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A Note From The Author


There would be no point in writing
this story if amazing people like you didn't read it, so thank
you.

 

I do hope you are not disappointed
after reading the extract I have written, as I have every intention
of publishing the complete story in the near future.

 

 

From small beginnings come great
things, after all.

 

Your encouragement and support is
greatly appreciated.

 

J. John










For my mother, Sara-Jane John and my grandmother, Asuncion
John.








Chapter 1
The Extract


“Just because I’m not looking
doesn’t mean I don’t see”

My life was wonderful. Well, I
thought it was anyway.

I tell the exhilarating story about
my career being destroyed… for a reason that you nor I could ever
control.

***


“So, THIS is your business?” I sauntered around the confined
space, taking in the Packard Bell computers squashed close together
on chipped, wooden desks. My eyes roamed the walls and these… odd
pictures grabbed my attention. They were stuck all over the wall,
no sign of the what-I-thought-would-be, greying wallpaper.

“It is indeed”

“But it’s a sham! None of the photos are real” I ripped one
off of the wall in frustration, shoving it in her face, like she'd
never seen it before.

“What gives you that idea?" The petite woman slowly pushed the
photo aside and my hand grudgingly went with it and fell at my
side.

“You specialise in ghostly occurrences…these are NOT… I repeat
NOT ghostly images…they’re FAKE! Even I'm no expert at
technicalities, but these… ” I let that trail off as a look of
disgust took over my facial emotions.

“Look…did you want something?!”

Straight to the point, I thought to myself. No
passing judgement. Its not the time. Or the place… I told
myself.

“I take that as a no. Well, if you don't mind, I have a lot of
work to do.”

“Yep. It sure looks like it. It must take extreme energy to
gather copyrighted photos, add a few special effects and insert
'supernatural and demonic beings' in the background.

"If you've come to run your mouth, I thoroughly suggest you
leave. NOW!"

This was my one chance to find out what was happening to me.
To my life. To my career.
I needed to confide in someone and explicate what was happening
to me. But, I refused. She had no right, considering what her
occupation was. 



I looked at her incredulously, before dropping the photo that
was still in my hand (except for the fact that it was now scrunched
up) and turned to leave.

I heard the woman sigh as I stepped out the door. “Do you have
the picture with you?"

Izzie Trep, the boss of “Supernatural Secrets”, had NO
idea what she had got herself into.

A look of wretched misery that she failed to conceal from her
emotions, crossed Izzie Trep’s face, as she realised what this
could bring.

Seeing the expression on Izzie’s face, I lost the ability to
form any words.

***
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