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Let the Bite One In

Kitten and Blonde, Book Two

Eule Grey


For Rae, Elizabetta, “Tom,” and “Jacinta”


 

One bite, you can run.

Two bites, and you’re done.


Chapter One

WHY DOES NOBODY see me, trapped on a train crammed with people and their noise?

I make a fuss, bang on the windowless walls, float through seats and bodies, but still, nobody notices me at all. “Hello? Where’s the exit? I can’t get out. Help! Can’t you see me?”

They look through me because I don’t matter.

I’m alone with the chaos of my own head.

“Help!”

I mattered once, but I lost her.

I lost her.

Without her, I’m nothing but a dirty stain.

Did I ever exist?

Am I real?

Shut up.

Shut up!

There’s something at the far end of the carriage that I can’t quite see. With slow, confident steps, it walks towards me.

It’s him.

Coming.

For.

Me.

“Help!”

I woke up screaming. The nightmare faded almost immediately into a telltale prickle at the base of my neck. The prickling sensation was my body’s way of letting me know a spook was nearby.

Rather than fear, an indignant sense of resentment rose to the surface. After a lifetime of liaising between the physical world and the supernatural, those seeking my services hardly ever showed the same respect I offered them.

“What do you want?”

I’d spent the previous two weeks staying with Lisa, and it seemed some of her natural assertiveness had seeped into me.

The entity didn’t reply. Through the darkness, I gained the impression it was saddened rather than angered by my question. Guilt crept in. Maybe the entity had its reasons for sneaking in?

I adopted a more professional tone, albeit grudgingly. “Please call back at a sociable hour. We’ve a drop-in Wednesdays and Thursdays in the garden shed from eleven. If there’s a queue, wait your turn, and no arguing with other customers.” Boundaries were necessary, especially for the dead, who did not discern doors or locks. I didn’t bother offering an address for Lisa’s house. Ghosts rarely needed a map.

The weekday drop-in had been her idea. After a lengthy 3:00 a.m. heart-to-heart with a lonely ghost, she’d put her foot down. “They can make an appointment like anyone else does. You were in the bathroom for hours last night, for fuck’s sake! I thought you’d been sucked down the loo by a giant snake.”

The welcome memory of Ms Blonde led me to a kinder disposition. “You’re here now, so you might as well talk. Where are you?”

The dark cold of my bedroom offered no clues as to the position of the ‘guest’. Though my eyes smarted from the intensity of my glare, only the outline of a wardrobe and billowing blackout curtains looked back.

I inched up the wall until I was sitting rather than prostrate. The top of my head banged against the headboard. To relieve the tension in my neck, I looked up.

It hovered directly above me, only inches from my face. Later, I’d swear she was female, but the shape vanished too swiftly to be sure. A stain of a conflicted aura remained in the atmosphere, chaotic and afraid, a contradictory spirit at odds with itself. The aura might have comprised more than one being. Oddly, it reminded me of Lisa’s brother, Tom.

Wishing I’d spoken more gently, I reached aside and clicked on the lamp. Bright pink light—a Christmas present from Tom—flooded my room. I leapt from bed with the agility of a young Olympiad, banged open every cupboard door, and swept aside my curtains in haste to apprehend the spirit and, perhaps, to make it feel better.

I was too late. It—she—had already departed. The only lingering evidence of her visit was a chilly draft blowing in through a crack in the windowpane I’d meant to fix and a curious smell of godawful cheap perfume. “Ugh.”

*

I ARRIVED AT Lisa’s cottage early the next morning. It was a breezy day, with the Yorkshire wind pushing my bike from every direction and spiteful rain nipping at my cheeks. If I’d checked the weather forecast, I’d never have dared to travel by bike.

Not that I’d have admitted my regrets to Lisa. As I parked at the narrow alleyway at the side of her cottage, she crashed open the back door so abruptly I almost fell over.

“You should’ve rung me to come and get you! It’s too windy for bikes.”

