
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Becoming (Oblivion 1) 

By: A.L. Katherine 

© 2013 

Chapter 1-3 Preview 

  



Chapter 1 

 

“Mom, I love you, but I don’t want a snot covered shirt for the entire flight.” 

She sniffled and reluctantly let me go. “Sorry, I know I said I wasn’t going to cry.” 

“I read snotty shirts are the latest travel craze, you wouldn’t want to stand out, would you?” Adrian 

quipped. 

I grinned. “I think I read that one, it was filed right beside how to survive the zombie apocalypse, 

right?” 

“No, you’re thinking of the brains article.”  

“Right, probably shouldn’t show up for my first day covered in brains,” I said. 

“You know it would make a great conversation starter.” Adrian grinned. “Or you’d cause mass panic, 

end up in jail and small children would cry in your presence until the day you died.” 

“Adrian, that’s enough,” Mom chastised. 

I was going to miss his ability to make me laugh through anything. I looked back once more before I 

walked through the security gates and swallowed back the lump in my throat. I didn’t think saying 

goodbye would be so tough, but I’m the one who decided going to university away from home would be 

good. It’s not like I had friends to miss. We never lived anywhere long enough, so I gave up making 

friends after awhile. This was supposed to be my fresh start. A new city, a new life, hopefully friends 

and an exciting adventure.  

I pulled out my copy of Death Smiles Upon Us as I waited for my boarding call. I relished the 

crinkling sound along the spine as I opened to the first page. There really wasn’t anything better than a 

newly printed book, and I had been waiting to read this sequel for a whole year.  

I was a few chapters in when a shadow passed over me. 

“Good book?” 

I looked up into a pair of clear blue eyes framed by pale eyelashes. “Huh?” 

He pointed at my lap. “You seem to be gripping that book as if it might run away were you to let go.” 

His voice was accented, although I didn’t recognize where from, and I wished he would keep 

speaking.  

“I… Uhhh…” I grasped for words like an idiot as he stared at me. “They killed Caitlyn.” 

“Am I to assume that’s a character in the book.” His hair was styled in a messy fashion and reminded 

me of the sandy white beaches you see in magazines. It framed his face in short layers and when he 

tilted his head some of it fell across his forehead. 

“You’re eyes are very blue,” I said. 

His lips curled into a lopsided smile. “You’re hair is very black. I like what you’ve done with the red 

though.” He leaned over and fingered a strand before retracting his hand. There was something familiar 

about the action.  

I looked at him more closely. “Have we met before?” 

“I have one of those faces.” He stood and turned his head. “I believe they’re about to call you.” 

I looked around him just as the attendant began speaking into the PA. 

“Have a safe flight, Alice.” 

I turned back. “How do you…”  

He had disappeared. I stood up and looked around the waiting room, but the rush of people wanting 

to board made it difficult to find anyone. I slung my bag over my shoulder and grabbed my boarding 

pass, realizing the guy must have read my name off it. I shook my head and got in line. This trip was just 

starting and I was already having conversations with mysterious good looking guys. Maybe this really 

would be a good change. 



 

When I arrived at the apartment complex six hours later, the moving trucks were already there and in 

the process of unloading. Mom must have pulled some strings to have them arrive at the same time as 

me; she was a little obsessive in that sense. Looking around at my new living room I assessed the 

damage. How did I fit an apartments worth of boxes in my old bedroom? The movers were kind enough 

to help me put my bed together, but I was on my own with the rest. 

The apartment wasn’t small, but it wasn’t very big either. An L-shaped kitchen opened up into a nice 

sized living room. I had my desk set up in the left corner with the couch separating that space from the 

rest of the living room and my recliner chair set up diagonal to the couch. My bedroom was to the right 

of the living room. I was grateful it comfortably fit my queen size bed and my dresser. The bathroom 

was to the left of my room and had a Jack and Jill entrance; I could pretend I had a nice ensuite at least. 

“Well Sparky.” I looked at the fuzzy yellow dog propped on the couch. “Looks like it’s just you and 

me now.” 

Sparky stared back at me with empty eyes.  

Mental note, talking to stuffed animals probably wasn’t the healthiest habit to adopt. I checked my 

phone and figured I should probably find dinner.  A real grocery shop could wait until tomorrow since 

nothing was unpacked to cook with anyway. I could hear yelling down the hall as I headed for the 

elevator.  

“Welcome to the city,” I muttered. 

I pushed the button and waited for what seemed like a long time. I thought maybe the elevator had 

broken down since my arrival and was contemplating taking the stairs when it finally decided to show 

up. It took me three heavy pulls to get the brass bars open and I had a feeling I’d be walking a lot of 

stairs after tonight. As I was about to step on I noticed a door open halfway down the hall and someone 

yelling as they walked out. 

“You know what Maegan? Screw you! I don’t need this shit right now.” 

A voice from inside the apartment called back, “That’s not what you said last night, Dawson!” 

I saw something fly through the doorway and hit the wall with a thud. Figuring that was my queue to 

leave, I stepped on the elevator and started my struggle to get the door closed. I had it about halfway 

when a hand shot out and stopped me. 

“Jesus!” I exclaimed. 

