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Prologue




The lightbulb flickered in my hand. I jerked my hand away. I wasn’t risking electrocution or burning for anyone. The last thing I needed was to be electrocuted while changing a lightbulb in a client’s house. Especially when they weren’t even there because the place wasn’t finished yet. That’d go down great. Not.

‘Edie, I thought I told you to turn the electrics off!’

‘I did!’ she called back from somewhere in the old house.

‘Are you sure?’

She didn’t reply immediately, but I heard footsteps running through the house to the fuse box in the hallway. A second pair of scurrying footsteps followed her.

‘It’s all off, Mum!’ she shouted from the other side of the house.

Fiddlesticks. That wasn’t good. There was only one thing that would cause a disconnected lightbulb to misbehave. And I didn’t like the direction that pointed in. Not one bit...

The ladder wobbled underneath me.

‘Edie!’ I called. Without anything else to hold on to, I grabbed the stubborn lightbulb to steady me. Plummeting onto a wooden floor wouldn’t do my creaky joints any favours.

‘Mum!’ she called back, reaching the living room door. Thank god she had enough stamina for both of us. 

Our dog, Tilly, stood behind her, a startled look on her fluffy white face. 

The ladder steadied, so I tried again to unscrew the lightbulb in the living room. The previous owner must’ve been the World’s Strongest Man, because the way that thing was attached wasn’t normal. And I should know: odd jobs like that were my job.

The ladder juddered again.

No, not the ladder. 

The ground.

What the hell? An earthquake? We didn’t get earthquakes like that in England. It was bloody Hucknall, not San Francisco. We weren’t near a fault line. We were in the Midlands. We weren’t even near the sea!

‘Mum!’ cried Edie, her voice vibrating with worry as she ran over to me. Had she ever experienced an earthquake before? When was the last proper one in England? The nineties?

She grabbed the ladder to steady it as the earthquake slowed. I clung to the light fitting for dear life, suddenly glad it was fastened on so well.

Tilly ignored us both, running over to the window and barking. It didn’t take much to make her bark – she was a typical westie in that regard – so that wasn’t unusual. But what she could see – what all three of us could see – wasn’t just unusual. It was unnerving.

My eyes were glued to one of the most haunting sights I’d ever seen. I squeezed my eyes shut, hoping I was hallucinating, but I definitely wasn’t.

‘Mum, is that—?’ Edie began, but she couldn’t finish her sentence. She knew what it was. We all did. But she was in shock. She’d never seen anything like it. Heck, neither had I, and I’d been around for more than twenty years longer.

I descended the ladder and followed Tilly to the window.

There was an eerie fogginess about the drizzly day, but that wasn’t what had our attention. We were used to the soggy, grey, autumnal weather. There was no other kind unless it decided to lie to us and pretend it was still summer for a couple of days.

What we weren’t used to was seeing dozens of ghosts floating above the houses. If we hadn’t been in a house at the top of a hill, we may never have noticed them. But oh, we had.

We craned our necks to get a better view. There were so many ghosts they almost covered the clouds. Where could that many have come from? Was it related to the earthquake? Had the souls been trapped and been freed by…something?

While there were a lot of them, I couldn’t make out what they looked like or what they were wearing. They were a sea of blurry white figures, made worse by the crappy weather.

Nearby, dogs howled and cats meowed, trying to alert their owners to threats they couldn’t see and would never understand. Poor things. They thought they were helping. Their owners thought they were barking at thin air. Echoes of their owners shouting at them in unison travelled through the air.

‘That’s not normal, is it?’ said Edie, looking at me. She bent down to pick up Tilly, who was still barking like she was trying to warn us. She was our little Westie Warning System, but in this case, we couldn’t do anything to change what she was warning us about. It wasn’t like there was a ghost floating towards us, or someone at the front door with a parcel. This was a sea of ghosts as far as we could see.

I suppressed a shudder and put my arm around my daughter. ‘No, it definitely isn’t.’







