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“Sandra Wickham has filled a world—one much like ours—with well-drawn, vivid, and relatable characters. Death Coach grabs the reader from the first chapter and ratchets the tension tighter to a fantastic finale. Full of interesting magic, spooky ghosts and a unique take on the afterlife, Death Coach is slick, fun, and has a heart of gold. Full of fright, family, and phantoms, it’s a perfect read for lovers of paranormal mystery and contemporary fantasy.”

-Chadwick Ginther, Author of the Thunder Road Trilogy and Graveyard Mind



"Spirits, magic and the supernatural spun into a fun and unique adventure! Full of realistic and lovable characters, be prepared. "Death Coach" will keep you up until you finish it. A thoroughly enjoyable paranormal novel."

-Lori Pollock, Amazon reviewer



"Sandra Wickham’s Deach Coach has everything: well-rounded characters who are a joy to spend time with, humour that brings light to some darker subject matter, and real stakes for the lovable cast without crossing into truly grim territory. Wickham deftly balances all these facets with a brisk pace and confident, breezy writing style sure to draw readers in. As a storyteller, Wickham makes a promise with every book about what she has in store—a journey that’s as much about the human connections between the characters as it is about the paranormal happenings around them—and beautifully meets that promise with effortless ease. Readers are sure to find much to love with Amy, Carme, and the gang in this fantastic new paranormal mystery series." 

-Skyla Dawn Cameron



"Wickham's enthralling narrative successfully intertwines mystery, horror, and supernatural elements, keeping readers captivated from the first page to the last. The author's deft storytelling is evident in Amy's well-crafted character, endowed with an intricate blend of vulnerability and resilience. Her personal struggles and journey toward understanding resonate deeply, drawing the reader in and fostering a strong emotional connection.

For those with an affinity for dark fantasy and a willingness to venture into a world where life and death intersect in startling ways, Death Coach is an engaging read. It's a chilling yet heartwarming tale that will undoubtedly leave a memorable mark on the reader."
             - Literary Titan

 I became really emotional (invested) in the characters and had a happy cry at the end. Well done Sandra Wickham. You've created wonderful characters that make me want to join their next adventure!! 
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This book is dedicated to all of my friends and families with special needs. 


In addition to support, understanding and kindness, we also need representation.


 I hope this lives up to the standard deserved. 
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Chapter One





My shoulders and neck tightened with every word my client said. 

Asar lifted his chin in his usual formal, haughty style. “My loyalty was the reason for everything I did.” 

He had never told me when or where he had lived, but his green, pleated wrap around skirt, white blouse and multicoloured head cloth suggested an ancient civilization.

Over the last five months I had become more of a historian than I’d ever cared to be as I helped ghosts from all eras and locations. We didn’t know how I heard them all speak English. While useful, it could be disorienting to watch their mouths move at a different cadence than what I heard, like watching a badly dubbed movie. 

I snapped myself back to focus on Asar. He shook his fist in front of his chest. “It was all for the woman I loved. For the good of our kingdom.” 

Today marked our eighth session together and we hadn’t made an inch of progress. Maybe he was simply lonely. I ran my thumb across the smooth amethyst worry stone Carme had given me for when I needed to de-stress. “What do you want from your afterlife now?” 

He dropped his fist and studied me. He had dark hair, sharp features and the demeanor of a fighter. “I want to be with my love, but that is an impossible dream.” 

“Where is your love now?” I asked. He sank into the quiet, thoughtful pose I’d grown familiar with. He’d mentioned his love every time, but never gave any details. 

Peppermint wafted past me. “Poor soul,” Myst said. “So tortured even now. It is romantic, is it not?”

I didn’t reply. No one else could see or hear my guardian angel, not even other ghosts. We still hadn’t figured who she had been when she was alive, another failure on my part.  

Asar pulled his shoulders back but whatever he’d been about to say got cut off. Carme’s one eyed ghost cat, Fidget appeared on her desk. He stuck his brown butt in the air and stretched. “Time’s up, buddy,” he said. 

