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Demon’s Torment

By

Rachel D. Thompson


CHAPTER ONE

 


 


 


She stood on the windswept moors beneath the
towering walls of an English castle, on the edge of a cliff
overlooking the sparkling water below. Jagged rocks rose out of the
sea like stone teeth. Her slippers overhung the lip of the
precipice. One strong gust could very well blow her over. Wind tore
at her extravagant dress, its icy fingers caressing her, slipping
beneath her heavy skirts.

Her blonde hair cascaded down her back in ringlets,
blowing in the wind.

Glancing over her shoulder, she could see the castle
rising up, impossibly tall. She had thought she could be happy
here, with her new husband, but then the voices started. They
tormented her every waking moment. Even when she slept they
wouldn't leave her alone.

She closed her eyes. A voice called to her across
the distance, whispering promises, begging her to step away from
the cliff's edge, to return to the castle.

She wouldn't. The sea called her too. She breathed
in the salty spray. It would be a relief to let herself go, to sink
beneath the waves. She was cold now, but soon she would be warm,
held in God's loving embrace, free of the demon taint that infected
the castle.

She slowly lifted her arms. It would be like flying,
she decided. She looked forward to the release from this world. She
took one last breath before throwing herself over the edge, down to
the sharp rocks below.

The last thing she heard was the demon's anguished
cry.

 


* * * *

 


Ally Sawyer awoke in her own darkened room, the
dream lingering in her subconscious. She fumbled for the lamp next
to the bed before her fingers found the pull chord. She hissed at
the sudden burst of light. One quick glance across the room showed
that her roommate had not returned home last night. She sighed in
relief and grabbed for the notebook and pen she kept on the bedside
table.

The alarm clock's garish red numbers proclaimed the
time to be 3:20 in the morning. Blinking the sleep out of her eyes,
she stifled a yawn before opening the notebook and flipping to a
blank page. The book was almost half full, she noted with
surprise.

Ally thought for a minute, tapping the pen against
her cheek before she started writing. Once she did, the room around
her seemed to disappear, the words flowing right onto the page. She
felt herself fall into some kind of a trance, her pen flying across
the paper. The first time this happened to her it had frightened
her, but she no longer let it bother her. Her memory drudged up the
remnants of her dream, allowing her to record every detail.

She had started the dream journal five months ago,
after a particularly disturbing nightmare, but she only recorded
what she termed her "real" dreams, the ones that felt so real she
could swear she was actually there. She had been able to smell the
salty ocean, had felt the wind caressing her hair and swirling her
long dress around her ankles.

Finally, she set her pen back down. The clock
blinked to 3:35. Ally returned the notebook to its proper spot and
clicked off the light, anxious to try and salvage what sleep she
could. Only three hours until she had to get up. She sank back
down, hoping no more dreams would interrupt her sleep.

 


* * * *

 


"I had another one last night," Ally announced,
dropping onto a sofa and tossing the notebook to Dr. Sara Jenkins.
The psychiatrist had been her mother's idea. She went, but only
because her parents paid for each of her sessions. Dr. Jenkins had
suggested the dream diary, but hadn't been much help in Ally's
opinion. The dreams hadn't stopped—they had gotten worse.

It took the doctor a few minutes to read through the
latest dream before she closed the notebook and handed it back.
Ally was too agitated to remain seated. She snatched the notebook
and then began to pace across the spacious room. The doctor sat
back in her armchair, a small notebook in her lap. She tapped her
pen against the side of her horn-rimmed glasses as she watched Ally
pace. Her soft brown hair fell to her shoulders in waves. She wore
a red business suit today.

The two couches and the chair Dr. Jenkins sat in
were all made of leather. A desk sat against the far wall of the
room, but she had never seen the therapist use it.

"What's on your mind today?" Dr. Jenkins asked when
Ally didn't volunteer the information on her own.

She came to a stop in her pacing
and glared at the therapist. "What do you think? These dreams are
driving me crazy! I haven't had a good night's sleep in a month.
Every night it's the same. Now, my schoolwork is starting to
suffer, I'm having trouble concentrating. I need to
do
something, but I have no idea what!"

