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    To my grandfather.
Thank you for supporting my career and inspiring me to write to my heart's content. All your lessons have truly changed me as a person. And may you rest in peace.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "His eyes as black as midnight,
His expression so closed in and unreadable.
But he has that smile again. That smile.
Like he knows everything I'm thinking.
I feel like I know him, but I don't.
I'm sure I know him, but... a question still picks at my mind...
Who is he really?"
 
- Hush, Little Angel
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Book One of “The Switched Chronicles”
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Prologue 
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Skye 

I’d never killed someone in my life before today. 

Or at least I hoped I killed him. 

My mom always told me that life was precious, and that I should treat it as if it were my own child, but no one ever told me that my life would’ve ended up like this. 

Blood on my hands... my blood and his blood. 

Blood everywhere. 

Sebastian glanced over at me, nodding while I held a thin dagger in my hand. 

I screamed, jumping in the air and slicing the dagger into North’s back. 

He yelled out, back arching as blood splattered all over my face. 

I jumped away then, backing off as North dropped to his knees, gasping as his mouth parted, blood slipping off his tongue and dripping off his chin. 

Sebastian’s eyes narrowed, and he kept his gun at him. 

North just fell onto his hands, choking on his own blood as his breath shuttered. 

“Nice... one...” North sputtered, glancing at me. 

“Think you still can’t die?” Sebastian wondered. 

North just smiled, throwing his head back and locking eyes with me. 

I stilled, heart pounding at his dark stare. 

He smiled then, face covered entirely in blood, and he started chuckling, then laughing. 

Sebastian and I stared in concern as he continued laughing, locking eyes with me while his eyes grew red, hemorrhaging with blood consuming all the white. 

“What?” Sebastian barked. “Why are you laughing?” 

North calmed to chuckling, blood spitting from his mouth as I tightened my hold on the dagger. 

“You can’t rid of me,” he cooed, still chuckling. “I cannot die. I am a god. You will be mine to kill, Skye. You will.” 

I drew back as he continued watching me. 

How could he breathe with his head back like that? 

North only watched me, and I almost screamed at him to look away because he seemed lost with a mix of psychosis... 

He was going to die. 

He was. 

Right? 

He just chuckled again. “If I can’t have you, Skye Frost,” his eyes darkened, “no one can.” 

And he vanished from existence, making me shoot up and look around for him, but he was completely gone. 

I gasped for breath, searching for him. 

What? 

Where did he go? Where the hell— 

But when I gazed up at Sebastian, he looked confused as well, glancing around nervously. 

He suddenly looked up at me then, and his eyes widened in horror. “SKYE!” He screamed, launching forward. “SKYE, WATCH OUT!” 

I’d always thought I’d die in a hospital bed, holding my husband’s hand as tears slipped down his cheeks. 

I was wrong. 

I never thought death would be this painful... 

And I’d never thought that I could've been pulled out from the darkness. 

Death could be reversed. 

I didn’t know that until today. 
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Skye 

“The world is a dangerous place, Kiki. The question is, if you can handle it. 

“So, don’t scream no matter how afraid you are. 

“Not even when your life flashes before your eyes.” 

I shot up from my bed, crying out as the world shook from under me. 

I’m... afraid. 

I had that dream every night. There would be a man standing in the shadows, hovering over me like the monster in my nightmares, and I’d just lay there, helpless. 

He would stare at me, tipping his head to the side as if he wanted to tell me something, but he couldn’t speak. 

He wanted to do something... he wanted to do something bad. 

I could tell he was plotting murder. 

I just couldn’t move. 

And it was always the same words: 

Don’t scream, Kiki. 

Don’t cry, Kiki. 

It will be over soon, Kiki. 

Don’t be afraid, Kiki. 

He’d always call me that name, and I wondered what it meant. 

I looked it up, it was a Japanese name that meant something heavenly or something... although only one place online said that. 

I don’t remember ever knowing that name. 

So why did he call me Kiki? 

It wasn’t only that, though... I could never... see his face. 

I didn’t know his name; all I knew was that his hair color was black, and that’s everything I understood about this man. 

His eyes were black, too... like a demon. 

I wasn’t sure if I was cursed by a witch or something. 

I had that dream every night with no failure, and he’d just stand there... holding something that I could never make out. 

And then he would curse under his breath, and I would wake up. 

It was like he couldn’t do what he was planning to do. 

But what was he planning? 

What did he want from me? Why did I keep dreaming of him? 

I didn’t even know his name... so what was his name? 

I just shook my head, rolling over on the mattress and shutting my lashes. 

I wish I could understand you better. 

***** 
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I parted my lashes later that morning, eyes weighing with exhaustion as I stared at my purple ceiling. 

His words replayed in my head: 

The world is a dangerous place, Kiki. 

The question is if you can handle it, so tell me. 

Can you? 

After rolling over and touching my phone, my lips parted when I realized I was awake hours from school starting. 

I sighed, rolling over as I stared at my ceiling. 

Ugh... Ugh. Ugh. 

I wanted to sleep but I wasn’t tired. Urg. 

I only closed my eyes for a moment, diving deep into my mind... 

What is your name?  

I thought for a moment. 

Eyes as black as the night... hair the color of ink. 

Are you dangerous? 

I parted my lashes again, deciding now it was time to get up, so I caught my clothes and slipped into the bathroom. 

Moments later, I was in the shower, sighing as I sat on the floor, water padding on my shoulders and warming my soul. 

As I stared up, I decided to figure out more about him... 

My mom always told me that dreams were a way for your body to reflect on past events; things you feared, things that need processing, things that you need to relieve to grow from. 

But where did he come from? 

I stared back up. 

Mysterious... dangerous... expressionless. 

“But what your name?” I whispered. 

I tried to picture him and all his facial features, his eyes and hair... and I tried to think of a good name for him. 

I sighed then and decided I needed to actually clean myself, so I stood, scrubbing my hair under the water, then finally proceeded to wash my face and body. 

I was scared, but I knew that he wasn’t real. 

I was going to graduate soon, my eighteenth birthday was going to be here next year, and my life was going to change when I graduated. 

My heart warmed with excitement at the thought. 

I still didn’t know what I wanted to be, though. I wasn’t interested in nursing or engineering like my parents were pushing me to be. 

I wasn’t interested in anything. 

All I knew was that I liked to write and draw, but those weren’t going to be my future jobs. 

After turning off the shower, I dried my skin and spread lotion on myself, and I finally ended up pulling on a green, plaid dress that fell a little past my hips, a pair of socks, and leggings, as well as my favorite blue jacket. 

I smiled softly and started doing my morning routine, brushing my hair and teeth, and lastly putting on makeup. 