1

Niamh




‘But Muuuuuuuum.’

‘No,’ I said, instantly feeling like the worst and most hypocritical parent ever. I’d started ghost hunting when I was younger than Edie was, but there I was, telling her she couldn’t do it. I was trying to protect her and give her the childhood I’d missed out on. Not that she seemed to want that. She’d realise I was right when she was older, wouldn’t she?

Edie harrumphed. ‘You said I could when I was older! I’m seventeen now! How much older do I have to get before you’ll let me ghost hunt?’

One hundred and seventeen?

‘Don’t you think someone should be looking into what happened the other day? It was weird and you know it. Plus, I know this stuff! It’s not like I’m going in blind!’

I sighed. ‘This isn’t the glamorous, exciting job everyone thinks it is.’

The weird behaviour of cats and dogs the day before was all over the local paper. Conspiracy theorists had jumped on it. Some had even been right and blamed ghosts, but of course, nobody would ever believe them.

‘What if they hurt someone? That many ghosts aren’t all going to cross over at the same time. They’ll be all sorts of confused and disorientated.’

I clutched the bridge of my nose. Why did she always have to try to fix other people’s problems? Why couldn’t she leave things alone and focus on herself? How did she even know that much about ghost lore? I sure hadn’t taught her. ‘Who’s to say someone isn’t looking into it already?’

She folded her arms over her black T-shirt. ‘Who’s to say someone is?’

Remind me again when I agreed to have a teenager who went against everything I said?

I crossed my arms too, mirroring her moody posture. Mature of me, I know, but I was tired and worried she was going to get herself killed. ‘Ghost hunting it dangerous. And there were dozens of ghosts out there. Even if we did look into it, we’re outnumbered. It’s not worth the risk. You need to find a real job to dream about.’

She flapped her arms around, causing Tilly to get excited and jump up at her. Edie swatted her away, not in the mood to play. ‘Ghost hunting is a real job. You do it!’

Disappointed it wasn’t playtime, Tilly hopped onto the sofa and curled up in a ball to sleep.

‘No, I did it. And look where it’s gotten me.’ I was recently divorced from my second husband, widowed from my first, living back in the town where I’d grown up, a single mum, and utterly broke. The only reason I’d managed to get a mortgage was because my ex and I had made a tidy profit on our old place.

‘You have a great life!’

‘No, the Morgans have a great life.’

The Morgans consisted of my best friend Maggie, her accountant husband Harry, and their two kids, Josh and Abigail. We’d known them forever. Even when Edie and I had moved away, Maggie and I had spoken every day, staying in touch via text and video calls. Edie and Josh had sometimes had their own, separate, video catch-ups every Sunday, too. They were the same age and pretty close. 

‘Only because they don’t know what’s really out there! They’re living in naivety!’ said Edie.

‘No they’re not. Maggie knows.’

‘And why haven’t you told Harry? Or Josh? Or Abigail?’

‘It’s not like this is the kind of information that’s easy to discuss. Maggie only knows because she walked in on me talking to a ghost when we were teenagers. Would you stop making this so black and white?’

‘It is black and white!’

I clutched the bridge of my nose. Why was my daughter as stubborn as I was? More stubborn, in fact.

It was on days like that I felt like Edie’s dad had gotten out easy, dying when she was seven. Then I hated myself for thinking that and missed him even more.

I checked the clock above the mantlepiece. ‘If you want to go to the cinema, we’ve got to leave in five or we’ll miss it.’

‘Who said I even want to go?’ she said, pouting.

‘You love our weekly cinema trips with the Morgans.’

‘No I don’t.’

Sigh.

‘Why don’t you?’

‘Because I’m fed up of watching kiddie films!’

‘Tell you what: why don’t we take the five-year-old to see a really gory, gritty horror? Scare her for life, hm?’

Edie rolled her eyes.

‘A horror film isn’t even close to what it’s like in real life,’ I said. ‘And if you think it is, then you’re really not ready to get out there.’

