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Chapter 1

Before Andy had tried to contact her from beyond the grave, Emily was panicking about the guacamole going brown. Later, remembering this, she wished she’d realised just how lucky she’d been to be spending her time worrying about avocados, instead of the afterlife.

Zoe poked a finger knuckle-deep into the gloopy green dip, which Emily was dolloping into a row of tiny, jewel-hued mezze bowls.

‘Not until the adults get here,’ she said, slapping Zoe’s hand away from the bowl.

Zoe grinned, sucking dip off her finger with an exaggerated smack. ‘Nice guac,’ she said, nodding approvingly.

‘Why do people keep calling it guac, like they’re mates with it? It’s guacamole, not your uncle guac,’ Emily said, decanting habas fritas, stuffed olives and Percy Pigs (regular and veggie) into more bowls. It was a snack combination that she hoped said, ‘I’m well travelled and sophisticated, but fun, too! Plus I am, of course, considerate of our veggie and vegan guests.’

There was a lot of pressure on the nibbles.

‘Where did you get these bowls?’ Zoe asked, peering into them.

‘I got them from the global aisle in TK Maxx,’ Emily said. ‘But if anyone asks, I found them for sale on an adorable little stall run by a local craftsman during my travels around Mexico.’

‘When did you pretendy go to Mexico?’ Zoe asked. ‘Was that before or after you went fakey interrailing around Europe and phoney backpacking through Thailand? I don’t know how you haven’t been caught out yet, when the furthest you’ve travelled is a school trip to the Jorvik Viking Centre.’

Emily snorted, then looked around as if she was worried someone other than Zoe might have overheard her.

‘I watch a lot of documentaries,’ she said, arranging and rearranging the bowls on a serving tray. ‘Plus no one really listens to other people’s travel stories because they’re too busy waiting to talk about that time they helped build an orphanage in Peru, or ate raw llama livers. You just have to say vague stuff like, “Chichén Itzá is just stunning in winter,” and people totally believe you’ve been there.’

Zoe laughed. ‘I don’t get why you’re so worried about this party anyway,’ she said, twerking a spiraliser aside with her bum as she hopped onto the kitchen counter. ‘It’s not like Jada and Simon give a crap about how glamorous you are. They’ve shared a desk with you for yonks and know all your dark and terrible secrets. Including that you come from Essex, not Winchester, and that you didn’t know how to pronounce “segue” until you were in your mid-twenties.’

Emily tutted. ‘True. But Jess and Mel only know New Emily, not the old, rubbish one. I’ve got appearances to keep up. Plus, Jess works in magazines, and Mel works in TV. TeeVee!’ she added, gesturing at the telly through the kitchen door to emphasise her point.

Along with Jada and Simon, Emily was a copywriter at a small advertising agency based in Camden. She’d been thoroughly over-excited when Mel, who she’d met through work, had suggested they go for a drink with her best friend, Jess, to celebrate the end of the project they’d been working on together.

Mel was the kind of friend she’d always fantasised as a teenager about her adult self making. Since moving to London, she’d worked hard to make a handful of glamorous-sounding friends – plus Jess and Mel were actually nice, too – and now she had them, she was going to do everything in her power to keep hold of them.

She eyed her mezze spread critically, her hands on her hips. ‘Do you think the Percys should go on their own tray? Like a dinner-then-dessert kind of vibe?’

‘What I think is that you’ve gone completely mental,’ Zoe said. ‘No one is going to care that much, I promise. Honestly, if I’d known you’d turn into a desperate cliché, I’d have tried to put you off moving to London. I used to have to stop you wanging on about how enormous Martin Baker’s willy was, not how best to impress your hipster mates.’

‘Ah, Martin,’ Emily said fondly, remembering her first proper boyfriend. ‘Although I’m not a desperate cliché, thank-you-very-much. I’m just trying to fit in.’

‘I know,’ Zoe said, rubbing Emily’s shoulder affectionately. ‘But I kind of miss the girl from Greenleaf who’d have vomited if you tried to feed her an avocado. The one whose beauty regime involved a quick squirt of body spray nicked from Superdrug, who thought a night out at Pizza Hut followed by Hollywood Bowl was the height of sophistication. I wonder what that Emily is doing now?’

‘She probably died in a tragic accident,’ Emily said, squeezing more lemon juice into the guacamole. ‘Maybe her polyester shell suit caught on fire, or she choked on a Findus Crispy Pancake.’

‘Or Martin Baker’s willy . . .?’ Zoe said, and Emily managed a laugh.

