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Book Description

	A Paranormal, Psychological Thriller

	Now committed to a psychiatric hospital, Maggie McGee's only hope for help comes from Ethel, a seer. But will Ethel believe the psychiatrist’s diagnosis? Will she be able to stop the evil spirits? Or will she become a victim herself? 

	(Book 2) Committed to a psychiatric hospital for psychosis, Maggie McGee has lost contact with reality. Spirits from the past have completed the task of leaving her in a living hell, allowing the dark-robed demon to feed on her for the rest of her life. But Maggie has Ethel, a seer, working on her behalf. Will Ethel be able to fight the evil forces without losing her mind? Will she be able to convince Detective Becker to believe her unbelievable story of ghosts, or will he consider her mentally unstable? Will Ethel listen to the psychiatrist and trust his diagnosis that Maggie has a mental disorder brought on by her husband's death, and not by entities? Or is the murderer someone else?

	Follow along as parasitic beings continue to smother Maggie, relentlessly pursue Ethel and whoever may be in the way of their promised existence of ecstasy.
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ONE

	A raspy male voice from the PA system’s loudspeakers, preceded by a harsh, breathy exhale, echoed through the hallways and rooms of the locked unit at the Port Glenn Psychiatric and Forensic Hospital. “Time to get up, everybody.” Then he blew into the mic again, “Time to get up.”

	Maggie rolled on her side and opened her eyes. Being at the mental hospital almost three months, did not make the sight of the white painted brick walls and the open steel door with its small window any less intimidating. Then the realization of the upcoming court hearing flashed into her mind; she wanted to go back to sleep so that she would not have to think about it.

	Her heart raced as anxiety about the possibility of being found guilty of murdering her landlord, Mr. Zimmerman, loomed over her. Her friend, Ethel, a seer, was trying to help her by casting spells to keep the black hooded demon away from her. Maggie could feel it feed on her while she slept—when she could sleep—it kept her drained of energy and hope.

	Ethel had warned her that the dark entity fed on hopelessness, anger, and despair; but Maggie could not help herself. Her life was a nightmare and she saw no way out.

	She sat up on the side of the bed, hunched over in grief. Grief from losing her husband, Cory, to suicide, and grief to being accused of a murder she did not commit. However, convincing anyone that it was a ghost named Susie that was the murderer was pointless, no one, except Ethel, believed her. 

	It was Saturday, Ethel would be visiting her that afternoon, and Maggie would find out if Ethel had made any progress with Detective John Becker. 

	She rubbed the side of her aching neck. She felt the same two pea-sized lumps underneath the skin that had first appeared when she was jailed. When she had asked the doctor about them, he said they were just swollen lymph nodes and nothing to worry about. 

	Maggie slipped on the white sneakers the facility had provided her and fastened the Velcro straps. She walked to her empty desk, picked up the plastic comb and ran it through her snarly hair. Aside from the small black comb, all she had on the desk was a cheap toothbrush, a tiny tube of toothpaste, and hair and body wash. 

	The tiny-toothed comb seemed to tighten the knots of her tangled locks rather than loosen them. She wanted to give up on combing her hair but since Ethel would likely be visiting, she would try to look at least somewhat presentable. But that did not include taking a shower, she had no energy for that task. Besides, she was only required to shower three days a week anyway.

	Maggie believed what Ethel had told her about the black-robed entity. That it was the type of vampire that fed on the energy and life essence of people, leaving them feeling exhausted and unfocused. Psychic parasitism, Ethel called it. 

	She looked at the small tube of toothpaste and the toothbrush sitting next to the comb, almost deciding not to brush her teeth. Nevertheless, she picked them up and walked down the hallway, past a dozen other patient rooms, to the bathroom. The worker guarding the upstairs sleeping area sat at the top of the stairwell. The stocky middle-aged woman dressed in jeans and a T-shirt stayed focused on her tablet, not bothering to acknowledge Maggie when she walked past. The guard would continue to stare at the tablet in her hands until twenty minutes had passed and it was time to walk down the hallway and check the residents. 

	Maggie went into the bathroom and examined her neck in the mirror. There were no visible marks, as one would expect to see with a vampire that sucked blood. Then she looked at her tired face. The green sweatshirt and sweatpants—courtesy of the facility—made her look shabby. She shook her head and whispered to herself, “Maggie, you’re a sorrowful case.”

	When she was finished in the bathroom, she returned the items to her room and closed the door before going downstairs to the dayroom. Soon all the doors would be locked and no one would be allowed back upstairs until naptime, later in the afternoon.

	Maggie walked past three guards seated at a table in the main room at the bottom of the steps. She sat in one of the chairs lined up and facing the television set. There were no couches or recliners, only cushioned chairs like those that could be found in a doctor’s waiting room. She was not interested in the news program playing on TV, but there was nothing else to do until breakfast. 

	A tall woman in jeans sat down next to her. “How are you today?”

	Maggie was not up to talking to another patient, but Chloe liked her and was always following her around and talking to her. “I’m fine, just tired.”

	“Yeah, the drugs they give us around here make us tired,” Chloe said, crossing her legs. Her foot began to bounce with a nervous tick. “They like to keep us subdued.”

	Maggie knew that was not true but nodded nonetheless. 

	“Doctor Suharto said I’ll be here a couple more months; at least until my hallucinations and delusions stop,” Chloe said. Her foot stopped bouncing and she turned to speak quietly to Maggie. “I think that alien that always stands behind Doctor Suharto is making him do things so that I go to prison. What do you think?”

