythmically, almost on autopilot, until I reach the building on the other side of the laneway—my office. The sign above the door says “Psychic” in chipped, faded letters, a relic from a bygone era. The building is old, probably dating back to the 1940s. The brickwork is cracked, but it’s been maintained—cleaned up and kept intact, as if someone were trying to preserve it, even if no one really cared to notice.

Inside, the air is thick with dust and old paper, the kind of place where time seems to stop, but the decay keeps going. The smell of musty wood and stale coffee hangs in the corners like an unwanted guest. My office is just as old as the building, with a heavy wooden desk piled high with papers and files. Some are neat, others in disarray, a portrait of my own disorganized mind. The walls are bare, save for a cheap painting of some seaside scene that always struck me as too perfect, too clean. I can almost feel the artist’s desperation for approval in the stiff brushstrokes.

I sit down at my desk and glance at the old clock on the wall. It reads 9:45 AM. The hands don’t move as quickly as I wish they would, but then again, time has a way of dragging when you’re just waiting for something to happen. The first client will be here at 10. It’s always like this—people coming in, asking for answers, as though I hold some magic key to their problems. But really, it’s always the same. The same empty questions, the same empty souls, the same desperate need to feel that someone outside themselves can tell them what they’re supposed to do with their pathetic, broken lives.

I lean back in my chair and close my eyes. I know why they come. They come because they need answers. They come because they’re stuck—stuck in jobs they hate, relationships that suffocate them, lives they don’t want but can’t seem to leave behind. Most people are like that. They want to change, but they don’t know how. And so they look for someone to give them a way out. A lifeline. Someone who can tell them, This is what you should do. This is how you can fix it. It doesn’t matter if that person is real or not. It doesn’t matter if they’re a psychic, a guru, or a therapist—they just need to feel like someone out there sees them, hears them, understands their pain.

I was that person. The one who listens, the one who looks into their eyes and tells them what they want to hear. And if I’m being honest, sometimes I need it too. I need to feel like I’m something more than a guy sitting behind an old desk in a dusty office, waiting for the clock to tick away another hour of my life. But the truth is, there’s no magic in it. There’s no secret power that comes with seeing the future. I see people’s hopes, their fears, their regrets. I see it all, but it doesn’t make me special. It just makes me tired.

The phone on my desk rings, snapping me out of my thoughts. I don’t hesitate, picking it up with the practiced ease of someone who’s used to dealing with distractions.

“Jackson King, Psychic,” I say, the words falling from my lips like a practiced lie.

I open my desk drawer and glance at the hidden photograph—a picture of Victoria, an older woman I meet every Thursday at 3 p.m. She’s smiling in the photo, but I know better than to take it at face value. People smile because they think it’s what you want to see. They smile because it’s easier than showing you the truth. The truth is always hidden behind the smile. Always buried under layers of bullshit and pretense. And I’ve learned the hard way not to trust anyone who smiles too much.

A knock on my door. The sound breaks through the haze of my thoughts, sharp and sudden, like an intruder in a quiet room. My hand moves instinctively to the desk drawer, fingers brushing over the cold metal picture frame before I close it firmly, locking the photo of Victoria away. It’s a small thing, a slip of paper in a cheap frame hidden in the corner, but I can’t shake the weight it carries. For a moment, the absence of her smile feels like a hole in the air. I take a deep breath and push it aside, knowing the world doesn’t stop for personal ghosts.

“Come in,” I say, my voice steadier than I feel. 

The door creaks open, and the moment passes. My first client for the day. She’s in her early thirties, hair pulled back in a tight ponytail, dressed in business casual, but there’s something frantic about her. Something in the way she walks, the way she looks around the room like she’s searching for something. I can see it in her eyes, the same thing I’ve seen in so many others—an overwhelming desire for answers.

She sits down across from me, but she doesn’t say anything at first. Just stares, waiting. The silence between us stretches out like a long, unbroken thread.

I lean forward, folding my arms on the desk, and give her a soft smile. “What brings you in today?” I ask, already knowing the answer. It’s always the same question.

She hesitates for a moment before speaking. “I... I don’t know what to do. My life, it just feels stuck. I’m not where I thought I’d be, and I’m not sure how to move forward.” Her voice trembles slightly, and I can feel the weight of her words pressing down on me, like she’s searching for something—someone—to tell her it’s going to be okay.

I nod. My mind already drifting. Stuck. That was the word of the day. Every day. It was the word that would haunt us both for the next hour, and maybe longer. I know how this will go. I’ll tell her what she wants to hear. I’ll tell her she can change, that the future is hers for the taking, that the answer is just one decision away. And then I’ll fill in the details. Then I’ll give her the answers. And she’ll be happy.

The door clicks shut behind her.

Next.
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I’ve been in Surfers for six months now, but it’s hard to leave the past behind when it’s clinging to you like a wet coat. But I do it. I leave Sydney, the law practice, the city that had been suffocating me for too long. I throw away a career—throw away a life—and take a one-way ticket to Surfers Paradise, hoping to shake the ghosts, hoping they won't follow me here. But I know better. They always catch up. They always find you, no matter how far you run.