‘Don’t forget how miserable Old Emily was,’ she said, leaning on the kitchen counter next to Zoe. She reached over for her hand and they linked little fingers. ‘You always seemed to let the way people treated us wash right over you, but I could never do that. This is my chance to prove they were all wrong about me. And about you, too.’

Even before she’d stepped on the train to London from Essex four years earlier, Emily had never felt quite good enough. At school, all the kids from the Greenleaf estate, where Emily and Zoe had grown up together, were treated like outsiders. Emily had been determined to leave the estate behind her at the first possible opportunity, and Zoe had happily agreed to tag along.

But while Zoe had moved to London with the twin aims of going to gigs without having to miss the last few songs, and of sleeping with as many hotties as humanly possible, Emily had seen it as her chance for a completely fresh start.

She could forget all about her past, work on making herself a new person, and make friends with people who had no idea who she’d once been. She’d done everything she could to leave Old Emily behind her – the one who had about as many prospects as the cartoon miner on a box of Golden Nuggets – and bag herself a future that was completely different from her past. A future where she felt safe and secure, and her kids would never be sent next door to borrow 50p for the electric key so they could watch Home and Away.

But despite her best efforts, she still felt like the girl whose dad had walked out on her, who was rejected at school, and whose only friend in the world was Zoe. Everyone in London seemed so together. It felt almost impossible to compete.

Most of her wages went on clothes she couldn’t afford, and she spent her time at the gym feeling permanently on edge in case she was using the machines wrong (she’d once been flipped off a treadmill like a gangly pancake and had to change gyms out of sheer embarrassment).

She wasn’t entirely sure her job at an ad agency, which she’d pursued solely because everyone on Mad Men was as glamorous as hell, was right for her. It certainly involved far fewer puppies than was ideal. And she’d ended up moving out of the flatshare she’d lived in for a while with Zoe.

She’d told herself her poky one-bed flat, carefully decorated in shades of stone, grey and cream, was a much better fit for New Emily’s life, no matter how much she missed Sunday mornings spent watching hangover telly with her best friend. And it was unfortunately necessary if she was going to cosmically order the life she wanted, which Bijou magazine – ‘For women who know where they’re going!’ – said was all the rage.

Only sometimes, Emily wished she could skip straight to the ‘after’ photos of her new life – the one complete with a great job, a successful man, and a hot-pink KitchenAid.

Still, hopefully tonight would be a significant steppingstone towards her transformation: a smart-but-casual dinner party thrown in honour of her two newest (and coolest) friends in her small-but-tastefully-decorated flat. She just had to pray no one moved her neutral-toned throws and rugs and saw how tatty everything was underneath.

‘I know you think I’m crazy,’ she told Zoe, looking at her earnestly, ‘but tonight really means something to me. I really really really want it to go well.’

‘Oh? You should have said,’ Zoe said, raising an eyebrow, and Emily pouted at her. ‘Am I even allowed to mention to your hallowed guests that I cut hair at a crappy salon in Hackney for a fiver a pop? Or is that the equivalent of Kate Middleton hanging out with a chimney sweep?’

‘You can say what you like about your present, just don’t drag up the past,’ Emily said firmly.

‘And have you briefed Jada and Simon on this too?’

‘Don’t worry, they know full well that Greenleaf isn’t a subject for discussion beyond the one-foot radius around our desks. But it’s OK, I’ve got enough dirt on them for them to keep schtum. Simon would rather die than have it be widely known that he failed the audition for Tipping Point.’ Zoe snorted.

‘My main worry is that Jada and Simon and Jess and Mel haven’t met each other before, and there’s no guarantee they’ll get along, is there?’ Emily said, letting go of Zoe’s finger and opening the fridge door. ‘It’s like when your mate tells you you’ll definitely get on with so-and-so because they’re exactly like you. Then you meet them, and their favourite film is The Human Centipede, they don’t like baked potatoes, and they have a really annoying laugh. Then you’re left feeling mortally offended. I don’t want that to happen tonight, do I?’

‘They’re just people,’ Zoe said, arching an eyebrow and popping a Percy Pig into her mouth while Emily’s head was in the fridge.

Emily shut the door, clutching a lemon. ‘There’s no such thing as just people, Zo. People are judgemental and terrifying, no matter what Bijou magazine might say. “Blah blah, no one’s looking at you in your teeny-weeny bikini; they’re too busy worrying about themselves” etc. My arse! They might be worrying about themselves, but only after they’ve weighed up how cellulitey your bum is compared to theirs. I guarantee it.’

