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My name is Cassidy Newbold, and I speak to dead people. Actually, that’s not strictly true. They speak to me.

This particular day, I sat in my favourite café, The Dandelion, on the high street in the village where I lived. I drank coffee, and a magazine lay open on the table before me. I engrossed myself in an article on Highclere Castle, where they filmed Downton Abbey.

The café door opened and a guy in leather squeaked past me as his all-in-one garment rubbed as he moved.

Voices murmured at the counter, and I only stopped reading when I heard the word, “Cassie.” Me.

The squeak returned, and a large hand pulled out the chair beside me. Immediately, the smell of the biker’s garment filled my nostrils, and I raised my gaze.

Opposite, a person whom I can only describe as a man-mountain, dressed head to toe in biker gear, sat and fixed his eyes upon me through his helmet.

The guy was huge! For a moment, all I could do was stare and wonder if he was an alien being.

His black all-in-one suit had stripes of blue on the elbows and shoulders. He reached up and removed his headgear.

A whoosh of ebony hair swung from side to side, although for me, it was in slow motion. 

I inhaled sharply as a spray of fresh shampoo scent hit the air. My pulse quickened, and I swallowed.

A sun-kissed complexion sat underneath silky tresses that contained rich, dark undertones. It only confirmed he had landed from a different planet.

Slowly, I let out my breath and swallowed again. My eyelids automatically fluttered at him, and for a beat, his ice-blue orbs locked me in place. Quickly, remembered to shut my mouth.

“I’m sorry to disturb you,” he said in a deep, rich tone that perfectly matched his stature.

He was disturbing me, only not in the way he meant.

“You’re Cassie Newbold?”

“I am.”

Placing his helmet on the table, Sue, the café manager, approached and gave him a mug of tea.

He almost seemed too big for the chair as his knees splayed out. He tucked his long legs beneath the seat in that nonchalant manner men use.

“I was given your name because we need a bit of help.”

When a handsome man-mountain talks to you for no reason, it’s hard to find words. He paused for a moment, and I could see him taking in my appearance. I straightened my back slightly. I ought to speak, or else he’ll think I’m an idiot.

“My brother and his wife just bought a house,” he continued. “Rachel is convinced it’s haunted.” He rolled his eyes upwards at that point. “She won’t move in, and Daniel is at the end of his tether. I had to step in to help.”

“I am not an exorcist,” I pointed out, at last finding my voice.

He grinned, showing a good set of pearly whites. “Do they exist?”

I shrugged. “I take it you’re not a believer?”

Man-Mountain shook his head. “Each to his own.”

“Or her own, as is in this case.” I picked up my mug of tea and took a sip whilst peering over the top at him.

He gave me a friendly smile and did the same.

For a moment, it was as if we were eyeing each other up. It made me think about what he saw. All hair Seb, my brother, says about me. My chestnut-coloured tresses are very long and wild, and today I left it loose, so it spanned down my back like a cloak.

The guy set down his mug and said, “I can pay you if that’s what you want?”

I chuckled and replaced mine on the table, too. “If I did this for money, I’d be a millionaire.”

Although one must exist, and I do get paid to hold séances and readings, but I didn’t want him to know that yet. I needed to suss him out before I laid out my cards, so to speak.

After all, this gift of mine could be unnerving as it always threw something unexpected at me. Besides, dead people were live people once, and everyone tells lies.

“So, will you help?” he asked.

“Depends on what you want me to do.” I could hardly agree to an unknown proposition. But then again, when one looked like he did, anything was possible.

Man-Mountain shrugged his big shoulders. I thought they’d be an earthquake as a result, but he seemed fully in control.

“I don’t know.” He frowned and paused. “I’m not selling this very well, am I?”

I chuckled and leaned back in my chair. “No, not really.” Coming forward again, I stretched my arm across the table. “Give me your hand.”

“Excuse me?”

“Your hand?” I turned my palm upward.

With a confused expression, he placed his on top of mine. 

I closed my fingers around his wrist. Not easy, because it was so wide. I took a breath and let his spirit fill me before letting go. It would have been rude to peek too deeply into his psyche. 

Although I didn’t see a girlfriend, there were plenty of women. Maybe he was a player. I also felt something different about him, but didn’t want to delve further.

“What was that about?” he asked, his mouth turning upwards into a playful smirk.

I raised my eyebrows. “If a stranger looking like an alien from outer space wanted your help, wouldn’t you be interested in finding out if he was a bad guy first?”

Man-Mountain broke into laughter. His shoulders shook. “Really? An alien?” His eyes were full of amusement. “I’ve been called many things, but never that.”

I grinned. “Aliens can be scary. They have heads like helmets, don’t they?”

He raised his eyebrows with surprise. “You think I’m scary? You should see my brother.”