I kissed her cheek noisily. “Ah, shuddup.” Arguing about the dangers of cycling was one of our favourite winter hobbies, up there with craft beer and desktop ballet.

I left my bike, Bertha, in the alleyway—Lisa’s cottage was too tiny to accommodate Bertha, with numerous sharp corners and poky spaces. Unusually, she snatched the handlebars from me and wheeled the bike directly into the kitchen.

“I don’t trust vampires. Wouldn’t surprise me if they took off on Bertha like E.T.”

Enjoying the protective edge to her voice, I followed her inside, where an enticing smell of bacon wafted provocatively. Nothing was better than one of Lisa’s famous fry-ups.

“Vampires have wings, remember.” I sniffed like a hungry wolf. “Mm. Any left for me?” A swift glance confirmed bacon, mushrooms, and black pudding filled the pan. Bless her, she’d waited until I arrived before starting the Saturday feast.

Lisa winced. “Wings? Wings and fangs?”

We both disliked winged creatures, but only Lisa was terrified of vampire bats. She described her fear as ‘germ cautious’, which was laughable, given the state of her mucky bathroom.

I flapped wickedly. “Big wings.”

We shared a very welcome kiss. It was becoming increasingly uncomfortable to spend the night without her. I was glad to feel her strong arms squeezing my ribs, especially after the nightmare I’d had last night.

She went at the frying pan with a vigorous enthusiasm a ninja might’ve been proud of, while I plonked myself onto a chair.

“Shurrup, our Mave. You do realise they’re not real vampires? Just women who enjoy dressing up. I suppose there’s nothing wrong with it—they’re paying us. He, he, he.”

We exchanged a look, which led to another bout of energetic snogging. A mighty dollop of excitement simmered beneath the early morning wit and camaraderie. Our first professional paranormal meeting was due to commence in a few hours.

Lisa’s idea was to establish an official paranormal research business. “In case the Echo goes tits-up. We can even advertise in the Echo’s listings section.”

Her brother Tom’s contribution had been to design and paint a sign—Kitten and Blondes, Paranormal Peeps—which hung from the shed door.

The tiny wooden affair had taken months to construct and decorate in a design fitting for the purpose of other-worldly shenanigans. Lisa had wanted a dark theme, whereas I’d argued a case for a bright lime green. “To offer hope.” In the end, Tom suggested going retro. Lisa and I agreed. The finished result was gorgeous. Orange and cream stripes traversed the walls, and a patterned rug covered the floor. We’d even found an old-fashioned phone with a spiral cord.

Although small, the shed gave Lisa, Tom, and me assurance. Should the newspaper where we worked fold, we’d be all right. Ghost whispering was lucrative and interesting work, despite the odd scare. Once our name became better established in ghoul and paranormal circles, it would be possible to make a living. At least, I hoped so.

Lisa finished frying and yelled upstairs. “Breaky!” Her shout was accompanied by the sounds of Tom thundering down their rickety staircase like a herd of cattle.

He rushed inside the kitchen, whirlwind and windmill, and plonked himself on my lap with a flourish. “Morning, Mavey. Are you ready to kick arse? I’m so excited I couldn’t sleep last night. I kept thinking about vampires and imagining one was looking down above me. Then I dreamed of trains.”

Lisa groaned. “Christ! Will you both stop? No fangs, wings, or creeps, if you please—not till I’ve had my nosh.”

My poor heart lurched into Australia. Tom had sensed the apparition, too, and dreamed about a windowless train carriage. We often ‘picked up’ the same signals from the other side, though he was not yet used to telling the difference between a ghostly call and an overactive imagination.

I squeezed him around the waist before depositing him onto a chair. “Morning, darling. Don’t worry—the vampire sisters are lovely. I’ll tell you all I know over breakfast.”

“Lovely as long as they haven’t been at the gin,” Lisa said correctly. Both sisters were still smarting after we stole their karaoke crown at Christmas. Jo could be rather brusque, and Em had a reputation for brawling.

