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In this world there are people who possess special abilities. They are referred to as the “Chosen.” Men and women touched by an angel or cursed by a demon.

These powers are either handed down through blood, attached to a cursed item, or given through divine intervention and possession.

But once a millennium an extra special one of the “Chosen” is born.

One with the ability to travel when and wherever he or she chooses with just a thought. They are called “Gatekeepers” and to insure no one will ever use their powers for unjust means, they are given a protector... The Fire Angel
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Chapter 1: Into the Woods
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October's chill hung over Mage City, the darkness of the forest a living, breathing entity as Detective Mikki Inoue parked Her golden yellow Cyber-Cycle and stepped onto the forest's edge. The trees loomed, their branches like skeletal fingers reaching for the sky, as the mist clung to the ground like a damp shroud. The air itself seemed to crackle with an unseen energy, making the hairs on the back of Mikki's neck stand on end.

Mikki’s partner, Jason Johnson, emerged from the driver's side of his old Buick, his eyes fixed on the police tape cordoned off around the narrow trail. "I'm telling you, Mikki, every kid in Mage City knows you don't mess with these woods in October. The Forest is haunted as hell." He shivered, pulling his jacket tighter around himself. 

"Haunted, right," Mikki replied, a wry smile twisting her lips. But the hairs on the back of her neck prickled as she gazed into the trees. Something didn't feel right. The usual rustle of leaves and the distant call of an owl were absent, replaced by an unsettling silence.

Three bodies had been discovered in the past week, each with expressions of pure terror frozen on their faces. And the strangest thing? No signs of struggle, no cause of death. Just vacant eyes staring at nothing, as if they’d glimpsed something no one should see.

But when Mikki had proposed inspecting the scene directly, Johnson had balked.

“Man, this place is bad news,” Johnson muttered, his gaze darting nervously between the trees. “A lot of people think it’s just stories, but every kid in this city grows up knowing you don’t go in there, especially around Halloween.”

“Come on, Jason. We’ve seen a lot worse than this,” Mikki pushed forward, but Johnson lagged behind, clearly reluctant.

"Look, people talk," he continued, his voice hushed. "They say kids used to wander in and disappear. And the ones who did make it out? They’d come back different. Pale. Shaking. Even the adults don’t go near it if they don’t have to. Especially not when... when she’s around.”

"She?" Mikki’s brow furrowed, her curiosity piqued.

"Yeah," Johnson muttered, glancing at the trees with something close to dread. "Jacqueline, the forest demon. She’s supposed to come out every Halloween to... feed. Kids say she’s got a pumpkin head and those insect wings, like something out of a nightmare.”

"Sounds like a story kids made up to keep each other out of trouble," Mikki replied, though she kept her voice low. Even she couldn’t shake the eerie feeling that something was watching them from the shadows.

“Three bodies, Mikki. Three,” Johnson crossed his arms, his gaze fixed on the dense thicket before them. “I say we get what we need and leave. I don’t plan on hanging around any longer than necessary.”

Mikki rolled her eyes, crouching down to examine the trail. “Fine, I’ll be quick. Let’s check for any signs of a struggle or tracks.”  She scanned the ground, her fingers tracing the damp earth as her eyes searched for any disturbance in the thick layer of fallen leaves. 

But as she scanned, she noticed something strange. There were no footprints other than those of the responding officers. The area was disturbingly untouched, as though the forest itself swallowed any evidence of the tragedy. The eerie quiet around them made her stomach twist, a knot of unease tightening in her chest.

Suddenly, a chill washed over her, and the forest seemed to grow darker, like the canopy above had closed in, swallowing the remaining light. 

"Johnson..." she began, but he was already a few steps back, his face pale, looking anxiously over his shoulder.

A soft rustling filled the silence, like leaves brushing together. But there was no wind. The sound seemed to come from everywhere and nowhere at once, making the hairs on the back of her neck stand on end.

“Mikki,” Johnson hissed, his voice barely a whisper. “Let’s go. Now.”

