
[image: ]

The Secret in the Séance Society

Colophon

Copyright

© 2026 Fatih Pomakoglu. All Rights Reserved.

Contact: fatihpomakoglu@gmail.com

No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the author.

AI Usage Disclosure

During the writing process of this book, assistance was provided by an AI assistant in the stages of idea development, planning, and research. The final content and creative decisions belong to the author.

Fatih Pomakoglu – FMP –


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

The Secret in the Séance Society

Sign up for Fatih Pomakoglu's Mailing List

Also By Fatih Pomakoglu

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Secret in the Séance Society

[image: ]


London, 1925. It was Thursday evening, and after lighting the last candle, Beatrice Thornton stepped back to survey the drawing room.

The round mahogany table stood perfectly centered. Six chairs arranged around it seemed ready to welcome invisible guests. Thick velvet curtains completely muffled the street sounds, shrouding the room in dim silence. Flickering light from the Art Deco wall sconces danced across the crystal chandelier above.

Beatrice touched the locket at her throat. The silver surface felt warm beneath her fingertips. Her only inheritance from her father. Twelve years had passed since his death, but whenever she wore the locket, she could almost feel his hand on her shoulder. Inside was a small photograph: the two of them together, herself at eighteen, both smiling.

"Everything appears ready, madam."

The voice came from the doorway. Percival approached with his usual silent footsteps. Despite being sixty-five, the upright butler carried a tray of silver tea service. He had worked in this house for ten years, and Beatrice had never seen him flustered.

"When will the guests arrive?" Beatrice asked, glancing at herself in the mirror. Simple black dress, the locket her only ornament. Mediums should avoid ostentation.

"All will be here within half an hour, madam. Sir Reginald will arrive first, as always." Percival placed the tea service on the side table. "Sergeant Moore might wish to come early as well. It will be his first séance."

Beatrice smiled slightly. Sir Reginald was famous for his punctuality. Perhaps he was seeking refuge from his creditors, who could say? He had been attending séances for three years, always asking the same question: what had his deceased wife wanted to tell him?

She moved to the window. Street lamps had just been lit. Thin rain traced patterns on the glass. A car stopped below, its door opening. Was someone arriving early or merely a neighbor? She couldn't distinguish.

She cupped the locket in her palm. Her father's voice came back to her: "People believe what they want to believe, Beatrice. Give them what they want."

Tonight would not be like other nights. She didn't know that yet.

Percival's voice interrupted her reverie: "Madam, Miss Holloway will also come today. The painter. I mentioned your locket the other day—she was very interested."

Beatrice frowned. "Why did you mention it?"

"Forgive me, madam. I only said how valuable it is. No harm done, I hope?"

Beatrice didn't answer. Her finger traced the locket's surface. Perhaps Percival was right, no harm done. But somewhere inside, she felt a slight unease.

The drawing room door knocked.

"Shall I answer it?" Percival asked.

Beatrice nodded. She touched the locket one last time, letting it rest against her dress. Then she moved to her place at the table, sat down, folded her hands in her lap, and took a deep breath.

The Thursday séance was about to begin.

The knock at the door repeated, more insistent this time.

Percival quickly left the drawing room. Beatrice folded her hands in her lap, trying to appear calm. The unease inside her hadn't passed, but she mustn't show it.

Footsteps approached. Percival opened the door partway and entered.

"Sir Reginald Whitmore, madam."

Behind him, a tall man with impeccably combed grey hair stepped into the room. In his early fifties, his posture remained as upright as a diplomat's. His dark grey suit was expensive, but the cuffs were slightly worn.

"Dear Beatrice," Sir Reginald said, extending his hand. "What a pleasure to see you again."

Beatrice rose and shook his hand. "Sir Reginald, punctual as always."

"Punctuality is the politeness of kings, they say." He smiled, but his eyes didn't. "Are we a crowd this evening?"

"We have three guests. Yourself, Sergeant Moore, and Miss Holloway."