"Okay, Allison, calm down. Take a seat," Dr. Jenkins
suggested.

She took a deep breath and sat back down on the
sofa, setting the notebook beside her. She perched on the edge of
the cushions, feeling exhausted and on edge.

"I keep having these dreams that are so similar,
except I'm always someone different. But I'm still me." Ally rubbed
her forehead. "I know this doesn't make any sense."

"We've been over this before. There must be
something troubling you," Dr. Jenkins said, gently but firmly. "And
until you tell me what it is, I'm afraid I can't help you."

"There is nothing troubling me,"
Ally burst out. They had been over this before
and she was growing sick of it. She hated treading over the same
old ground again and again. She still didn't have any answers; she
didn't know how to make the dreams stop. Ally wondered why she even
bothered coming back. "My family's great, school is fine. I even
have friends." As she shook her head, an impotent anger filled her.
"There has to be a reason this is happening to me."

"Based on these dreams, it seems obvious to me that
you want to escape your life, maybe become one of these women you
dream about. They lead interesting and compelling lives. Perhaps
you feel your own life dulls in comparison."

Ally rolled her eyes. "I dreamt about each of their
deaths." Nodding at the notebook, she said, "Seems like they have
more problems than I do."

Dr. Jenkins simply smiled. "Let's talk about your
boyfriends again."

Ally stifled a groan. She should have known the
therapist would find a way to bring this subject up.

The doctor flipped a few pages back in her notebook.
"Ah yes. You've never had a serious relationship. In fact, your
longest lasted three weeks."

"I don't see what that has to do with anything,"
Ally stated, feeling uncomfortable. She shifted her eyes away from
the doctor to stare out the window. It overlooked the city below,
but Ally couldn't see much except sky from where she sat.

"The death of these dream women could signify that
it's time for you to move on. To start the next stage of your
life."

Ally shook her head. The things the
therapist said made sense, but for some reason, she couldn't accept
such easy explanations. She felt there was more purpose to her dreams. She couldn't fault Dr. Jenkins for not
understanding; after all she wasn't the one experiencing the
strange dreams. And it didn't help that she couldn't find the words
to explain what she felt each time she found herself dreaming.
"They just feel so real, as if I'm actually there."

Dr. Jenkins' expression turned
sympathetic. "Many people have dreams that seem real,
Allison. They're just dreams. I think you're looking to find
meaning where there is none."

Ally stared at the notebook sitting beside her,
troubled. "So you really don't think they mean anything?" she asked
after a moment.

"I think they mean
something, but until you tell me
what troubles you, I'm afraid I can't help you."

Sighing, she got to her feet. "Maybe one of my
dreams will tell me what's going on."

"Tell you what." Dr. Jenkins stood, smoothing her
skirt but keeping her gaze on Ally. "These dreams have been making
you feel exhausted because you haven't been able to get a decent
night's sleep. Why don't I write you out a prescription for some
sleeping pills? That should keep the dreams away for a while."

Ally tried to keep the shock off her face at the
therapist's sudden generosity. "That would be great! Thanks."

"You have finals coming up, don't you?" The doctor
moved to her desk and withdrew a pad from the top drawer.

Ally grabbed her notebook and waited while her
doctor filled out the prescription. "Well not for a few weeks yet,
but I really need to do well in my classes to keep up my
grade-point average. Otherwise I'll lose my scholarship."

"Well, we can't have that." She tore the slip off
and handed it to her with a smile. "I hope this helps, but
remember, you need to confront your fears head-on. This is only a
temporary fix. You need to figure out what's bothering you and
these dreams will stop. I guarantee it."

Ally sighed. "You make it sound so easy." She waved
the slip. "Thanks for this."

"Call me anytime you need to talk to someone. I'm
here to help you."

Ally left the psychiatric offices in better spirits
than when she had arrived. She would just go fill her prescription
and that would be the end of her dreams for a while.