Edie stomped out of the living room, up the stairs, and into her room. She made an effort to slam every door and drawer as she went, as if the protest would get me to change my mind about anything. Stubborn as she was, even she knew it wouldn’t work. There were some things she just wasn’t ready for, and ghost hunting was one of them.


*


‘Neevie!’ shouted Abigail from behind us. I turned around just in time to see an adorable five-year-old diving at me. I picked her up and hugged her, swinging her around. She giggled, burying her head into my shoulder.

Abigail had caught up to us near the cinema entrance, just as we’d gotten out of the car. Edie still wasn’t talking to me, so that had been a fun car ride. Not.

‘Auntie Neevie!’ Abigail said in between giggles and snivels. She looked a little peaky, and her voice was unusually hoarse. She hadn’t been like it when I’d seen her the other day, but kids could change faster than the weather at that age.

‘Yes?’ I said, putting her back down.

‘Why do you look sad?’

‘I do?’ I said, glancing at Edie, who was standing beside me. Her face was contrite. She was still seething after our earlier argument. I’d hoped the prospect of seeing Josh would’ve cheered her up. I clearly didn’t know her as well as I’d thought.

‘Hey,’ said Maggie as she, Harry, and Josh caught up with us.

‘Hey,’ I replied, nodding in greeting to Harry and Josh. Harry didn’t speak much, but I think he liked to let Maggie and I have our time together. It was hard to shut us up when we were in a room together.

Josh, meanwhile, preferred to talk to Edie, which he’d already started doing animatedly the minute they’d seen each other. She couldn’t hide her grin as soon as she saw him. Ah, there it was: the look of young love. So young and innocent.

Or was it the look of young, unrequited love? He’d always been sweet towards her, but he was sweet to everyone, so it made him hard to read. So long as he didn’t break her heart I didn’t mind. If he broke her heart, I’d break his legs whether he was Maggie’s only son or not.

Maggie glanced over her shoulder. Harry and Abigail had carried on walking, with Edie and Josh in front. ‘The decorator finished our room yesterday. Did I tell you we were getting the house redecorated?’

‘No,’ I said, trying to hide the fact that my whole body had tensed up. I’d warded Maggie’s house to protect against ghosts. Being close to Edie and me – even though we weren’t actively ghost hunting – made them targets, so I did what little I could to protect them.

‘So the wards are gone.’

Fiddlesticks. I was afraid she’d say that.

Wards were symbols painted onto the corners of each external wall to protect the inhabitants from evil. Or all ghosts, in some cases. It was up to the inhabitant who could get through. Like our ghost cat, Spectre, could come and go from our place as he pleased. Anyone who didn’t mean the Morgans harm, like an old relative, could visit them using the wards I’d put in place years ago, maybe even before Abigail was born. 

They had to be visible, though; you couldn’t paint over them or wallpaper over them. It wasn’t like they had to be gigantic. Just visible. Maggie had covered hers with furniture to avoid questions.

But the wards being painted over meant that anyone could visit them, even if they did mean them harm.

We hung back, intentionally walking slowly and giving random people who walked past us a wide berth, just in case.

‘The decorator found them and asked Harry about them. He blamed Abigail, said we’d put the furniture there to hide it. When the decorator had gone he asked me about them,’ said Maggie.

‘What did you say?’

‘I blamed Abigail,’ she said with a laugh. ‘Can you come redo them ASAP, please? I don’t feel right the place not being warded. You never know.’

I scuffed my foot against the pavement. ‘About that. I can’t get the ingredients right now.’

‘What? What do you need? Is it something I’d have in my kitchen cupboards?’

I laughed. Maggie was an amazing chef and had every herb and spice ever grown in her kitchen stash. But this wasn’t cooking, it was magic.

‘I wish. It’s a special potion mix that comes from Australia. When I contacted my supplier about buying some more, she said she couldn’t get one of the ingredients for it right now because of the bushfires. I don’t have any other contacts, so she’s put me on her waiting list.’

