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To every woman who feels more than she is told is possible.

To those who carry awareness quietly.
To those who refuse to collapse when the pressure rises.
To those who cultivate instead of dominating.
This is for the ones who see what others don’t —
and choose love anyway.
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Some storms arrive with sirens.

Others arrive in silence.

She Sees What They Don’t is not a story about defeating darkness. It is about understanding it. It is about learning the difference between rupture and erosion, between collapse and fatigue, between dominance and imbalance.

Kecha Dabney never asked for heightened perception. Living with Multiple Sclerosis, she already navigates a body that does not always cooperate. When she begins to sense unseen shifts in emotional density and structural instability across her city, she assumes it is stress — or illness.

Until the shelves move.
Until the ground fractures.
Until the heat rises unnaturally.
Until lives hang in the balance.
Set in Converse and San Antonio, Texas, this story explores what happens when awareness meets amplification. When community faces fracture. When love proves stronger than spectacle.

This is not a war story.

It is a cultivation story.

Because sometimes the most powerful response to darkness is not destruction — but resilience.
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The Cart That Moved

The Texas heat had a way of crawling under your skin before you even stepped outside.

Kecha Dabney stood at her apartment door in Converse, Texas, keys in one hand, neurologist appointment reminder in the other. The paper trembled slightly — not from fear.

From her hand.

“Don’t start,” she whispered to her fingers.

The tremor slowed.

Multiple Sclerosis. MS.

Such a small name for something that felt like her nerves were being chewed on by invisible teeth.

She stepped outside. The air smelled like:

Asphalt warming under 9 a.m. sun
Fresh cut grass from the complex landscapers
And someone frying bacon in apartment 4B.
Her legs felt heavy walking to her car.

Not pain.

Weight.

Like gravity had a personal vendetta.

Inside her charcoal gray Nissan Altima, she sat still for a moment.

Breathing.

Some days MS felt like electricity misfiring inside her body.

Other days it felt like someone had turned the dimmer switch down on her strength.

Today?

Today felt strange.

Not weak.

Just watched.

WALMART – THE FORUM AT OLYMPIA PARKWAY

The sliding doors whooshed open and air conditioning wrapped around her like artificial relief.

Walmart always smelled the same:

• Popcorn from the front machine
• Rubber from tires
• Cheap perfume
• And something faintly metallic
She grabbed a cart.

It jerked.

She frowned.

“Already?” she muttered.

The cart’s front left wheel squeaked like it had something to say.

She pushed forward.

The fluorescent lights flickered overhead.

Kecha paused.

One blink.

Then steady.

Her reflection caught in the convex security mirror above aisle 3.

She turned her head.

No one directly behind her.

But she felt...

Crowded.

Like standing in an elevator too full.

She reached for a bottle of lavender Fabuloso.

The scent hit her nose even before she opened it.

Lavender. Sharp. Sweet.

Comforting.

Then—

CRASH.

Behind her.

Three bottles fell from the shelf.

She turned fast.

But nobody is there.

A white woman further down the aisle looked at her.

“You drop something?”

“No,” Kecha said slowly.

The woman looked confused.

The bottles had fallen directly where Kecha had been standing.

Like something brushed past.

Her chest tightened.

Not fear.

Recognition.

Something was here.

She could feel it like static against her skin.

This ain’t MS.

MS makes you tired.
It makes your legs numb.
It doesn’t knock stuff off shelves.
Her heart beat steady — not panicked.

Almost calm.

Like she’d been expecting this.

It wasn’t loud.

Not audible in the traditional sense.

But it brushed across her mind like breath.

“You feel us.”

Kecha froze.

Her pulse quickened.

“I rebuke that,” she whispered under her breath automatically — the way her mama raised her.

Another bottle slid off the shelf.

This time gently.

Deliberate.

Like a demonstration.

The air temperature shifted.

Cooler.

Her skin prickled.

“Okay,” she said softly. “Okay... if something is here, you don’t get to play with me in Walmart. I need paper towels.”

Silence.

Then—

The cart rolled forward.

On its own.

Slow.

Controlled.

Two feet.

She grabbed it.