They weren't necessarily scary
dreams, except for the demon aspect in every one. Ally didn't
believe in heaven and hell, angels and demons. She had no problem
distinguishing between her dreams and reality. The last dream had
even seemed kind of peaceful. She had felt the dream woman's
terror, understood it, but couldn't really call it her own. Even
though she had been the woman in the dream, she
still felt like a bystander. She watched the events occurring, but
felt no real connection to them.

Every time she dreamt, she woke up feeling more
tired than when she went to bed.

Ally stifled a yawn as she entered the pharmacy down
the street. Maybe she'd return to her dorm room and try to get a
nap in. She didn't have any classes for the rest of the afternoon
and she felt like she could sleep for about a week. She got her
prescription filled and walked the rest of the way back to the
dorms, wishing she could figure out what these dreams meant.

Raine was in the room they shared when Ally returned
to the dorms. She sometimes wondered what she had ever done to
deserve a roommate like her. There were times when she was
convinced that her mother had requested she have a roommate who was
a complete opposite. Putting up with Raine "built character," as
her mother liked to say every time Ally complained about her.

"You look like hell," Raine observed.

"So do you," Ally snapped back. "Rough night?"

Raine smiled. Her faded black lipstick and smeared
dark eyeliner made her look like a demented raccoon.

Ally collapsed on her bed. "I'm going to try to grab
a nap."

"That sounds like a good idea," Raine said,
yawning.

Ally glanced across the room at her as Raine curled
up beneath her black sheets. Her half of the dorm was a little
scary. Two posters of heavy metal bands hung next to Raine's bed
and an incense burner sat next to a metal skull on her bedside
table. She hadn't burned any lately, for which Ally was thankful,
since she couldn't stand the smell of it.

She turned her gaze to the ceiling. Her own half of
the room was clear of anything decorative, which was the way she
liked it. She didn't feel the need to clutter her side. Keeping it
clean kept her free of distractions while she studied or did
homework.

Ally closed her eyes and tried to clear her mind.
She didn't want to attempt the sleeping pills just yet. She would
save them for later, to try and get a good night's sleep.

Would she dream once she drifted off?

She turned over, feeling hot and uncomfortable.
Maybe she should have changed into her pajamas. In the other bed,
Raine started to snore. Ally gritted her teeth, willing herself to
fall asleep even though she already knew it was a lost cause. As
exhausted as she was, her brain wouldn't shut down long enough for
her to rest. She focused on making her mind blank, trying to block
out Raine's heavy breathing.

It proved impossible and after a half hour of
trying, she gave up. Letting her roommate sleep, Ally decided to
head out into the commons area for awhile. She grabbed her dream
diary as an afterthought on her way out of the room. Maybe she
would be able to make some sense out of it, even though she had
spent the last five months trying with no results.

The commons area wasn't far from their room. It was
filled with tables for students to study at, but on a Friday
afternoon Ally found herself alone. Two sofas faced each other
across a coffee table. She headed for them, taking the opportunity
to spread out on one of the seats. The room was neat and clean with
a lemony-fresh scent.

She flipped her notebook open and
paged through it. Her sloppy handwriting flew by, but nothing
jumped out at her. She scanned the pages, trying to find ties
between any of the dreams, but her mind kept wandering.
Something was bothering her, she realized,
but it was something her therapist had brought up during their
session.

She thought about what Dr. Jenkins had said about
past relationships. Her last boyfriend had dumped her nearly five
months ago, when her dreams first started. Could it be a
coincidence? He had accused her of cheating even though the thought
never crossed her mind. The insinuation hurt and Ally still wasn't
sure what to make of the break-up. Had it really been her fault?
Maybe she had flirted with someone and not even realized it.

Come to think of it, he wasn't the first boyfriend
to make that allegation. She flipped to the last page of her
notebook and started writing down names and reasons for break-ups.
She added the length of each relationship and when she was done,
she didn't like what she saw.

