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Prologue 
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My name is Selene Stone. The first time my mom questioned my sanity was when I was seven and I first saw what I like to refer to as the big hand. It was a shadowy hand, just the hand and it was waving at me to come over to it. When I use the word big, I am sorely understating the size. It was about six feet long and about four feet wide, give or take. I was so scared that I ran down the stairs from my bedroom and into the living room to my mommy. She told me it was just in my head, as much as I wanted to believe her, I didn’t think that was so.

I started hearing voices, threatening voices murmuring to me from inside my head. When my mom found me with my face streaked with tears in the fetal position in the corner of my bedroom screaming for the noise to stop, well, that was that. My mom took me to the doctors where I was given a referral to be diagnosed. The diagnoses was schizophrenia. I was young, far too young at the age of ten to have any diagnoses, and even younger still to be taking medication. 

The medication stopped the auditory and visual hallucinations so I was beginning to feel like a normal child. I was fine for four years until I started seeing shadows in the night. I was too terrified to tell my mom about them because I didn’t want to have to go back to the doctors that made me feel like there was something wrong with me, not when I was finally feeling like there wasn’t. 

I would lie in bed with my eyes shut tight waiting for the shadows to leave, ignoring their vile words. This only lasted a week before things escalated drastically. This would be the night that would mould my entire future, the one that would change life as I knew it and carve out my path. I woke up surrounded by the most hideous demons beyond anyone’s imagination. I went to scream, I don’t know if it was the terror or something they had done to me, but nothing more than an airy screech escaped. They attacked me, scratching me up, cackling all the while and not a scream would come out of my mouth. 

I tried to fight them off to no avail, there were too many of them and I was only one fourteen year old girl who had demons carving their long talons and nails over every part of my body. One of them gnashed at my ankle and another one raked it’s talons down my back. My heart was racing and all I wanted was my mom to hear something, anything, even the rustling of the bed. I don’t know what changed but finally I was able to suck in a breath and scream at the top of my lungs, not that it halted the onslaught. My mom rushed in to find me fighting off invisible forces and with deep lacerations over every inch of my body. My mom didn’t believe that demons attacked me, and sent me to a mental facility for troubled children who were prone to self-harm.

They fixed my dosage, stating that because of my size and built tolerance, that the drugs I was taking were becoming ineffective. My dream of being a normal teen had been brutally murdered and I ended up growing up institutionalized, going to school on site with the other girls that I lived with. Even though we didn’t always get along they became my family and we were in this together. My mom visited a few times a week, more frequently when I first moved there and she never gave up on me, but she also never believed my tale. 

Though the hallucinations stopped, the nightmares continued to plague me, the memory never losing its hold. Regardless of the medication, I refused to sleep in the dark and avoided the dark at all cost. At first the other girls made fun of me, hoping to detour me from using a night light, but once they saw that I was never going to change they accepted it, especially after hearing my horrid stories. 

The first time I told them in a group session, everyone required a nightlight and some of them even had trouble sleeping alone. It’s safe to say they never felt the need to make fun of me again. They even understood my night terrors, when I would wake up screaming and crying, reliving the ordeal over and over again. I can still smell the musk of the demons in my nightmares, and their breath with the stench of rot. With memories so vivid it took years to convince me that the events couldn’t have happened and that the demons were all in my head. Who knew I had such a vivid imagination? The one thing that never changed and will never change is my fear of the dark.

One of the girls there, Autumn Greene, was into witch craft which at first terrified me, until she told me the fundamentals of the Wiccan religion and how magic has been a strong part of our history and usually used for protection and healing purposes. Unfortunately, not everyone uses magic for the right reasons and that there are cosmic rules. Everything that goes out, comes back times three. She taught me quite a bit, I even found that I had a talent for it. I mastered several protection spells and utilized them from time to time when my anxieties were high. 

When they finally decided that I was stable enough to be released, I was twenty one years old, and had limited social skills. I didn’t want to leave, but since I was showing such progress with dealing with the trauma of being attacked by a horde of demons that so clearly never could have happened, they had no reason to keep me. 

My first week out of the facility and out in the real world was absolutely terrifying. Sure there were times when I was in the institution where I could go out for lunch with my mom, but this was different, I was allowed to go unaided which I had never managed before. 