Her hand was shaking now.

“Alright,” she breathed, half laughing. “Now if I pass out in this Walmart, Lord, at least let me fall cute.”

A man at the end of the aisle — tall, mixed-race, mid-30s, business casual — stared at her.

Not confused.

Aware.

He held her gaze a second too long.

As he was turning the corner.

It wasn’t evil.

Not yet.

It felt...

Restless.

Like someone trying to get her attention.

And that scared her more.

Because attention meant assignment.

And she was just trying to survive MS.

She didn’t ask for spirits.

She asked for love.

“Listen,” she whispered, pretending to examine disinfectant wipes. “I already got nerve damage. I don’t need nerve ghosts.”

A small chuckle echoed in her mind.

“You funny.”

Her eyes widened.

“You hear me joking?”

“We been waiting.”

Her throat went dry.

“Waiting for what?”

Silence.

Then one word.

“You.”

The fluorescent lights flickered again.

This time the woman from earlier hurried out of the aisle.

Kecha stood alone.

Except she wasn’t.

The smell changed.

Not lavender anymore.

Something faint.

Like old rain on concrete.

Like the San Antonio River after a storm.

She felt sadness upon her but not hers.

Someone else’s.

Heavy.

Lonely.

And then —

A flash.

Quick.

A woman’s face.

Crying.

Water behind her.

River Walk?

Kecha gasped.

Her knees buckled slightly.

She grabbed the cart.

“Okay,” she whispered. “Okay... so we not playing.”

She straightened up.

“Well, if I’m chosen, y’all could at least help with these grocery prices.”

The cart jerked.

One box of cereal slid forward neatly into the basket.

She stared.

“You know what... I might can work with this.”

As she walked toward checkout, she felt it again.

Not one presence.

Several.

Watching.

Studying.

Evaluating.

And underneath the fear...

It was something else.

Purpose.

And in the distance near the pharmacy section, the same tall man watched her again.

This time he mouthed something.

Three words.

She couldn’t hear it.

But she read his lips.

“You’re not alone.”

Her heart skipped.

Not from MS.

Not from fear. But from something dangerously close to hope.
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Fatigue That Feels Like Fire

The morning after Walmart felt heavier than it should have.

Not physically at first.

Spiritually.

Kecha woke up before her alarm.

3:17 a.m.

The digital clock glowed red against her bedroom wall.

The room smelled faintly of eucalyptus from the diffuser she forgot to turn off. The air felt thick — not humid — just dense. Like someone had closed invisible curtains around her bed.

Her legs were already stiff.

MS mornings had a pattern.

First came the stiffness.

Then the burn.

Then the deep internal fatigue that felt like her bones were filled with wet sand.

She flexed her toes under the blanket.

Slow.

Delayed response.

“Come on,” she whispered to her feet. “We not doing this today.”

Her right hand tingled.

Pins and needles. Then slight numbness.

She stared at the ceiling fan turning slow circles.

And then—

The temperature dropped.

Not drastically.

Just enough to make the hairs on her arms stand up.

“You back?” she whispered.

Silence.

But not empty silence.

Occupied silence.

MS fatigue felt different from tired.

Tired meant you needed sleep.

MS fatigue felt like someone unplugged your soul halfway through charging.

She rolled to her side.

Her nightstand smelled faintly of lavender lotion and paper — her Bible sat there, worn edges, highlighter marks.

The room creaked.

Her apartment was only six years old.

It didn’t creak.

She pushed herself upright.

The dizziness hit fast.

Her vision tunneled slightly.

“Okay,” she breathed. “Sit up slow.”

Her calves burned.

Nerve fire.

That’s what she called it.

Like invisible matches striking inside her muscles.

Then —

A whisper.

Closer this time.

“You hurt.”

Her chest tightened.

“I got MS,” she muttered. “It’s not new.”

“We can ease it.”

Her breath paused.

Now that was new.

“You ain’t about to possess me, are you? Because I still got rent due.”

A soft ripple of something like amusement brushed her mind.

“Not possess. Protect.”

She stood too fast.

Her left knee buckled.

She grabbed the dresser.

Pain shot up her thigh.