Of the nine boyfriends she actually
claimed, seven of them had accused her of cheating on them. Each
relationship lasted less than three weeks. One of the remaining two
had been her first boyfriend, and they had gone their separate ways
by mutual consent. The last had actually fooled around
behind her back.
All in all, the results were disturbing. What did it mean, though?
It was just another confusing puzzle that didn't seem to add up to
anything.

She laid her head down on the arm of the couch and
closed her eyes. "I'm pathetic."

"You're not the only one," a voice directly beside
her said.

Startled, Ally's eyes flew open.

"Sitting here on a Friday night? If that's not
pathetic, I don't know what is."

She blinked up at the man standing over her with his
arms crossed and a smug smile on his face. He was handsome, tall
and slim with wire-framed glasses perched on his nose. Jeans hugged
his thin hips and a white collar peeked over the top of his brown
sweater, making him look both casual and professional.

Ally closed her notebook with a snap and moved to
sit up, but he gestured her back with a wave of his hand.

"No, don't get up on my account." He pointed to the
opposite-facing couch. "I just thought I'd come and get some
studying done." He settled himself on the couch and set his books
on the coffee table. "You don't mind, do you? I promise to keep it
down so you can take your nap."

A smile tugged at the corners of her mouth. "Go
ahead. I wasn't really sleeping."

He took a closer look at her. "You look like you
could use some sleep, though."

"Gee thanks." She knew he had meant it just as an
observation, but the words still stung a little.

He shrugged, a lop-sided grin appearing.
"Sorry."

She felt an answering grin on her own lips. He was
cute. "It's okay. I'm Ally, by the way."

"Greg." He extended his hand across the distance
between them. She grasped it, feeling a thrill when their skin
connected. His hand was smooth but firm. He released her hand after
a moment and sat back, eyeing her.

"Rough night?" he asked, echoing her earlier words
to Raine.

"I just haven't been sleeping well lately," Ally
said.

Greg reached for one of his books. "Okay. I won't
pry." A twinkle in his eye belied his thoughts.

"It's not like that," she protested.

He glanced at her over his glasses. "Okay. I believe
you."

She relaxed on the couch while he thumbed through
his textbook. He wasn't the type she usually went for, but maybe
that was part of her problem. Maybe it was time to step outside her
comfort zone a little. It certainly couldn't hurt.

"Do I have something on my face or something?" he
asked, turning his attention back to her.

"Huh?"

"You were staring at me." He grinned at her.

She blushed. "I was?"

"It's okay. I don't mind. In fact, I was thinking
about ordering a pizza. It's good brain food. I'll even share."

"Sure." Ally waited for him to place the call. She
liked the sound of his voice. It was smooth and well-cultured,
intelligent, but not in a snobbish sort of way.

"What's your major?" she asked once he flipped his
cell phone closed.

"I, my dear girl, am an English major," he stated,
adopting a bad British accent. "And you?"

"I haven't decided yet. I'm one of those people who
drifts through college with no clear goal."

"Ah. Well, we all find our niche eventually."

"You sound disturbingly like my mother," Ally
griped.

Greg shot her a smile. "Wise woman."

She watched him work for a while before getting
bored and offering to get sodas from the machine down the hall. He
looked up from his books long enough to tell her what he
wanted.

When she returned to the commons room, she sat down
beside him. The pizza was already there, waiting for her.

Greg set his books aside with a heavy sigh. "The
learning never ends in this place."

"I thought that was the point." She handed him his
soda and grabbed a slice of pizza.

"Good for what ails ya," he said, lifting a slice
and saluting her.

Ally had to agree. She tore off a piece of cheese
and popped it in her mouth. "Dreams."

"Come again?" He blew on his slice to cool it,
looking at her with interest.

She sipped her soda. "That's what ails me.
Dreams."

"Oh." He munched for a moment in silence. "Bad
dreams?"

She slowly shook her head. "Not exactly. They're not
nightmares. They're not good dreams either, though." She shrugged.
"They're just dreams."

He sat back, crossing his long legs and looking at
her over his pizza. "All of a sudden I'm sorry I'm not a psych
major."

