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​Chapter 1 The Day It All Began  
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Ever since I was a little girl, darkness has lived inside me.

It wasn’t the kind you could see — it was the kind that whispered. It made me fight, made me break things, made me... wrong. Friends? Never had them. My family barely tolerated me. I had a rough childhood, but that’s a story for another time.

Now I’m grown, and life hasn’t changed much. The darkness is still here — quiet sometimes, screaming other times — but always waiting.

So, let me take you back to the day it truly began.

September 22nd, 2001.

I was thirteen.                                                   I remember walking home from school that afternoon, backpack hanging half-open, already dreading what waited inside.

The front door creaked open — the sound of my parents arguing filled the air.

Again.

So annoying.

I tried to sneak past toward my room, but—

“Hailey, come here,”

my mom snapped.

“Yes, Mom?”

“Your grades are slipping, and I heard you got into another fight. What’s going on?”

“Nothing, Mom. I’m fine. It won’t happen again.”

“It’s not fine,” she said, voice shaking. “You can’t keep doing this.” My dad joined in, voice deep but tired.

“Your mother’s right. If you’ve got problems, talk to us. But if you keep fighting, we’ll have to ground you. Understand?”

“Yes, Dad.”

“Go to your room.”

Finally. I turned away, rolling my eyes. “So annoying,” I muttered under my breath.

In my room, I faced the mirror — pink hair messy, makeup smudged. I fixed both until I looked halfway human, then grabbed my headphones and buried myself in music for hours. The world melted away until sleep took me. Morning came. I dragged myself to the bus stop, same as always.

When I got on, I took my usual seat — back row, by the window.

Aya was already smirking.

“Hey, Hailey,” she said loud enough for everyone to hear. “Why don’t you go look in a mirror, you ugly bitch?”

I clenched my fists. I’d dealt with her for years — the lies, the fake rumors, the time she almost got me in trouble with the cops. She lived to make my life hell. So yeah, I snapped.

“Shut up, Aya. Your ugly  black ass has no room to talk.”

The bus went silent. Aya’s face twisted with shock and rage.

“You’ll pay for that, Hailey!” She started to cry.

Now, I know what you’re thinking — I went too far. Maybe I did. But you have to understand, she wasn’t just a bully. She enjoyed breaking people. She deserved it.

Anyway, back to the story.

“Oh yeah? Sure. I’ll pay for it. You and no one else can do anything. So fuck off.”

The bus rumbled on.

By the time I got to school, I needed a breather. I slipped into the bathroom, splashed some water on my face, and looked in the mirror.

That’s when I saw him. 

A tall shadow stood beside me — sharp hat, black suit, no face I could make out. My heart stopped.

“Who... who are you?” I whispered.

He grinned — I could feel the grin, even though I couldn’t see it.

“Howdy,” he said, voice smooth as smoke. “Name’s Damien. Your demon.”

“My what?”

“Come on now. You really haven’t noticed? The anger, the fights — that’s me. Finally got enough strength to appear. And that comeback to that girl earlier? Chef’s kiss. I loved it.”

“This isn’t real,” I muttered. “You’re not real.”

Outside the door, I heard girls whispering — they thought I was talking to myself. They can’t hear me, partner,” he chuckled. “Only you can. Unless... you want them to.”

“I’m losing my mind,” I whispered.

“No, you’re finding it,” he said softly. “I’m part of you, Hailey. Always have been.”

“Go away,” I said, voice trembling.

He tilted his hat.

“Understood.”

And just like that — he vanished.

I stumbled to class, still shaking. Ms. Jones was lecturing about the anatomy of wolves. I barely heard a word. By the next few periods, I’d convinced myself it was stress. Maybe lack of sleep.

But then lunch came. I sat down with the usual soggy pizza, half-listening to the cafeteria noise — until I heard shouting outside.

A man was harassing another student.

And something inside me snapped.

Before I knew it, I was running. I don’t remember what happened first — the anger or the... change.

But I remember the feeling.

Tentacles — my tentacles — ripped from my back, coiling around the man. His scream cut through the air, and then—

SNAP.

Darkness. Heat. Silence.

Then his voice again.

“Perfect. I knew you had fire in you. You’ll make a great partner, Hailey. We’re gonna have fun.” And those were the last words I heard before everything went black.

[End of Chapter 1] 
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I wake up in a hospital bed, dazed. IVs are connected to my arm, and my back throbs like it’s on fire. My hearing is fuzzy, but I catch pieces of conversation — radios, police chatter, footsteps. The smell of antiseptic fills my nose.