“Don’t be rude,” Carme said and flicked Fidget’s ear, an action neither of them felt. She faced where she thought Asar might be and smiled. “You can book again.” She flipped pages in the appointment book. “How’s August?” 

It didn’t surprise me the rest of July was booked. We had become extremely busy now I coached ghosts and vampires. 

Fidget yawned. “You’ll have to cough up more money if you want another appointment.” 

Asar glared at Fidget but we all knew he wouldn’t do anything. Fidget was too powerful. Asar gave a small huff and disappeared. His scent of jasmine flower went with him, wherever he spent his time when not in my office going on and on about loyalty, devotion, sacrifice and love. I didn't doubt he would rebook and pay for it. 

I rubbed my temples. Carme and Fidget always got payment from our ghost clients, as impossible as it had first seemed to me. There were hidden stashes, family members to contact who were willing to pay or even selling their ghostly services to psychics. Carme served as the brains, Fidget the muscle, which made them an administrative golden duo. 

Carme adjusted the strap on her pink sun dress. “He’s still not happy?” 

I shook my head. “He may never be.”  

She stood and gave me a wide smile. “How about another coffee?”

I clapped with enthusiasm. "Perfect idea." Carme laughed. 

Fidget rolled his one good eye at me. “I’ll never understand the human obsession with that stuff.” 

I chuckled. “Remember catnip?” 

His ears perked. “Ah. Yes.” He set his head back down and closed his eye.  

“I’ll get us coffee,” Carme said. “Plus whatever Ethan baked today.” Colour rose in her cheeks. Carme’s crush on Ethan had only grown bigger from the intense situations we’d been through together in less than nine months. 

“That would be great, Carme, thanks. How long till the next appointment?”

She checked her book and smiled over at me again. “Ten minutes.” She grabbed her purse. “See you soon.” She gave me a cheerful wave and left. Fidget vanished. He would stay close, her constant guardian and loyal defender. 

I rolled my shoulders back to try to let go of some of the tightness in my body.

“You really should take your own advice. Focus on some self care,” Myst said. “Yes, I’ve learned a few things since we’ve met,” she added with her snappiest tone. 

“I can handle being busy,” I replied. “It just feels like it’s all for nothing sometimes.”

“Is this about me?” she asked. The snark had gone. 

“Not entirely, but I haven’t been able to help you, have I?” 

In the silence, a fresh scent of peppermint drifted over me. “You’ve been trying.” She didn’t sound upset with me but I thought she should have been. A hefty weight of guilt stirred in my heart. 

“We’ll get there,” I told her. “I promise.”

She took a deep breath. “Yes, we shall. But it will not happen if you’re a sad, soggy minded mess.” The snark had returned full force.

“And we’re back to normal.” I couldn’t help smile. “I’ll do a little meditation to try and re-energize myself. How’s that?” 

“Meditation would be a start,” she replied. “Just don’t get distracted.” 

I moved to the floor and sat cross-legged on the new dark blue and white meditation pillow I’d bought for myself. I’d gotten permission from Charles to do whatever I wanted with the space, so I had given our office some upgrades. We now had colourful floor rugs to soften and brighten up the cement floor, more artwork on the brick walls, better lighting and new desk chairs for Carme and me. The ghost clients didn’t care about the decor and if the vampires noticed they never mentioned it, but I did it for my cousin and me. We deserved it. 

I focused on my breath and let my thoughts slow. My eyes popped open as a strong scent of trees filled the office. 

Something had joined us. 

“Who’s there?” My brain spun. What could be strong enough to get past our wards? Something told me they weren’t there to book an appointment.

“Myst? Do you sense anything?” I asked. 

“I feel something," she replied. "It is definitely odd.”  

It didn’t make any sound, but the air felt heavy. It had to be a powerful entity to get this close without permission. I closed my eyes and called for my ghost army generals. 

The scent of metal, earth and herbs steeled my nerves. Robyn, small in statue but giant in heart and guts, appeared next to her constant comrade, the strong and silent, Mark. 