‘Bugger. How long do you think it’ll be? Can’t you get it from someone else?’

‘She couldn’t say. I’ve been buying from her for years. Heck, my mum bought from her. I don’t even know what’s in it, just that it works. I wish you’d told me you were redecorating. I would’ve saved some of it when I did our place. I really don’t like this, Mags. It puts you at risk.’

‘What are the odds of someone targeting us over any other family?’ she asked as we reached the cinema’s entrance. The others were already inside, deciding on films. We hung back to finish our conversation.

‘More than you think,’ I said as we hovered by the door.

‘And why’s that?’

‘Because you know me. They know you’re a way to get to me.’

‘Who?’

‘Ghosts. Evil things. You know.’

‘That’s a very vague answer to a very specific question,’ she replied.

Because the less she knew, the safer she was.
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Edie




‘Do you ever get bored of watching kids’ films?’ I asked Josh as we walked from our car to the cinema. Our parents and Abigail were a few feet behind us, talking about who knew – or cared – what.

‘No, why?’

‘It really doesn’t bother you that we see every Peter Rabbit movie?’

He shrugged. ‘Abigail’s my sister. So long as she’s happy, I’m happy.’

He was so cute. Why was he so cute? My insides danced as I tried to think of a response. I had no idea what it was like to have a sibling; it’d always just been me and Mum. A couple of times it was us and Dumb Dan – sorry, Mum’s second husband – but we didn’t talk about him. Ever since their divorce at the start of the year, she clammed up whenever his name was mentioned. The more I asked the more angry and emotional she got, so I’d learned not to mention him.

‘There’s a new zombie film out that starts and finishes around the same time as Abigail’s film. Why don’t we ask the parentals if we could go see that instead?’ suggested Josh.

I clapped my hands together. ‘Yes!’

Before Josh could say anything else, I ran to our parents. The three of them were stood in the foyer, staring at the screen with all the listings on. A few people pushed in front, desperate not to miss whichever film was coming up next. That didn’t give them reason to be rude.

‘Can we go see the new zombie film please?’ I asked, practically bouncing on the spot with excitement.

My mum’s jaw clenched, twitching as she waited for Maggie and Harry to reply.

‘I don’t see why not,’ said Harry. ‘What’d you reckon, Mags?’

‘Niamh?’ said Maggie, looking to my mum. Her jaw continued to twitch. She was backed into a corner and she knew it.

‘Fine, but we’ll meet you out here after. No walking back on your own,’ said Mum.

I suppressed the urge to roll my eyes at her overprotectiveness, instead focusing on how we could finally watch a decent film. ‘Deal!’ I said, making an effort to hug Maggie and Harry but not Mum. That’d teach her.

Josh and I walked off to buy our tickets at the machine, then headed for the snacks. I usually got the same thing every time – popcorn and an Ice Blast – but for once, I fancied a change.

‘I think I’ll have a hot dog,’ I said to Josh.

Someone sniggered beside me. I turned to see Tessa stood to my left with her two cronies, Melanie and Laura. ‘Getting some practise in, are we?’ she said to me. I hated her so much.

Her eyes flitted to Josh. With his almost six-foot frame and dirty blond hair, he had subtle Aussie surfer vibes going on, even though he was more English than me. Which made for great eye candy, I won’t lie. He was one of the most popular guys at college. He’d always been popular. Nobody had ever really understood why he hung around with me, but we had a mutual understanding that came from having grown up together and having equally weird and secretive mums. We’d been through a lot together, and even Tessa and her perfectly balayaged hair and push-up bra couldn’t change that.

‘Hi Josh,’ she said, tossing her long blonde hair over her shoulder. I cringed. She’d been hitting on Josh for years, and he’d never so much as hinted that he was interested in her. Not that she cared; ‘no’ didn’t seem to be in her vocabulary.

‘Hey,’ said Josh, stuffing his hands into his jeans pockets and looking away from her.

‘What film are you going to see?’ Tessa asked Josh.

