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    To those who have felt the weight of a gift they did not ask for,and to those who found the courage to use it anyway.May you remember that the Lord has given you a purpose,and that your light, even in dark places, matters.
Never waste your time not doing what you were meant to do.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "We carry the dead within us, not as burdens, but as reminders that we are still alive—and that we can still choose light."— Lehango Hamilton

      

    


Summary: Bound by the Dead: The Witch Who Raised Me

By Lehango Hamilton

Bound by the Dead is a haunting and emotionally rich supernatural thriller series following Mason Dube, a young man with a forgotten gift of spiritual connection known as Vulism—a powerful and rare ability to perceive, feel, and communicate with the dead. After purchasing a neglected corner shop across from a mysterious cemetery, Mason is unknowingly pulled back into a world he spent his life trying to escape.

Haunted by spirits, unexplained events, and a deeply buried past involving his manipulative grandmother—a secretive witch who exploited his Vulism as a child—Mason's quiet life erupts into chaos. Alongside Naomi, a gifted and fearless medium, and Julie, his loyal and quick-witted friend, Mason begins solving ghost-related cases that reveal not only local hauntings but buried secrets tied to his own identity.

As each book unfolds, the trio encounters trapped souls, haunted towns, cursed objects, spiritual parasites, and demons that prey on grief, guilt, and silence. Yet beneath the horror lies heart: stories of healing, justice for the forgotten, and the redemption of a man learning to embrace the gift he once feared.
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Chapter 1: Ashes and Letters
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From the book: Bound by the Dead – Book 2: The Witch Who Raised Me
by: Lehango Hamilton
It had been three quiet months since the Spirit Wrecker Demon incident at Mason's corner shop. The arcade machines had been repaired. The food counter was back in service. The only thing that hadn't quite returned to normal was Mason himself.

He'd taken to sleeping on the couch again, claiming it was because the upstairs bedroom got too hot at night. But Julie knew better. The way he twitched in his sleep, the way he paced the floors like the house was whispering secrets he couldn't quite hear. Something was stirring in him again.

Naomi had warned him: “Spiritual confrontation changes you. Once you truly open the door, it doesn’t close the same way again.”

That morning, Mason climbed into the attic not looking for ghosts—but for lightbulbs. A shelf in the game room had shorted, and he needed replacements. But the attic, with its stale air and long-forgotten boxes, had other plans.

He spotted a box he hadn’t seen before small, blackened at the edges, sealed with red thread. The tag read: “To My Gifted One.”

His stomach dropped.

He sat down right there on the floor, ignoring the dust and insulation poking at his legs, and opened the box. Inside were:

	A partially charred, brittle parchment.

	A bundle of dried bones—chicken, perhaps, but marked with chalk symbols.

	And a letter in handwriting so familiar it made his chest tighten.


He unfolded it with trembling fingers.

“Mason, my sweet vessel,
If you're reading this, it means your gift has begun to stir again. I warned you—you could not bury it forever.
The Binding was not just a ceremony. It was a bond between you and what lies beneath the veil.
You were never meant to be normal.
You were meant to lead.”
The letter was unsigned, but it didn’t need to be.

“Grandma Vera,” Mason whispered. His voice was hollow. The air in the attic thinned.

A memory hit him like a sudden gust:

He was ten years old again, standing in the middle of a salt circle in her living room, candlelight flickering across strange wooden masks on the walls. She had smeared something cold and wet across his forehead—goat's blood—and whispered, “This world has forgotten the old ways. You, my sweet, will remember for them.”

Mason gritted his teeth and shoved the letter back in the box. The bones rattled like they were laughing at him.

That night, he didn’t sleep.

Instead, he sat by the window of the shop, staring at the cemetery across the road, listening for any echo from the past. The sky above was overcast, no moon in sight. The streetlights flickered.

Julie passed behind him, heading upstairs with a blanket and tea. She paused, watching him in the dim glow.

“You, okay?” she asked gently.

He didn’t answer at first.

“Did I ever tell you she used to call me her 'vessel'?” Mason finally said.

Julie’s brow furrowed. “Your grandmother?”

He nodded. “She didn’t raise me like a kid. She raised me like a... like a weapon.”

Julie walked over and placed the blanket around his shoulders. “You’re not what she made you. You’re what you choose to be now.”

He wanted to believe that. But inside, he could feel something moving. A pulse beneath his ribs. The Vulism, long sealed and buried, was stirring like a sleeping giant.

And then came the knock.

Three soft taps at the front door.

He turned quickly, heart racing. Julie saw it too.

Mason walked over slowly and peeked outside. No one. Just the cemetery across the street.

But something was sitting on the doormat: a crow feather, blackened and wet as though dipped in oil.

Mason bent down, picked it up, and turned it in his fingers.

It shimmered faintly—just like the sigils Vera used to paint.

The Binding was unraveling.

And something was calling him back.
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