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Chapter One

 


This is a really, really bad idea.

The room was dark, lit only by candles and
glowsticks, giving it a grotto-like appearance. Across the table,
she could see the party host Nicole lit from underneath by a tea
light; in the center of the table was a laminated Ouija board,
planchette at the ready.

Tatum forced herself not to roll her
eyes.

This is going to be the most pointless thing
I have ever done.

But this was the way things went at Nicole’s
parties.

 


****

Earlier

It had all started out so promisingly.

Mirror light—straight. Straighteners plugged
in. Good to go.

Tatum Fox had scrutinized herself in the
mirror and lifted the straighteners, her wavy bobbed hair hanging
in a multi-shaded pink fuzz.

Everything else was perfect. Brown eyes
rimmed with kohl, dark red lipstick, the perfect shade of tan
foundation, cat whiskers drawn on to go with her costume, the
cat-ear headband lying on her desk. All she needed to do was fix
her hair, and she’d be ready for the party.

From the room next door, she could hear
trance music blasting as her best friend and housemate Natalie sang
along, no doubt doing the same thing she was. They were both hair
stylists, after all, and Natalie had won competitions for her
styles before—obviously their hair had to be perfect before they
went out anywhere. It was practically a moral imperative.

And it was always important to look your
best for Nicole’s yearly costume party.

She had known Nicole ever since they had
both been trainees at college. Nicole had chosen to go into beauty
and now worked as a make-up artist; she liked to throw themed
parties and decorate both herself and her flat lavishly at least
once a month. Costume parties were a good excuse for her to go
wild. Last year she had turned the place into a beach scene, much
to the annoyance of her housemates, and had created herself an
elaborate hula girl outfit. Tatum’s own costume of a Pink Lady had
received a few compliments, but had been nothing by comparison.

With careful strokes, she had worked on
straightening her hair, hairspray at hand, snatches of conversation
from outside breaking through Natalie’s music. Their other two
housemates Macie and Bronte were staying in tonight. They were
having a full-on pampering session with face masks and
champagne.

For herself, Tatum preferred to be out.

The door burst open and Natalie appeared,
dressed from head to toe in a cheerleader outfit, her asymmetric
blonde hair tied up in bunches. She folded her arms impatiently as
Tatum finished the last section of hair. “Ready yet? I want to get
there before Harper does.”

“They’re sisters. She’s probably there
already setting up.”

“Bullshit. Harper never does anything she
doesn’t have to.”

Tatum arched an eyebrow at Natalie. “But you
do want her to do you, apparently.”

Natalie raised both eyebrows, upping the
ante. “And why not? We’re both single, and so are you since Dickbag
fucked off, so why shouldn’t we get some?”

Laying the straighteners down on the
counter, Tatum had yanked out the plug and turned back to face her.
“Yes, anyway, I’m ready. Did you book the cab?”

“Yeah, it’s on its way. Get moving.”

And she had.

They had arrived at the house to find the
party in full swing, the room filled with all manner of costumes.
At one end of the room a table groaned with food—decorated
cupcakes, chicken legs, cookies—as well as a whole host of bottles
and cans and a large punch bowl. Tatum had risked trying a glass
and nearly fell over backwards. There had to be a whole bottle of
absinthe in there.

Nicole had also pulled Tatum aside early on
and whispered in her ear. “I didn’t invite Jed. You don’t have to
worry.”

Tatum had stiffened slightly at the mention
of her ex-boyfriend. “Good. Thanks.”

“Like I would invite him after he fucked
Lucy. The man has no taste.”

Nicole had moved on, leaving Tatum slightly
startled but resigned. So Nicole hadn’t canceled Jed because he had
cheated on her. She had canceled him because he had slept
with one of her sisters. That was Nicole all over.

It was many drinks later that the
announcement was made.

“Hey, guys, I’ve got a great idea! Everyone
gather around the table. I went to a paranormal investigation last
month, and they gave me this.”

Which was how she had ended up sitting next
to Natalie around Nicole’s round table, watching Nicole set up a
Ouija board and regretting every minute of it.

This was a really, really bad idea.

Tatum had never been keen on Ouija boards.
It wasn’t so much that she believed in them—she was open to the
possibility, but that was as far as it went. It was that Ouija
boards were known to fuck with people’s heads. Things came out of
them that nobody expected, and everyone panicked.