And I walked out of the bathroom with pride. 

I stopped when my mom stood at my bedside, gazing up at me with arched brows as she set some clothes on my bed. 

“I don’t know what you were doing in there...” she said, “but keep it off your face, please.” 

I shook my head despite the redness growing on my cheeks. “Mom, can you not?” 

She just smiled slightly, nodding to my bed. “Oh, by the way, I washed some of your clothes.” 

I glanced down at the bed and my heart warmed. “You didn’t have to do that. I’m seventeen, I can start caring for myself.” 

She shook her head. “You’re still under eighteen which means I can still pamper you.” 

I rolled my eyes, smiling and stepping over to my bed. 

After quickly folding the clothes and putting them in my drawer, I slipped it closed. 

“Thanks, mom,” I said. 

She just smiled. 

“So...” I said then, glancing around, “breakfast?” 

“Oh,” she said with a straight face, “that you have to do yourself. I’m not your maid.” 

I gave her a look, and her face cracked a smile.  

“I’m joking,” she said, laughing, “I made French toast.” 

I only stepped over and passed her, and she followed as we walked down the stairs together, me taking it two-steps at a time, and then I landed on the ground. 

After circling to the kitchen, I found my dad sitting there, lightly sipping his coffee as his half-finished plate of French toast sat next to him. 

“Good morning, dad,” I said, stepping over to the kitchen and catching my plate. 

He smiled over at me as I stepped over to him and spread some syrup all over my French toast. 

“How’s my senior?” he asked me. 

I rolled my eyes. “I’ve been a senior for a semester, dad. It’s not like it’s going to end soon.” 

“Eh...” he replied, “it’ll end sooner than you think.” 

I just smiled and ate my breakfast. 

“Hey,” he said to mom, “she smiled. Wanna take a picture? This is a once in a lifetime situation!” 

I glared at him, and he chuckled, continuing to drink his coffee. 

“You have school in an hour!” mom said, clapping her hands. “Chop—chop!” 

“I know,” I said. 

I didn’t want to go. 

Not only did I have four tests, but... 

I felt like something was going to happen today, although I wasn't sure what it was. 

Just... something. 
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Skye 

“Jesus...” a guy said in the hallway as I got my stuff from my locker. “This is utter chaos. Two tests today? Are you serious?” 

I rolled my eyes as I caught all my books and notebooks, shutting my locker seconds later.  

Welcome to my world. I have four, asshole. 

“Dude, that sucks,” his friend said. “I only have one, and that’s scaring me!” 

I just sighed and shook my head, about to start walking, but hurried curses echoed through the walls, and I stilled when I heard someone tumble down the hall. 

I gazed around in a hurry, but there was nowhere I could go, so I sank into the lockers, hoping they wouldn’t run into me. 

But they did, of course. 

Her shoulder slammed against mine, and I cried out, all my books slipping from my grip as I caught the wall, and I watched as they scattered all over the floor. 

I gazed up, glaring. 

The girl only spun around, waving to me in apology. “Sorry! I would help but I’m going to be late!” 

Yeah, me too, thanks to you. 

And she continued down the hall. 

I sighed, rolling my eyes as I dropped to the ground, pushing my books to one pile. 

Every time. 

But—all the sudden—a sound came from next to me; a chuckle, and a deep voice, “Need help?” 

I gazed up, blinking when a tall man with short, black locks and dark, grey eyes dropped to his knees and started helping me gather my books. 

I started piling them as he did the same, and I gazed up as he sat on his knees, finishing with the last book. 

“Hey...” I said, narrowing my eyes as he gazed up at me, “I know you. You’re in my heath class.” 

The boy just smiled, though his eyes were a little too dark for comfort. “I am.” 

“You’re...” I said, “Sebastian, right?” 

He smirked and nodded. “And you must be Skye.” 

I laughed softly. “Yeah.” 

He pushed my books, so they were stacked better. “You gotta be careful, Kiki, okay?” 

“Oka—” I broke off, pausing. “Wait....” 

He gazed up, brows arching. 

“What...?” I said, looking at him fully. “What did you just call me?” 

He smiled then, and I almost winced at the amusement in his gaze. “I called you, Kiki. It sounds heavenly. You like heavenly things, don’t you?” 

I stilled then, staring at him in horror. 

His smile only titled. “What’s wrong?” 

I continued staring, trying to comprehend what was happening. 

He called me... Kiki. 

Only the man in my dreams called me that. And... I’d never told anyone about it. 

I just watched him. “Who are you?” 

He chuckled. “Is that supposed to be a question?” 

“Yes,” I replied, suddenly feeling very uneasy, “who are you? Answer.” 

He watched me in amusement. “I’m Sebastian.” 

“Why did you call me, Kiki?” I questioned, eyes narrowing as my heart pounded against my chest. 

“Why can’t I?” he countered, standing fully. “Well, you should get up, Skye. You’re going to be late, aren’t you?” 

I watched him carefully. 

No... no.  

This wasn’t possible. 

I must’ve talked about my dreams at some point, and he listened. He was clearly trying to confuse me or to make fun of me. 

I only continued staring at him as he remained standing above me. 

“Be careful next time, Kiki,” Sebastian said, smirking, “the world is a dangerous place. Who knows what could happen to you, you know?” 

I froze. 

He just winked and walked off, leaving me stranded in the hall. 

What...? 

What? 

Did he just threaten me? 

What was happening? That was a dream! How could he have known...? 

“Sebastian,” I said, staring at him as he walked off, “Sebastian!” 

He only turned toward me with that stupid smile on his face. “See you in health ed.” 

And he disappeared into the classroom I was currently supposed to be in. 

I watched the room, everything I knew tumbling around me, and so I stood up, stumbling slightly as I ran to my classroom. 

***** 
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I breathed shallowly, staring at my teacher as she uttered nonsense to the class, and I remained frozen in my seat, knowing Sebastian was behind me. 

“Alright,” Miss Jess said, gesturing to the class. “Two-minute break, have fun.” 

Everyone started pulling their phones out in response, and I remained in my seat, staring off into space and wondering what plane of existence I was on. 

But I suddenly heard footsteps, and I gazed up quickly to find Sebastian stepping over to me. 

I stared as he pulled out the empty seat next to me and sighed, settling down. 

It was where my best friend was supposed to sit, but she wasn’t here today. 

He then set his elbow on the desk and rested his cheek on his hand, smiling over at me. “You called?” 

I blinked. “I did?” 

He just smiled. “In the hallway, you were calling me.” 

I just watched him carefully. “Your reaction time sucks.” 

He only kept his position. 

I sighed then, shaking my head. 

“You’re stiff,” he noted, eyes raking me. “Is something wrong?” 