The problem with family is that you can never outrun them, not really. No matter where you go, they’re there—lurking in the corners of your mind, casting shadows that stretch far longer than the distance between you and the past. My father, especially. I can still see him now, sitting in that expensive leather chair of his office in Sydney, his Armani suit fitting him like a uniform, an armor, a mask. He was a criminal lawyer—one of the best in the city—and I was supposed to follow in his footsteps. It was the plan, laid out like a blueprint that I never asked for, but one I was expected to follow anyway.

I didn’t know back then, though, that the plan was a lie. A lie wrapped in ambition, expectations, and a hefty paycheck. I can almost hear him now, the way his voice sounded when he told me, “Janush, you can’t afford to waste your time on nonsense. Real power is in the law. In the rules. Forget all that mumbo-jumbo psychic nonsense. That’s just fantasy.”

And for years, I tried to be that man he wanted me to be. I stuffed my gift into a box and locked it away, telling myself I could live without it. I could be like everyone else. I could forget the faces that flashed in my head, the whispers that came when I walked down the street. I could just ignore it all, drown it out with late-night shifts at the office, drowning myself in work and in the cheap whiskey I drank to keep the shaking at bay. It was easier that way—blending in, pretending to be just another man in a suit, keeping my head low and my instincts buried.

But it wasn’t enough. No matter how much I tried to please him, to be the good son who wore the right tie and shook the right hands, I could never escape the whispers in my head. I wasn’t like him, and I was never going to be. I had the gift—whatever the hell that was—but I couldn’t live with it. So I ran. I left Sydney, packed up my law degree and my failed attempt at a life, and found myself in Surfers Paradise, hoping the sea air would somehow purge me of the suffocating weight of his expectations.

I guess you could say I was running away from myself, but it wasn’t just me I was running from. It was him. His ghost. And more. Much more.

I thought this new life would be different. I thought, maybe, if I started fresh, I could finally escape him. I could find something real—something that was mine and mine alone. But even here, in this run-down office on a quiet alleyway in Surfers Paradise, I can’t escape. The damn gift is still there, like a presence in the room, a constant reminder that no matter how far I run, I will never be able to outrun myself. Or him.

Sometimes, I sit in my office late at night and close my eyes. The visions come then, unbidden, like the slow tide rolling in. Faces flash before me—strangers, people I’ve never seen before, but they’re so real, I can almost touch them. And in the middle of all that chaos, his voice creeps in, cold and detached, as if he were sitting across from me in the darkness. “What are you doing with your life, Jackson? Is this really how you want to end up? A washed-up psychic, scraping by in some hole-in-the-wall office?”

I used to think I could shut it off—control it, suppress it. But the harder I tried, the worse it got. Like a wound that wouldn’t stop bleeding, a voice that wouldn’t stop talking.

I could still hear his words, still see his face, every time I closed my eyes. And even though I’d left Sydney behind, even though I thought I had some kind of freedom now, he was still there—just out of reach, like a shadow I couldn’t escape.

I was meant to be something else—something bigger, something more important. Or so he said. But I never felt that way. I didn’t feel like a lawyer, or the son of one. I felt like a fraud, a kid who’d played dress-up his whole life, pretending to be someone he wasn’t. The psychic stuff, it was easier to pretend didn’t exist. But in the back of my mind, I knew it was there, pulsing beneath the surface like a ticking clock, just waiting for the moment I couldn’t ignore it any longer.

It was funny, really. In a sick sort of way. I spent so many years trying to run from him, from the life I thought I was supposed to live. But in the end, it was all just pointless. Because here I am, in Surfers Paradise, playing the part of a small-time psychic, but the ghost of my father is still with me. Still watching, still judging.

I wonder sometimes if it’s better to leave the gift behind altogether. To just walk away from it, leave it in the past. But I’ve tried that already. And it didn’t work. It never works. Because when you’re given something, when you’re born with it, it doesn’t just go away. No matter how far you run, it’s always right there, whispering in your ear.

I don’t know what the hell I’m doing. Maybe I was supposed to be someone else. Maybe I wasn’t meant to be here. But no matter how much I try to convince myself otherwise, I’m still Janush—the son of a criminal lawyer, the man with the gift. And there’s no escaping that.

And then, just like that, the visions start again. Faces I don’t recognize. People who aren’t real, but who feel real. I’m not ready for this again—not yet, not after everything I’ve been through. But there’s no escaping it. The past never really lets you go. Not when it’s in your blood.

It’s funny how things work out, isn’t it? You think you’ve escaped, but all you’ve really done is move the ghosts to a new place.

***
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I have a sister. Lena. She’s a few years younger than me, always the kind of person who tried to keep things together on the surface, pretending like everything was fine. But I always knew. I could see the cracks in her perfect façade long before anyone else did. Her husband, Boris, was the kind of man who could charm anyone, flash a smile, shake hands, and be the life of the






















[image: image]









[image: image]




































































[image: image]




















[image: image]


























[image: image]




























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