“What’s up, boss?” Robyn asked, then let out a soft whistle. “What is that?” 

“I don’t know,” I replied. “Do you?” 

Robyn shook her head. “I don’t see anything.” She and Mark circled me on full alert. 

“What do you want?” I asked the intruder as I grabbed my phone off my desk and called Aunt Jodene. She didn’t answer so I left a message. “Aunt Jodene, I have a visitor here. I’m going to try to get rid of them and I’ll call you back. If you don’t hear from me, you know what to do.” If I didn’t call my aunt back, she would call in the troops, humans, vampires, spirits and witches. It didn’t hurt to be cautious after everything we had been through. 

I stood up, lifted my chest and held my chin high. Often a direct approach proved most effective. “You’re not welcome here.” Many spirits left when assertively told to do so. Robyn raised her eyebrows at me. The spirit hadn’t left. 

I used my connection with Gale to call him to the office. As a vampire he moved fast, but would he get here in time to help? I didn’t have time to worry about it because the spirit in the office entered my body. 

My breath caught in my chest and panic filled me. The entity’s intrusion consumed my senses. I needed to calm down. I needed to focus. I’d been able to get rid of a ghost before, I told myself.  

I turned all my attention to trying to reverse control from them to me. It didn’t work. Panic choked me. Was I even breathing? I gasped for air and gripped the cushioned arms of my desk chair. I squeezed with all my might to try to keep myself connected with reality. 

I closed my eyes and fought for control of my body and my mind. I’d been through too much in the last year to allow a single spirit to beat me. I had to figure out how to stop it.  

“Get out,” I yelled. My own voice came to me muffled, as if under water. My body felt like the entity inside me weighed me down. I tried to find a grip on the spirit. It was strong and everywhere inside me. I tried to force it out by sheer will but the spirit’s hold on me didn’t waiver. 

Where was Myst? Was she here? Maybe I couldn’t hear her over the spirit in my head? Or had this spirit somehow blocked her from me? More panic gripped me.

I could no longer move my hands and legs. I opened my eyes. Robyn and Mark stood in front of me with worried expressions. I tried to speak but couldn’t. I mentally screamed at the spirit to leave me, recalling every banishing phrase I could remember. I didn’t know if it heard me or not. My panic turned to desperation. The spirit took over total control. I felt its anger, frustration and fear. My feelings tangled with theirs. Many of my thoughts were not my own. 

More of my ghost army appeared. Robyn spoke to them, but I couldn’t hear what she said. It didn’t matter how many showed up. The spirit had a hold on me. 

My vision blurred. Time lost meaning as I tumbled down into a darkness I couldn’t climb out of. 
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Chapter Two





Iheard another voice over the spirit yelling inside of me. I focused on that voice. Male. Strong. It told me to fight. 

There were other voices chanting. My vision swam with blurry figures around me. Were they spirits or humans? One came up close to me. Aunt Jodene? Before I could decipher if it had been her or my mind playing tricks, I got yanked under again.

Someone held my hand and put something thin, small and cool in it. I yelled at my brain to fight back and I focused on my hand. A pen. My hand shook. Something else got put under my hand. Paper. Someone had given me a pen and paper. A blurred person leaned in front of me. Carme? I tried to speak but I couldn’t. 

I gripped the pen like my life depended on it, which it probably did. I screamed within my mind at the spirit inside me. Tell me what you want!

At first, nothing happened. Write what you want, I mentally yelled at it with every ounce of fight I had left in me. What if this entity wanted nothing else but to take me over forever? My heart burst at the thought of losing my friends and family forever. I knew they were there with me. Carme, Aunt Jodene, probably Liam or Ethan or maybe both. It was the reminder I needed to fight. I wasn’t ready to leave them behind. I refused to go out this way. 

“Do it,” I said out loud to the spirit. “Write it.” 

My hand moved without my will. I resisted the natural instinct to fight against it. The pen slid across the paper, writing something I couldn’t see. 