I had to live with my mom until I could get a job and enough money to live on my own. My mom wasn’t fond of this idea at all, afraid that I would forget to take my meds and end up going off the deep end again. Finally I was able to get a job in the fast food industry, which was worse than spending my childhood getting around the clock treatment. It was so fast paced that I cried on my first day because I struggled to keep up. Eventually I was also blessed with the enjoyment of having irate customers yell at me about getting their order wrong and had the embarrassment of miscounting change. I am terrible at math. In my defence, as weak as it might be, it was in situations where I would hit the wrong button like debit, when it was cash that they were paying with and that would leave me having to figure out the entire fiasco. 

It wasn’t long before I could look for my own apartment in the big city of Toronto, a couple of hours away from home. Once I got a taste of freedom and had the chance to adjust to it, it turned out I really enjoyed it. I also needed to escape the woman who was constantly looking over my shoulder. My mother isn’t always overbearing, but the fear of me hurting myself made her overprotective. I just couldn’t handle it anymore so I moved far enough away that she wouldn’t be checking up on me every moment of the day. The job opportunities didn’t hurt either. This was my chance to start over.
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Chapter One
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It took me hours to get settled in but as soon as I did I decided to go for a tour around the city. It had been years since I had been here and as far as I can tell, not much has changed. I always figured that with my child’s mind, everything was magical and ginormous. Now that I’m an adult I can confirm that it is still magical and ginormous. 

Though it isn’t completely dark yet -because I would like to avoid roaming at that time of day- it is starting to get dusky and the glow of the city is beginning to illuminate all around me. As I make my way back to my small and yet outrageously expensive apartment, I walk past an alleyway. As I walk past I get the feeling that someone is watching me and I feel my heart accelerate. I speed up, but the feeling persists. I decide to turn around and face my attacker, after all I might as well take a peek at my could-be murderer. 

When I spin around there is nothing, but open space, aside from an elderly woman about a block behind me, a teenage boy riding his skateboard on the other side of the street and a black cat sitting on the sidewalk looking at me curiously. I take a moment to catch my breath before proceeding back home. I definitely need to get back before nightfall or my paranoia is going to be tenfold. As soon as I get home I turn on every light in the place, I don’t allow a single room to be unlit. It’s bad enough that I have so many shadowy places for monsters to hide. I really try not think about that.

Tonight is going to be my fist night sleeping alone in an otherwise empty home and my anxiety builds at the prospect. What if something happens? What if I start hallucinating again? There will be no one here to save me. I take a deep breath to calm my nerves before I turn on the television. I sit there watching sitcom after sitcom, show after show until I am no longer able to stay awake, this was after all my grand plan. This way I won’t be awake long enough in the silence to hear or see anything before I pass out. Luckily my plan works. 

Several nights pass like this, and every day when I walk past that alley I get that feeling that someone is watching me. I never see anything of interest but that stupid black cat. Is that what I am feeling? It seems pretty ludicrous even to me. I usually just go straight home, but today I decide to spice things up a bit. I walk over to the cat which just sits there watching me, not even a flinch of escape is evident. I lower my hand to him, deciding to give him a pet as he stares at me with intelligence in the depths of his vivid green eyes. Once I pet him he stands up with a low growl and eyes filled with contempt. This is why I’m not a fan of cats, they’re such dicks. I take my hand back hastily as it goes to attack it with both of its paws. “Fine, be that way you jerk.” 

I retreat from the Satan kitty (although all of them are demonic as far as I’m concerned) and continue on my way home. After walking two and a half blocks, I get that familiar feeling that someone is watching me. When I turn around its Satan kitty and he has been following me, although I think stalking is a more appropriate term. I turn back to continue on my way, and the cat does too, and every time I stop so does the cat and it’s becoming discerning. 

I finally get to my apartment building and I have this incredible urge to run for safety before a monster grabs me. I turn around and the black cat is sitting on the sidewalk, staring at me as I enter the building.  Once I’m safe in my own home, I take a deep breath and lounge on my couch after turning on the television in hopes of easing the creepiness I am currently feeling. I don’t know why that cat stalking me was so unnerving, it wasn’t like it was a demon, but it still got under my skin. 