	Maggie did not know what to think. “I don’t know how it goes.”

	“How about you?” Chloe asked, as her foot returned to bobbing. “You’ve been here the same length of time as me. What did the doctor tell you?”

	Maggie was sad, she did not want to talk about it, but Chloe would pester her if she did not answer. “I guess I’m scheduled to go to trial.”

	“Oh, shit,” Chloe said. “That’s intense. I bet it’s that black-robed guy I see following you around, he’s probably telling Doctor Suharto to make your life miserable.”

	Maggie’s jaw dropped. She had no idea Chloe could see that vampirish creature that comes to her at night to feed. “You can see it?”

	“Of course I can see it,” Chloe said, matter-of-factly. “I don’t see it now, but I know it’s around here someplace.”

	Maggie was not sure how to take what Chloe had said. Chloe was crazy; she saw aliens and believed they talked to the doctor. But she also saw the black-robed entity that both she and Ethel could see. Well, at least Ethel said she could see it; maybe she was lying. So either she, and Ethel, were as crazy as Chloe, or Chloe was not crazy at all and had the ability to see things others could not.

	“Med time,” one of the workers said from behind a table in the corner of the day room. “Ackerman.”

	“That’s me,” Chloe said, standing. “Time to get some more mind control meds.”

	Maybe I am crazy, Maggie thought as she watched Chloe walk to the med room where a nurse was dispensing medication. If I am crazy, the thing that feeds on me is not real. But the doctor said I was not crazy, and I don’t think I’m crazy. I just cannot win. If I am not crazy, I have to stand trial and possibly go to prison for a crime that I did not commit. But if I am crazy, I’ll have to stay locked up in a mental institution for the rest of my life.

	Maggie began to sob. No one came to her aid as she sat there, alone, with tears streaming down her flushed face.


TWO

	Ethel drove into the parking lot of Port Glenn Psychiatric and Forensic Hospital. If it were not for the razor wire security fence around the perimeter, it would look like any modern hospital or office building. She took a final puff of the wood tip cigar she held in her arthritic hand before putting it out in the ashtray of her old gray sedan. She looked in the rearview mirror and adjusted the green polyester scarf tied around her head. She picked up her slouchy hobo handbag and got out of her old jalopy. 

	A cool breeze flapped her balloon sleeves and gypsy skirt as she walked to the main entrance. She could feel small pebbles through the souls of her moccasins as she walked along the long concrete sidewalk. 

	She walked inside the large three-story building and across the shiny-floored lobby to the front desk. 

	“I’m here to see Margaret McGee,” Ethel said with her sandpapery voice.

	The female guard shoved a paper in front of her. “Fill out this form, and I’ll need a picture ID.”

	Ethel knew the drill; she had been visiting nearly every weekend since Maggie’s admission to the high-security forensic center. She had her driver’s license ready and a quarter for the lockers in which to lock her purse. When she was cleared to go in, she followed the guard through a metal detector and down a lengthy corridor to a locked section of the hospital. She followed the guard inside and into a visiting room where another guard sat at a desk. She filled out another form, chose a seat at the far end of the glassed partition, and waited for them to bring Maggie for her to see.

	Several minutes had passed before Maggie walked in with one of the dayroom workers. Ethel waved so that Maggie would see her. Maggie walked over to Ethel and sat down in a plastic chair on the other side of the security glass. She picked up the phone.

	“Hi Maggie,” Ethel said, forcing a smile. It was difficult to smile while looking at Maggie’s sad expression and drooping shoulders. “How are you doing?”

	Maggie shrugged. “Fine, I suppose.”

	After talking about what Maggie ate for lunch, and her other daily activities such as sitting in the small library and staring at the wall, Ethel jumped into the more serious questions before her visiting time was up.

	“When is your court date?” Ethel asked.

	“It’s September eleventh,” Maggie said. “Have you made any progress . . . helping me?”

	Ethel smiled and nodded as if things were going well, but she was actually making little progress. At her apartment, she could hear Debbie and Bruce on the second floor laughing in glee, something she had never heard until Maggie had moved in. At times, she sensed them coming down to the main floor and standing outside her apartment door. These so-called visits coincided with the times Ethel was casting spells of protection for Maggie and herself. But the spells were weak since they did not seem to bother Debbie and Bruce much because they would mock her before disappearing. “I’m going to call Detective Becker, again, and this time I’m going to talk to him in person; I might be able to get further with him.”

	Maggie did not say anything; instead, she looked down at the desktop.

	“There’s a new manager who comes out periodically and checks the place,” Ethel said. “They want me to move out, but I don’t want to. My lease isn’t up and I want to stay close to the . . . others, because I have a stronger effect on them and I’m sure there’s something we’re missing when it comes to your defense.”

	“You still believe I didn’t do it, don’t you?” Maggie asked, looking up with moist eyes.

	“Of course, dear, there’s no doubt in my mind,” Ethel said, reaching her bent arthritic fingers across the table. She would have held Maggie’s hand if it were not for the partition. “I have an appointment to speak with your doctor while I’m here. He just wanted to talk over the phone, but I insisted I speak to him in person; it makes it easier to read him.”

	“Thanks, Ethel,” Maggie said. She wiped her eye with a worn tissue. “Not knowing what will happen in court is killing me. It’s like a heavy burden on
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