It stopped and I gathered all my strength. “Leave,” I yelled at it. “Leave,” I repeated, as loud as I could. It fought back. It’s presence inside me felt like tentacles attached to me everywhere. I focused on one tentacle and broke its attachment. One at a time. I didn’t have to break free all at once. I could do it one step at a time. I didn’t know how many times I did it, how many connections I broke, but eventually I knew it would only take a few more cuts. I could do this. I would do this. 

In a final mental snap, the connection broke and I pushed the spirit out of me. I gasped for air with my own power once again and fell forward. Many hands supported me and sat me back onto a chair. My mind slowly cleared, like fog rolling away in the sun. My heart pounded in my chest. I blinked repeatedly, each time my vision improved until I could see again. 

It took me a few seconds to make sense of the scene around me. Carme, Liam and Brie held hands to my left, all dressed in dark reds. Carme’s face showed determined concern. Liam, grinned at me and Brie appeared a little shocked. To my right, in a light purple sun dress covered in stars, Aunt Jodene held hands with two men. On one side stood Gale, as huge and intimidating as ever in a tight dark grey t-shirt and black jeans . On the other side stood Michael in an expensive tailored navy suit looking like he’d come from an executive meeting with the Fortune 500. My ghost generals stood behind the living. Robyn ghost clapped and Mark gave me a double thumbs up. 

Aunt Jodene beamed down at me. “Well done, honey. We tried to help all we could, but you did most of it.” I noted she hadn’t let go of Gale or Michael’s hands yet. Gale glanced down at their hands, then respectfully and gently pulled his hand from hers. His discomfort made me giggle and I realized I felt light headed. 

Someone grabbed both my arms. It took a lot of effort for me to shift my focus. Ethan knelt in front of me, keeping me upright in the chair. “Are you okay?” he asked. 

He looked good. Worried, but good. He had his dark green Artful Cup cafe apron on over a black t-shirt, so he must have left work. My brain grasped onto those small details, grounding me. It took me some time to answer. “I’m okay.” I swallowed hard, extremely thirsty. “Thank you. Everyone.” 

Carme let go of Liam and Brie to take the paper I had written on. “Wow.” She studied it closer.

Peppermint flashed past me. “Amy,” Myst said. “It’s still here.” 

Panic rose hard and fast like a familiar nightmare. Everyone I cared about was in this room right now. I stood and knocked Ethan back onto his butt. My ghost army went on high alert.

Aunt Jodene grabbed Gale’s hand again. “It’s not over,” she said. 

Tree sap smell spun around me. “You’re not welcome here,” I yelled. Carme dropped the paper to go back with Liam and Brie. Aunt Jodene nodded at me, giving me the extra strength I needed at the moment. 

The paper Carme had dropped lifted off the floor as though caught in a small whirlwind. It rose up over our heads and then floated gently down to the ground. 

The sap smell disappeared. I stumbled back and Ethan helped me sit again. “It’s gone,” I told them.

“Thank goodness,” Myst said with a long exhale. 

Liam rushed forward, bent down and gave me a hug. “Amiga, you had us worried.”

Relief washed over me and I leaned into his hug. “Thank you all for coming.” I pulled back and faced everyone. 

Gale approached me and Ethan put himself between me and Gale. I weakly reached out and pushed Ethan aside. Now wouldn’t be the best time for him to raise past grievances. 

Gale chuckled as Ethan backed away. The vampire I had become a drudge for to save Carme's life dropped to one knee in front of me. My stomach gave an unexpected flutter at him being so close. I clamped the feeling down, knowing he’d pick up on it through the bond between us. If he noticed, he didn’t show it. He gave me a small nod. “Brie and I need to get back. The coven has been without us for too long. We need rest and,” he paused. “Nourishment. ” 

His words were a lot to register. “Too long? What do you mean? How long is too long?” I scanned the faces in the room. None of them met my gaze like they didn’t want to answer me. “How long?” I repeated. 

Aunt Jodene’s rings clacked as she clasped her hands in front of her. “Two days, Amy. You’ve been fighting for two days.” 

