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There was a hole in the floor. Not totally unexpected in a house of
that age. A few of the floorboards showed clear signs of rot and
with the smell of damp in the air it was no surprise that a few of
them had given way in the back bedroom.



What was less common was the long three long, purple tentacles that
were reaching out of the hole and coming ever closer to me. There’d
been no sign of the tentacles or the hole or even the owner of the
tentacles a few minutes earlier when I had been checking the
downstairs.



But such is the life of an Occult Estate Agent.



I’d had to deal with this sort of situation before so it was time
for a quick rummage in the briefcase, keeping one eye open on the
tentacles that were getting close enough for me to smell.
Tuna?



Ah, there it was, behind my sandwiches.



Quickly I pulled out the small glass vial – thank goodness that
Wiccans and Witches were in vogue in town there days. It was so
much easier to buy the supplies I needed from them rather than
having to hunt them down on the internet.



A quick pop of the cork – real cork, none of that plastic, not when
it’s a matter of life and death and after-life – and a flick of the
wrist.



The water flew out straight and true and formed a fine mist as it
went. A fraction of a second later the tentacles stopped advancing.
Then they recoiled and there was a hissing sound. Oily black smoke
started to rise from them and they began to twitch and spasm. Then
they froze. But only for a moment and then there was a flash of
blue light and they were gone. Only the smell remained. It reminded
me of baked salmon with a hint of lemon grass. Weird.



I picked myself off the floor and dusted down my suit. I pulled out
my little notebook and wrote a the bedroom could benefit from some
modernisation. I had a look down into the hole. I could see the
dinning room below now. So that portal had been sealed at
least.



The landing has a large airing cupboard. The infestation of gnomes
in the airing cupboard was minor. A lick of paint, a quick exorcism
and some mouse traps would clear those out in next to no time. Not
even worthy of a note.



The bathroom was worse than I expected. It took me a couple of
minutes before I was able to cross the threshold. I had known what
to expect but still, when Head Office had sent me out here I had
not really been expecting it to be this bad. I mean tobacco yellow
was never a good colour to start with. Put it in a bathroom and
five minutes later it will look like it has aged a hundred years.
Nothing occult about it. Simply pure and bad taste at its very
worst.



Now how was I going to be able to write that bathroom up without
scaring off any potential buyer?
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