"It's okay," Ally assured him.
"I've already got a therapist. Believe me, I don't need another one."

"Hmm. Okay." His grin turned
suggestive. "What do you need then?"

She answered his grin with one of her own, but then
reddened and dropped her gaze. "I'd rather not say just now."

As if sensing her embarrassment, he turned his
attention back to the pizza.

Ally wanted to die. She was no good at this flirting
thing! Was she that rusty that she couldn't even bring herself to
say what was on her mind?

He seemed interested,
but she didn't have much experience in that department. I’ll just
suffer through one more slice of pizza before I escape back to the
safety of my room, she thought with an inner sigh. And then I’ll
just avoid the commons area for the rest of the year.


CHAPTER TWO

 


 


 


Somewhere in the darkness, he stirred. His dreams
haunted him, forcing him up out of the deep slumber he had enjoyed
for far too long. His crimson eyes slipped open, lighting the
darkness with a red glare. It didn't do anything to shift the
shadows that surrounded him. The dark remained complete. Well,
almost complete.

A single beacon of light shone in the distance, like
a slim ray of hope. Excitement awoke within him. He had waited for
this moment. He grew tired of the eternal darkness. It was time for
him to make his way into the light.

He stretched aching muscles, finding it hard to move
through the cold darkness. The air felt as thick as syrup. Even
small movements took a great deal of effort. He didn't know how he
had ended up in the darkness. He couldn't remember anything. Yet.
It would come to him in time. He knew what he was and that was
enough.

A keen hunger knifed through him. The dreams had
been enough to sustain him while he slept, but now he was awake. He
needed to feed and he knew where he needed to go to find
sustenance.

He drifted closer to the white light. It beckoned
him, taunted him. He couldn't remember what the light represented
but he knew it was the only way out of this terrible blackness. It
was a life-link to another world, his only salvation.

I know this
light, he realized, as he drifted closer.
He had seen it countless times before, always lighting up the dark
plane of his existence. The light was connected to him and he to
it, inextricably linked for all time.

He wished he could remember more.

The closer he got, the more the
light took shape. It was not simply a beam of light. It was
a figure of light, breathtaking and
glorious and so familiar. He wanted to cry at the sight of it, but
found himself unable to.

His hunger gnawed at him, a constant ache, but even
that could be ignored long enough for him to enjoy the beauty of
this light. He yearned to reach it, but a thought stopped him cold.
This magnificent light had rejected him before! Not once, but many
times. So often that he had lost count. It had turned away from
him, leaving him to wallow in the cold darkness with his guilt and
loneliness.

Why had it done that? He only wanted to love it. He
needed it as much as he needed air, as much as he needed food. He
hung in the darkness, regarding it, scared to get too close. He
didn't want it to reject him again. But maybe this time would be
different. A thin shred of hope filled him. He needed to try; he
had nothing to gain by remaining in the darkness.

He had to know. He couldn't stay
here indefinitely. He could only move forward. His body drifted
closer to the light of its own volition. The light
pulled
him closer.

He still didn't know who he was, but he remembered
pain. A thousand lifetimes of pain. His body wouldn't let him cry
out his anguish or relinquish himself to his fears. He was stronger
than that. Despite his aching heart, he moved forward with
determination.

The light was pure, blinding in its brilliance. He
had to screw up his eyes against its beautiful glow. Doubts set in
the closer he got. He was a creature of darkness; that much he
knew. What right did he have to move into the light? His world was
one of shadows. They surrounded him and he felt at home. As a
creature of darkness, he shrank from the light, even though he felt
unable to resist it.

The light drew him closer. He couldn't help himself.
He couldn't stop. He wanted to bathe in the light once more. It had
been too long. Unbidden memories crashed over him. He had known the
pain of death before his rebirth here. He was being punished for
something, and this darkness was his purgatory. It seemed a
lifetime ago that he had been banished to the darkness, but he knew
it couldn't have been that long. The light had called him awake
before too much time could pass.

The light's features became more distinct. In days
past, she had worn a dress, he remembered. That had been a long
time ago. Now she wore pants and a nice blouse. The world had
changed, moved on. He remembered that, too.