She cast a glance at Nicole, remembering her
comment about Jed. It was good that he wasn’t here, at least,
whatever the reason behind it was. She had been veering between
wanting to see him and wanting to avoid him for some time. Even
though the memory of his betrayal made her stomach twist, there was
still a small part of her that missed having him there.

Missed having somebody there.

Because that was it, wasn’t it?

She and Jed had been together every day. He
was that sort of man, wanting all her attention. She hadn’t thought
much of it at the time, even though Natalie had told her it was a
red flag.

She could even remember what he had said the
first night they had sex. We’re both lonely. Let’s be lonely
together. But she hadn’t been alone when he was around.

And when he started spending more time apart
from her, she had missed him, but surely it was natural? Surely
couples weren’t supposed to be in each other’s pockets all the
time?

Except, of course, he had been cheating with
Lucy.

And while she didn’t regret ending things,
sometimes even having a bad boyfriend was better than no boyfriend
at all.

Still, she was meeting new people all the
time. She was out nearly every night. It was better than staying at
home moping.

“You’re not into this, are you?”

The voice, low and male, cut through Tatum’s
thoughts. Automatically, she looked across the table at its owner,
wondering at the same time how she had even heard him. He was on
the other side of the table and conversation was going on all
around them, yet she had heard him as clearly as if he had spoken
directly into her ear.

She didn’t recognize him. His dark hair was
slicked back, revealing high cheekbones and a chiseled jaw, a
surprisingly modelesque face she was sure she would have remembered
if she had seen him before. Ice blue eyes were focused on hers, a
mysterious smile flickering on his lips.

“It’s not my thing, but I’ll go with
it.”

“Mine neither.” His smile broadened just a
little. “I’m Zack, by the way.”

“Tatum.”

His voice was still low, deep, and yet
seemed to be cutting through the surrounding noise as though
directly connected to her ear. Nobody else seemed to be paying
attention.

“Ouija boards are an uncontrolled medium.
Too many people, not enough care, not enough … respect.” Zack threw
a glance at Nicole, who was swigging from a glass of punch.
“Anything could go wrong.”

“So why are you doing it?” Tatum knew the
question could have been directed equally at herself, but somehow
she found herself wanting to know the answer.

Zack arched an eyebrow. “Somebody has
to be in control.”

His eyes were still locked on hers, and
Tatum felt a dark flush cover her face. To have somebody’s
attention so tightly focused on her made something tingle low in
her gut.

Jed had never been interested in her this
way, even when he wanted sex.

Out of the corner of her eye she could see
Natalie sitting next to Harper, Nicole’s cute uber-blonde sister,
flicking her hair flirtatiously as she spoke to her. Good. Natalie
had been chasing Harper for weeks, and she had been single for
months. It would do her good to finally get what she wanted.

She knew Natalie would say the same about
her, and she was already wondering if Zack might be what she
wanted. At least for tonight.

Nicole’s voice cut through her thoughts.

“Okay, everybody, one finger on the
planchette. Let’s do this.”

Before Tatum could drag her eyes away from
Zack’s, she saw him wink. Then he looked down at the planchette,
reaching across the table, and Tatum mirrored the action
automatically.

I bet this doesn’t even work.

Nicole’s voice dropped to a spooky, low
whisper. “Is there anybody here with us tonight?”

A gasp ran around the table as the
planchette quivered, then slowly moved to YES.

Tatum slid her eyes toward Nicole’s face,
searching for clues. Is she pushing it?

If Nicole was cheating, it was impossible to
tell. Her expression was one of drunken glee.

“Can you spell out your name for us?”

The planchette slowly moved onto NO.

“No?” Nicole tilted her head mockingly.
“Maybe you don’t know how to spell?”

The planchette remained on NO.

“Nicole.” Zack turned to look at her, his
face serious. “Don’t provoke it.”

“Oh, please.” Nicole waved him off. “It’s
just a bit of fun.”

“Nicole.” Zack’s voice was starting
to grow colder. “Stop it.”

Nicole turned back to the planchette, which
was still quivering in place. If anything, she seemed spurred on by
Zack’s interruption.

“Come on then. Am I making you mad? Let’s
see what you can do.”

Tatum felt something spasm in her gut.
Something was wrong.

“Go on,” Nicole taunted. “Possess someone
here. Can you do that? You can’t, can you?”

In one swift movement, the planchette shot
across the board. Nicole lurched across the table in an attempt to
keep her finger on it, but a second later it had moved again,
darting from letter to
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