Ignoring him, Mikki took a few more steps, peering deeper into the forest. The shadows seemed to deepen, thickening with each step she took. The air grew heavy, charged with a strange energy that prickled her skin. And then, as if from nowhere, she heard it; a faint, haunting whisper, carried on the breeze.

“Come to me...”

Mikki stiffened, the sound sending a chill down her spine. It slithered through the trees, a whisper laced with malice that seemed to claw at her sanity. She glanced back at Johnson, whose eyes were wide with terror, his face pale in the eerie glow of the flickering fire light form the eyes of what looked to be a floating jack-o-lantern in the woods.

“That’s it,” he said, backing away. His voice was a shaky whisper, barely audible above the rustling leaves. “Mikki, this place isn’t right. We need to. ”

Before he could finish, a low, sinister laugh echoed through the trees, sending a shiver down Mikki’s spine. It was a sound that seemed to mock their fear, a sound born of ancient evil. Emerging from the darkness, Jacqueline appeared, towering over them like a grotesque parody of a human. Her pumpkin head glowed a sickly orange, casting long, distorted shadows that danced around them. Her eyes blazed, burning with a hunger that chilled Mikki to the bone. 

Spindly fingers, clawed and gnarled like the roots of a dead tree, reached out towards Mikki, beckoning her with a promise of oblivion.

“Mikki!” Johnson shouted, frozen in place, his face a mask of terror. 

But before Mikki could react, Jacqueline raised her hand, a cruel smile twisting her lips. A cloud of shimmering, toxic spores billowed forth, drifting towards them on the breeze. The particles glistened as they danced in the air, sticking to Mikki’s skin as she tried in vain to hold her breath. But it was no use. She felt her vision blur, her limbs growing heavy as the spores seeped into her, stealing her strength and clarity.

“Such bravery,” Jacqueline sneered, her voice crackling like dry leaves, a grating sound that scraped against Mikki’s already frayed nerves. “But foolish, little Gatekeeper.”

Johnson pulled his gun, his hand trembling, but Jacqueline barely flinched as he fired. The bullets seemed to pass right through her, dissolving into mist as her laughter echoed through the trees, a chilling symphony of madness. 

“Run,” Mikki gasped to Johnson, fighting the drowsiness that threatened to pull her under. “Get help...” 

But before he could move, the demon's spores filled his lungs and clung to his skin paralyzing him where he stood. 

Jacqueline’s vines shot forward, like living whips, wrapping around Mikki’s arms and waist, pulling her deeper into the forest’s suffocating embrace. The vines tightened, constricting her breath, squeezing the life out of her.

“Sleep, Gatekeeper,” Jacqueline murmured, her voice a poisonous whisper. “Tonight, you’ll bring me all the children I need.”

Darkness began to swallow Mikki’s vision as she was dragged away, her body growing limp with exhaustion. Her last thought, hazy and desperate, was a single, anguished plea:

Nathan... find me...
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Chapter 2: The Hunter in the Shadows

[image: ]


[image: ]

The crisp air of the Mage City Forest echoed with silence, broken only by the soft crunch of leaves under careful, light footsteps. The figure moved through the underbrush with the precision of a predator, her lithe frame and cat-like grace blending effortlessly into her surroundings. 

She had an athletic, Amazonian build and piercing, feline eyes that scanned the woods, missing nothing in her path. Her dark brown hair, accented by purple highlights, framed her elfin face as she paused, sensing the forest’s faint tremors. A low growl rumbled in her chest, a primal warning that something was amiss.

Her bow was poised, arrow nocked and ready, a silent testament to her skill as a huntress. She was one of the last three of her kind in this territory, and she bore the responsibility of providing for her companions. They were a tribe reduced to a humble pride. Just herself, Griffin, and Kapachie, her loyal wolf-like companion. Kapachie prowled at her side, his keen blue eyes mirroring her alertness, his fur almost blending into the shadows around them. His fur, a patchwork of gray and white, bristled slightly, his tail twitching in anticipation.

The bond between them was deep, forged through years of hunting and survival. Kapachie was a steadfast protector, with heightened senses and an unbreakable loyalty to the few he called his own. Together, they had become a silent, deadly presence in this forest, maintaining a balance with the natural world they cherished. They were guardians of
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