I nudged him, shaking my head and hoping he’d take the hint. He didn’t. He told them the right film. Bugger.

’No way! So are we! Maybe we can sit together,’ she said, a twinkle in her eye. Her cronies giggled. I vomited a little in my mouth.

‘Yeah, maybe,’ said Josh, with all the enthusiasm of someone going to the dentist for a root canal.

Josh and I reached the front of the snacks queue.

‘What’ll it be?’ asked the bespectacled teenager behind the counter.

‘Mixed popcorn and an Ice Blast, please,’ I said.


*


‘It was so good!’ I said to Josh as we walked out. Thankfully we’d grabbed seats near the back, and it’d been dark by the time Tessa and her cronies had entered, so they hadn’t been able to see us. What a shame.

‘I do worry about your obsession with horror films sometimes,’ said Josh.

Oh, if only he knew.

‘Why?’ I asked.

‘You always get so invested. It’s cute,’ he said, putting his arm around my shoulder and squeezing it. Goosebumps rippled through me. I put my arm around his waist and leaned into him.

‘You ought to be careful touching her like that. You might catch something,’ said Tessa as she walked past.

‘You ought to be careful being so mean,’ said Josh. ‘No one ever died from being too kind.’

‘Of course! I wasn’t referring to Edie or anything,’ said Tessa, flashing me a fake smile that made it pretty clear she was lying to keep the hot guy on her side.

‘Sure,’ he said, his arm still around me. Ha. Tessa noticed, too, and the expression on her face was less-than-pleased.

Annoyingly, she followed us the whole way to the front doors, where we’d agreed to wait for our parents.

‘What did you think of the film, Josh?’ asked Tessa. Melanie and Laura were a few feet away, talking to each other, looking in our direction, and giggling. Gee, what could they be discussing? Probably how good Josh looked in his new Levi jeans. Not that I’d noticed. Much.

‘It was good,’ he said.

‘Yeah, I really enjoyed the special effects. They were so lifelike.’

I snorted.

‘What’s so funny?’ she said, her eyes darting in my direction.

‘The special effects weren’t that good. They didn’t have the budget for it. What made it effective was the lack of special effects. The scariest parts were where you couldn’t see anything.’

‘Whatever. What do you know?’ said Tessa.

More than she ever would about horror, that was for sure. I may not have been ghost hunting with Mum, but I’d seen enough to know that feeling a ghost’s presence was often scarier than seeing them. There’s something infinitely creepier about knowing something is there but not being able to see or hear it. Most of the time, when a ghost was visible, they just wanted you to pass a message on to someone. Ghosts that liked to stay invisible to everyone were usually poltergeists. They favoured slowly driving you mad. Like I said: what you couldn’t see was scarier than what you could.

‘Edie! Josh! Over here!’ called Maggie.

I looked over Tessa’s shoulder. Mum, Maggie, Harry, and Abigail had come out of the cinema and were waiting over the other side of the entrance.

‘See you later,’ said Josh as he and I walked over to our families. His arm still around my shoulders. I did my best to hide my smugness.

‘Bye!’ said Tessa to the back of his head.

‘How was your film?’ asked Mum.

‘Amazing!’ I said.

‘Was that someone from college I saw you talking to?’ asked Maggie.

‘Yeah,’ said Josh.

‘Why don’t you invite them over to talk about the film?’ she suggested.

‘No!’ I said.

All eyes landed on me. ‘Sorry,’ I mumbled. ‘She’s just rude.’

‘Can Edie come over? I want to show her my latest painting,’ said Josh.

‘If it’s all right with Maggie and Harry, it’s fine with me,’ said Mum. It was hard for her to protest really – they only lived around the corner. She was probably saying it to try to get me to like her again, but it wouldn’t work. Not until she let me start ghost hunting.

‘Fine by us,’ said Harry. ‘Do you want a lift, Edie?’

‘Please,’ I said.