Her reflection in the mirror looked pale.

Eyes darker than usual.

“Protect me from what?”

No answer.

Instead—

Her bedroom door slowly shut.

She hadn’t touched it.

Her heart pounded.

“Okay no. That’s dramatic. We don’t do horror movie theatrics before sunrise.”

The door eased back open.

Slow.

Controlled.

Like someone was proving a point.

By 10:45 a.m., the Texas sun had burned away the early chill.

The drive from Converse to Stone Oak felt longer today.

Traffic hummed.

The air outside smelled like heated concrete and fast-food grease from nearby drive thru.

Her legs felt weak pressing the gas pedal.

The fatigue had settled deep now.

Inside her chest.

Like her heart was working double shifts.

The neurologist’s office smelled sterile.

Antiseptic.

Coffee.

Paper.

She checked in.

The receptionist — mixed-race, light skin, honey-blonde braids — smiled politely.

“How are you feeling today, Ms. Dabney?”

Kecha blinked slowly.

“You want the medical answer or the spiritual one?”

The receptionist paused.

“...Medical?”

“Fatigued. Tingling. Legs feel like overcooked spaghetti.”

They both laughed lightly.

Humor was survival.

The paper on the exam table crinkled under her thighs.

Cold against her skin.

Her hands rested in her lap.

They trembled slightly.

Then—

The lights flickered.

Her head snapped up.

Not again.

The air felt crowded.

Like Walmart.

Like aisle 9.

She swallowed.

The door opened.

Dr. Patel walked in.

Mid-40s. Calm eyes. Precise voice.

“How have the flare-ups been?”

She hesitated.

How do you say: “Also ghosts?”

“The usual,” she said instead. “Fatigue. Nerve pain. Some weakness in my left side.”

He nodded, typing.

“Stress levels?”

She thought about flying bottles.

Moving doors.

Whispers.

“...Elevated.”

He smiled sympathetically.

“We may need to adjust your medication.”

Adjust.

Like this was a thermostat.

As he assessed her reflexes, she felt it again.

A presence standing near the corner of the room.

Watching.

Not threatening.

Just... there.

Her skin tingled.

The spirit felt sad.

Deeply sad.

And then—

A sudden image flashed in her mind.

A hospital bed.

A woman crying.

A man yelling in the hallway.

Machines flatlining.

Her breath hitched.

“Ms. Dabney?”

Dr. Patel’s voice snapped her back.

“You, okay?”

“Yeah,” she whispered. “Just dizzy.”

But she knew.

That wasn’t dizziness.

That was a memory.

Not hers.

She sat in her car for ten full minutes before driving.

The parking lot shimmered under the heat.

Her legs felt like weights.

Her hands rested on the steering wheel.

“You’re showing me things now?” she whispered.

Silence.

Then softly—

“They need closure.”

Her throat tightened.

“I’m not a therapist for dead people.”

“You see.”

A long pause.

“And they know.”

Her stomach dropped.

“That ain’t fair.”

“Neither was what happened.”

Her heart pounded.

The sadness she felt earlier swelled again.

Like grief that didn’t belong to her was pressing against her ribs.

She closed her eyes.

“Why me?”

And this time the answer came immediately.

Clear.

Firm.

“Because you can feel.”

On the drive back toward Converse, she passed The Forum.

Couples walking.

Laughing.

Holding hands.

She watched a man open the passenger door for his girlfriend.

Simple.

Gentle.

Her chest ached.

Not from MS.

From loneliness.

“I just want regular,” she whispered.

No spirits.

No flying cereal boxes.

No mysterious assignments.

Just dinner dates.

Warm hands.

Someone who understood when her body shut down randomly.

Her phone buzzed.

Unknown number.

She hesitated.

Then he answered.

“Hello?”

A male voice.

Deep. Smooth.

“You, okay?”

Her stomach flipped.

It was him.

The man from Walmart.

Her pulse spiked.

“Do I know you?”

“You saw me yesterday.”

She went still.

“How did you get my number?”

Silence.

Then:

“You left your receipt.”

Her mind raced.

“I don’t remember giving you, my number.”

“You didn’t.”