Sir Reginald's eyebrows lifted slightly. "Holloway... The painter?"

"Yes, do you know her?"

"I've heard the name. They say she's a rising talent." He fidgeted with his coat buttons. "I hope she respects the privacy of our séances."

Before Beatrice could respond, the door knocked again. Percival hurried out, returning a moment later carrying an umbrella and a wet coat. Behind him stood a tall young woman.

Miss Vivian Holloway was shaking raindrops from her skirt. Though twenty-nine, her eyes held a sharpness beyond her years. Her dark curly hair was disheveled, as if she'd run her fingers through it repeatedly.

"I'm sorry I'm late," she said breathlessly. "The rain was unforgiving."

Beatrice smiled. "Not at all, Miss Holloway. You've arrived precisely on time."

Vivian's eyes wandered around the room. Upon seeing Sir Reginald, she nodded slightly, then her gaze fixed on the locket. She hesitated a moment.

"How beautiful," she whispered.

Beatrice instinctively touched her neck. "Thank you. A family heirloom."

"The details are incredible. The craftsmanship..." Vivian stepped forward, but Sir Reginald intervened.

"Shouldn't we begin the séance? Are we waiting for Sergeant Moore?"

At that moment, the door knocked a third time. As Percival went to answer, Beatrice moved toward the table. "Please take your seats."

When Sergeant Frederick Moore entered, the others were already seated. His uniform was impeccable, but his expression was weary. In his early thirties, sandy-haired, a reticent man. His eyes scanned the room, then locked onto Beatrice.

"Sergeant Moore," Beatrice said softly. "Welcome. Please take the empty chair."

Frederick nodded, approaching the table. When he sat, his hands trembled on the tabletop; he immediately made fists.

Beatrice took a deep breath. "I am beginning the séance. Join hands and close your eyes."

The lights went out.

When the lights went out, the only illumination in the room came from the candles on the table.

Beatrice closed her eyes, breathing deeply. Her hands rested on the table, Sir Reginald to her right, Vivian to her left. Frederick sat directly across from her.

"I call to the spirits," Beatrice whispered. "Is there anyone who wishes to communicate with those in this room?"

Silence. Only the crackle of candles and a distant car.

Then Vivian's hand tightened slightly. Beatrice felt it but didn't react. Her eyes remained closed.

"I sense a presence," she murmured. "A soldier... A spirit recently returned from war..."

Frederick's breathing quickened. Beatrice could hear it.

"This spirit seeks someone," she continued. "A woman... Blonde, young..."

"Clara," Frederick whispered. Pain filled his voice.

Beatrice tilted her head. "Yes. She says Clara. She says she misses you."

Frederick's hand trembled on the table. Vivian had opened her eyes, watching Beatrice. In the candlelight, her face was tense with curiosity.

Then something happened in the room.

Beatrice felt it first: the locket at her throat moved slightly. As if someone had tugged its chain. She wanted to open her eyes but couldn't—she feared breaking character.

Then the lights went out completely.

The candles extinguished at once. The room was pitch black.

A chair creaked. Footsteps? Perhaps it was only the sound of her own heart.

"Remain calm," Beatrice said into the darkness. "Spirits sometimes draw energy. The candles may go out."

Her voice was steady, but her heart raced. The locket was no longer around her neck. She knew this with certainty.

A few seconds passed. They felt like minutes.

Then the candles reignited. No one understood how. As if an invisible hand had relit them.

Beatrice opened her eyes. Everyone was in their place. Sir Reginald, hands still on the table, expressionless. Vivian glancing around curiously. Frederick wiping his eyes, distracted.

Beatrice reached for her neck.

The locket was gone.

In its place, on the table, lay a familiar silver chain. But the locket had changed. It was new, shiny... A fake.

For a full minute, no one moved.

Beatrice looked at the fake locket on the table, then at her guests. Their faces danced in the candlelight. Sir Reginald was calm, Vivian curious, Frederick distracted.