“Well, true,” I said. “We won’t be offering alcohol. They’ll have to be thankful for custard creams and a pot of tea.”

We arranged the jams and marmalades across the table. Lisa placed a plate heaped with goodies under my nose.

“Good. You’re okay, you are, our Mave.”

Tom winked. “She means you’re a goddess, in case you didn’t know. My sister has a way with words. In another life, she’d have been Shakespeare.”

The Blondes gazed at me as if I were indeed a divine being rather than a simple sort of girl susceptible to ghost bullies and chesty coughs. The praise was gratifying and sweet, yet their faith in my abilities was probably woefully misplaced.

“Well,” I began. “When you say kick arse, all I do is listen. The entities make their own decisions.” True, my practice was built around ethical concerns, but the whole truth was more shameful. I didn’t trust myself with anyone’s affairs, whether alive or dead.

We tucked into a huge fried breakfast, spreading marmalade and jam onto thick slices of buttered toast and ignoring all rules of diets, not to say etiquette. I produced notes between bites, using my new notepad edged with Tom’s clever logo.

“The first case of Kitten and Blondes, independent of the Echo, concerns Jo and Em, sisters who’ve asked for our help. They’re well known around here, but they live in Whitby.”

Tom produced his matching notepad and pen. “Backtrack. Jo and Em. Colour? Age? Gender? Work? Outlook? Sexuality? Fashion sense? These things are important, Mave. Every case comes with a history. You can’t just say Jo and Em and be done.”

Lisa sighed and took another piece of toast. “Mister Nitty-Pick. But you already know the answers—you’ve seen the ladies a million times. You did Em’s hair at Christmas when you were both shit-faced. She staggered off looking like a scouring brush, and you danced the fandango.”

The Blondes laughed heartily, their body language and expressions uncannily similar.

“I didn’t realise you meant Em.” Tom indicated the bargain-bucket biscuits. “We can’t offer her this shit. Didn’t you know she’s a classy lawyer? Very handy for ghosts wanting help with wills and legal matters.”

Not for the first time, I was glad we’d asked him to help with the business. He was younger than Lisa and me and keen to do things properly rather than ‘well enough’. What Lisa and I lacked in energy, Tom easily made up for. He was cuttingly observant, too, not to mention funny.

“Tom’s right,” I said. “We need to establish the facts and go from there.” Rather than thrash about and hope for the best.

I cleared my throat theatrically while Lisa and Tom clapped. “Em and Jo are Black ladies of about sixty years, though I’m not sure of their age exactly. Em has always seemed sad to me, but I might be wrong—I’m normally drunk when we meet. As you say, she’s a specialist lawyer representing women and girls in abuse cases, and I believe the sisters also fund a female refuge. She’s asked us to help them deal with a member of their vampire group who’s spread her fangs and gone wild.” I barred my teeth in what I hoped was a helpful manner.

Lisa chuckled evilly. “You can ask them their exact age later, Tom. Then you’ll find out about their outlook—Jo, especially.” She too pulled back her upper lip and bared her teeth. Her action naturally led to a group examination of her canines, which were exquisitely pointed.

Everyone in Yorkshire knew about the vampires of Whitby because it was always on the telly. In 2022, a mass gathering of people dressed as vampires broke the world record. The event took place at the historic Whitby Abbey. It marked the 125th anniversary of the publication of Bram Stoker’s classic novel Dracula, inspired by the abbey.

I’d never been to the annual event or dressed as a vampire, but I’d read the book and climbed the steep steps which led to the beautiful and spooky abbey.

When the dental interrogation was concluded, Tom scribbled notes like a pro. “But what does Jo and Em’s vampire group do? Just meet up, wearing cloaks? For what purpose? Why do they need us? I’m betting their group purpose is the actual issue, not some woman they’ve fallen out with; otherwise, why do they need us?”

“Who cares why? Meet your mates and wear a cloak—It’s a good enough reason for a piss-up,” Lisa said, laughing, which led me to wonder what she’d look like in a long velvet cloak and high leather boots.