Once I feel well relaxed, I head to my bedroom to get changed and get ready for the night. As I’m changing, I hear something at my sliding glass door. There’s a shuffling which causes me to jump, afraid that there is a peeping-tom even though I’m on the second floor. Unfortunately there is a tree outside that’s not too far from the balcony that someone could climb if they were persistent. As I look out the window I see two glowing green orbs and my knees grow weak.

What the hell is going on? I close my curtains after assuring myself that the door is locked, because you know, that will keep out all the evils so long as they don’t have a glass shattering object on hand. I am obviously not going to get any sleep tonight. Instinctively I go to the easiest protection spell I have on hand which is salt. I sprinkle it around all my doors and windows, and when I say all my doors, I mean my closet ones as well. You can never be too vigilant. I decide to sprinkle a circle around the areas where I spend the most time like my bed and the couch in the living room. I figure if anything finds some way into my place that I may have missed, they will still have a hard time getting close to me. Good, make them work for it. Of course this only keeps away the supernatural which I have been repeatedly told do not exist, but I am a firm believer that it’s better to be safe than sorry.

I go out into the living room and sit in front of the television until my mind goes numb and my eyes become heavy and I drift off to sleep.

When I open my eyes the next morning, I slowly sit up as every muscle in my body is stiff. I look around assuring myself that everything is as it was last night and not a thing has changed. I drag myself to my bedroom and peek past the curtain out the sliding glass door to see if there are any traces of what was outside my window. Right there, lying on the balcony is a black mass, all covered in fur and asleep. I’m not standing there long when the cat snaps his head up and is peering up at me. I admit, I might have overreacted last night but old habits die hard.

I slide open the door and the cat jumps up hissing all the while. I decide to go back into the apartment to get a bowl of water, I am sure out here he can catch his own food, but a drink might be nice. I close the door and watch as he sniffs the liquid before taking a drink. I absolutely refuse to feed it because we all know a fed cat becomes your cat and I can barely take care of myself.

As I am watching the cat, my cell phone rings and the caller ID says it’s my mom. Every time she calls, she just wants to know about my mental state. I understand that she worries about me but it sometimes gets to the point where it borders on overbearing, so I slip the still ringing phone back into my pocket. I look back out the window and the cat is now staring at me again, the phone must have caught his attention. The moment I look up he takes off down the tree from whence it came. 

————————————————————————————-
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I HAVE BEEN HANDING out resumes for the last few days, both in person and online and today I think it’s going to be an online day. We live in a day and age where I get far more responses from going online than going out in person, no matter how many more resumes I hand out. I grab my laptop to continue the monotony of job hunting because I will be needing one to bring in money soon. 

After several hours of searching and only finding two jobs that I was even remotely qualified for -since being institutionalized doesn’t leave a lot of room for growth in the job market- I frustratingly give up and slam my laptop closed harder than I intended, especially since I can’t afford to replace it right now. I decide to make a cup of coffee, grab a blanket and sit out on my balcony and enjoy the few hours left of the day light. I’m not exactly sure how it happened or for how long but I fell asleep only to wake up to night fall and a familiar black cat sitting next to me and staring. This is the first time that it has ever been so close to me that I could pet it as he stares at me with judgement in his eyes. Have I mentioned that I hate cats? I hate judgy ones the most. 

“What are you looking at?” I mutter as I glare at the beast and I swear I see him roll his eyes and shake his head before turning to the water dish that I left outside. I quickly shake my head hoping to dislodge the sight from my brain since it’s unfathomable and unlikely. After he is done drinking, I hold out my hand and make a clucking sound with my tongue against my teeth, the one we all make when trying to lure a skittish animal towards us. He slowly comes over and sniffs my hand so I slowly move it to pet his head and to my surprise, he allows it. Something about Satan kitty permitting me to pet him almost warms my heart. I still don’t trust him, it’s the look in his eyes, the ego that pertains mostly to cats. 

After a couple of minutes I decide to go back inside, I open the sliding door and before I can even comprehend what is happening, I see a black blur run through the door. It happened so fast that I have no idea where it ended up. I rush in after him, hoping to catch him before he can hide on me, but I was too slow. Satan kitty was nowhere to be seen. I look under the couch, the bed and every other piece of furniture I can think of with no idea where he could be hiding. I finally give up and accept that even though he is hiding now, he will have to come out eventually. Luckily I have some tuna in the cupboard, the up and downside to being financially unstable. I open it up and put it in a bowl for him next to a bowl of water. Now I just have to wait. 