Her heart thudded louder.

“That’s not comforting.”

A soft chuckle.

“I’m not trying to scare you.”

“Too late.”

“I just... I felt it too.”

Her breath caught.

“Felt what?”

“The shift.”

Her fingers tightened around the phone.

“You know what’s happening to you, don’t you?”

Her voice came out softer than she intended.

“...Do you?”

A pause.

Long enough to feel heavy.

“I know you’re not alone.”

Her skin prickled.

Not fear this time.

Recognition.

“Who are you?”

“Malcolm.”

The name settled in her chest.

Warm.

Solid.

“And what exactly do you want, Malcolm?”

Another pause.

Then gently—

“To help.”

Her heartbeats slowly and heavy.

Spirits wanted her.

Now a man who understood?

It felt too aligned.

Too intentional.

“You free for coffee?” he asked.

She hesitated.

Her body burned with fatigue.

Her legs ached.

Her mind buzzed.

But her heart—

Her heart leaned forward.

“Yeah,” she said quietly. “I’m free.”

As she hung up, the whisper returned.

Softer now.

Almost approving.

“Good.”

Her stomach dropped.

“Don’t start,” she muttered.

But deep down...

She knew.

This wasn’t random.

This wasn’t coincidence.

This was movement.

And something bigger was positioning itself around her life.

The fatigue in her muscles pulsed.

But beneath it—

Her spirit felt awake.

And that scared her more than anything.
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Coffee, Static, and Something Watching

The coffee shop in Live Oak smelled like roasted beans and burnt sugar.

Kecha noticed smells first now.

Always.

Burnt caramel.
Milk foam.
Faint cologne from the man two tables over.
And something else.
Cold.

Like air after rain — but there hadn’t been rain.

She sat near the window, sunlight hitting one side of her face, the other side shadowed.

Her left leg trembled slightly under the table.

MS fatigue had settled heavy today.

Her body felt like she had run five miles in her sleep.

Her fingers tingled around the paper cup.

“Please don’t act up,” she whispered to her nerves.

The bell above the door chimed.

She felt him before she saw him.

Like static shifting direction.

Malcolm.

Tall. Deep brown skin. Fitted charcoal button-down. Clean beard. Calm eyes that scanned the room before landing on her.

But it wasn’t just attraction that made her chest tighten.

It was recognition.

Like she’d seen him somewhere else.

Somewhere not physical.

He walked toward her slowly. Measured.

“You look better in daylight,” he said, voice smooth but cautious.

She raised one eyebrow.

“That’s debatable. MS mornings don’t do me favors.”

He sat.

Close enough for warmth.

Not close enough to touch.

“You always lead with medical disclosures?” he asked.

She shrugged. “Saves time.”

A corner of his mouth lifted.

“I respect efficiency.”

Silence fell — not awkward.

Charged.

The espresso machine hissed behind the counter.

Milk steamed.

Outside, traffic moved steadily.

But around them?

The air shifted.

Kecha felt it immediately.

The pressure changes.

Like being underwater for half a second.

Her hand tightened around her cup.

“You feel that?” she asked quietly.

Malcolm didn’t look surprised.

“Yes.”

Her pulse quickened.

“You’re not going to pretend you don’t know what I’m talking about?”

“No.”

That honesty hits harder than charm.

She swallowed.

“Okay. Then explain.”

He leaned back slightly, studying her.

“You’ve been noticing things for a while, haven’t you?”

She didn’t answer.

Because yes.

Since childhood, honestly.

But it intensified after diagnosis.

After the MRIs.

After the fatigue started feeling like something else.

“I thought it was stress,” she said slowly.

“It’s not.”

“How would you know?”

His jaw tightened.

“Because I see it too.”

The room felt smaller.

Her stomach flipped.

“See what exactly?”

“Movement where there shouldn’t be. Energy shifts. People who aren’t... people.”

Her heart pounded.

The lights flickered.

Not dramatically.

Just enough.

The barista cursed under her breath.

Malcolm didn’t flinch.

“You’re calm,” Kecha said.

“I’ve had practice.”

The word practice unsettled her.