‘Do you do that?’

‘Of course not. I’m too busy worrying about myself. But as we’ve established, I’m not normal.’

Zoe laughed. ‘OK, so let’s look at it this way: what would you say if our roles were reversed, and it was me having a ministroke because some friends were coming round?’

‘I’d tell you that they’ll love each other, and they’ll love you too, no matter what happens. How could they not? You’re totally adorable.’ Emily leaned over and squeezed both of Zoe’s cheeks, making her look like a hamster. She scowled and swatted her hands away.

‘Exactly,’ Zoe said. ‘I’ve seen your magazines, and I know one of their fave mantras is that you should treat yourself the way you’d treat your own best friend. Yet here you are, convinced that everyone’s going to think you’re worse than Hitler five minutes after setting foot in your flat.’

Opening the cutlery drawer beneath her knees, Zoe grabbed a spoon and tucked into the tub of melting ice cream sitting on the counter. Emily had pulled it from the freezer in favour of more ice, after Bijou’s article on PARTY TRICKS FOR GROWN-UPS had warned that any good hostess should consider running out of ice a fate worse than death.

‘Don’t dribble that everywhere,’ she warned Zoe.

‘Sure thing, boss!’ Zoe said, leaning over and wiping a smear of ice cream onto Emily’s nose with her spoon.

Emily swiped it off and sucked her finger clean. Not for the first time, she wondered why everything that was good for you – eating lettuce, press-ups, doing crosswords to fend off Alzheimer’s – was boring and rubbish, while all the fun things in life, like mainlining Chunky Monkey ice cream, were terrible for your health.

‘Just . . . please try to relax a bit. Otherwise you’ll die of a heart attack, then you won’t have anyone to impress, will you?’ Zoe said, wiping ice cream off her chin with her sleeve. ‘This is a small gathering of people in your flat, not the Met Ball. And whether you show them New Emily or the old one, they’ll love you and each other. I promise.’

‘Thanks, Zo,’ Emily said, half-hugging her while arching her chest and overpriced Zara cardigan as far away as possible from the sticky tub clutched in Zoe’s hands.

Emily knew Zoe was right: she was attaching far too much significance to a handful of friends popping over for tacos and nibbles. But she’d spent the last few days playing every possible dinner-date-disaster scenario through her head, and was desperate for the evening to go well.

‘Fuck!’ Emily yelled as the doorbell rang, clutching a hand to her chest.

‘Jesus, you have got to calm down,’ Zoe said, tossing the nearly empty ice-cream tub onto the counter.

‘Don’t open the door too quickly. We don’t want them to think we’ve been panicking,’ Emily said, spinning in a circle as she looked around the kitchen, before hastily scooping the tub into the bin and wiping down the counter.

‘We haven’t been panicking,’ Zoe said, leaving the kitchen, walking the few steps across Emily’s tiny living room to the front door, and swinging it open.

‘Welcome one, welcome all!’ she said, loudly. Emily plastered on a bright smile – one that said, Having cool London friends round to my cool London flat is totally normal and cool – and drifted calmly out of the kitchen.

‘Hey, guys!’ she said, spotting Mel and Jess standing on her doormat. ‘Welcome to my flat. Make yourselves at home.’

And with that, the lights above them flickered out, plunging everyone into darkness.




Chapter 2

In the next few seconds, Emily felt every drop of blood in her head plummeting towards the floor. She was sure she was going to throw up, or faint. Or throw up then faint.

‘Is this a surprise party?’ Mel asked, peering into the living room as if a cake covered in candles was about to appear.

‘Well, it is quite surprising,’ Emily said weakly.

‘Power cut,’ Zoe announced, sticking her head underneath Emily’s net curtain. ‘The whole street is out.’

‘That’s amazing news. Fantastic,’ Emily said, taking some deep breaths and fighting the urge to have a panic attack.

‘Can we come in anyway?’ Jess asked, poking her head around Mel’s back. ‘I’m dying for a wee.’

‘Of course, sorry. Come in,’ Emily said, ushering them inside. ‘Loo’s just there.’ Plucking her phone from her pocket, she used the torch to shine a beam of light onto her bathroom door. Jess grinned and dashed past her, while Mel raised her eyebrows and handed her an expensive-looking bottle of wine.

‘I don’t know whether to take your coat or send you home, where there are things like heating and lighting available,’ Emily said, glad that the darkness was hiding the tears she was blinking back. She’d planned the evening so carefully and now it was ruined.