I glanced over at him. “How do you know about my dreams?” 

His brows arched. “Dreams?” 

I nodded. “You call me Kiki. No one has ever called me that. Did you hear me talking about it or something?” 

He only smiled. “Oh, no. Nah. You never talk about it.” 

I started feeling uneasy... more than I was. 

I stared. “How do you know then?” 

He chuckled. “That’s... classified.” 

I rolled my eyes, annoyed. “You heard me talk about it. That’s the only explanation.” 

“You’re talking to yourself,” he replied, yawning. “You seem nervous.” 

I glanced over at him. “And you’re giving off creepy vibes. Care to back down a bit?” 

“My whole existence is creepy,” he told me, chuckling. “It’s sad that you’re only picking up on that now.” 

I only shook my head. “I haven’t really focused on you until now.” 

“Ouch...” he said, splaying his hand across his chest, “hurtful.” 

I rolled my eyes. “You’ll heal.” 

He only remained in place. 

“Well...” Miss Jess said, “class ends in a minute, so... pack up.” 

The room suddenly filled with bags ruffling and zipping, and the room grew with chatter as I did the same. 

Sebastian just yawned, stretching out his arms as he stood and slung his bag he brought with him over his shoulder. 

I tried to avoid eye-contact... because this was creeping me out. 

“About those dreams...” he said then, and I glanced up at him. He only smiled. “Who ever said... they weren’t real?” 

I froze, and the bell rattled the classroom. 

Chatter rose, and he just left me there, making me breath shallowly. 

What...? 

It was a dream. 

It was a dream. 

Why was he hinting that it actually happened? 

No, it couldn’t have... It shouldn’t. 

I just stared off, trying to breathe. 

This was... unsettling. 
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Skye 

“Thanks, mom,” I said, smiling as I did my homework on the kitchen counter. 

“Don’t stay up too late, okay?” mom said over the phone. “We won’t be home until late. Boss called another meeting, of course.” 

“Of course,” I replied, clicking my math equation into the calculator. “I feel like you should expect that by now.” 

“Yeah...” she said, “probably. Well, I gotta go. Love you, Honey.” 

“Love you, mom,” I said, pressing the “end-call” button. 

I sighed and grabbed my earbuds from their case, pressing them in my ears while clicking my favorite playlist. 

Despite the music, I could barely focus on my math homework... 

My mind was racing. 

Health education was the second class today, and the other two went by quicker... and I hadn’t seen Sebastian since. 

I wondered what he was doing—I wondered if he always hid in the shadows—because this was entirely confusing to me. 

Was I seriously letting a man I didn’t know crawl through my window every night? 

Honestly... how long had he been doing this? Was this why he continuously asked me to be quiet? 

He didn’t want my parents to hear. 

I squinted down at my paper as I boxed the answer to my calculous problem. 

I didn’t understand what his motive was.  

I knew I came up with the “I’m dreaming” thing, so it might’ve been natural that he played along... but this had been going on for months at the very least... 

Why the hell was he showing now? This was insane. Was he just messing with me? 

But I just boxed the last answer and shut my workbook, staring off into the distance as pop music played into my ear buds. 

Maybe... maybe he was messing with me. 

Maybe he overheard me talking about it to my friends and he was just messing with me. 

Why, though? For jokes and laughs? 

And why did he look so... menacing? 

I thought harder. 

And if this wasn’t real... why did he say in my “dream”... that if I didn’t make things thrilling, he would? 

And that was weeks ago.

It made sense whether or not I wanted to believe it... Last week’s dream—if it really happened—he told me he would make things thrilling, and today at school, he finally showed his face. 

Sebastian...  

And he did. 

He made things thrilling. 

Did I like it? No. Sebastian was giving me weird vibes, and it was freaking me out. 

He looked... horrifying. 

Like he was a monster of some sort. 

I gazed up then, staring at the clock on the wall to find it blinking “11:00” over and over again. 

I sighed, putting my face in my hands. 

What would I do...?  

I gazed up, pulling my earbuds out. 

I would lock down the house tonight, and then he wouldn’t be able to come through my window, would he? And I would stay awake all night to make sure Sebastian didn’t enter the house. 

I had school tomorrow, I knew... but I needed to see what was really happening. 

So, I stood, leaving my workbook on the counter and slipped my phone into my jeans pocket, and after, I made my way to the garage door, locked it, then secured the front door as well as all main level windows. 

After that, I gathered my school stuff and walked upstairs—to my bedroom—and placed my books and pencils on my bed. 

I then went to the bathroom to brush my teeth, and finally scraped my hair back into a bun. 

After that, I changed into shorts and a T-shirt, finally stepping out of my bathroom and into my bedroom. 

I gazed around, lips pressed into a thin line despite the panic creeping up my throat. 

I needed to act strong. That was how I would get through this. 

Strong, Skye, strong. 

I then stepped over to my window to make sure it was locked... but I froze. 

What...?

There was a figure standing below on the ground of my neighbor’s backyard, and my eyes widened when I heard faint yelling of the neighbor as he ran from the house... and then the figure pulled a gun. 

I stilled. 

No.

Five shots burst through the houses, and I screamed, hand flying over my mouth.

WHAT THE HELL?

But I saw my neighbor lying on the ground, blood pooling under his body.

Nausea swelled up my throat.

Oh, God.

I immediately ran from my window and caught my phone. 

Hands shaking, I dialed 9-1-1, pressing the phone to my ear as I ran back to the window... 

But the neighbor’s body and the figure were gone.  

Like they never existed. 

Breathing shallowly, I took the phone away from my ear and ended the call, everything inside me twisting and turning. 

What? 

But I just ended up doing something stupid, and I threw on my jacket and slippers, running down the stairs at light speed, breaking open the front door, and skit to a stop at the front door of my neighbor. 

I slammed my fist against the wood, tapping my shoe impatiently as the silence out here made me feel hollow. 

But the front door parted, and I gazed up, finding a woman—Miss J—standing there.  

“Oh,” she said, smiling, “hello, Skye. Can I help you with something?” 

I stared. 

She was okay? 

“Is your husband home?” I questioned, voice shaking. 

“Oh, yes, he’s sitting on the couch right now, passed out.” 

I gazed further in the home to find Mister J sitting down, completely unconscious as the sounds of the TV echoed from the room. 

I went cold.

What...? 

“Uhm...” I said then, gazing back up, “okay. Thank you.” 

She just smiled. “Are you okay? Do you want some tea or hot chocolate?” 

I shook my head, smiling. “No, that’s fine. I’ll go now.” 

I then stepped down the porch steps, breath shaking as I made my way up to my front door. 

