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THE ORANGE AND NEON lights of the city street of the night filtered through the sheer curtains of Jarret’s girlfriend’s living room. Jarret rubbed his eyes, cracking them open. A flash of anxiety pulsed from his stomach. He bolted upright on the couch.

“Carley,” he whispered, tapping her leg. “We fell asleep.”

She moaned and a smile spread on her face. “It was the best nap,” she cooed.

“Where’s my phone?” Jarret looked from the sturdy, oak coffee table to the side tables of matching decor. Adrenalin shot through his body.

“Crap, where is it? What time is it?” he asked.

Carley sat up and adjusted her white blouse with tiny pink polka dots then felt around the brown fluffy carpet rug under the coffee table. “Here. It must have fallen from your pocket.” She handed him his cell. “Is something wrong?”

He grabbed his phone. It was eight-thirty and he was expected to be at work on patrol by nine. The train alone would take twenty-five minutes to get from here to the church of Celandine University. He was a security guard there. At least, that’s what he told Carley. She knew he was a student, which was true but he wasn’t a security guard – that was a lie. He was a demon hunter. Juggling being a student and holding a job was taking its toll.

“I gotta work tonight.” He grabbed his fur lined leather jacket off the back of the couch and shrugged it on. “Let’s get together soon.”

“Don’t leave yet. I was hoping you could come with me to get some take out,” she said, sliding her body over the arm of the couch as Jarret stepped toward the door.

“I’m so sorry I have to run. I’d much rather stay with you,” he said.

“Maybe I could meet you for your break?” she asked.

Jarret chuckled, rubbing his hand behind his neck. “It wouldn’t be until after midnight. Wouldn’t you be sleeping?”

“I just napped. I’m fine.” She shrugged.

“It’s not a good idea.” He was part of a secret organization and he was if she knew what monsters he fought against everyday it would haunt her forever.

“Darn,” she said. “I thought I could persuade you with my feminine wiles.” She tucked her leg under. “We’ll see each other soon though, right?” Her ripped jeans and blouse hugged her hourglass figure perfectly. It was agony for him to leave her. The loving presence of his girlfriend was like the warmest of embraces. He felt addicted to it. She was his drug of peace, making him strongly contemplate calling in sick. But demons would never cease and so he must do his job and do it with diligence.  

“Ya, babe. How about I come here tomorrow night and make you dinner? I have the night off. We can watch cheesy movies and whine at the screen.” 

A dimpled smile warmed her cheeks. “My favorite thing.”

“It’s a date.” He shoved his phone in his pocket, checked to make sure he had his apartment keys then leaned over her kissing her on her soft lips, lingering a brief moment before pushing away.

“You’re my favorite,” she called out to him.

“You’re my favoritest,” he said back, then closed the door behind him.

***
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IT WASN’T LONG INTO his shift before Jarret and his partner, Edward, were called to the Park of the Cross that there was a sighting of a low threat demon.  

Jarret pressed his back into the trunk of a large maple tree, ignoring the crisp, cold air of the night biting at his fingers and nose. He shoved his hand into the inside pocket of his lined black leather jacket, his fingers lingering for a moment soaking in the only warmth they had felt all night, before pulling out a crucifix the size of his palm. From his back pocket he produced a small squirt bottle filled with Holy Water and squirted the metal figure.

“The park is secure. I have the demon in sight and it has a victim,” he heard his partner and fellow demon hunter, say in his earpiece. “Are you ready?”

“Two minutes,” Jarret replied, putting the bottle into his back pocket. Peeking over his shoulder he saw the park’s only entrance and exit. A black iron gate closed and locked with two large stone angels, weathered and worn, perched majestically on the wall that surrounded the entire park. They were each robed in white and armed with a sword held high as if ready for battle. Many who visited the Park of the Cross felt as though they were the city’s guardians and often came when they felt the need to be protected.

Just inside the gate there was a small stone path that lead to a large courtyard. The surrounding area was fairly lit by tall iron lamps.

Jarret prayed a prayer of protection, kissed the crucifix, and then shoved it into the ground at his feet. This was the last of four crucifixes that he placed at the corners of the courtyard creating a barrier and trap for the demon. If Edward managed to free the victim from the demon, the victim would have no choice but to come through the courtyard forcing the demon to give chase. Demons themselves were nothing but vicious beasts that preyed on the innocent mind, will, and emotions – the human soul – either by manipulating or feasting on the soul giving the demons more strength to live in the natural world.

Jarret checked up his sleeve for his hidden dagger. It was secure.

“I’m ready.”

“I’ll be coming from the north-west side of the park.” Jarret could hear the click of Edward cocking his revolver. “Here I go.” Flashes of light were seen through the trees followed by almost instantaneous bangs of gunfire.

“I’ve wounded it in the shoulder,” Edward said. “The victim has broken free and is headed right for you.”

“Roger that.” Jarret slipped out from behind the tree, hunched low and dove behind a row of bushes inside the barrier. Suddenly, he felt the heavy presence of the demon, radiating with the pain of its victims it had devoured in the past. The victim’s confused and tortured souls lost inside the demon screaming for release from their prison of death made it hard for Jarret to breathe. He clutched his chest.

It was coming.

A woman ran screaming into the center of the courtyard and tripped on one of the cobblestones sending her stumbling to the ground. Her white down jacket was shredded down the one sleeve as if she had torn herself away from a mountain lion. She grabbed at her arm and blood oozed between her fingers. Hugging herself she sobbed.

Jarret squinted his eyes to make out her shadowed features, but her dirt smudged face prevented him from making anything out. Something about her seemed familiar.

A large blur darted from tree to tree in the distance. Jarret scanned the trees and bushes but couldn’t make out a form.

“Come out, come out wherever you are,” he mumbled under his breath. The demon suddenly leapt over the row of bushes right into the barrier. The sight of the demon wasn’t at all what he expected. It wasn’t a horned beast or some monster he was used to, in fact it looked more like a man. If it weren’t for its black eyes and the blood dripping from its pointy fingernails he would have guessed it was human. Jarret’s heart knew the truth.

“Somebody help me!” the girl screamed as the demon calmly crossed the courtyard to her. 

Jarret froze. He knew that voice. “Carley? ... Carley!” he called out to her. He pushed his way through the bushes and ran towards her knowing full well that exposing himself would jeopardize his trap. The demon launched itself at Carley, snatching her in its claw-like fingers.

“Get down!” Edward shouted.

Jarret dropped to the ground. Two shots rang out. The demon jumped out of the bullets’ destructive path and dropped Carley. She landed smacking her head against the stone floor and lay in a lifeless heap.

“Trap it,” Edward growled.

Jarret snapped out of his daze and slapped his hands down on the stones of the courtyard.

Everything went still. The trees melted away. The sky turned a blood red and the only thing that Jarret saw was he and the demon.

“You have nowhere to go.”

“A trap,” the demon said. “I didn’t think you had it in you Mr. Clark.”

“What did you say?” he said.

“Come now, Mr. Clark, you didn’t think this was just a mere coincidence,” the demon mused. “Me devouring an innocent woman’s soul? She is appetizing and all, but you, Jarret, the demon hunter, the man with the God
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