“You’re not possessed, are you?”

He laughed softly.

“No.”

“Good. Because I can’t date possessed. That’s where I draw the line.”

His eyes warmed.

“You’re funny under pressure.”

“That’s trauma.”

They both smiled.

And for a moment?

It felt normal.

Two people.

Coffee.

Flirtation.

Then—

The temperature dropped sharply.

Her vision blurred.

Her left arm went numb.

Not tingling.

Gone.

The cup slipped from her hand.

Malcolm caught it mid-fall.

“Kecha.”

Her breathing sped up.

Her heart raced unevenly.

Her chest tightened.

This wasn’t gradual MS fatigue.

This was sudden.

Violent.

Her ears rang.

The room dimmed around the edges.

And then—

She saw her.

The woman from the hospital flash.

Standing near the doorway of the coffee shop.

Soaked.

Clothes clinging like she’d been pulled from water.

Eyes hollow.

Grief pouring off her like smoke.

“He left me.”

The voice didn’t echo.

It pierced.

Kecha gasped.

Her body convulsed slightly.

Malcolm grabbed her shoulders.

“Look at me.”

She couldn’t.

The woman stepped closer.

No one else reacted.

No one else saw.

“He pushed me.”

Her stomach twisted.

Water smell flooded her nose.

River water.

Metallic.

Dirty.

San Antonio River.

Her heart pounded painfully.

Her legs gave out.

Malcolm caught her before she hit the floor.

The coffee shop noise blurred into distant sound.

“Breathe,” he said firmly.

Her lungs struggled.

Her chest burned.

Her body felt like it was short-circuiting.

The spirit knelt in front of her.

Close.

Too close.

Her face was distorted by rage and sorrow.

“He said it was an accident.”

Kecha forced air into her lungs.

“You don’t get to use my body like this,” she whispered.

Malcolm’s grip tightened.

“She’s pulling your energy,” he muttered.

Her eyes snapped to him.

“You see her?”

“Yes.”

The room vibrated slightly.

Not physically.

Energetically.

The lights flickered again.

A cup shattered behind the counter.

Customers murmured nervously.

Kecha’s nerves screamed.

Pain shot down her spine.

She cried out.

MS flare and spiritual surge colliding.

Her body couldn’t tell the difference.

The woman screamed suddenly —

A sound that bypassed ears and struck the nervous system.

Kecha’s vision went white.

Then black.

She was outside.

On the sidewalk.

Air hot against her face.

Malcolm kneeling in front of her.

“You fainted.”

Her head throbbed.

Her muscles felt shredded.

Like they’d run electricity through her bones.

“She drowned,” Kecha whispered.

Malcolm stalled.

“She was pushed.”

He exhaled slowly.

“So that’s what she showed you.”

“You knew?”

He looked conflicted.

“I suspected.”

Her anger flared weak but present.

“You could’ve warned me.”

“I didn’t know she’d attach that aggressively.”

Attach.

The word unsettled her deeply.

“I’m not a battery,” she snapped.

“You’re a conduit.”

Her breath caught.

“That’s not better.”

He softened slightly.

“She’s desperate.”

“And I’m tired.”

Her voice cracked.

That part was real.

The MS fatigue had intensified after the episode.

Her limbs felt like lead.

Her vision is still slightly hazy.

“You’re not crazy,” he said gently.

She laughed weakly.

“That’s comforting, but I didn’t think I was.”

He held her gaze.

“You’re being activated.”

The word echoed.

Activated.

Like this was a system booting up.

“I didn’t sign up for this.”

“You didn’t have to.”

Her throat tightened.

The Texas sun felt too bright.

Her skin buzzed.

The woman was gone.

But the heaviness lingered.

“She wants justice,” Kecha whispered.

Malcolm nodded.

“And she thinks you can give it to her.”

Silence.

Traffic passed.

A siren wailed faintly in the distance.

Her body trembled slightly.

Not fear.

Exhaustion.

“You still want coffee?” she asked weakly.

He blinked.

“What?”

“Well, the first round ended with mild possession and public collapse, but maybe second time’s the charm.”

He stared at her.

Then they laughed.

