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Rain pelted the windshield as the killer
drove east along Highway 17, occasionally glancing at the Atlantic
Ocean. The rough waters and black clouds hovering above suited his
mood. He wanted to finish his work and get the hell off this
island. He preferred the beaches and the climate of the Caribbean
to anything Canada had to offer. But he knew he still had a lot to
do before he could escape to his tropical paradise.

In the back seat, the metal cage clattered
as the black cat hissed, meowed and jerked spasmodically. The
killer glanced back and yellow eyes regarded him threateningly. The
cage inched along the back seat of the black Crown Vic, pushed by
the feral animal’s frantic escape attempts.

“It won’t be long now,” he tried to reassure
the captive animal. It continued hissing and snarling, clawing at
the small metal door of its prison.

Finally he arrived at Highway 347 and turned
left. The moon glowed full in the grey light of dusk.

He pulled into an empty parking lot by the
beach. A cafeteria and a tourist observation deck were the only
visible signs of human intervention. The sign in the cafeteria
window said CLOSED.

He parked, killed the ignition, reached into
the glove box and located a thick pair of leather gloves. He put
them on and exited the car, glancing around. Save for a few faraway
glowing yellow dots—house lights—he was alone.

The cat hissed and snarled as he snatched
the cage and carried it out to the beach. He pulled his baseball
cap down over his eyes as a sudden chilly wind gust almost blew it
away. Don’t be stupid. Can’t leave any evidence.

The black cat had begun to thrash violently
against the cage. He set it on the sand, and with a powerful gloved
hand, quickly unclasped the metal door. As the cat leaped to its
freedom, the killer stepped back and felt the cold steel comfort of
his nine millimeter Glock, just in case the crazed animal decided
to turn on him. He didn’t like to leave anything to chance. He
wouldn’t hesitate to kill it, even though he knew it would ruin the
entire operation.

But the crazed feline leaped out, ran a few
feet, stopped abruptly, glanced back and regarded its captor with
glowing yellow eyes before hissing and vanishing into the
night.

Battered by the wind and rain, the killer
returned to his car. He speed-dialed a number on a disposable cell
phone and a husky male voice answered.

“It’s done,” the killer said.

“Any problems?”

“None.”

The line went dead.


Chapter One

 


 


The color drained from Kathleen Freeborne’s
face as she gripped the calloused hand outstretched on the table.
Then the dark images hit her like a fully loaded semi-truck,
invading her calm mind with a violent swirl of emotions that
blindsided her. The images: evil horned demons, laughing maniacal
madmen, murder, mayhem, tortured souls, screams and blood.

So much blood, so much suffering, and so
much death.

She shuddered and tried to release her hand
from the bulky, gray-bearded man whose eyes locked hers with a
penetrating stare. Jonathon Crawley’s eyes were looking right into
her soul, and she could tell from his expression they did not like
what they saw.

He squeezed tighter as she tried to withdraw
her hand. She squirmed in her seat, unable to free her hand from
the mammoth meat hook. The macabre images grew more focused and
palpable, the screams of the damned louder and more piercing. A
cacophony of suffering, gut-wrenching cries for help.

She felt the life force draining from her
body, and something else. A rage boiling up inside her, demanding
her to smack Jonathon Crawley hard in his sixty-nine-year-old
weathered face. She pushed at the rage, trying to force its rising
temperature below the boiling point, cool it off somehow—contain
its visceral force.

Deep breaths. Calm. You are the lake, calm
and still and composed. Snap out of it! Snap out of it, please!

Crawley’s face reddened, veins bulging in
his neck. A large one snaked across the side of his temple,
pulsating as he winced and started grinding his teeth. Kathleen
could see the rage also rising up in him. His eyes and expression
suggested deadly intentions.

He wants to kill me. Not if I kill him
first. No. Force the rage back. You can do this. You have to do
it.

Suddenly his grip loosened and she snapped
her hand free. She rubbed the painful red splotches that had
appeared. It was going to leave a bruise.

Crawley’s demeanor slowly softened and the
cacophony of misery and anger evaporated from her mind in a flash.
“What the hell just happened?” he said.

The color slowly returned to Kathleen’s face
and her cheeks glowed red from the sudden infusion of blood. She
could see he had some haunting memory of what had just happened,
but was reluctant to acknowledge its eerie presence. The veins in
his neck and head began to shrink.

“There is some scary evil presence at work
in you,” she said. There was no point in beating around the
bush.

After all, she was a clairvoyant, a psychic
to whom the residents of Prince Edward Island—and in particular the
small town of Montague—paid good money to for her expertise.
Crawley would be coughing up $150 for his thirty-minute session, so
there was no point in shooting him a line of bullshit.

Or sugar coating things, for that
matter.

He wiped his crinkled brow. “What evil
presence? I came to you because I’ve been feeling some dark moods
lately, but nothing like what just happened.”

“I know. But I felt it. And I can’t put a
finger on it. I’m not getting any visions that might determine its
cause. Not yet anyway, but I’ll let you know if I do.”

“You mean something might come to you?”

“Yeah, it often does, but sometimes much
later.” This was only half true, but she didn’t know what else to
say. Usually, she could see events in the future was able to
suggest areas of her clients’ lives that they might want to change.
Sometimes she could predict positive occurrences and they would
leave elated. Other times, she saw terrible things and they left
deflated and depressed. In those cases she usually suggested
certain avoidance techniques to change the course of their
destiny.

Sometimes it worked.

Sometimes it didn’t.