The room spun as the news hit me. “What?” 

“Steady, now,” Myst said firmly. 

“Easy,” Ethan said quietly beside me. 

I calmed myself with a few breaths. Now my brain knew how long it had been my body also responded. My stomach growled for food and I had to pee really bad.

Brie stepped forward and Gale stood. “Hi.” She gave me one of her cover model smiles. “He’s right. We should go. I’m glad you’re okay. See you for my next appointment!” 

She, Carme and Liam hugged, while Gale grimaced. I knew he had concerns about her newly discovered role as a vampire witch. Would she be expected to become the coven’s witch? What would then be asked of her? I made a mental note to talk to him about it later, after a bathroom break, food and sleep.

Brie gave a nod to Michael. He returned the gesture, then locked eyes with Gale. Even without my drudge connection to Gale I would have felt the tension between them. Finally, Gale gave an almost imperceptible nod. He and Brie moved so fast they vanished almost like ghosts. The connection to Gale weakened in strength but remained a constant reminder of his bite and our bond.

Michael put his hand on the back of my chair and leaned in. His breath brushed my neck as he spoke. “Are you sure you’re all right here?” 

I leaned away from him. “Of course. These are my people.” I met his eyes. Great power spun in those dark vortexes. 

He stood, a small grin briefly on his face. “Then I shall go to mine.” I watched as he and Ethan locked eyes. Ethan nodded and Michael left in a quick blur. Aunt Jodene let out a disappointed sigh and if I’d had more energy I would have scolded her for romanticizing vampires. 

I pointed over my shoulder to our little bathroom in the office. “I really have to go. I’m fine,” I added with a hand flick. 

“No, you’re not,” Myst said, but I ignored her.  

I got up from my office chair, swayed a little and gave another smile. “Look. No problem.” 

Aunt Jodene and Carme flanked me as I went to the door and were still there when I came back out. “See?” I said. “I’m just fine.” The room spun and I pointed at my chair. “Maybe I’ll just sit again.” 

Aunt Jodene tsked and they helped me back into my seat. “Two days?” I repeated. “How? Carme, did you deal with appointments?” 

She smiled and nodded. “I did.” She sighed. “We have a lot of catching up to do.” 

The thought of more ghost clients pained me almost as much as my headache. Yes, I coached a lot of ghosts but to what end?

“You all don’t have to stay,” I said. 

Liam crossed his arms in front of his chest and raised his eyebrows at me. Aunt Jodene shook her head. “We’re not leaving you alone. Right now you need nourishment and rest.” 

“Yes, food, please. Cafe?” A few glances were exchanged between the others. “What?” I asked. 

Ethan let out a small chuckle. “It’s the middle of the night. But luckily,” he pulled out keys from his pocket. “You’ve got connections.” 

He held my elbow as we went to the door. Empty drink bottles overflowed our little recycling bin and take out containers filled the garbage. 

“I hope you all took shifts,” I said to Ethan as he led me out the door. Carme, Jodene and Liam followed close behind. 

“We did. Liam, Carme and Brie stuck together, then Jodene and I switched in. The other two vampires never left. Guess they don’t need to eat or rest.” 

I yawned. “They do. That’s a myth.” 

“Wait,” Carme called out and we all froze. She ran back and picked up the paper I’d written on. She held it up high and smiled. “We’re gonna want to look at this!”

Nausea from exhaustion and lack of food made the room spin. I wasn’t ready for any more puzzles at the moment, but I smiled back at my cousin’s contagious enthusiasm. I had learned to always trust her instincts. If she said we should look at what I’d written, then we would.


      [image: ]Ethan unlocked the cafe.  Despite my exhaustion and lingering confusion, my mood improved. The Artful Cup remained one of my favourite places in the world. Even closed to customers the cafe smelled of heavenly coffee mixed with the lingering scent of mouthwatering baked goods, chalk and candles bought from my aunt's shop. Ethan flicked on the lights for us.  