‘Power cuts don’t often last long. As long as you’ve got a few candles, it’ll be fine,’ Mel said. ‘Have you? Got candles, I mean.’

‘Of course I have. I’m a millennial, I’ve got billions of them. Although they’re all different smells, so I’m not sure how well that’s going to work out. It might be like walking past a branch of Lush. Zoe, can you get Mel a glass of wine while I dig them out?’

‘Sure thing, boss,’ Zoe saluted.

Emily tried to look calm and collected as she headed for her bedroom and rummaged around her chest of drawers, looking for scented candles.

Everything’s going to be just fine, she told herself, taking some more deep breaths – in through the nose and out through the mouth, just like her meditation app recommended.

As she placed the candles around the living room and lit them using Zoe’s cigarette lighter, along with some tea lights they’d found in the cupboard under the sink, Simon and Jada arrived at the open front door.

‘Is this some kind of weird sex thing?’ Simon asked. ‘Because if it is, I’m totally into it.’

Emily looked up and grinned at him, then shot a nervous look at Mel, who was busy pouring wine into her best glasses. She let out a sigh of relief when Mel barked out a laugh.

‘It’s a power cut, I’m afraid,’ Emily said. ‘But please, come in anyway. I’m hoping it won’t last too long.’

‘Cool, I love a power cut,’ said Jada. ‘Very eighties.’ She handed Emily a bottle of wine that looked significantly cheaper than Mel’s, which was fine by her: posh wine just meant worrying about pairing it with the right food (which almost definitely didn’t include tacos), or pronouncing the name wrong.

With candles glowing in every corner, their light flickering against the books and ornaments on Emily’s shelves, the room actually looked quite cosy.

As her guests grabbed their glasses and settled variously between the sofa and the plump cushions she’d scattered across the floor, Emily handed out the bowls of snacks she’d so carefully prepared, and felt her heart sinking. All that effort, and no one could even tell which Percys were vegetarian. Their ears all looked the same in the dark.

‘According to the power company, the lights aren’t coming on any time soon,’ Zoe said, sitting cross-legged on the fluffy living room rug, her H&M knickers boldly on show and her face lit up by the light from her phone. ‘There’s been an equipment malfunction, appaz.’

‘Oh god, this is a disaster,’ Emily groaned, giving up any pretence of feeling OK about the situation. ‘I’ll leave it up to you guys to decide what you want to do. I can’t exactly cook tacos over a Fig and Bergamot candle, can I? You can all go home if you like and I’ll reschedule.’

‘Don’t be silly, it’s just a power cut,’ Zoe said, squeezing Emily’s arm. ‘We can order pizza from a place further out. It’ll be fun. Like those novelty restaurants that charge you a fortune to eat in the dark.’

‘Wine tastes the same whether you can eyeball it or not,’ Jada agreed, and everyone nodded. Both Zoe and Jada knew how important tonight was for her, and Emily could have hugged them both with gratitude.

‘Then cheers, everyone. And thanks for coming,’ Emily said, raising her glass.

‘Cheers,’ everyone agreed, clinking their glasses together, and Emily allowed herself to feel a small spark of excitement. Perhaps everything would be OK after all.

By midnight, even though the flat she’d spent so long cleaning and tidying was now scattered with greasy takeaway boxes, Emily was finally starting to enjoy herself. She had to admit that the party had gone better than she’d ever hoped for – perhaps thanks to, rather than in spite of, the power cut.

She’d spent several tortured hours over the last few days imagining a deathly silence descending over dinner, forcing her to start a last-ditch conversation about discontinued snacks. But sitting in near-darkness had turned out to be a brilliant ice-breaker.

Simon and Jada had quickly hit it off with Mel and Jess, happily comparing tattoos, bad dates and – after five or six cocktails – STDs. Once the wine had disappeared, Emily’s carefully curated cocktail cabinet (a FJÄLLBO from Ikea strung with battery-powered fairy lights) had gone down a storm, and by decanting her precious ice from the freezer into a bucket and placing it precariously on the windowsill outside in the November air, it had lasted for most of the evening.

When the battery on Emily’s phone finally died, and her Spotify playlist was forced into silence halfway through Lizzo telling the room why she was one hundred per cent that bitch, she assumed everyone would call it a night. But instead, after rejecting Simon’s tipsy suggestion that they play strip I-spy, they started swapping scary stories.

Passing a candle around, they took it in turns to tell their spooky tales, their faces lit by candlelight, until Jess broke the tension with a story about a haunted Portaloo that was more hilarious than terrifying, and Jada came up with a new idea.

