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“Take your clothes off,” Kiera Hudson told the man. “All of them.”

“Do you think that’s necessary?” Isidor asked Kiera. He glanced at her then at the man who stood before them. “It’s freezing in here,” Isidor added, then as if to stress the point, he shivered before pulling his coat tight about him.

Kiera knew that her friend, Isidor, was right about the temperature in the derelict old house the three of them had broken into. It was Halloween and this October was harsher than any other she could remember. Snow came down in a blizzard outside and an ice cold wind screamed and groaned above their heads. The wind and snow pounded the ancient roof with such gusto that Kiera feared that it might just fly free. But she couldn’t let such thoughts hurry or distract her from the true purpose she had brought Isidor and the young man to number 71 Charlotte Street. The house, in so many ways, was like all the other houses along the street. But this was deserted and over the years had fallen into disrepair. The house had stood empty—no buyer willing to buy a house where a brutal serial killer, named Jack Seth, had sliced and diced so many of his victims. Victims of all ages and sexes. The youngest aged just six years-old if the rumours were to be believed. But it was such rumours that had brought Kiera to 71 Charlotte Street on a freezing and snow swept Halloween. For much of the last year she had become obsessed with trying to find a way of reaching out to the dead. Over the last year she had visited more fortune-tellers, clairvoyants, spiritualists and psychics than she cared to remember. Kiera had spent so much money in the pursuit of the undead that she had drained her bank account and maxed-out her credit cards. Her funds were now so low that if tonight didn’t go as she had planned then she would have to sell her apartment in Havensfield. Of all the psychics she had handed money over to in the search of a way to commune with the dead, the young guy who now stood before her and Isidor had been credible enough to convince her that she wasn’t wasting what little money she had left. But it hadn’t been the young male psychic who had led her to 71 Charlotte Street—the grisly information about the derelict house had come to her completely by chance and from the most unlikely source.

While travelling the length and breadth of the U.K. by train visiting the many psychics she had found on the internet, Kiera had got talking to an old railwayman. Kiera had missed her connecting train from Ripper Falls, which would have taken her west and home. As she had raced across the station overbridge and down onto the platform, her heart had sunk as she’d watched her train home, rattle away from the platform edge.

“There won’t be another train until morning,” a voice said from behind her.

With rucksack swinging from her back, Kiera spun around to discover that it was an old railwayman who had told her the depressing news.

“There has to be another train,” Kiera groaned and feeling teary-eyed. The trip she had made up north had been another big waste of time. Just another charlatan willing to take her money but offer no real advice on how she might be able to make contact with the dead. And to now learn that she had missed her last train home was more than she could bear. She was hungry, tired and broke.

“I’m sorry but there isn’t another train until...” The ancient railwayman pulled a tatty timetable from his tunic pocket. The uniform was a faded blue and just as threadbare as the creased timetable he was now thumbing through. “...I’m afraid the next train isn’t until five-fifty-three tomorrow morning. If you need a place to stay there’s a hotel just down the hill...”

“I can’t afford a room for the night,” she sighed, before bursting into tears. “I’m skint.”

“There, there,” the old railwayman said, taking a tentative step towards her at the platform edge. “There’s no need to upset yourself. I’m going to be here all night, so you’re very welcome to wait in the ticket office...I could make us both a cuppa and I think I have a packet of biscuits somewhere.”

Kiera wiped her nose with the back of one hand and blinked her tears away. She looked at him and even though the railwayman’s dark skin was lined with a maze of deep wrinkles, his eyes were keen and bright—like a youthful soul was peering out of the ancient face.

He pushed the blue cap he was wearing to the back of his head as if wanting a better look at the young woman. Curls of white hair sprung from beneath the sides of his cap.

“What do you say, Kiera Hudson?” he asked, his withered lips twisting up into a grin. “Do you fancy that cuppa? It’s got to be better than waiting out here in the cold...”

“How do you know my name?” Kiera cut in, brow creasing with a frown.

Still smiling, the railwayman pointed one hooked finger in the direction of the rucksack that hung off her shoulder. Kiera glanced at the nametag that she had attached to her bag should she have ever lost it on the many journeys she had made over recent months. She felt more foolish than ever. How else could the old railwayman have known her name? She looked at him and sniffing back the last of her tears, she said, “I’d love a cuppa if it’s not too much bother.”

“No bother at all,” he said, eyes still twinkling and lips still smiling. Without another word, Kiera followed the railwayman along the deserted platform and in the direction of the ticket office.
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“There really isn’t any need for this,” Luke Bishop said, as he began to unfasten the front of his jacket. He had been employed many times as a psychic but never before had a client asked him to take all his clothes off. But there was a part of him that had anticipated such a request from his client, Kiera Hudson. He had suspected she would want to test him again. He knew that she was smarter than any of his previous clients. He sensed that she had employed the services of many psychics before finding him. But Luke knew that he was different from the others. He was so much smarter—smarter than Hudson herself. He had hoped that what he had shown Kiera on their previous meeting would have been enough to have convinced her of his skills, but obviously not. In the previous derelict house she had summoned him to, the writing in blood that had appeared on the walls had obviously not been enough to convince her. The symbols made from flesh that appeared on the rotting floorboards had obviously not been proof of his psychic abilities to converse with the dead. 