Like when thirty-two-year-old Emily Flowers
walked into her office and Kathleen took the woman’s hand and saw a
picture of a semi-truck mowing her down on the highway while she
was walking her dog. She had warned Emily not to walk her dog on
the highway—not to go near the highway on foot—and that advice had
lasted for a week. Then one day Emily’s German Shepherd, Butch,
jumped the fence surrounding the small rural acreage and ran off
down the highway. Without thinking, Emily decided to search for the
errant canine. A few minutes later an overworked truck driver
barreling down the highway had jerked the steering wheel just
slightly as he wiped his sleepy eyes. The vehicle swerved onto the
shoulder for only a split second—but long enough to slam Emily like
a rag doll across the grill and windshield, killing her instantly.
When the truck driver stopped, what remained of Emily’s body
slithered down the vehicle and landed on the road in a clump of
bones, tissue, blood and intestines.

It was then that Butch had appeared from a
nearby bush, scampered up to the remains and started
whimpering.

“Is there anything you can tell me that
might help?” Crawley asked.

Kathleen thought for a moment. His rage,
like an infection, had transferred to her, making her want to kill
him. Yes, it was more than just slap him. She had wanted to take an
axe and slice it right through his head. Put him out of his
rage-filled misery. That thought scared her. She wondered if he was
contagious, if he could go around infecting the whole town with his
condition. She dreaded what might happen if he could. “I think you
should stay home until I figure this out.”

“I can’t do that. I have friends, things I
like to do.”

Kathleen knew that Jonathon, recently
widowed, was still going through a grieving period. His forty-two
year marriage had ended abruptly when his wife died of a sudden
heart attack nine months earlier. He had a small family support
group and many friends in the community. She often saw him at Tim
Hortons, sipping coffee with his buddies and trading stories. He
now lived alone in his modest home in Montague. She couldn’t
imagine what it would be like to lose someone who has been in your
life intimately for forty-two years.

But she knew only too well what it was like
when your boyfriend of four years gets his brains blown out by a
shotgun in the hands of a demented old witch. And that was, how
many months ago now, maybe six? Never mind his grieving period. She
was going through a grieving period of her own.

“Let me ask you this: Do you want to risk
infecting your friends with whatever it is that you have? Do you
want to put their lives in danger? Do you have any idea of the
horrific images that swept through my mind when you were gripping
my hand and wouldn’t let go of it?”

Despair swept over Crawley’s face, followed
by resignation. “I guess you’re right.”

“I know I’m right, Mr. Crawley.”

“Jon, please.”

“Jon, if I’ve learned one thing from all my
paranormal investigations, from my psychic ability, it’s to trust
my instincts. Every time I’ve ignored them, something has gone
terribly wrong.” She rubbed her brow. “Jon, can you remember when
you first noticed these dark moods?”

He paused and rolled his eyes. “I think it
happened after I was scratched by a cat in the bush a few weeks
ago.”

“Have you been to the doctor?”

“Yeah. I had all the tetanus shots. The
doctor says I’m fine.”

“That’s a physician?”

“Yeah.”

“What about a psychologist?”

“I go to a grief counseling group once a
week, but I don’t see a psychologist.”

Kathleen sensed this was beyond a
psychologist’s area of expertise. But she didn’t know what else to
say to this troubled man. She had hung out her shingle only
six months ago—after her previous job of teaching children with
autism had become too stressful—but she usually knew what to tell
her customers. Either she would have no visions, or she would have
very clear visions, which would allow her to describe the images
and interpret them in a helpful way. But this case was different.
There was some dark and evil presence in this man’s body, and the
dark energy had, at least for a few seconds, permeated her body,
filling her with powerful and explosive rage.

She knew eventually this grieving man would
succumb to this rage. It wasn’t a question of if. It was a question
of when. And when he did, the results would not be pretty. She
tried to muster a calm demeanor, although trembling hands refused
to obey brain commands.

She stood up, providing a hint for her
customer to follow suit. He did. “Listen, Jon. I would like you to
go home and stay home until I call you, okay? I need some time to
figure this out.”

He slowly nodded and paid for the psychic
reading. She thanked him, walked him to the door, said goodbye and
closed it. But not before a cold blast of winter air swept into the
small office. Kathleen shivered as she put her jacket on and got
ready to leave.

But it was not from the cold air that she
shivered.


Chapter Two

 


 


“It’s cold out there,” Jacob McCreery said a
few hours later during a phone conversation with Kathleen. It
usually was in the middle of November, and the winter of 2012 was
no exception. The snow had begun to fall as soon as Kathleen left
her office and made the short walk home. The weatherman had said
gale force winds were expected overnight, along with an estimated
15 centimeters of snow. An ugly Atlantic storm was on its way. She
felt alone and isolated when she got home. She greeted her faithful
black cat, Spike, had a quick shower, ate dinner and reclined on
the couch, the purring cat curled up on her lap.

That’s when bad thoughts about Jon’s visit
had invaded her mind and she had to talk to someone. Who better
than her loyal friend, Jacob, who had always been there for her
when she needed a shoulder to cry on or some moral support? She and
Jacob often commiserated. They had both lost their spouses, who
were both victims of murder during paranormal investigations at
around the same time. Kathleen and Jacob had grieved together,
vented to one another, and slowly recovered from the tragic losses.
Jacob had also been good friends with Mark, Kathleen good friends
with Angela. Their joint nurturing fell just short of something
more intimate.

There was a line they both refused to
cross—although they had come close.

A few weeks ago, Kathleen had been thinking
about Mark and all the
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