“Oh, good lord!” I closed my magazine and stood up.

“Where are you going?” he asked. He was almost eye level with me from his seated position.

“Away from menacing men.” And I left the café. Well, I mean, what was I supposed to do? Swoon and tell him I’d go anywhere with him?

The truth was, I was in danger of doing something stupid. I’m a sucker for handsome men and have had many short-term relationships that satisfy my need for sex and company. We all had our foibles, and that was mine. 

My brother and I had a close relationship, but this was a side of me he knew nothing of.

Seb and I are twins, and our only family. We look out for one another. He is a police detective, and I occasionally help him out with cases.

Not only am I a clairvoyant, but also an empath. I read the man in the café, and he liked what he saw as much as I did. That would only lead to trouble; hence my quick exit.

I took a breath of fresh air as I stood outside on the tree-lined avenue in the centre of the village. I knew I didn’t want another brief relationship. To be honest, I was sick of them. It was comparable to an addiction. But I wanted something more than just physical attraction now.

“Wait a minute.” 

The man followed me out. I realised then that the beautiful, sleek black motorbike I stood next to belonged to him.

Now, beside me, he mistakenly thought I had stopped to admire his bike. 

With pride in his voice, he said, “That’s a Kawasaki Vulcan.”

“Oh right. Well, it’s shiny,” I mumbled, not knowing what else to say.

“It’s a machine of dreams.” He ran his hand lovingly over the tank. “As bikes go, she’s a beast.”

“She?” I turned to look at him. Or should that be up at him? A girl could get a neck ache in his shadow.

“Of course. Things of beauty have to be female,” he replied.

If I hadn’t been looking at him, I’d have presumed he was being flirty. But he wasn’t. His gaze was firmly on his baby. I felt the vibes of passion and love emanate from him. I watched the glow in his eyes, and for a moment, he seemed to have forgotten I was there. Well, that’s a first.

I knew nothing about bikes, but this sleek, all-black, shiny piece of metal was as handsome as its rider. 

“It’s a 900 classic cruiser,” he continued. “Uni-trak suspension with a seven-way adjustable spring preload.” He ignored my confused expression and finished, “Ergonomically, a very comfortable ride.”

“Right.” I nodded, not having a clue what he meant. He registered it, and his pale eyes twinkled with mirth.

“Care to take a trip?” he offered.

Suddenly, I felt reckless for a big beast of a machine and a handsome guy. Besides, who enjoys being second-best?

I grinned. 

He grinned back as we came to an understanding.

As he handed me the helmet, he asked if I’d been on a bike before.

“Nope,” I shook my head. “First time I’ve ever stood this close to one.”

He chuckled. The attractive sound resonated from deep in his chest.

“Okay, listen carefully—”

“You have my full attention,” I said, wearing a stupid smirk. I bet he was used to that, especially from girls, but I couldn’t help myself. His expression told me he was trying to work out how serious I was being.

“When I lean to one side, you do the same,” he explained. “Don’t be tempted to pull the other way.”

I raised my eyebrows. “Lean? Why would I lean?”

He gave the slightest of sighs. “When we take a corner?”

“Oh! Oh, right!” I grabbed the helmet and jammed it on my head before he could see the blush bleed into my cheeks.

He put his on and mounted the bike. I jumped on behind and gripped the side of his jacket. A strong smell of leather permeated my helmet. It wasn’t unpleasant.

The machine roared to life; its power reverberated up my legs. Exhilarated, we moved off and joined the traffic.

The high street was the main artery through the area. My flat, situated farther down from the café, sat between two shop fronts with my accommodation upstairs. It was within easy walking distance of everything. That’s why I loved it. I gave a little smile when I passed my front door.

As we left the village, it suddenly struck me. Was I mad? Going off with a complete stranger to goodness knows where?

We headed out into the countryside, not around the block as I expected. This wasn’t a spin on his bike. My mouth turned dry as worry set in. What if he was kidnapping me? I didn’t even know his name. Damn! Seb will kill me.

Eventually, we entered the next village and came to a stop. He dismounted, and I followed suit and removed my helmet. 

“Where are you taking me?” I demanded; fear spurred my anger.

“Here, just here,” he said with a faint look of surprise.

I spun around and noticed we were standing outside a house.

“What’s this place?” I asked, feeling no humour in being with him now.

“My brother’s,” he stated. “The one Rachel thinks is haunted. Why? Where did you think we were going?”

My eyes flashed. Was he stupid? I bit my tongue because, in truth, it was me who was at fault for being reckless.

I turned my attention to the grand, detached, three-story Georgian building. Beautiful in its time, with a symmetrical front lawn divided by a path at its centre. The outside was in the process of being painted.

“This one?” I asked, even though
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