Carme took my hand and led me to the large, high table in front of the chalk wall. The wall currently held drawings of all different styles, abilities and ages, done by the patrons. Somehow, it worked and stood as a beautiful testament to the cafe’s artistic spirit.

Ethan held his arm bent like a butler. “I suppose I shall get to work?”

Carme giggled and blushed. “Yes, please.” 

“I’ll help,” Aunt Jodene said and they moved around behind the counter. Liam joined us at the table. His smile remained but I could see the exhaustion behind it. 

“Thank you,” I said to him.

Liam waved me off. “It’s okay. Just be sure to be my alibi to Andrea. I haven’t seen her since yesterday. She might be out for blood.” He held up a hand. “So to speak.” His grin said it all. My best friend had fallen ridiculously in love and I couldn’t have been more thrilled for him. 

“Oh, please,” Carme said with an exaggerated eye roll and leaned in to me. She smelled of incense and her favourite argan shampoo. “Andrea knew he was helping.” Carme put the paper I’d written on down on the table and smoothed it out. “Let’s see.”

I didn't really want to look at what I'd written. “Any clues to what possessed me?”

 Liam slid the page in front of him. He shrugged and slid it back over to Carme. “Looks like scribbles.”

Carme made a few humming sounds, reminding me of her mom when she gave someone a reading in the Feathered Serpent. “Interesting,” she said, more to herself than us. 

Aunt Jodene came out with coffees and small plates balanced on a tray. “What’s interesting?” She set the tray down and we all reached for a coffee. She jabbed a thumb over her shoulder. “Ethan is making us breakfast.” 

A comforting smell of eggs cooking emerged from the back as if on cue, mixed with hints of butter and melted cheese. My stomach rumbled in response. 

Carme slid the paper over to her mom. “Are these Egyptian?” 

Aunt Jodene didn’t make it on her first attempt to sit on the high bar style chair. She used the bar at the base, pumped her leg to give herself enough boost and go up into it with a grunt. “Whew. That’s an event, that is.” She settled in and examined the page. “Yes, you are right, my clever daughter. Those are ancient Egyptian hieroglyphs.” 

“What?” I grabbed the paper from across the table.

“Well, they’re not exactly clear,” Aunt Jodene said. “Probably tough to write clearly when you’re channeling through someone.” 

“Probably,” Carme agreed, like they talked about a friend rather than an extremely powerful entity that had taken over my body and mind. 

“I hope I made it extremely uncomfortable for them so they won’t come back," I said, probably with a bit too much anger. "Can we stop it from happening again?”

Aunt Jodene took a deep breath and I knew the answer wasn’t going to be easy. “Unless you cut yourself off from every single spirit, including Myst, I don’t think there’s a lot we can do. Updated wards could help.”

Ethan came out with eggs and cheese steaming between English muffins for each of us. He handed out the sandwiches then sat beside me. 

“Hieroglyphs,” he said with a nod to the paper then took a large bite of his breakfast muffin.

Liam let out an impressed scoff. “How did you know that? Still looks like scribbles to me.” 

Ethan nodded as he chewed. “Pictures were how they wrote.” He pointed at the paper. “Each one usually represents a single consonant or a combination of them or some can mean whole words or concepts.” The silence made him pause midway to his next bite. “What?” he asked, but then grinned. “I was a freelance researcher for a bit and fell into a job working on Egyptian hieroglyphs.” 

 I bit into my sandwich, closed my eyes and hummed happily at the deliciousness. “Do you know what it says?” I mumbled through my mouthful.

Ethan chuckled. “Glad you like the food.” He wiped his hands on a napkin and picked up the page. “Unfortunately, hieroglyphic writing is complicated. One can stand for a letter and a whole concept at the same time. It’s a lot about context. I don’t remember enough to read this. Sorry.” 

Liam reached over to grab Carme’s uneaten breakfast sandwich. “Sounds like we need to do some research.”

Carme smacked his hand away. “Mine. And yes. We do.” 

Liam sat back with an exaggerated pout at Carme. “What are we going to do about her?” He pointed at me and then crossed his arms, like I was problematic child or pet. 