Mum’s face twisted through a range of expressions, then settled on neutrality. She obviously wasn’t happy about my decision to ride in their car, but what could she do? She wouldn’t contradict Maggie and Harry, or make herself look bad in front of them.

‘I’ll see you later, then,’ said Mum.

‘Bye,’ I said.


*


We got back from the cinema and went up to Josh’s room. Our parents didn’t care about us being in each other’s rooms; we’d been hanging out there since we were little. It was where Josh did all his painting, and his equipment wasn’t allowed out of his room in case Abigail either redecorated the house with it or ruined his hard work, so it made sense for me to go up there.

I mean, they’d redecorated anyway, and it looked great. But the last thing they needed was their freshly painted house being given a makeover by a five-year-old.

His painting was by the window, resting on an easel. I walked past his wooden bed and over to it, studying the red and golden hues of the sunset.

‘This is amazing.’

He smiled, pointing to a photo in the corner I hadn’t noticed. It was of a golden sunset over a bright blue ocean. Everything had an ethereal glow to it; it almost looked unreal. ‘Thanks. It’s based on that. Dad took it when we were on holiday in Paphos last year.’

I ran my fingers over the horizon line of the painting. ‘I feel like I’m there.’ 

‘Thanks,’ he said, his cheeks flushing pink. He didn’t blush much, or often, which just made it cuter.

‘What are you planning to work on next?’

‘I’m not sure,’ he said, sitting on the edge of the bed.

I went and sat next to him, unsure whether to look at him or at the painting. Both made my heart flutter with how beautiful they were.

‘I don’t know whether I should try a portrait.’

‘Have you ever done one before?’

‘Only a couple of sketches of Abigail when she was a baby. I was thinking of trying one of Granddad.’

‘That would be sweet. I think you should.’

He rubbed his hands together.

‘What’s stopping you?’

‘Nerves, I guess?’ He leaned back on his hands and stared up at the ceiling. As he shifted to maintain his balance, the edges of his fingers brushed mine. I bit my lip. It was an accidental gesture, and I was overthinking it. Stupid teenage hormones. When would I be over this crap?

‘I’m sure you’ll be great at it,’ I said, doing my best to reassure him. ‘And if not, it’s all about practise anyway, right?’

‘Yeah, I guess you’re right.’

The room went cold. Goosebumps formed on my arms. I gulped. That wasn’t good. That really wasn’t good.

With the house being newly redecorated, that also meant that it was unprotected. I stood up, looking around for the cause.

Josh sat up and stared at me. ‘Edie? What’s wrong?’

‘Do you feel that? The coldness?’

He nodded, rubbing his arms. ‘It’s just because it’s autumn, that’s all. I’ll go ask Mum to put the heating on.’ He stood up. Putting the heating on wouldn’t make a difference. Not this time.

A gust of wind blew my freshly dyed black hair away from my face. I turned towards the window, where a gaunt old man in a hospital gown floated just inside it, right next to Josh’s painting. He looked oddly familiar, but I couldn’t place him. He had the same ocean blue eyes as Josh and Maggie.

‘Look after my children!’ he said, meeting my eye.

I looked away, my cheeks burning.

Who was this guy?

‘LOOK AFTER MY CHILDREN!’ he shouted again, before fading into a white circle that looked both close and really far away. Wow.

He was the second ghost I’d ever seen cross over, the first one being my dad. It had been so long ago I didn’t remember it that well; I’d been too traumatised by my dad’s unexpected death. Thank god Maggie had been the one babysitting me that day.

What the hell had just happened?

Josh walked over to me, grabbed my face, and turned me to look at him. ‘Edie? Are you all right? You look like you just saw a ghost.’

Talk about a weird choice of words.

‘Did your granddad have a receding hairline, blue eyes, and a Derbyshire accent?’

‘Yeah, but why are you talking past tense? He’s still alive.’

Oh frazzle.

‘Josh! Could you come downstairs a minute, please?’ shouted Harry.