I’d never even questioned why Em had come to us. As usual, Tom had seen through the extraneous and arrived at the heart of the matter. Why would a group of vampire fans and a specialist lawyer need a paranormal investigator? “Good question! You can ask the vampires yourself.”


Chapter Two

TOM RUSHED OFF, whirlwind and windmill, in pursuit of food while Lisa and I unlocked the hut.

“He better not spend too much money.” Lisa rubbed her hands together and looked around. “We need a name. ‘The Shed’ isn’t good enough. It’s our first home we made together, so it’s special, right.”

I was thrilled. Giving inanimate objects names and personalities was something I’d done all my life, so it was nice to see Lisa entering into the spirit of things. “What do you suggest?”

We arranged the pink-yellow stools—bought on the never-never from Salts Mill—into a circle. There wasn’t much space, yet the hut was larger inside than it appeared from the outside. Lisa made sure to place cushions onto my seat in a comfy heap. “How about ‘Sheila the Shed’? It’s got a nice ring.”

I turned on the tiny heater we’d ‘borrowed’ from our baker friend, Hikmat, who swore the fumes it produced were harmless, and then sat to appraise our space. “Sheila sounds nice and welcoming, yeah. Be interesting to see how many ghosts turn up on Thursday for the drop-in.” I coughed meaningfully, hoping for at least a squeeze. “I had an impromptu visit last night.”

As expected, my darling tutted and went green-eyed monster. “Rude! I hope you told it to bugger off and return during business hours. What did it want?”

Usually, I could hazard a guess at the purpose of the request before the spirit spoke—ghosts revealed what they wanted from their demeanour and aura, whether sadness, regret, bitterness, or love. Happy ghosts often turned yellow, while angry ones flitted from red to blue. The hovering spirit had exuded all four emotional states and more. “I’m not sure. It stank of cheap perfume. It was loud, though silent. Manic and still. I think it was sussing me out.”

Despite her resentment at the intrusion, Lisa must’ve heard something she recognised because she nodded knowingly. “Manic and still, eh? Sounds familiar.” She gazed fondly at a picture on the wall of Tom as a child. “Maybe it’s a bipolar spook? I suppose ghosts can be, same as us.”

Right then, Tom returned, armed with bags full of aromatic curry and spicey bread he claimed to have found on offer. “It makes sense—why would spirits be any different from us? Some must be neurodivergent.” He beamed at the idea. “See—you’ll need my help. I told you I won’t be a pain or get in the way. I am a valuable asset!”

Lisa clipped him around the ear and kissed him loudly and fiercely on the cheek. “’Course you are, and anyone who says differently is a tosser.”

Not for the first time, I was moved by Tom’s seemingly endless optimism that his neurodivergence would one day land him a top job. His was a life I understood only too well. Insight led to a mental place of uncertainty and loneliness. While the masses swore ‘being yourself’ was the elixir of life, people weren’t always accepting of those who experienced the world in a manner different from their own.

I, too, loved the idea of helping a neurodivergent ghost. “I’ve crashed into spirits with mental illness and one with Tourette’s, so why not? Maybe it’s what Jo and Em want help with? If so, they’re most welcome to my assistance and resources. To be honest, it’s difficult to see how I could help them otherwise—Em’s a top lawyer. I’m a lowly reporter.”

There was a sharp knock at the door right then, as if the ladies had been hovering outside, waiting for an invitation. Nervousness gripped me and Tom. We shrieked, grabbed for each other, and lost the power of our legs. Thankfully, reliable Lisa gave us a big sister ‘look’ and then ushered the three ladies inside without so much as an awkward pause.

The smell was the first thing I noticed—an overwhelming, chemical stink of flowers. It reminded me of outings to the chemist with my sister as a teen when we’d sampled every available perfume we could afford with our pocket money.

I became ridiculously nervous, shuffling between stools with a stupid grin, worried Lisa would finally see me for what I was—a nobody.