‘The only thing better than ghost stories is speaking to real ghosts. Let’s make a Ouija board,’ she said, grinning mischievously. ‘Have you got a big piece of card we can use, Emily?’

Emily glanced around the group to make sure no one was pulling an expression that said, Didn’t you know Ouija boards are, like, totally passé? before replying, ‘I’ve got a box of organic spelt muesli I can dismantle. Will that do?’ Zoe rolled her eyes.

‘Bingo,’ Jada said, giving a thumbs-up. ‘Grab a tumbler, if you’ve got one. And a Sharpie.’

Everyone looked on curiously as Jada set up a makeshift Ouija board on the coffee table, the stacks of bracelets on her wrists jangling as she wrote the numbers 0-9, ‘yes’ and ‘no,’ and the letters of the alphabet across the back of the card in thick black pen. Finally, she placed a glass upside-down in the centre of the board.

‘Are you sure about this, Jada?’ Emily asked, eyeing the board suspiciously and trying to sound less nervous than she felt. ‘Everyone’s got that one friend with a story about a girl who heard about this other girl who got possessed by angry spirits after playing with a Ouija board. Then died.’

‘It’ll be fine, Grandma,’ Zoe said, giving her a reassuring hair-ruffle before leaning out of the living room window and lighting a cigarette. Emily hastily smoothed her hair back down and looked enviously at the smoke pluming from Zoe’s lips into the night air.

‘Sure I’m sure. It’ll be a laugh,’ Jada promised blithely, shuffling closer to the table, which had been dragged into the centre of the living room rug. ‘Besides, a power cut isn’t a power cut without a Ouija board, is it?’

‘I’ll have to take your word on that one,’ Emily muttered.

‘Come on – down you get,’ Jada instructed Mel and Jess, who were curled comfortably on each end of the sofa like bookends, each clutching a cocktail glass. ‘No one’s chickening out – you have to join in, or else.’ Jess slid off the sofa and sat beside Emily.

‘I’ll have to take my leg off if I’m going to get under that table,’ Mel grumbled, easing her way out of the comfy indent she’d made in the corner of Emily’s sofa. Simon raised his eyebrows as she deftly released her prosthesis and twisted it off, before sliding up to the table between Jada and Jess.

‘Come on, Zo,’ Jada said, and she took one last drag on her cigarette before flicking it into the street below.

‘Budge up,’ she instructed Emily, breathing into her palm and sniffing it. ‘Sorry about the smell.’

Emily tutted, while secretly feeling jealous. She and Zoe had smoked their very first furtive cigarettes together in the small playground that sat at the centre of Greenleaf. Sitting huddled underneath the slide, Emily would scrawl EMILY B LOVES MARTIN B, IDST on its side in black eyeliner in between puffs of Mayfair Lights.

Since moving to London, Emily had given up smoking, documenting the process on Instagram Stories with photos of herself perched on her sofa, daintily eating a fat-free probiotic yoghurt with captions like, Day 12: munchies kicking in! because it felt like The London Thing To Do. Meanwhile, Zoe didn’t give a hoot that, in the kinds of circles Emily wanted to move in, nobody who was anybody smoked.

‘Oh, bore off,’ Zoe had told Emily cheerfully, after listening to yet another of her interesting facts about how quickly you can go trampolining without wheezing after you quit. ‘I’ve seen those Instagram women you’re basing New Emily on. They think eating truffle fries and buying expensive loungewear count as vices, because they’re dicks. If you want to turn into a dick, you go right ahead, but count me out. Besides, you’re just jealous,’ she added correctly, blowing a perfect smoke ring into Emily’s face.

Emily dutifully shuffled her bum across the rug to give Zoe room. Tugging her short black tube dress a centimetre further down her thighs, in a futile attempt not to flash her crotch when she sat down, she plonked herself between her and Jess.

With Emily and all five of her guests now sitting around the table, the others’ fingers joined hers on the bottom of the glass at the edge of the board.

‘I can’t believe you’ve never done this before, Emily,’ Jada said, grinning. ‘I spent half my teens making up fake messages to scare my mates and trying to get in touch with Michael Jackson.’

‘Dead Michael Jackson showing up in a room full of teenage girls would be pretty scary,’ Simon said. Emily tried to nudge him in the ribs without taking her fingers off the glass, and nearly toppled over. ‘Even if it does work, the only person I know who’s died is my ancient Scottish great-granny. I only met her once, and all I remember is that she gave me a packet of Fisherman’s Friends, telling me they were sweets, which means she definitely went straight to hell. If she tries to get in touch, it’s hardly going to be a Hallmark moment.’