I sit down on the couch in front of the T.V and try to forget that I have an uninvited guest in my home but still find myself glancing around every thirty seconds, watching for his reappearance. I try to ignore the uneasy feeling I get, as if something is wrong with the cat and that he may attack me at any moment. There is something wrong with the cat, in the way that there is something wrong with most cats, at least that’s what I keep telling myself. 

By the time bed time rolls around, there is still no sign of that dirty rotten feline, so I warily go to bed, nervously closing the door and praying that the cat isn’t somewhere in my room. My prayers went unanswered. I know this because when I wake up, there is a black furry body lying next to me, staring at me as if he was watching me sleep. 

I try to ignore Satan kitty and roll over to my bedside table, opening the top drawer and grabbing my medication. When I look over, the cat is still staring at me and if I didn’t know any better, (which I obviously do right?) I would swear that he was pondering my actions and deeply troubled by them. This is why I need to get my meds into me pronto. 

I look away from the seemingly nosy cat and try to listen to that voice of reason, but she’s silent too. When I look back up he has his head down although his eyes are still in my direction. How do I even talk to a psychiatrist about being paranoid about a cat? I leave the bedroom while shaking my head at myself mumbling to pull it together. I haven’t made it very far when I hear a crash coming from back inside my bedroom. I rush back in and I see the cat on my dresser and my pills all over the floor and then the cat jumps down and starts eating them. I try to pull the cat away from the meds that are detrimental to his health, but he somehow ate them all so fast. Not only am I going to have to replace them but I might have to take him to the vet if he gets sick and I don’t have enough money for either.

I flop down on the floor, completely defeated because I know I am going to have to go without my meds for a while. My emotions become turbulent as I cover my eyes with both of my hands and burst into tears. Sad tears, angry tears and a heaping pile of helpless tears. I look up at Satan kitty and he’s smugly sitting there as if he ‘did good work’, and I glare at him. A sudden and unexpected rage explodes from me and I snap to my feet and stomp towards the cat. I pick him up, ignoring the growling while adjusting my hold to avoid the spastic clawing as I toss him onto my porch. I slam the door closed, standing just inside it while taking deep breaths. When I finally calm down enough to think rationally and decide to let the cat back inside, I open the door to an empty deck with no sign of Satan kitty.
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The next week goes by as usual, with me job hunting and coming home to an empty place. Satan kitty hasn’t returned although I swear the food I have left out for him has been picked at and the cushion I set out there for a bed has a wrinkly indent. Even though he wasn’t great company, I feel lonely now that he’s gone. Just when I really acknowledge my loneliness, that’s when I hear scurrying from somewhere behind me. I quickly turn my head and the scurrying has changed direction and is somehow still behind me. I quickly stand and spin in one place, looking for the source of the sound. That’s when I see a misshapen shadow on the wall that looks human but not. It seems to have pointier ears and a longer nose. The shadow turns to look at me and then suddenly it is no longer a shadow. His ember coloured eyes pierce me while he gives me a sinister smile. He charges at me and I move out of his way in the nick of time, feeling his claws just barely strike my skin. 

I can feel myself breathing heavily, my heart racing in my chest as childhood memories plague me that aren’t all that different from what I am experiencing now. I turn towards this... this hideously frightening thing and do a quick glance around to make sure there aren’t any more readying themselves to pounce. No, it looks like there is just this one. 

I can see that it’s preparing itself for another leap, teeth bared and I know it’s going for the jugular. It jumps, but midair I see a flash of black intercept the attack and the demon thing falls to the ground. It makes a quick recovery, but the black cat is growling and hissing. The demon, the only thing I can describe it as, looks at the cat in pure disgust and says something in a language that I don’t understand. It looks back at me and in a gargled tone it threatens, “They will find you”. It quickly disappears as if it was never there.

I drop to the ground, sobbing as the adrenaline leaves my body and exhaustion takes over. I feel something fury touch me and I look up to see that the cat is rubbing it’s head on me as if to see if I’m okay. “How did you get in here?” I ask as I recall his disappearance. I sob more as my worst fears are confirmed. “I really am crazy.” 

