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When the world discovered superpowers were real, suddenly Jessica and Greg had more paranormal investigations than they could handle.  Everyone suddenly seems convinced there are ghosts everywhere and sorting out the hopeful from the scared from the genuinely haunted is turning into a full time job.

Too bad neither of them gets paid to do it.

Both of them are stretching themselves thin to try and do it all.  Greg is stuck dealing with entitled jerks at contract sites to earn extra money.  Jessica can’t remember the last time she had a good night’s sleep.

When they receive an offer to revive Jessica’s mom’s old show, Spirit Sight: Conversations from the Grave, it’s a tough decision.  On the one hand, it would let them earn money for their investigations.  On the other, the pressure to perform on demand was what ruined Jessica’s mother’s career and reputation.

Jessica and Greg agree to a trial run, but what initially appears to be a mother haunting her infant son and his grandparents will turn out to be more dangerous than they could have imagined.  A threat from their past is back and ready to destroy them both.
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To everyone who has been through a dark night.

There’s always a spark of hope waiting in the darkness.

“I’m sorry to have to tell you that we didn’t find any evidence of the supernatural in the apartment.”

Jessica wished she’d taken the time for a second cup of coffee before sitting down to discuss the investigation results with their client. Gently removing someone’s illusions was hard enough without managing a pounding headache from being awake for the last three nights.

Greg squeezed her hand under the kitchen table where their client wouldn’t see.

“But there must be...” Penelope Laplante seemed bewildered, her thick lashes fluttering over her big blue eyes fast enough to strike up a stiff breeze. “What about the pictures falling off the walls? The cold spot in the kitchen? The weird laughter in the bedroom?”

“The pictures fell off the walls because the nails weren’t long enough to support them. There’s an HVAC duct running underneath the kitchen floor, and it’s not well insulated. We were able to see it on FLIR, and I can give you those images for your landlord.” Jessica clicked a picture of a blue rectangle surrounded by yellow.

Greg pointed at the rectangle. “The deeper the color, the colder the object and in this case, that duct is carrying the cold air for the air conditioners.”

Penelope opened her mouth to argue further, but Jessica continued.

“I’m pretty sure the laughter is from your neighbor. She gets in from work between two and three in the morning and watches old sitcoms to unwind. She uses headphones to avoid disturbing everyone, but she does laugh out loud frequently.” Stifling a yawn, Jessica hoped the woman would be satisfied.

“The air ducts between your rooms echo,” Greg added.

“But the psychic said it was a ghost, a little child who’d been murdered.” Penelope’s narrow lips thinned further.

Because they always say they see a child, usually a little girl. Usually named Sarah. Jessica bit her own tongue before she could speak her uncharitable thoughts. She knew better than anyone else that there were genuine mediums and psychics in the world, but there were also a large number of fakes and scammers. Those with genuine abilities tended not to advertise their services. Jessica’s mother had been an exception, using her abilities to launch a short-lived television show called Spirit Sight: Conversations from the Grave. However, she’d quickly discovered that even a genuine gift wasn’t enough to keep up with the demands of a production schedule and began supplementing real readings with trickery. When she was caught, the family faced a lot of angry recriminations from former believers.

“Investigating psychic phenomena isn’t an exact science.” Greg offered Penelope an easy charm-laden smile.

Jessica’s mouth twitched as Penelope’s lashes fluttered even faster while her hand drifted up to touch her throat in a subconscious flirtatious gesture. 

The client cooed, “I didn’t mean to imply you were wrong. It’s fascinating how differently everyone approaches these things. I’m sure you must have seen lots of exciting things, Mr. Cook.”

“Only when I’m unlucky.” Another finger-squeeze. “I know this wasn’t what you were hoping for, but we can only report on what we find. And in the end, isn’t it good news if there isn’t a scared and unhappy child trapped in your apartment?”