After entering, I just shut and locked it, sliding down onto the floor as the familiar horror consumed me. 

I was going crazy. 

Something was wrong with me. 

I was going crazy. 

I just stepped over to the couch and sat down, breathing shallowly. 

And I gazed up. 

I would stay awake tonight... because I still needed to see if Sebastian was messing with me or not. 

***** 
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“Good morning,” a voice said. 

I woke up, screaming as I shot up from the couch. 

I gazed up quickly to find the lights in the living room on, and there was a figure standing above me... though his face was originally covered in shadows, I could see him now... 

Sebastian. 

I scrambled off the couch and stepped backwards, shaking my head. 

He just watched me. 

Goddamn it... I fell asleep. 

Now I couldn’t tell if this was real or not. 

I just glanced down at my hand and pinched myself, wincing at the sting. 

I pulled away then, eyes widening. 

I wasn’t dreaming. 

“How did you get in here?” I demanded to him, voice shaking as he watched me. “I locked all the doors and windows.” 

“Not the master bedroom,” he said then, smiling. 

I stared. 

Oh, crap... he was right. 

“You okay there, Kiki?” he said then, tipping his head to the side. “You look a little shaken.” 

I just shot my head up, pointing to the door. “Get out.” 

He only remained in place; brows arched. 

“Get out!” I yelled to him, but he still didn’t move. “MOM!” I screamed then, body rattling with tremors. 

“They’re at a business meeting,” Sebastian told me, and I gazed down to find his face clear of every emotion other than amusement. 

I only replied, “How did you know that?” 

“Note on the fridge,” he said, shrugging. 

I gazed over to the kitchen to find a sticky-note on the fridge—like he said—though the writing on it was impossible to read from my distance. 

“You look shaken,” he said then. “What’s wrong?” 

I glanced back over at him, finding his emotionless expression still the same, but now the smile was gone. 

“I want you out,” I told him then. 

It was an honest thing, really, but part of me wanted him to stay so I could bury him in questions... though... I knew deep down inside that this wasn’t the reason why I was scared; he was a part of the reason, but he wasn’t... the reason.  

It was the thing that happened earlier... 

I swore I saw my neighbor get shot, and then he was completely fine? Both of them? 

Was I going insane? 

I knew that this encounter with Sebastian was real, but... everything else? I wasn’t sure. 

Who knew... I could be hallucinating this whole thing, too. 

“Kiki,” Sebastian said, making me look up at him. He just watched me. “You’re spacing out. What’s wrong?” 

I just shook my head. “You’re freaking me out.” 

His lashes lowered.  

“Who are you?” I asked him then, gazing up. “And why do you keep crawling into my house at night? Is it to mess with me? Why?” 

This time, his lips curled. “It’s easy to mess with you, so that’s not the reason.” 

I glared. 

He only kept his position. “No... there’s other reasons.” 

My glare sharpened, and I pointed to the door. “Get out of my house.” 

He smiled in response. 

“I mean it!” I said. “Get out!” 

He just chuckled. “You’re like an angry kitten.” 

“Sebastian!” I growled. “GET OUT.” 

He only gave me a knowing look, and my anger faltered. “Do you need help sleeping?” 

I stared at him then, questioning if he was serious. 

“I can help,” he told me, smirking. “Like I do every night.” 

“Sebastian,” I warned, “you’re not helping yourself. I will call the police.” 

He smirked. “Do it.” 

I could hear the hinted words. I dare you.

I just watched him, freezing. 

My phone was upstairs...

Did he know that? 

“You can’t, can you?” he asked me. “I’m just that attracting.” 

I glared then. “Get out of my house. You’re scaring me.” 

“You’re just in shock,” he said, “why don’t you lay down?” 

“I want you out,” I told him. 

“And I want a million dollars,” he replied sarcastically. His eyes locked on mine. “I won’t leave until you lay down.” 

My glare sharpened, and I just sat on the couch and kicked my legs up. “Now go.” 

He then stepped over to me. “I want to help you.” 

“Sebastian,” I warned. 

The moment he touched my arm, heat jolted through me—something that had never happened to me, something that I didn’t particularly like—and I shot up from the couch, stepping away from him.  

“I said get out,” I told him, “now go before I call the police. My phone’s upstairs. I will do it.” 

He only threw his hands up, stepping back toward the front door. “Alright—alright.” 

He then left, and I slammed the door shut and locked it behind him, running straight over to my parents’ bedroom and locked all windows in there. 

After, I just stepped back out and collapsed on the couch. 

God... he was giving me weird feelings, and this needed to stop. 

But I couldn’t control it, and it was scaring me. 
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Skye 

“Hey!” I said, gasping slightly as I shot out from my car. “Neveah!” 

My best friend glanced up at me from the other side of the parking lot, and I haphazardly shut my car door and locked it, running over to her seconds later. 

“Woah there, killer,” she said, smirking as I put my hands on my knees and gasped. “You good?” 

I stood fully and nodded, catching my breath. “I wanted to... ask you something.” 

She smiled slightly. “Maybe wait until you can breathe, yeah?” 

I nodded, centering myself for a moment before I stood fully.  

“Shoot away, killer,” she told me, smirking. 

“Can you stop calling me that?” I demanded. “It’s rude, you know.” 

She rolled her eyes. “I’m not the one who crushes my cereal and laughs, seriously, you’re a cereal-killer.” 

“Haha,” I said, “very funny.” 

“Punny,” she corrected, “and what did you want to ask me?” 

I breathed for a moment before I urged myself forward. “Do you know Sebastian?” 

She blinked. “Uh, a little. Why?” 

“Has he talked about me?” I asked her, brows drawing together. “Like if he knows where I live... have you told him about... my dreams?” 

“Dreams?” Neveah said. “What dreams?” 

I blinked. 

So I hadn’t talked about them.  

I guessed as much... last night was definitely real. 

“Ooookay,” she said at my lack of response. “Uh, no, no dream gossip, but if he knows you? I don’t know. I only hang around his friend group occasionally, and he hasn’t talked about you, so....” 

I just sighed. 

“You can ask him, though,” she suggested, gazing up, “look, he’s pulling up on queue.” 

I gazed up, breath stilling when a long, black SUV parked on the side of the road, and I watched as the car turned off, and Sebastian slowly came out from driver’s side. 

He shut the door, and immediately—as if he sensed me looking at him—his eyes locked on mine. 

He smiled, a dark look in his eyes, and he just winked. 

I stared. 

He walked off then, sliding on his sunglasses as he stepped to the pile of his friends, and one of them wrapped their arm around his neck, pulling him forward as they all walked into the school. 

“Okay...” Neveah said then, “is it just me... or did he wink at you?” 