A deep, genuine laugh.

“You’re unbelievable.”

“No. I’m fatigued.”

He helped her stand.

His hand warm against hers.

Solid.

Grounded.

She leaned into him slightly.

Not intentionally.

Her body just needed support.

And something inside her?

Trusted him.

Which scared her more than the ghost.

As they walked toward her car, she felt it again.

That sense of being watched.

Not by the drowned woman.

By something else.

Something bigger.

Patient.

Observing.

Waiting.

She stopped walking.

Malcolm noticed.

“What?”

She scanned the parking lot.

The air felt thick again.

Charged.

“It’s not just her,” she whispered.

His jaw tightened.

“No.”

Her stomach dropped.

“How many are there?”

He looked at her with something close to regret.

“More than you think.”

Her heart pounded slowly now.

Heavy.

Not panic.

Realization.

This wasn’t random haunting.

This wasn’t isolated.

This was organized.

Her phone buzzed in her purse.

She jumped.

Malcolm steadied her.

Unknown number.

Again.

She answered slowly.

“Hello?”

A distorted whisper came through the speaker.

Not static.

Not human.

“We see you too.”

The line went dead.

Her blood ran cold.

Malcolm’s expression darkened.

“That wasn’t her.”

“No.”

Her voice barely came out.

“That was something else.”

The Texas wind picked up suddenly.

Hot.

Sharp.

Unnatural.

And deep in her chest?

Beneath the fatigue.

Beneath the fear.

Beneath the ache for love.

Her spirit stirred.

This wasn’t an accident.

She wasn’t sick and haunted.

She was chosen and targeted.
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CHAPTER 4
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The Candle That Lit Itself

Converse felt different at night.

Quieter.

But it’s not peaceful.

Kecha stood in her kitchen staring at the unopened bottle of MS medication on the counter.

The plastic smelled faintly medicinal. Bitter. Synthetic.

Her body felt wrecked.

Every nerve felt like it had been plugged into a low voltage current all day.

Her calves throbbed.

Her spine ached.

Her left hand trembled slightly as she poured water.

Malcolm had insisted on following her home.

Not in a controlling way.

In a protective way.

He stood now near her living room window, scanning the parking lot.

“You always guard doors?” she asked softly.

“Only when something’s watching.”

She swallowed.

“That’s not romantic.”

“I’m not trying to be.”

The honesty unsettled her.

The apartment smelled like:

• Eucalyptus oil
• Clean laundry
• And faint lavender cleaner
But beneath that?

Cold.

Like air from an open freezer.

She felt it before she saw it.

The corner near her hallway darkened slightly.

Not shadow.

Density.

Malcolm’s posture shifted instantly.

“You feel that?” he asked.

“Yes.”

This wasn’t the drowned woman.

This felt older.

Heavier.

Less emotional.

More... deliberate.

Her heart started racing.

Her MS symptoms followed immediately.

That was the worst part.

Stress triggered flares.

Spiritual pressure triggered stress.

Her body became collateral damage.

Her right leg went weak at first.

She grabbed the counter.

“Okay no,” she whispered. “Not tonight.”

Malcolm crossed the room quickly and steadied her.

His hand on her waist was warm.

Grounding.

“You need to sit.”

“I need answers.”

Her voice cracked slightly.

The air temperature dropped sharply.

The lights flickered once.

Twice.

Then it went steady.

The candle on her coffee table—

Unlit—

Sparked.

A thin blue flame rose.

Kecha froze.

Her throat tightened.

“I did not buy self-lighting candles.”

Malcolm didn’t smile this time.

He stepped between her and the hallway.

“You’re not invited,” he said firmly into the room.

Silence.

Then—

A whisper.

Deeper than before.

Not feminine.

Not grieving.

Commanding.

“She opened.”

Kecha’s pulse pounded in her ears.

“I didn’t open anything,” she snapped.

The candle flame flared higher.

The air vibrated slightly.

Her head throbbed.

MS fatigue collided with adrenaline.

Her vision blurred around the edges.

Malcolm’s jaw tightened.

“You’ve been thinning the veil,” he said quietly.

She stared at him.

“The what?”