“Where am I?” I manage to say, my voice barely above a whisper.

A nurse rushes over. “Oh my God, you’re awake! Someone get the officers!” Then she looks at me. “How are you feeling, sweetheart?”

“Fine,” I lie. “My back hurts, though... and I don’t know what happened.”

She hesitates. “You were found on your school campus. Bloodied. Unconscious. There was... a dead man, and a girl who was too traumatized to speak And then it clicks. It hits me like lightning. I remember. I remember what I did. I remember the warmth, the snap, the rush that felt good — and I start crying uncontrollably.

The nurse tries to comfort me, but then the police enter the room. I tell them I don’t remember anything, even though the memory is burned into my brain. They take notes, tell me to call them if anything comes back, and finally leave.

My parents come next. My mom cries. My dad holds my hand. “Do you remember anything, Hailey?” he asks.

I shake my head. “No... nothing.”

They hug me again, relieved, and eventually go home. The hospital keeps me another night. I’m alone in the dark room when I hear it — that smooth, cocky voice.

“Well, howdy. Missed me?” I flinch. “Oh my God—Damien?”

“Come on now, no need to be scared,” he says, stepping out of the corner like a living shadow with a grin that could slice through steel. “You’ve seen me before. You know who I am. And I bet you want to know what happened, don’t you?”

I stare at him. “No. I want you to go away.”

He laughs, low and dark. “See, that’s the thing. You can’t get rid of me. I’m your demon. That means you get power now — real power. Those tentacles you used? That strength? That was me helping you, partner. You felt it, didn’t you? The rush.”

I shake my head. “No, I didn’t. I don’t even know what came over me.”

He smirks. “Denial. Cute. Look, I don’t know why I was bound to you, but I am. Might as well make the best of it. So tell me, Hailey — do you want to live a boring life, or do you want to fight?” 

I just want to live my life,” I whisper. “Go away.”

And in an instant, he’s gone.

The next morning, my parents come to pick me up. We talk about my grades, about what happened, and they suggest I stay home from school for a while. I refuse. “I want to go back.”

That night, I draw to calm down — it’s my thing. I’m a good artist, and I start sketching Damien’s face. Sharp grin, top hat, empty eyes. But then my pencil breaks — and I was barely pressing down.

“Well damn,” his voice says from behind me. “That’s actually a good drawing of me.”

“Go away,” I snap.

“You know,” he says, stepping closer, “you really shouldn’t ignore what you’ve become. Stronger, faster, shadows that move like smoke. You’ve got something special, partner. Don’t waste it.” Leave. Me. Alone.”

“I can,” he says, “but I won’t. Not when I see potential.”

I don’t sleep that night.

The next morning, I drag myself onto the bus — and she’s there. Aya. Sitting in my seat.

I clench my fists. “Look, Aya, get the fuck out of my seat before I fuck you up.”

As soon as the words leave my mouth, I freeze. That wasn’t me. That was... him.

Aya smirks. “Oh yeah? Make me.”

Her hand flies at my face — but suddenly everything slows down. I grab her wrist, twist, and she drops to her knees with a scream. Did you really just try to hit me?” I growl. My pink hair glows faintly, and I can feel that power. I punch her in the face — and her body goes limp, collapsing to the floor.

Blood. Silence. Screams. Then—darkness.

“Perfect,” Damien’s voice echoes in my mind, amused. “You got her. You and me, we’re unstoppable.”

Then I’m gone — blacking out completely.

When I come to, I’m sitting in the back of a police car. My wrists hurt. My mind is spinning. No, no, no—this can’t be happening again.

“Damien!” I whisper in my head. “Do something! There has to be a power that can get us out of this!”

He laughs. “Oh, there is. Time travel.”

“What? That’s not real!” Oh, but it is,” he says. “You want out?”

“Yes!”

“Then hold on.”

The world snaps — and suddenly, I’m back on the bus. Aya’s hand is flying at me again. Everything’s in slow motion. I grab her wrist just like before... but this time, I stop.

“You need to become a better person,” I say quietly. “Stop ruining people’s lives.”

I let go. She glares at me, shoves past, and takes her seat. No blood. No screams. No death.

The day passes quietly after that. But when I get home, my parents are fighting again — loud, violent. My dad hits me by accident, or maybe not. My mom screams at him. I run to my room, slam the door, and cry until I can’t breathe. Even with all this power... I still feel powerless.

I fall asleep eventually.

The next morning, I slip out the back door before my parents wake up. I walk to school — an hour and a half, just to clear my head.

Damien appears beside me, as casual as ever. “You know,” he says, “for someone who hates
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