Tom was a little more composed, but not much. Em hugged him roughly and patted his cheeks. “Nice to see you, cockerleeky, but don’t come near my hair again, or I’ll tear yer throat.”

“Fair enough,” Tom replied, laughing.

All three ladies cackled like caricature witches rather than vampires. They were a striking group. Em and Jo had dressed smartly, if unconventionally, in suits, long boots, elegant scarves, and flowing cloaks. The third group member, a beautiful young woman, thrust a hand into mine. “Hello, love! I’m Rubina. Thanks for the invite.”

Her hand was oddly cold, given the mildness of the temperature. I smiled in return and found my voice.

“Hello! It’s lovely to meet you. Please have a seat and make yourselves comfortable. Tom’s bought curry if you’re hungry.” I held my breath, half expecting them to decline due to their strict vampire diet of blood and gore.

But all three nodded eagerly. “Yes, please, heap it on!” Rubina licked her lips as if she were starving.

Em rubbed her hands together and stared me down with a smirk, as if to suggest she could read my thoughts. “Extra garlic during daylight hours? Perfect.”

It seemed Whitby vampires had found a way around the traditional vampire lore mentioned in the Bram Stoker book.

Once everyone sat with a plate, the lovely aroma of coconut and garlic eased my nerves. I got cracking before they finished eating—I hated the pressure of being looked at even at the best of times, and definitely during business hours. “Okay, so. Why don’t you tell us what we can do for you? I can offer seances, liaisons, paranormal research, and mediation. We will do legacy and wills, but only if pushed.”

Em stabbed at a chickpea and waved it triumphantly. “Great food, Tom!” She glanced between us, waiting until everyone had given their full attention before going on. “All right. This story stays between these walls, and it doesn’t go no further, yeah? I will pay a handsome fee for your time. I expect guaranteed anonymity in return.”

She sat up straight, head high, eyes blazing. Her voice became gravelly and commanding; her confident posture suggested control and authority. As a lawyer, I supposed she was used to speaking publicly, but her tone surprised me. I became enthralled and more than a little bit attracted to her. I’d always been drawn to a firm lady, and Em was firmer than most.

Behind her back, Lisa crossed her fingers. “Unless what you tell us is illegal or dangerous.” She winced. “Actually, forget the illegal. What do I care? But we don’t invite danger to Mave or Tom, not even if you offer a million pounds and a beach hut at Whitby. I shall require assurances and details, or you can bugger off.” Lisa frowned severely while I died a thrilled death of love. There was no way on earth I’d have dared speak to Em like that.

Tom snorted at Lisa’s tone. “My sister means don’t take the piss.”

The Blondes shared meaningful looks, heated and filled with sibling love and affection.

Throughout the exchange, Em scrutinised them both intently. “I had a brother just like Tom. I admire the way you are with him, Lisa. It’s why we’ve come.”

Lisa, not to be fooled by praise, adopted her Medusa face. “What does that mean? You do know we only work with the dead or the—” She looked to me for help.

I smiled sympathetically. How to explain Rushta, the lizard lady from Ladybower reservoir? Not all of our clients were ghosts. “Our services are available to any spirit or creature outside the norm. You know, like The X-Files? Not human clients. I’ve not got the credentials or skill to deal with humans; they’re trickier than spirits or monsters.” A nervous titter erupted from my freshly painted purple lips.

Tom disintegrated into hysterical laughter, disappeared behind his hands, and almost fell off his stool. “Sorry,” he muttered once he’d gained control. “You two! Lisa’s told Em to fuck off and Mave’s doing I see dead people.”

He jumped up with a flamboyant, theatrical bow. “Do pardon us, Em; allow me to introduce ourselves more fittingly. Kitten and Blondes serves monsters, vampires, aliens, and ghosts. Which are you?”

OEBPS/CoverDesign.jpg
- Love at FirstBite. ' .

]

%






OEBPS/image0.jpg