I only shook my head, making my way forward to the school. “It’s probably nothing.” 

“Oh, it’s not nothing,” Neveah said, running after me. “What’s going on between you two? I want the juicy details.” 

“Then go eat an apple,” I suggested. “It has juice in it, and you can tell me the details of how it tastes later.” 

She gave me a bored look. “That was a horrible comeback.” 

“My mind’s in another place, okay?” I told her. 

She only ran forward so she faced me, walking backwards as a wide smile spread across her face. “Thinking of Sebastian?” 

Yes, actually. But I wasn’t going to tell her that. 

I still didn’t know what was going on, and I intended to find out. This wasn’t exactly the... pleasantest feeling... knowing that he knew where I lived, and that, well, he’d been crawling through my window every night, and I didn’t even know it was him. 

Why did it have to be Sebastian? He was the most stuck-up, asshole in this school! 

And I let him do things those nights! I let him cuddle with me and... I talked about DREAM SEX?  

Yes, yes, I did.

I hoped he didn’t remember that. 

He probably did, though. 

“You’re thinking about him, aren’t you?” Neveah said. 

I just gazed up. “The caller you reached is currently unavailable, please try again later.” 

She smirked. “I’d like to leave a voicemail.” 

“I’m sorry,” I said in a monotone, “the caller’s mailbox is currently full, please call again later.” 

She gave me a bored look. “Are you an answering machine now?” 

I never replied, and she rolled her eyes. 

“Come on!” she said. “Juicy details? Have you told your mom yet?” 

I glared. “No, she’d kill me, bring me back to life, then kill me again, then bring me back, then have a heart attack, then a stroke, and then she’d kill me again.” 

Neveah laughed. “That’s a lot.” 

“You have no idea,” I said, “you think my mom’s nice? The moment she finds out I have a boyfriend, she’d lock me in a bomb shelter.” 

“She’s that protective?” Neveah said. 

I nodded as we finally entered the school. 

“What about your dad?” she asked me. 

I sighed. “He’s worse. He’s lock him in a bomb shelter with no access to food or water.” 

She snickered. “That’s hell.” 

I sighed and nodded. 

Neveah only smirked. “So, you’re dating him then?” 

I glared. “No.” 

“Yes, you arrrrre,” she told me, laughing softly. “You’re dating him, aren’t you?” 

“He’s a self-centered sociopath!” I hissed. “I would never date him in my life!” 

“That’s hurtful,” Sebastian said. 

I jumped, gasping when I saw him walking next to us. 

“Stop doing that!” I said, glaring. “What the hell is wrong with you?” 

“A lot of things,” he replied honestly, “but a sociopath, I am not.” 

I only rolled my eyes as Neveah slowed to walk next to me. 

“Ooh,” she said, “busted.” 

I sighed, shaking my head. “How long have you been there?” I asked him. 

“A while,” he replied, smirking. 

“I thought your friends dragged you down into a dungeon by now, oh wait,” I said, “correction, you would drag them down into a dungeon by now, and then kill them... slowly.” 

“Sounds like a horror movie,” he commented, thinking. “Great idea for one, actually. Jack the Ripper: Taming in the Dungeon.” 

“That sounds like some weird gross romance,” Neveah commented, “try taking out the... ‘taming’ thing.” 

He sighed, pursing his lips as I stared forward. 

“You didn’t deny it,” I said then, making him glance down. 

“Deny what?” he asked innocently. 

“That you hurt people,” I replied, “I was testing you.” 

Neveah glanced over at me, confused. 

“I never said I hurt people, Kiki,” he replied, smirking as he leaned down to whisper. “Never said I didn’t.” 

I stilled as he smirked and walked away. 

What the hell? Was he trying to scare me away from him? 

“Uh, Skye?” Neveah said. “What was that about?” 

I only sighed, shaking my head. “We’ll go for coffee later, and then I’ll explain everything to you.” 

I couldn’t trust my mom or dad with this stuff, well because... I didn’t want to tell them. 

I just wanted to know who Sebastian really was, and I knew Neveah wouldn’t really do anything about it, but she was ears, and that’s all I needed. 

***** 
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I stared down at my plate, barely eating my food as I listened to the conversation Sebastian’s friend group was having. 

“Damn, bro!” one said. “Is that a new tattoo?” 

I gazed up to find Sebastian smirking, and he lowered the sleeve of his jacket, revealing black spiral-like runes covering his upper arms and shoulders. 

I stared while sipping my juice box. 

Woah... those were... cool. 

They reminded me of... something, though I couldn’t remember what. 

“Bro!” his friend said, staring in confusion. “How are they so black? They look like they’re marker!” 

“Yeah, that’s cool,” another replied. 

Sebastian suddenly looked up at me, and I stilled.  

“They are cool,” he said, smirking, “aren’t they?” 

I gasped silently, but sucked in juice, and I choked, coughing repeatedly as I tried to get it out of my system, but when I gazed up, still coughing, Sebastian looked as if he were trying not to laugh. 

I only stared back down, getting the juice from my system. 

Goddamn him... why did he have to have this lunch and Neveah didn’t? I was going to go insane with him around. 

When I stared back up, he was focused on his friends as they continued to talk about his tattoos, and he was smiling and responding to their questions. 

They didn’t look like tattoos, though... they looked like... ink. 

But he just gazed up at me from the corner of his eye and smirked, and I froze again. 

Why did he keep doing that? It was freaking me out... 

Right? 

But I stared down at my plate of cold pizza and my bowl of soup, and I sighed and stood, tossing my juice on the plate and stood, making my way over to the trashcan. 

I tipped it in, sighing as the food fell into the bag. 

“That’s a lot of waste, Kiki.” 

I screamed again, staring up to find Sebastian there. 

“I said to stop that!” I yelled. 

“And did I ever say I’m a good listener?” he replied, smirking. “Nope. Nada.” 

I just sighed and stepped away, and I glared forward when I heard him following. 

I turned. “Go back to your massive amount of friends, so they can fawn over your tattoos.” 

He smiled. “That means you were listening.” 

I clenched my jaw. 

He only stood above me as I sat down, grabbing my backpack and shoving stuff into it. 

“You look lonely over here, though,” he said, kneeling down. “You need company.” 

“I’m fine,” I told him, “and I was better with you not here.” 

He laughed softly. “You say that... but still you were listening to my conversation.” 

“Blah—blah,” I said, “shut your oversized ego, I’m sick of it.” 

He arched his brows, but I just sat back against the wall. 

“Packed for class so early?” he asked me, smirking. “It doesn’t even start for ten minutes. And you can’t leave the lobby without the security guards hunting you down.” 