This figure had a face, he realized
as he moved closer. It was not some all-encompassing mother figure
as he had at first thought. He knew that lovely
face. It haunted his dreams. Now he wondered how he had ever
forgotten it upon waking.

Unbridled love burst out of him.
How could he not love this creature? She was
beautiful, perfect and innocent. But she had rejected him. She
didn't love him. She had cast him into this darkness.
This time it will
be different, he vowed. It had to
be.

He reached a hand out to the glowing figure, but she
refused to acknowledge him. She didn't turn to face him; she stood
in three-quarters profile to him, eyes downcast. He could see the
curve of her cheek, the tip of her pert, little nose. Her long hair
glowed like the rest of her, but he knew its particular shade of
blonde. And if she were to look up at him, he knew her eyes would
be the color of a cloudless sky. He wanted the real thing, not this
imitation. The glowing figure of light simply took the place of her
in this plane of existence. It linked him to the real woman,
wherever she was.

She
doesn't realize yet, he understood. The
thought saddened him. Her destiny intertwined with his and she had
no idea. The others hadn't been aware either, until he had made his
presence known. Then they had run in terror.

He hung suspended in the endless darkness, staring
at her until his eyes blurred and he had to shut them against her
glowing beauty.

What
is her life like now? he wondered. Perhaps
he should remain here, in eternal limbo, and let her live her life,
free of complications. But he knew that was impossible before he
even completed the thought. She was pure, and beautiful, and
his! A fierce jealousy consumed
him. He would make it clear to her how they belonged together. This
time would be for keeps, winner take all.

Another rejection would kill him. Whatever choice
she made, it would be over and he would be able to rest. To give up
a long life of torment through either death or acceptance, he
longed for it. The end.

His hunger raged inside him. He couldn't hold back
any longer, even though he could have stood there admiring her for
hours. The figure would lead him to life forces that would sustain
him.

He flexed his muscles,
instinctively knowing how to use his strange powers. Fully awakened
now, he knew who he was, and he knew his purpose. He would not let
her reject him again. He would give her a choice, and she
would
choose him. It was time for him to be happy,
too.

Taking a deep breath, he stepped forward, into the
figure of light. His heart sang with joy at the intimate
connection. He felt whole for perhaps the first time in his long
existence. And then something forced him out of the darkness.

 


* * * *

 


He awoke in a familiar room, lying on a wooden
floor. Looking down at himself, he realized he was naked. The room
was dark, but he could still see. His crimson eyes flared, shoving
the shadows back. He was a creature of shadow; he felt at home
here.

He rose to his feet, a little unsteady. It had been
a long time since he last stood in the human world. It would take a
while for him to get used to it again. Things worked differently
here, he remembered.

He raised a hand before his eyes, flexing his
fingers. They ended in sharp tipped claws. With a thought the claws
retracted, leaving human-looking hands behind. He frowned down at
his naked form, imagining a pair of pants to cover himself with.
They appeared a moment later on the floor in front of him. He
glared down at them. There had been a time when he could have
imagined them directly onto his body. He was as weak as a newborn
demon. He reached down, grabbing the pants and pulling them on,
tying the drawstring tight. His body still remembered these simple
movements, although conjuring the pants had left him more tired
than expected. His hunger made him nauseous.

He raised his head, sniffing the air. The scent of
this place was familiar. He knew the life forms that lived here,
knew them and hated them with a fierce passion. Parts of his past
remained cloudy, but he recalled the hatred. He associated the
smell with pain as well.

The room's furnishings were simple. A single chair
stood in the center of the room beneath a bare light bulb. A
sleeping bag lay in one corner, a ratty blanket covering it. A
frayed rope had been thrown into another corner.

He looked down at the chair, remembering things he'd
rather keep buried.

"They hurt me here," he growled.
The smell of dried blood came to his sensitive nostrils.
Old
blood. His fangs lengthened as sharp hunger pains
speared his belly. "They will pay."
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