At my muttered words, the cat looks at me with those overly intelligent eyes and I get the impression that he understand me. I really need to get more medication. I glare at the cat, “You dumped my medication and now I am seeing them again, this is your fault.” I swear for a moment I see something in the depths of his eyes, but how? He’s just a cat. 

With that thought, I get up and walk to the couch and drop down onto my back, throwing an arm over my face. I try not to think of the implications, no matter what just happened, it isn’t good. After several minutes, I remove my arm and stare at my stucco ceiling, but focus on nothing. The black cat jumps on me and wanders up my chest to rub its face on mine and I let out a gust of air as I pet its head. “You saved me didn’t you?” I don’t take my unseeing eyes off the ceiling until I recall the moment that this strange cat stopped the demon and I look at my little unlikely saviour. “You saw that too right? You must have, you attacked it and growled at it, that wasn’t something my mental illness made up, was it?” It stops and looks at me fleetingly before going back to nuzzling my face. Not long after, it lies down on my chest and for some unknown reason, safety washes over me. With the exhaustion caused by my adrenaline rush and then the lack thereof, I pass out and don’t wake up until morning to the sound of my phone.

“Hello?” I groggily respond into the phone.

“Hello, may I speak to Selene Stone?” 

“This is her.” My voice has become much clearer.

“This Jeff from the Dubois foundation, we saw your resume and wanted you to come in for an interview.”

I hesitate for a moment because I don’t recall applying to anything like that. I guess online anything is possible. “Yes, sure, I am free anytime.” The words rush out with an eagerness I hope he doesn’t pick up on.

“How does today at eleven thirty sound?” 

“It sounds great.” 

“Great see you then.” With that he hangs up. I look at the clock and notice that it’s already ten o’clock and I rush around, trying to get ready as quickly as possible.

I google my destination and realize that I might not be able to make it there on time, but I rush to the subway anyway since I only live a couple of blocks away. As I am waiting for the subway, I get this terrible feeling, but I try to push it away. Suddenly the hairs on the back of my neck stand up and I look around trying to see an unperceived threat, but no one appears to have even noticed me there. 

“Go home.” A voice whispers in my mind and even though it’s clear, I don’t think it was my own thoughts, although it’s hard to differentiate at the moment because my feelings are very similar. 

The subway comes rushing into the station and I all but run onto it as soon the doors open before I can change my mind and turn around. One subway and two streetcars later and I am finally at the building with ten minutes to spare. I sit in the office and wait for the interviewer to call me while my heart races with nerves and apprehension. Finally I am called into the office by a very handsome man who is much younger than I would have suspected. He looks like he has to be in his mid to late thirties.

After asking me some standard questions we stand up and he holds out his hand for me to shake. As our hands touch, I see something glint in his other hand, but it’s too late for me to do anything about it. He stabs it into my chest and I stare at him as he pulls the knife out, thrusting his hand up to do it again. Before he is able to strike again, he is ripped away from me by a man who came out of nowhere. I am not sure what happened to the interviewer as I sit back down in the chair preparing for a swift death. 

At some point I must have passed out from the pain, but when I come to, there is a very handsome man with piercing green eyes and dark brown hair looking down at me. The events are foggy and I can’t seem to recall what happened to me other than something terrible. I wrack my brain, trying to remember how I even got to this building, and flashes come back to me. I was here for an interview, but what happened next?

“You were attacked miss, don’t worry, he has been, uh... detained.” I jump up and look at myself, looking for a sign of a struggle, but there is nothing aside from some blood on my shirt. I lift it up, momentarily forgetting about the man in the room but there is nothing to indicate where the blood had come from.

“What happened?” 

“This man lured you for an interview with no intention of letting you leave.” Is all that he tells me and I can see that he has no intention of releasing any more information than that.

“Why can’t I remember?” 

“Probably due to the trauma.” He says with a shrug. Possible I suppose. “Let me walk you home.” I look at the guy and wonder if I want this stranger- who admittedly saved my life- know where I live. I study him for a moment, noticing for the first time that he is dressed a little too casual for this building, with a black T-shirt and jeans. I shake my head, fully intending to tell him no, but after today, and last night, I’m a little scared to be by myself. “Sure.”

He leads me to a black SUV with tinted windows and if it wasn’t for his more casual wardrobe, I would think he worked for the secret service or something. 

“Your life is in danger.” 
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