“The space between.”

“Between what?”

He hesitated.

“The living and the rest.”

Her stomach dropped.

“That’s not a thing normal people say.”

“You’re not normal.”

She glared at him.

“That is not flirting.”

The hallway grew darker.

Like shadows pooling.

Her chest tightened painfully.

She could feel something trying to push forward.

Trying to enter.

Not her body.

Her space.

Her authority.

The whisper returned.

“She carries light.”

Her knees buckled slightly.

Malcolm caught her again.

“Stay with me.”

“I am with you,” she said weakly. “My legs just ain’t.”

Pain shot down her spine.

A nerve flare.

Sharp.

Hot.

She gasped.

The candle flickered violently.

The flame stretched unnaturally tall.

And then—

A shape formed in the hallway.

Not fully visible.

Just distortion.

Like heat rising off pavement.

But darker.

Heavier.

Predatory.

Kecha’s skin went cold.

“You don’t get to come in my house,” she whispered.

The distortion pulsed.

Closer.

Malcolm’s voice lowered.

“You need to command it.”

“I don’t know how!”

“You do.”

Her breath shook.

The presence pressed harder.

Her ears rang.

Her left arm went numb again.

Her chest burned.

MS and spirit energy tangling like crossed wires.

“Say it,” Malcolm urged.

The distortion extended toward her.

Like it’s reaching.

Like it’s testing.

Something inside her shifted.

Not fear.

Authority.

She straightened slightly despite the pain.

Her voice came out stronger than she expected.

“You don’t have permission.”

The air snapped.

Like static breaking.

The shape recoiled slightly.

Malcolm nodded.

“Again.”

“You don’t belong here.”

The candle flame steadied.

The hallway light flickered back on.

The distortion shrank.

But before disappearing—

The whisper came clear.

“She will choose.”

Then silence.

Heavy.

Still.

The air returned to normal temperature.

The candle burned calmly.

Kecha collapsed onto the couch.

Her entire body was shaking.

Not from terror.

From exhaustion.

The kind MS left behind after stress spikes.

Her muscles felt shredded.

Her nerves raw.

Malcolm knelt in front of her.

His voice is softer now.

“They’re escalating.”

“Why?”

“Because you responded.”

Her throat tightened.

“I didn’t ask for this.”

“No.”

His eyes held hers.

“But you didn’t reject it either.”

That truth hurt.

Because part of her...

Had felt powerful.

When she spoke.

When it moved.

That scared her.

“You’ve done this before,” she said quietly.

He hesitated.

“Yes.”

Her stomach flipped.

“How deep are you in this?”

He leaned back slightly.

“I grew up around it.”

“Define around.”

“My grandmother was a seer.”

The word settled in the room.

“She trained me to recognize energy shifts. Entities. Attachments.”

Kecha blinked slowly.

“So, you just walk around casually spotting ghosts?”

“Not casually.”

She let out a tired laugh.

“Okay well I didn’t get the training manual.”

“You’re getting it now.”

Silence.

Her breathing slowed.

The candle flickered gently.

Her muscles still trembled.

She looked at him.

Really looked at him.

“You followed me because you knew something was coming.”

“Yes.”

“Because of the drowned woman?”

“No.”

Her heart skipped.

“Because of what’s behind her.”

Her stomach dropped.

“What’s behind her?”

He didn’t answer immediately.

Which told her everything.

Her phone buzzed on the table.

They both stared at it.

Unknown number.

Again.

Her pulse quickened.

Malcolm shook his head slightly.

“Don’t.”

It buzzed again.

And again.

Then stopped.

The apartment went silent.

Too silent.

Kecha closed her eyes briefly.

Her body screamed for rest.

Her spirit buzzed with awareness.

When she opened them—

The candle was out.

Smoke curled slowly upward.

And on the coffee table—

Burned into the wood—

A symbol.

Not drawn.

Scorched.

Three interlocking circles.

Her breath left her.

“That wasn’t there before.”

Malcolm stood slowly.

His expression is no longer calm.

“That’s not random.”

Her voice trembled slightly.

“What is it?”

He swallowed.

“It’s a mark.”