Josh and I ran downstairs. Maggie was curled up on the sofa, sobbing. Josh dove onto the sofa and put his arms around his mum. ‘What is it?’ he asked, glancing from one parent to another and back again.

Harry stuffed his hands into his trouser pockets, looking even more awkward and uncomfortable than usual. ‘Your granddad just passed away.’

Double frazzle. I’d known Josh’s granddad – whose name I was fairly sure was Nathan – had died before his family. He’d been sick for a while, but I hadn’t known he was that sick. Judging from everyone’s reaction, I didn’t think the Morgans had known, either.

But what had he meant by, ‘look after my children’? Wasn’t Maggie an only child?

Josh looked back at me, his reddening eyes narrowing in curiosity. He had questions, but at least I was protected from them in the presence of his parents. How long I could avoid them for I wasn’t sure, but probably not long.

I looked up at the photos on the mantlepiece. One of them was of the ghost I’d just seen, albeit looking less gaunt and fragile. He was smiling at the camera with a younger Josh and Maggie beside him. This was so not good.

‘I’m really sorry for your loss.’

Maggie snivelled, gesturing for me to go over to her. I did, and she hugged me, patting me on the back. I felt so bad for her, but I knew there was nothing I could do and they needed some private family time.

‘I should go. But Mum and I will be around if you need us, yeah?’ I said.

Josh nodded. ‘Thanks.’

Maggie let out a strangled sob.

Harry continued to stand awkwardly with his hands stuffed into his pockets. One day, that man would develop a personality. And some compassion. I hoped. What Maggie saw in him I’d never worked out.

I put my hand on Josh’s shoulder, trying to comfort him. He put his hand on top and patted it, then returned to comforting his mum.

I left their house, closed the door behind me, and ran. I’d had a visitation. And not just any visitation. One from Josh’s maternal granddad. I’d never had a visitation before. Had it been a coincidence? Had he just happened to pass away when I was there? Had he gone to the house to see his kids one last time? How many children did he have, anyway? I’d always thought Maggie was an only child.

I reached ours in record time and ran in through the front door. ‘MUM!’

‘Kitchen!’ she replied.

I ran in, skidding on the tiled floor and almost falling over. I grabbed the breakfast bar to steady myself. Tilly, who’d been distracted by Mum prepping her dinner, glanced over at me, then back at Mum. Then at me. Then at Mum. She wanted the food, but she felt bad for not saying hello. Hmph.

‘What’s wrong?’ said Mum. She abandoned putting Tilly’s food together and pulled out a chair for me. Annoyed because Mum had stopped sorting her food out, Tilly tried to jump up, but as a west highland terrier, she would’ve needed to be twice the height to reach the kitchen countertop.

‘I think I had a visitation.’
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Niamh


Fiddlesticks.

Fiddlesticks fiddlesticks fiddle bloody sticks.

‘What do you mean?’ I said, trying to sound as calm and neutral as possible while internally screaming.

Tilly continued to jump up to get at her dinner, so I grabbed the bowl, shoved it in front of her, then sat down opposite Edie. Tilly, oblivious to what was happening, nommed on her food happily.

‘I was talking to Josh. Then this guy appeared and told me to protect his children. And he disappeared. Then…’ Edie shuddered, as if it freaked her out just thinking about what had happened. And she wondered why I said she wasn’t ready. ‘Harry called us downstairs and told us that Josh’s granddad had died. And he looked exactly like the guy I’d just seen in Josh’s room.’

I ran my hand over my face. What could I say to that? It was impossible to know if Nathan had intended to visit Edie or just wanted to see his family one last time, but either way, he’d given Edie a message.

‘He didn’t say anything else?’

She shook her head. ‘Just repeated to look after his children.’

‘From what?’

Edie shrugged.

The temptation to crack out the wine was strong, but that wouldn’t do me any good if I needed to dive into action. So I started making myself a coffee instead. It wasn’t like I’d get much sleep anyway. Not after finding out that it seemed pretty likely that
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