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“She comes to kill you,”

Medium Grace Bennet just couldn’t believe what the hell the little voice in the back of her head was saying as she started to set up for her 12 pm appointment. She was used to her little voice telling her all sorts of rubbish, scary and slightly odd things before any appointment but she had never received a death threat before.

Normally, she heard little ghosts use her little voice to comment on her next appointment, warn her about a client’s money problems or a ghost warned her about the connection issues she might have.

She had just never had a death threat before.

Grace shook her head as she sat down on her wonderfully toasty warm red fake leather chair. She always liked how the supernatural metal and bones and offerings that her great-grandmother had infused in the seat kept it delightfully warm.

It helped to make the Gift and hearing so many dead people just a little more bearable at times.

Grace clicked her fingers and the long lines of wax candles lit up along the edges of the ceiling, floor and the thick lumpy bookshelves that she scattered across the blood red walls. She loved each of the shelves because they were filled with dark blue leather books filled with delicious arcane knowledge.

Grace wasn’t exactly sure why she still kept the ancient books. She hadn’t read them in years and it wasn’t like most of the arcane knowledge actually applied in the modern age. She supposed it was because her mother had done the tradition and Grace didn’t want to give it up yet.

The distant ringing of a bell made Grace frown because it meant that her appointment had arrived and parked outside. And the ghost she wanted to connect to had sensed her presence as well so the ghost would appear soon. 

Grace didn’t like how the bell sounded slightly off compared to normal. It sounded closer, louder and like there was genuine danger behind it today.

She looked down at her black clay mug filled with green tea, and maybe her sister was right. Maybe she drank so much of the foul super healthy concoction that it was messing with her head.

“Hello,” a woman said.

Grace smiled at the tall woman wearing a long black trench coat that was a little unneeded because of the oddly warm day. The woman’s face was long, pointed and Grace couldn’t deny the woman really did have beautiful blue eyes.

The woman elegantly and stylishly moved across the room like she was almost floating. And Grace was surprised at how the woman moved with such an aura that the woman seemed to be in complete control of the situation.

Grace was so going to change that.

Then Grace realised she didn’t actually know a lot about the client. It had been a last-minute appointment, the woman had sent cash in an envelope and she had given Grace basically no details.

Grace wasn’t sure why she hadn’t stopped to think about how weird the request was but then she realised she didn’t actually remember a lot about today. 

“She comes to kill you,” a voice said in the back of her mind.

Grace wanted to protest and think about it some more but then she felt a wave of calm wash over her.

And she ignored the voice.

“I hope you can help me please,” the woman said. “I’m Kiera and I really need to talk to my brother. He recently died in a car crash and I need to make sure he’s okay,”

Grace subtly looked at Kiera’s deep blue eyes. Something really wasn’t right here because her words were right but the tone was slightly off.

She didn’t know how many hundreds of men, women and other people she had helped over the years, but they all had the same tone regardless of gender. There was always that mixture of fear, doubt that she was real and hope for a better future.

Kiera had nothing in her voice. It wasn’t flat but Grace could tell whatever emotion she was trying to suggest was faked. 

“Of course I can help you,” Grace said wanting to play along for now. “But you acknowledge that once a ghost has been pulled into reality, you cannot do this again and no one else can too,”

“I know,” Kiera said pretending to cry.

Grace really wasn’t sure if she should do this but she wanted the money, she might have been overreacting and Kiera might be able to bring her future clients.

“What’s the name?” Grace asked.

“Do not do this,” a man shouted in the back of Grace’s mind.

Grace forced herself not to jump so she looked back at her empty mug of green tea. She really needed to stop drinking so much.

“Joshua Bateman,” Kiera said.

Grace nodded and closed her eyes. Her entire world went black as she just allowed the strings of magic, reality and matter that bound all things together guide her towards the soul of Kiera’s brother.

After a while, Grace hissed in pain as something burnt her mind, clawed at her arms and went for her throat.

Grace wanted to stop, she knew it was the right thing to do but she wanted to know what the hell was happening.

Then she grabbed onto Joshua’s soul and pulled him into reality.

Grace opened her eyes and frowned as she saw a very young, cute and seriously handsome man was sitting on a light blue ghostly chair at the table.

She couldn’t believe how fit Joshua was with his fit body, slightly long blond hair and his massive smile lines.

Then she noticed the angle of his neck.

Joshua had been murdered and judging by the look on his face, Kiera had been the one to kill him. Or murder him.

“I presume by the look on your face that he is in the room,” Kiera said.

Grace hated how Kiera’s entire demeanour changed. Kiera sat up perfectly straight, her eyes hardened and Grace just wanted to be done with this appointment.

Even the candles flickered a little and the dark blue leather books shook as Grace realised something was trying to pull out their arcane knowledge.

Kiera stood up. “Ask my brother about the murder,”

Grace looked at Joshua and hated this next part of the job. Ghosts couldn’t resist questions regardless of who asked them, it was a part of Grace’s power and Joshua looked like he was really trying to resist.

“Me and my husband,” Joshua said, “were the ones that my parents left everything to. We were the ones that worked twelve or fifteen hour days on the farm. We looked after the sick animals, we looked after the business when our parents were sick and we were the ones our parents loved,”

Grace nodded. She didn’t want to give anything away to Kiera.

“Instead Kiera,” Joshua said frowning, “hated me and my husband. She hated our parents because they wanted her to have the freedom of her own life, and she hated the farm. She hated everything we stood for so when our parents died they left me everything,”

Grace looked at Kiera and she hated that evil, twisted grin that Kiera gave her.

“She killed my husband first,” Joshua said. “Then she killed me when I came to warn her that someone might be attacking our family. She snapped my neck and now you’ve stopped me from ever getting justice,”

The icy coldness of the words slammed into Grace like bullets.

She couldn’t believe she had been so stupid, so dumb and so pathetic. Now Joshua was in reality he couldn’t tell the police any of this, the Mediums the police used wouldn’t be able to testify in court and Kiera would go free.

“I love that look on your face,” Kiera said undoing her long black trench coat.

Grace noticed the knife as soon as Kiera undid her coat. It was large, perfectly clean and perfect for killing people.

Kiera whipped out the blade and Grace hated how the dark blue books hummed, popped and vibrated with magical energy.

Grace hissed in pain as thousands of tiny voices filled her mind. The ghosts might have been trying to help her but she could hear them. It was almost like having a million bees buzzing inside her head.

“I’m sorry but I can’t risk you ever telling the police,” Kiera said.

“But surely the police suspect you for killing your brother,” 

“Of course but they have no proof. Just like how your family will have no proof that I killed you,”

Grace stood up and took a few steps back. The arcane knowledge hummed even louder like a
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