“For what?”

His eyes met hers.

“For someone claimed.”

Her heart pounded hard.

Claimed.

By whom?

The room felt watched again.

But not from inside.

From beyond.

Patient.

Strategic.

Waiting.

Kecha leaned back into the couch.

Her muscles are too weak to move.

Her nerves were buzzing.

Her mind is racing.

Her heart aching.

Not just from fear.

But from something deeper.

Purpose rising.

Whether she wanted it or not.

And somewhere beyond the walls of her apartment—

Beyond Converse.

Beyond San Antonio.

Something ancient shifted its focus.

Directly onto her.

She wasn’t just seeing them.

They were organizing around her.

And the mark meant—

This was no longer random.

This was assignment.

And something powerful had officially entered the game.
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CHAPTER 5
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Aisle 9 Never Closed

The smell of burnt wood lingered long after the candle went out.

Kecha hadn’t slept.

Not really.

She’d drifted in and out of shallow exhaustion while Malcolm stayed on her couch, half-awake, half-alert.

The symbol was still scorched into the coffee table.

Three interlocking circles.

Perfect.

Intentional.

Not jagged.

Not chaotic.

Organized.

Her body felt like it had been wrung out.

MS fatigue had settled into her muscles like wet cement.

Her calves throbbed.

Her fingertips tingled.

Her spine felt tight, inflamed.

But beneath that?

Something else pulsed.

Like her spirit hadn’t rested at all.

Morning light filtered through the blinds.

Converse traffic hummed outside.

A garbage truck beeped in reverse.

Normal life.

But her living room felt altered.

Malcolm stood near the table, staring at the symbol.

“You know what it means,” she said quietly.

He exhaled.

“Yes.”

Her stomach tightened.

“And?”

“It’s not a random mark.”

“No kidding.”

He ran his hand over his beard.

“It’s a binding seal.”

Her throat went dry.

“Binding who?”

“Not who.”

He looked at her.

“What.”

The word sat between them.

Heavy.

“You.”

Her pulse spiked.

“That’s not funny.”

“I’m not joking.”

Her right hand began to tremble slightly.

Stress.

Her MS reacted quickly to fear.

“So, I’m marked now?”

“You were marked before.”

Her stomach dropped.

“When?”

“Aisle 9.”

The words hit her like chilly water.

She felt it then.

That first shift.

The falling bottles.

The whisper.

“You felt it too,” she whispered.

“Yes.”

She paced slowly, though her legs protested.

“So, they picked me at Walmart? Like clearance?”

He didn’t smile.

“They didn’t pick you there. They revealed themselves there.”

Her chest tightened.

“What’s behind the drowned woman?”

He hesitated.

“That’s what worries me.”

Before she could respond—

Her phone buzzed.

Unknown number.

Again.

This time she answered.

Silence at first.

Then—

Breathing.

Slow.

Wet.

Like someone struggling.

Her stomach twisted.

“Say something,” she demanded.

A whisper followed.

Broken.

“Kecha...”

Her breath hitched.

“Who is this?”

A sob.

“He said nobody would believe me.”

The water smell flooded her senses instantly.

Metallic.

River.

She closed her eyes.

“You have a name,” she said softly. “Tell me your name.”

Malcolm watched her closely.

The voice trembled.

“Elena.”

The name settled in her chest like a stone.

“Elena what?”

Silence.

Then—

The sound of rushing water.

And the line went dead.

Her knees weakened.

Malcolm caught her before she dropped.

“You’re burning up.”

Her skin felt hot now.

Too hot.

MS flare.

Full force.

Her vision blurred.

Her nerves fired painfully.

Like electricity racing down her spine.

Her chest tightened.

Her breath grew shallow.

“She’s attaching,” Malcolm muttered.

“I didn’t invite her!”

“She’s desperate.”

Her body convulsed slightly.

Pain shot through her legs.

Her muscles clenched involuntarily.

Tears sprang to her eyes.

“Make it stop,” she whispered.

He held her face gently.

“Focus on me.”

Her breathing staggered.

The room felt distorted.

Like

























































































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
.PUBLISHING '*f’i..j 2





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