Emily grinned at him.

‘OK. Are we ready?’ Jada said, lowering her voice to a whisper. Everyone around the table nodded. ‘Then how about everyone shuts up, then shuts their eyes.’

‘Maybe apart from Mel?’ Emily said. ‘We need someone to read the messages, and out of the six of us, I reckon she’s the most honest. That way no one can cheat.’

‘Charming,’ Zoe said, as Emily smiled shyly across the table at Mel.

‘Good plan,’ Jada said. ‘Close your eyes, and Mel will read out any messages that come through. ‘Spirits, are you out there?’ she said, lowering her voice and making it sound all mysterious. ‘If you can hear me, please give us a sign.’

The room went silent. Then everyone yelped as the glass suddenly lurched towards the letters written on the board, taking their hands with it.

‘Everyone, keep your eyes shut,’ Mel ordered. Emily could feel her straining to read the board.

‘That’s an E,’ Mel said, as the glass moved slightly to the right. ‘And an M.’

Emily gasped as the glass moved again. Although it was a heavy tumbler, it felt like it was on casters, rolling effortlessly around the table rather than being forced by someone’s hand. Her skin prickled, and Zoe started breathing heavily beside her.

‘It’s an I,’ Mel said. Suddenly, Emily felt very hot. ‘Now an L . . . And a Y.’

‘Stop it!’ Emily yelped, pulling her hands from underneath the others’ and opening her eyes. Her heart was thudding wildly. ‘OK, you can stop mucking about now.’

‘Yoinks, Shaggy,’ Simon said, in his best Scooby Doo voice.

‘Who was doing that?’ Mel asked. Everyone looked at each other, frowning, before shaking their heads.

‘I don’t think it was any of us,’ Jada said. ‘Everyone had their eyes closed and was barely touching the glass. It . . . it felt like it was moving on its own.’

‘Then you’re making the letters up, right, Mel?’ Emily said, uncertainly. ‘Which is fine, obviously,’ she added hastily.

Her skin was prickling with goosebumps, and she was starting to wish Jess hadn’t had the brilliant idea of forcing the last of the Percy Pigs into the remains of the bottle of gin. The resulting ‘Pigtails’, as Simon had christened them, were delicious, but Emily could feel every last sickly mouthful lurching about in her stomach.

‘Mel wouldn’t muck about with stuff like this,’ Jess said firmly.

Mel’s face glowed pale white in the light from the candles. She shook her head. ‘It’s honestly what it spelled out. Maybe it’s a subconscious thing?’

‘How about we try it with just you then, Emily?’ Jada asked, trying to make her voice sound light as she grabbed her phone and scanned the instructions she’d used to make the board. ‘It says here that at least four people are needed to play, but what does wikiHow know?’

‘They only say you need four people because they’re assuming at least one of them will be willing to wind up their mates,’ Mel said, reaching across the table to squeeze Emily’s hand. ‘But if there’s really a ghost in your flat – which there blatantly isn’t – it’ll still work with one person, right? So let’s try it, if only to set your mind at rest.’

‘I suppose so,’ Emily said, annoyed at herself for feeling rattled. Believing in horoscopes and ghosts, just like her mega-superstitious Auntie Suze, was definitely Old Emilytype behaviour.

It’s all in your mind, there’s no such thing as ghosts, she told herself as she put her hands back on the bottom of the glass and closed her eyes.

‘Right . . . is there anyone there?’ Jada asked, ditching the spooky voice.

Emily felt an odd sensation flooding through her hand, like it was being dipped in treacle. Then the glass shot to the left again, and she let out a yelp. She wasn’t moving a muscle. The tumbler felt like it had a mind of its own as it moved swiftly around the board.

‘E - M - I - L - Y - A - N - D - A - N - D - Y,’ Mel read aloud, sounding shaken. ‘Emily and Andy.’

With difficulty, Emily ripped her fingers from the bottom of the glass, which felt like it was covered in glue. She was shaking all over.

Suddenly, the lights around the room flickered back to life, and Emily shrieked. Everyone looked up, startled. Zoe shuffled closer to Emily, who was trying hard not to cry, and put an arm around her trembling shoulders.

‘God, are you OK?’ Jada said, kneeling down beside Emily. ‘I’m really sorry, I thought it would stop if it was just you. What happened? And who the hell is Andy?’
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