But if Kiera really wanted him to undress then he would. After all, she was the boss. She was paying him handsomely. But he also suspected there was another reason that Kiera wanted him to strip naked despite the freezing conditions. But if his lurid suspicions were correct, why had she brought the geeky halfwit with her? She had called him Isidor. More like Isi-bore, Luke thought to himself. But Luke suspected that once the bloody writing and the symbols made of flesh started to appear, Kiera’s sidekick, Isidor, would shit his pants and run screaming for the hills. That would just leave him and Kiera alone—alone in the derelict house on Charlotte Street—where once and for all he would be able to prove to Kiera that he really could talk to the dead. She would undoubtedly be grateful—so very grateful. 

So as he dropped his jacket down onto the wooden floorboards and begun to unbutton the front of his denim shirt, Luke offered her a knowing smile. He knew that she just wanted to eye-up the goods before she later got down on her hands and knees and showed her gratitude—rewarded him for being the only psychic she had ever met who could truly reach out to the dead.

As Luke continued to undress, Kiera bent forward and plucked up his jacket from off the attic floor. Without taking her eyes off Luke, she passed the jacket to Isidor.

“Check the pockets,” she told him.

Isidor began to search the coat, popping the torch he had brought with him at Kiera’s request under one arm. He had known Kiera since college and although he had always thought her to be a little odd in an eccentric kind of way—she dyed blue streaks into her hair for starters but always claimed the blue streaks were natural—she had never asked him to do anything as odd as she was asking of him tonight. He had no real idea why Kiera had asked him to accompany her to the ramshackle old house. But even less, he had no idea who the young man named Luke Bishop was and why Kiera was now insisting that he remove all of his clothes. Had Kiera turned kinky, Isidor couldn’t help but wonder? It definitely felt kinky. Or had the strain that Kiera had been under since last Halloween finally caused the inevitable breakdown that Isidor had feared coming?

“What am I looking for exactly?” Isidor asked Kiera as he began to rummage through Luke’s jacket pockets. He pulled out a comb, some loose change and a condom wrapped in silver foil.

“Marker pens, sharp objects—anything that could be used for engraving or leaving writing on the walls of this attic,” she replied, not taking her eyes off Luke for a moment. “Bottles of blood and maybe some kind of flesh...”

“Bottles of blood! Flesh?” Isidor asked, taking his hand from the jacket pocket at once. He grimaced. He wasn’t so sure now that accepting Kiera’s invitation to join her on a Halloween ghost hunt had been such a good idea after all. What had sounded like fun at first was now turning out to be rather creepy. He had only agreed to tag along because he knew Kiera needed a friend and it was the first time she had contacted him in months. Despite his best efforts to stay in contact with her since the death of...

“It won’t be real blood or flesh,” Kiera said, thrusting Luke’s denim shirt into Isidor’s hands. “It will be fake. Check the sleeves and lining.”

As Isidor began to search Luke’s shirt pockets, Kiera watched the psychic unbuckle the belt that held his jeans snug against his hips.

Luke met her stare. A knowing smile spread wide across his lips, despite the coldness of the room. He could feel goosebumps pepper his muscular chest, stomach, arms and back. Once the belt was unfastened, he pushed his jeans down as they slid over his hips and sturdy thighs. They pooled about his feet. Knowing that Kiera would want her sidekick to search them too, he stepped to one side before kicking off his boots and socks.

“Search them, Isidor,” she said, eyes never leaving Luke—keeping him under strict observation.

As Isidor began to examine the rest of Luke’s clothing, Kiera said, “Now take off your shorts.”

Still smiling in an attempt to stop his teeth chattering due to the freezing temperature in the attic, the handsome young psychic hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his shorts and pulled them down. As they slid down his legs to his feet, he kept his eyes on Kiera. Was she going to glance down—check him out—see what he had to offer? Although the thought of Kiera ogling his cock was somewhat arousing, he hoped that she didn’t—not just yet—not until geek-boy had fucked-off and they were finally alone in the old house together. 

To his surprise, Kiera didn’t glance down and check him out—eye-up what she would be getting once this whole charade was over with. Her eyes stayed transfixed on his as she said, “Squat.”

It wasn’t Luke who balked at hearing this, but Isidor.

“What do you want him to squat for?” Isidor gasped, his eyebrow piercing glinting in the light from the torch that he was once more holding in his hand.

Still looking straight ahead at Luke, she spoke to her friend Isidor and said, “My uncle, Murphy, is a copper and he told me how some criminals hide contraband up their arse...mobile phones...packs of razor blades...dope...”
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