"The séance is ended," Beatrice said, her voice harsher than intended.

Sir Reginald raised his eyebrows. "Ended rather early, hasn't it?"

"The spirits are tired." Beatrice stood up. "Percival, would you escort our guests?"

Percival appeared in the doorway, clearly having been standing there silently. "Of course, madam."

Vivian pointed at the chain on the table. "Your locket fell."

Beatrice attempted a smile. "Yes, I see."

Vivian looked as if she might say something more but stopped herself. She followed Sir Reginald out of the room. Frederick rose last, pausing at the door to look at Beatrice.

"Thank you," he said quietly. "Hearing Clara... It meant a great deal."

Beatrice inclined her head. "You're welcome, Sergeant."

After Frederick left, Beatrice closed the door and bolted it. Her hands were trembling.

She returned to the table and picked up the chain. Yes, it was definitely fake. Her father's locket was heavier, the silver more matte. This was new, cheap.

"Percival!" she called.

The butler appeared immediately. "Madam?"

"Have the guests left?"

"They're exiting through the garden gate. Sir Reginald arrived in his own car; I called taxis for the others."

Beatrice held up the chain. "Look."

Percival approached, putting on his spectacles. He examined it for a moment, then went pale.

"This... This isn't your locket, madam."

"I know." Beatrice leaned against the table. "It was stolen during the séance. In the darkness."

Percival's hands began to tremble. "But how? Who?"

Beatrice walked to the window. In the street, Sir Reginald's car was disappearing. Vivian was climbing into a taxi, waving. Frederick was walking, hands in his pockets, in the rain.

"Any of them could have done it," Beatrice said. "All three had the opportunity."

Percival was silent. Then he whispered, "Shall I call the police, madam?"

Beatrice shook her head. "No. I'll find it myself first."

She turned back, her eyes on the fake locket.

"First thing tomorrow morning, I'll visit Sir Reginald."

When Percival brought the tea, it was well past midnight.

Beatrice was still at the table. Before her lay a small notebook and a pencil. The fake locket sat beside her; she glanced at it as she took notes.

"Madam, will you not sleep at all?" Percival asked.

"I'll sleep later." Beatrice set down the pencil and took the teacup. "Sit down, Percival. Let's think together."

Percival hesitated, then sat in the chair across from her.

Beatrice began reading what she had written in the notebook:

"Sir Reginald Whitmore. In debt. Knows the locket's value. Has attended séances for three years, knows the house, the routines. Had opportunity: sat to my right, could have pulled the chain in the darkness."

Percival nodded. "But his hands were on the table, madam. I didn't see—"

"Hands were on the table, yes. But a momentary movement in the dark... You might not have seen." Beatrice continued:

"Sergeant Frederick Moore. Traumatized, distracted. What he experienced in the war is unknown. His financial situation? We don't know. Opportunity: sat directly across from me. Could have reached out in the darkness."

Percival frowned. "But why? To sell the locket for money? A soldier's pay might not be enough."

"Possibly." Beatrice moved to the third name:

"Vivian Holloway. Painter. Showed excessive interest in my locket before the séance. You told her about it, didn't you? Said 'how valuable' it was."

Percival looked ashamed. "Yes, madam. I'm very sorry."

"It doesn't matter now." Beatrice thought for a moment. "Vivian had opportunity too: she sat to my left. But why steal it? To sell? Or for some other reason?"

Percival hesitated. "Perhaps it's none of them, madam. Perhaps someone from outside... A thief..."

"Impossible." Beatrice shook her head. "The door was locked, the windows closed. There were four of us in that room: me, you, and three guests. The thief is one of them."

She looked toward the window. The rain had stopped.

"Tomorrow morning," she said with determination, "I'll start with Sir Reginald. Then I'll visit Frederick. I'll speak with Vivian last."

"Why last, madam?"

Beatrice picked up the fake locket, holding it to the light.

"Because I suspect her the most."

Morning sunlight painted the curtains
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