“Blah—blah,” I said again, waving him away. “Leave me alone, Sebastian.” 

He only smiled. “Alright. If you say so.” 

I sighed when he stood, yawning as he stepped back over to his friends. 

But I closed my eyes tightly, knowing I had to ask him... 

“Sebastian.” 

He glanced back over at me. “Yes?” 

“Don’t come to my house tonight,” I told him, glaring, “or I swear I will shoot you.” 

The group of girls next to me laughed as if they thought I was joking. 

He only smirked. “No promises.” 

My glare sharpened, and he just stepped back to his friends who suddenly started questioning him about me. 

I only rolled my eyes and pulled out my phone. 

He could deal with them. I didn’t care. 

No promises. 

I narrowed my eyes. 

He better not... and if he did... 

If he did I didn’t know what I would do, honestly. I’d probably just have to kick him out again... but I also wanted to question him; not that he’d give me answers. 

I sighed, resting my head against the wall. 

Was I going insane? 

My neighbors were fine, and I swore I saw them get shot... I didn’t understand... 

I didn’t understand what was happening to me. 

***** 
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“Hey, mom,” I said, stepping down the stairs as she worked on the dishes. “You haven’t left yet?” 

“Not yet,” she replied as she finished the last dish, gazing down at me. “I have to leave in twenty minutes, but your dad’s plane left earlier.” 

“Ah, I see...” I replied, staring off. 

She watched me curiously. “Everything alright?” 

“Yeah,” I replied, gazing back up. 

She sighed then and set the rag on the counter after drying her hands. “So, while you were in the shower, your phone rang.” 

“Oh?” I said. 

“Yeah,” she replied, watching me carefully. “I picked it up for you. It was the police.” 

I froze. 

“They said you called and then hang up, what happened?” 

Took them long enough. I called them last night and they are usually supposed to call back right away. 

I laughed nervously. “Oh, I accidentally called them.” 

Mom arched a brow. 

“Yeah,” I said, rolling my eyes and feigning amusement, “I accidentally butt dialed them last night. My bad.” 

She just nodded, clearly believing me. “Alright.” 

She turned to finish the last thing. 

I closed my eyes tightly.  

God... I... I couldn’t believe this. 

I couldn’t tell her... Because... it probably never happened. 

It never happened! I saw him get shot, and he was completely fine. If I told mom, I was scared she’d think I was insane... and then I’d get put in a mental hospital. 

I wasn’t insane, was I? 

No... I couldn’t have been. 

Maybe... it was just my imagination. 

“Hey, mom?” I said then. 

She gazed back up at me. “Yeah?” 

“I—uh,” I hesitated, “I need some help with school. You know... a big test in calculous is coming up. You are an expert in math... is there some way you can stay?” 

Mom smiled softly. “You want me to cancel the trip?” 

I nodded, gazing back up. 

She sighed and shook her head. “Honey, I’m sorry, but I can’t. This is a big meeting that I could lose my job if I don’t attend.” 

“Oh...” I said, something cold washing through me, “okay.” 

“I’ll be back in two days,” she promised, stepping up and gently kissing my forehead. “Dad’ll be back in three. I’ll help you then, okay?” 

I forced a smile. “Okay.” 

I wanted her to stay so I felt more secure, but... I didn’t want her to lose her job. That would’ve made me feel horrible—especially when everything that was happening wasn’t... real. 

She just kissed my forehead again and stepped over to her suitcase that was in the living room. 

“Alright, sweets,” she said, “I gotta go.” 

“Hey, mom?” I said then. 

She looked back up. 

“When you met dad,” I said slowly, “was he ever... mysterious?” 

“Mysterious how?” she asked me. 

I hesitated, treading carefully. “Uhm. Like was he secretive? In high school?” 

“Not really,” she replied, gazing off for a moment, “no, not really. Why?” 

“I met a guy on a street,” I said to her, lying through my teeth. “And he was creepy and mysterious, and he said he knew dad?” 

Mom shook her head. “Don’t believe him, okay? He’s probably on drugs.” 

I nodded then. “Okay.” 

Mom smiled. “Bye, honey. Call me tomorrow, okay?” 

“Alright,” I said. 

She then left through the front door, and I stared after her as she shut it. 

I stood there, continuing to stare as her car lights turned on and waved around the curtains... before they vanished completely. 

“That’s a predicament,” someone said next to me. 

I screamed, spinning around and gasping. 

And it was Sebastian, of course. 

I had to get used to that. 

I breathed shallowly. “How do you keep getting in? I locked all the doors!” 

He only smiled. “There’s always a way in, Skye. The question is... if you can find it.” 

I shook my head. “Get out.” 

“I make killer French toast,” he told me, smirking. “Want some?” 

“I want you to get out,” I told him. “And... stop jump scaring me like that. It’s making me uneasy.” 

He stared for a moment. “Is something wrong?” 

I glared at him. “No, so leave me alone.” 

“Unlike your mother,” Sebastian replied, leaning against the wall, “I can tell when you’re lying. Why did you call 9-1-1 last night?” 

I shot him a look. “Why do you think? You were in my house last night! I will call them again!” 

He only stared at me. “But you hung up.” 

I pulled back, thoughts tumbling. 

“Your phone was upstairs,” he explained to me. “So, you call them after I leave, and then hang up? Either you’re lying or you’re having second thoughts about me.” 

I drew back slightly. “That’s none of your business.” 

His eyes darkened. “Tell me.” 

“Or what?” I said, throwing my hands up. “You’re going to kill me?” 

He never responded. 

Despite the cold developing inside, I pointed to the door. “Out.” 

He remained in place. 

“OUT,” I said again. “And stop coming back in here if you don’t want me to call them.” 

He just sighed and shook his head, stepping to the front door and exiting the house. 

I slammed the door shut behind him and locked it, making my way over to the kitchen and grabbing a steak-knife. 

I caught it tightly and did one last check around the house to make sure the doors and windows were locked. 

And they were... 

How did he keep...? What the hell? 

I just bit back my worry and made my way over to the couch, sitting down on it while staring up at the TV. 

After turning on the night news, I laid back, trying to stay awake. 
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“Good morning,” Sebastian said. 

I screamed, waking up suddenly. 

He just chuckled. “Every time.” 

I stared, gasping. 

I fell asleep again! What the hell was wrong with me? 

The moment I realized the knife was on the table, I shot out to grab it... 

But Sebastian looked down curiously and caught it, making me stiffen. 

He stared at the knife for a moment, and I just sank further into the couch. 

No... don’t... 

Something odd flashed through his eyes... confusion maybe? And he gazed back up at me, smirking suddenly. 

But what was that... confusion...? 