This time Jessica didn’t bother to hide her smile. Greg had come a long way from the man she’d met two years ago. Back then, he’d assumed she was a fraud, along with anyone who claimed to have seen a ghost. Of course, those were the days before the world discovered psychic powers were real.

“Maybe if you stayed another night?” Penelope’s flirty hand floated to her plunging neckline. “If there is a little girl, maybe she’d be more comfortable coming out if I was there.”

And now we’re done. Jessica stood up. “I’m sorry to disappoint you, but there’s no evidence of any supernatural activity. I’ll send you a full report.”

Leaving Penelope sputtering hopeful entreaties, Jessica and Greg left the apartment, blinking in the too-bright morning sunshine.

“Thanks for the save, O brave knight.” Greg winked at her. “That not-so-innocent maiden was about five minutes from ravishing me. However might I thank you for protecting my virtue?”

She laughed, the mirth only slightly tinged with the exhaustion-drunkenness from not enough sleep. “How much time do we have before work?”

“Not enough for what I’d like.” 

His words didn’t stop him from planting a long, lingering kiss, which made her wonder if their respective bosses would actually fire them if they came in late again. From the smolder in his eyes, Greg was doing the same calculation. 

“We’ll have to save it as a promise for later,” he added. “You’ve got to be at Billy’s in fifteen minutes, and I’ve got to get to the site five minutes after that.”

On mornings like this, she hated her job at Billy’s Breakfast Bar, but it paid the bills and let her fund their ghost-hunting business. Greg contributed where he could, but an independent contractor’s income was more precarious than hers, especially as the recession dragged on.

Jessica had named her paranormal investigation business Spirit Sight, after her mother. She didn’t have her mother’s gifts as a medium, but she wanted to find out the science that would allow people to distinguish real hauntings from the fakes. When the occulata came out of the closet last year, revealing that paranormal abilities were actually real, Jessica had been swamped with requests for information about ghosts and hauntings.

She’d done a few online videos explaining the more common haunting phenomena: manifestations, electronic-voice phenomena, electrical disturbances, and such. To her surprise, they’d become viral hits. In the last six months, Jessica went from posting flyers in new age stores to having a waitlist for clients. Unfortunately, not all of those clients wanted the truth. And the sheer volume of them was wreaking havoc on her daytime schedule.

She crawled into the passenger seat of the truck and buckled her seat belt. “I’m tired enough to fall asleep right here.”

“You’re pushing yourself too hard.” The humor was gone from Greg’s voice, replaced with worry. “Maybe we should reconsider charging a token fee for the investigations.”

“No.” She glared at him, and he held up his hands in surrender.

“It wouldn’t have to be much, and we could waive it if the client is having trouble.” His face softened. “I’m worried about you. You’ve only gotten three hours of sleep in the last thirty-six hours and you’ve been pushing yourself for months.”

“I know.” Her brief show of irritation had drained what little energy she seemed to have left. “I hate making people wait when they need help.”

“They’ll wait a lot longer if you burn yourself out.” He picked up her hand and kissed her fingertips. His voice took on the special throaty growl he used when they were making love. “I’m selfish enough to want my amazing girlfriend to be able to stay awake when she gets home in the morning.”

She caressed his lips with her fingers. “I love you, too.”

He dropped her off at the restaurant. She helped herself to a large coffee and managed to make it through her shift. When she finally clocked out in the early afternoon, Jessica decided to indulge in an Uber to get home. Even if her car was in the parking lot, she wouldn’t have trusted herself to drive.

“Hey, you’re the chick from the videos! Spirit Sight, right?” the young woman asked excitedly.

“Yes, that’s me.” Jessica managed a tired smile from the backseat.

“Nice to meet you. I’m Stephanie.  I watch your videos all the time. My favorite is the one with the picture of the grandmother hovering over the baby’s crib. That one makes me cry. It’s so sweet to think of the people we love still taking care of us after they go.” Stephanie grinned. “Say, wasn’t your mom a famous medium, too? You two must have all kinds of talks.”
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