“New wards,” Aunt Jodene said. “And we take turns keeping an eye on her. Carme, eat.” She pointed at her daughter’s plate. Carme rolled her eyes at her mom but started eating her sandwich. 

“I don’t—,” I started, then stopped myself. I’d been about to say I didn’t need babysitting, but that would have been my ego talking. Could I fight that spirit if it came back again? I didn't know. I took a deep breath. “I could use help.”

“I'm surprised you admitted that,” Myst said. "How evolved of you." I rolled my eyes at my guardian angel. Sometimes it was a good thing no one else could hear her.

Liam stretched. “I have to tap out of the first few shifts of Amy Watch.” Carme giggled and Liam held up his hand for a high five which she gladly smacked. Usually Carme nicknamed people and things, but Liam had beat her to it. He checked his phone. “I have just enough time to get home, get a couple hours of sleep and then get to work. I’ll do research whenever I can.” 

Liam worked in HR for a mid-sized, trans owned clothing business in downtown Vancouver. He also happened to be a wizard at finding the information we needed. Or, rather a witch. I’d been told the term witch is gender neutral and wizards were something for fantasy books and movies. 

Aunt Jodene’s bracelets clicked together as she flicked a hand at him to go. “We’ll look after her, don’t worry.” 

“Thanks.” Liam gave a round of good-bye hugs to everyone, including Ethan who appeared surprised. 

“You’re part of the gang, now,” I told Ethan.

He shrugged one shoulder. “All right by me.” 

“You should get some sleep, too,” I told Ethan but he shook his head. 

“I’ve got to open this morning, I might as well get some baking and cleaning done. Pretty sure I’d just feel worse if I slept.” 

Aunt Jodene let out a small groan as she got down off the high legged chair. “Let’s go, then. We’ll go to our place, get some sleep. I can open the shop in the morning while you ladies rest up.” She held up her hand when Carme started to protest. “Sleep, my darlings, is important. If we are to use our brains to solve this new mystery, you need your sleep. I’m old. I can live on very little sleep when I have to.” 

It felt like the right thing to do. “Oh my gosh, my cats.” Guilt and fear hit me. I’d been battling the spirit for two days. They’d been without food, water and company the whole time.  

“We took care of it,” Aunt Jodene said. “Liam and Andrea have them at their place. They’re doing quite well.” 

“Thank you.” I was relieved but also gutted. My cats, Wookie and Midnight, liked their routines, their specific toys, their bedtime rituals. I had been relieved at being free of the spirit, but now a fresh emotion rose. That spirit had stolen two days from me, forced my friends to put their lives on hold to help me and had displaced my cats. Heat rose to my face. 

“Amy?” Carme’s voice brought me up from the spiral I’d put myself in. 

“Yes. Sorry.” I got down off my chair to join them at the door. 

“You need sleep, my dear,” Myst said and I nodded to the air. 

Ethan gave me a tight hug and I fell into the safety of it. He smelled of coffee and kitchen grease. “Get some rest,” he said. “And for goodness sake, be careful.” 

“I will,” I answered into his shoulder. “You, too." 

Aunt Jodene drove us to their apartment which was not too far from the Drive, but far enough to be glad of a vehicle. The sky remained dark with a hint of the dawn to come as we arrived at their place, a comfortable two bedroom apartment filled with new age and occult items. Their customers would have loved to see they didn’t merely sell these things, they lived it. Carme and Aunt Jodene went to work on new wards to keep me safe. 

The apartment filled with the comforting scent of burning herbs. Carme and Aunt Jodene put multiple crystals and a powdery black silt all around every room. My job, we all knew, was to stay out of their way. They were much better at this stuff than I would ever be. 

Aunt Jodene handed me a fluffy purple pillow and a blanket for the couch. “Egyptians,” she said. “This could get interesting.”

Exhaustion pulled me under and I didn’t have anything to say in return. Even the threat of the spirit returning couldn’t keep me awake. 

“Rest,” Myst said to me. “I think we’re in for another battle.” 
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