“This is dangerous,” he told me, laughing. “Don’t you know it’s not a good idea to keep knives on tables? You can accidentally drop it, you know.” 

I stared as he got up and stepped back to the kitchen, and I noticed he was clutching the knife tightly—almost painfully. 

And he slid it back into the block, gazing back over at me. “See? All better.” 

I just stared at him, breathing shallowly. “Get out.” 

He gave me a look. “This again?” 

“I don’t know how you keep getting in!” I told him. “You’re freaking me out, so get out! Understand?” 

His lips thinned. 

“And stop coming in here!” I yelled to him. “Or that knife will no longer be in the block and instead in those pretty eyes of yours!” 

He smirked despite my threat. “You think my eyes are pretty?” 

“GET OUT!” I yelled. 

He just kept the smile and nodded, opening the front door and closing it behind him seconds later. 

I then ran over to the door and locked it behind him, making my way back over to the knife block and pulling my weapon back out. 

God he was scaring me, but god... 

Did he have... pretty eyes. 

I just shook my head. 

But a sudden shadow rushed at my right, and I quickly gazed up, throat constricting. 

“Sebastian?” I said. “I thought I told you to get out.” 

But another shadow to my left, and I flipped around, finding nothing there. 

What...? 

And then another came from my right again, and I pulled the knife out, heart pounding hard against my chest. 

“Sebastian!” I said. “Stop!” 

It had to be him... this was the only logical explanation. 

But all the sudden the lights went out, and I screamed, flipping around with my knife. 

I thought I’d hear demonic sounds like in a horror movie... but I didn’t. 

In fact... I heard... nothing. 

The silence was loud, deafening, and I couldn’t bear it. 

Another shadow rushed to my left, and I spun around, holding the knife out threateningly. 

“Okay,” I said, laughing nervously. “Very funny.” 

Suddenly, a glass crashed against the floors, and I cried out, spinning back to the kitchen. 

But there was nothing there. 

I started gasping. “This isn’t funny!” 

And suddenly the lights flipped on, and I gasped, looking around to find nothing here. 

I then ran over to the kitchen—where I heard the glass shatter—and I circled around the counter to see one of mom’s scotch glasses in scattered pieces on the floor. 

So... it was real. 

I suddenly held the knife out and looked around the house, searching for movement or sound, but there was none. 

And when I looked back at the glass... 

It was gone. 

I froze, breathing shallowly. 

What? 

How? 

My pupils shrank in horror.

Was I going insane? 

Something was happening... Something... 

And... I had a feeling... Sebastian had something to do with it. 

Why else would he show? And then all this started happening? 

It had to be him, right? 

I breathed shallowly, continuing to search the house. 

I didn’t know what... but either he was fast and kept moving things... or he had some... mind magic. 

Which seemed impossible. 

It was impossible. 

But now... I didn’t think there were other answers. 

Other than the fact that I was going insane. 

I couldn’t believe it. Sebastian was real, and all this started when he showed himself to me... so either I was going insane... or he was making me see these things. 

But mind magic didn’t exist. 

Though maybe it could. 

I stared off, still breathing shallowly. 

The fact that I was even considering this proved that I was going insane. 
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“Skye...” Neveah whispered over the phone as I paced my home. “Do you even realize what time it is?” 

“I know,” I said, “and I’m sorry, but... please understand. Can I come over and spend a couple nights with you?” 

She sighed through the other line. “Yeah, whatever.” 

I just caught my already-made bag. “Alright, I’m coming over right now. You can go to sleep, just keep the window open.” 

“Okay, Romeo,” she said sarcastically. “And good night.” 

“Good night,” I replied, hanging up. 

I then glanced around the house for a moment before I ran to the front door, shoving it open and running out seconds later. 

I didn’t know what was happening, and I wasn’t sure if I wanted to. 

I just pulled my earbuds out from my purse and slipped them in my ears, gasping as they started blasting some high-beat music, and I felt my panic drift away a little as I ran forward. 

It was dark, pitch black, but... listening to music didn’t make things eerie anymore, and I kind of liked this. 

Until I turned a corner. 

I slid to a stop, eyes widening. 

Across the street, under a blinking lamp, stood a lean figure, eyes glowing dangerously as he eyed me. 

My breathing stilled, and I stared. 

He just stood there, watching me. 

He hadn’t said anything, but... for some reason it made this more menacing. 

But all the sudden my earbuds crapped out, and I cried out when they started blasting static. 

Tearing them from my ears, I gazed up sharply to find the figure still there. 

“Leave me alone, Sebastian!” I yelled. “This isn’t funny! I don’t know how you’re doing this but stop it!” 

He only smiled, never responding, and tapped his temple twice. 

What? 

And he suddenly vanished, making something cold consume me. 

I stared, panting as every part of me grew hollow. 

“Skye,” someone said from behind me. 

I cried out and pulled a knife from my pocket, pointing at him threateningly. 

Sebastian stared down at me, brows arched.

I breathed shakily, holding him at knifepoint. 

He just smiled. “That seems like a minor overreaction, don’t you think?” 

I kept my place. “Who are you?” 

He blinked. “Uh, you’ve asked me this before, and my response is only the same.” 

I snarled at him. “What are you?” 

He only smiled. “Is that supposed to be a question?” 

“You’re real,” I said, poking his shoulder to make sure. 

“Uh...” he said, “yes, I am real. What’s going on?” 

I only pulled the knife back, shaking my head. 

No, if I told him, he’d think I was insane. 

I was insane.  

I was going crazy. That was the only explanation. 

“So,” Sebastian said, “wanna tell me what you’re doing on the streets at two in the morning?” 

“Wanna tell me why you’re creepily standing under a lamp post?” I countered. “Following me everywhere like a stalker? Jump-scaring me like a psychopath?” 

He blinked. “I’m not following you.” 

I glared. “Yes, you are.” 

“No,” he countered. 

“Then why are you here?” I questioned him. “Why do you keep entering my house?” 

“Well...” he said, tipping his head to the side, “fair point.” 

“So you’re following me?” I clarified. 

He glanced down. “Not really, I just run into you a lot.” 

I gave him a disbelieving look. 

He smiled. “Where you going? I can walk you.” 

“I’m not trusting you with that info,” I replied, starting to walk, but I heard him following. 

I turned, glaring at him. “Stop! Just go get your own life, you weirdo!” 

Sebastian chuckled. “You look a little shaken. I should really walk you.” 

I blinked, processing this. 

I wondered... if he walked me... if these things would stop. 

It should’ve because if it was him, then he’d be with me, so he would scare me as his actual self, if it wasn’t him, then... 

Oh, I honestly didn’t know. 

I started walking then, and he skipped forward to follow me. 

“Why are you awake?” he said then. 

“If you’re going to make small talk after stalking me for all this time, I will kill you.” 

He just shrugged. “Then what should we talk about?” 

“Life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness,” I suggested. 

He just laughed. “Sure, sure.” 

“How about this,” I said, glancing around to find nothing suspicious, “how do you know me?” 

He sputtered his lips. “Ooh, that’s a hard one.” 

I glared. “Doesn’t seem hard to me.” 

“You didn’t know me until a couple days ago, I’ve known you longer.” 

I glanced over at him. “That’s not unsettling or anything.” 

“It should be,” he replied, smirking, “I worded it to be.” 

I glared then. “Are you scaring me on purpose?” 

“Maybe,” he said. 

I sighed and shook my head. “Why?” 

“It’s fun,” he replied honestly. 

I just glanced around again... 

No shadows, no scares, and the... world didn’t seem horrifying to me anymore. 

Was his presence stopping them? What the hell? 

I still couldn’t tell if he was the cause of them or not, but magic didn’t exist... so he shouldn’t have been, right? 

Maybe I just needed a presence to stop the hallucinations. 

Because... I was going insane. 

“Lost in thought there, Kiki?” Sebastian asked me. 

I glanced over at him. “I was just thinking.” 

“About what?” he said, brows arching. 

I opened my mouth to answer but shut it. “Nothing.” 

His eyes raked me, and I just gazed up. “Oh, we’re here.” 

He glanced up at the house we were standing at and tipped his head to the side. “Why are we here?” 

“This is Neveah’s house,” I told him. “I’m going to stay here tonight.” 

“Oh?” he said. “Why?” 

I gave him a disbelieving look. “Because of you, mister ‘breaking and entering.’” 

He smirked, and I just shook my head, walking forward as he remained in place behind me. 

Though I just slipped in the crack of Neveah’s window, hearing her moan in annoyance. 

“Skye...?” she said. “That you?” 

“Yeah,” I said, “sorry.” 

“It’s fine,” she told me. “Just go to sleep, okay?” 

I nodded, closing the window and locking it, and I finally ended up pulling out the extra mattress from under her bed, and I caught an excess blanket from her bed, lying on the mattress and falling asleep seconds later. 

Was he gone? I didn’t know. Was he the cause? I didn’t know either. 

But what I did know... was that his presence was somehow stopping these events. 

***** 
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It was still early in the morning, though I couldn’t sleep for the life of me. 

I was thinking about Sebastian... if he wanted to hurt me or to save me. 

I didn’t know. 

All I knew was that he was tied into this somehow, and he was planning something... 

What was he going to do to me? 

I decided to walk back home alone at five in the morning because I didn’t want Neveah’s parents to get mad at her for letting me sleep over without them knowing... 

They’d especially get mad at the fact that I crawled through her window. 

It was still dark outside, and I could feel the cold swallowing me. 

I tried playing music again, plugging my ears with earbuds to help my anxiety... and I decided to walk home with my eyes closed. 

I knew how to get there, anyway. 

I suspected that maybe if I couldn’t see, then it wouldn’t happen again. 

I mouthed the lyrics, keeping my head down as I walked forward. 

I thought I was safe... 

I was wrong. 

My earbuds crapped out again, and I cried out, once more, when static blasted through me. 

I tore them out, ears ringing as I gazed up. 

I stilled, finding a familiar man standing under the lamplight... and he was smiling menacingly. 

“Sebastian?” I asked him. “I know it’s you! Stop scaring me! It’s not funny anymore!” 

The man only tipped his head to the side. 

I stared. 

“It’s not real, is it?” I asked him. “Am I dreaming?” 

He suddenly shot forward, and I screamed when his hand locked around my throat, I choked as he pulled me up, fingers digging in my skin while my feet slipped off the ground. 

“This is far from a dream,” he whispered menacingly. 

I struggled to breathe, kicking out my legs as my head flooded with red, and my vision tilted, framing black, all while every part of me started growing weaker and weaker. 

I couldn’t think straight; all I knew was that I was kicking him, and he wasn’t fazed. 

My sight darkened, and I caught onto his hands, trying to pull them away, but I felt so weak. 

Weak... so weak. 

If this was fake, why did it feel so real? 

I kept fighting him, but his grip stayed. 

And he suddenly looked behind me, smile vanishing, and I noticed that his eyes were black... pitch black. 

He dropped me, and I choked, coughing as all the air flooded back to my body, and I collapsed onto the ground, trying to gain back all the air that I lost. 

Though I heard the man’s footsteps rushing away. 

I watched through my tilted vision as he vanished around the corner. 

I only continued gasping, trying to catch my breath, but I was panicking. 

He almost killed me... and then he left? 

Why? 

I only gasped for air. 

“Someone...” I whispered, “help me.” 

“And your king has arrived,” someone said sarcastically, footsteps padding toward me. 

I gazed up, eyes widening when I saw Sebastian walking toward me from the direction the man left. 

Confusion coiled inside me. 

The moment his eyes searched the sidewalk, he blinked and looked down at me, brows drawing together. 

“May I ask why you’re lying on the sidewalk?” he said. 

I just closed my eyes tightly, struggling to breath as I turned my head to the side, searching my surroundings for the man. 

I then gazed up at Sebastian. 

It could’ve been him. Maybe he was trying to scare me away from something... or he wanted to kill me... 

Then why did he stop? 

Sebastian only stepped over to me, and I sucked in a breath when he gazed down at me. 

His eyes darkened then, and I could tell he saw the bruise forming around my neck. 

He cursed under his breath, looking around for the culprit, but couldn’t find him, so he just looked back down at me. 

“Here,” he said, lifting my arm and guiding it around his neck, “come on.” 

“No...” I whispered as he lifted me. “St—stop.” 

He never listened, just scooped me up and started toward the opposite direction without another word. 

I just struggled to breathe, hoping that he wasn’t the killer. 

But what if he was? What if he was carrying me to my doom? 

I was too weak to fight him... I couldn’t. 

He never asked me what happened, just continued carrying me somewhere. 

And I could feel myself fading... I was fading. 

This... it really happened? 

It really happened? Was I even going insane? Was I just seeing things that were actually happening and then they somehow cleaned the mess in a second? 

The man... the killer’s eyes were pitch black, and Sebastian’s eyes were a very dark grey—black in the darkness... I was starting to wonder if it really was Sebastian. The eye color matched. 

But I still couldn’t see the killer’s face... he was wearing some kind of mask, and I couldn’t tell what the hell it was, but it was some mask you wear to a gathering, though like an... emotionless one, and it was white. 

I seriously wondered... if this man who was trying to kill me... 

If it was Sebastian. 
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