“Not quite.” Angry eyes met mine as I looked up. Oh shit, this guy was pissed.  

I took a step back so he could get through the door before he knocked me over. “First floor?” I 

managed to squeak out.  

He looked me up and down, his expression seemingly unimpressed. “That would be the one.” 

As we rode the elevator down eight floors, I put a whole new name to awkward silences. I glanced 

over out of the corner of my eye, taken aback by how gorgeous this guy was. Tall, probably six feet at 

least, with curly dark hair that almost covered his eyes. He had a straight nose that led to full lips and a 

strong jaw line. His head turned and violet eyes bore into me. Holy mother, if looks could kill. 

Thankfully the elevator dinged before he could hang me from the ceiling. In one fell swoop he wrenched 

the door open and stalked off, slamming the front door on his way out.  

I took a deep breath. Today was chalked full of strange encounters. I followed out the door, unable to 

shake the image of his eyes. They were such an odd colour. 

 

After wandering around for a half hour, I found Kat’s Kitchen which boasted the finest home cooked 

meals around. Since this was the first place that didn’t look like it harbored an underground gambling 

ring, I decided to check it out. A bell rang as I opened the door and a middle aged woman walked out 



from the kitchen. 

“Hey Sugar, just sit wherever you like,” she said. 

I grabbed a take-out menu, taking a seat at the counter and noticed the lady’s nametag said Kat. The 

place was pretty small, with only a few tables and some stools around the counter. The walls were a nice 

taupe with turquoise accent and there were a couple paintings hanging on the walls that gave the space a 

homey feel.  

“You new around here?” Kat drawled. 

“Yeah, is it that obvious?” I chuckled. 

“You learn how to spot the fresh faces around here.” She winked. “Know what you want?” 

I decided to go with Kat’s chicken pot pie, fully loaded with mashed potatoes and homemade gravy. 

It was starting to get dark as I left the restaurant so I picked up my pace. I’m not paranoid, but this 

neighborhood did not look as friendly as it had during the day. 

I didn’t have the patience to wait for the elevator when I got back. I was famished. By the time I 

came through the stairwell door I was out of breath. Who needs a Stairmaster when you have to walk 

eight flights of stairs to your apartment?  

I could hear the guy from earlier yelling with the girl he had called Maegan and was curious to know 

why he would come back after their last encounter. I peeked around the corner, assessing whether it was 

safe before I took a step into the hall. 

“I can’t believe you waited this long to tell me,” he hollered. “Do you know what this means?” 

“I’m not a fucking retard Dawson!” She sounded pissed. 

“Just let me in so we can talk about this,” he said. “You’re going to wake up the whole goddamn 

complex.” 

This seemed like the wrong thing to say because I saw something whiz by again. Was that a plate? 

He ducked at the last second and it shattered against the wall.  

“Oh my god, could you just calm down for three fucking seconds?” he growled. 

Great. Totally not awkward to walk by. I better not get hit in the head by some rogue projectile. 

When Dawson stepped inside the doorway I tried to creep down the hall and around the mess of broken 

glass, but I couldn’t help my curiosity and peeked into the apartment. It was a wreck. It looked like 

Maegan had taken it upon herself to throw everything that wasn’t strapped down. She was a bombshell. 

Shoulder length blonde hair, long legs and piercing blue eyes. Even seething, she looked hot. My neck 

tingled and I peered up. Dawson had turned and was looking down at me. 

“Do you mind?” He cocked an eyebrow. “We’re a little busy.”  

Was he patronizing me? I narrowed my eyes at him as heat flushed my cheeks. “You don’t have to be 

such a dick.” I bolted the rest of the way down the hall.  

I could hear Maegan shrieking in the background but I wasn’t paying attention to what she was 

saying. As I stepped into my apartment I chanced a look back and saw Dawson staring after at me. He 

was smirking.  

Safely back inside I found the box that said kitchen utensils, knowing I had packed the plates in there. 

Maybe it was because I was so hungry, but I’m sure that was the best chicken pot pie I ever tasted. As I 

put my dishes in the sink I could still hear yelling and banging down the hall. That chick sure had a set 

of lungs. It was still a little early but halfway through unpacking the kitchen boxes I started to yawn. 

Deciding it had been a long day I got ready for bed and snuggled in with Sparky. I drifted off into a 

peaceful sleep, wondering what my first week at university would be like and glad I had time to unpack 

before it. 

 

The rest of the week was pretty uneventful. I passed Maegan in the hall a couple times, but I never 



saw Dawson come around again. A small part of me hoped she had managed to hit him with something. 

Mom phoned on Wednesday, our call night, to check in and make sure everything was alright. After 

assuring her multiple times that everything was fine I got to talk to Adrian.  

“Hey Alice, did you see the new How to Destroy Angels video yet?” he said. 

“I don’t have internet, that’s why we’re on the telephone, remember?” I said. “I haven’t found the 

library yet.” 

“Oh man, it’s the shit. I can’t believe you, I’m sending you the link right now so watch it asap.”  

I could tell he was jumping in his computer chair. We haven’t always been close, even though there’s 

only a three year age difference. It was just the two of us for so long, I decided a few years back to make 

an effort to get to know him. We mostly bonded over things like music or video games.  

“I haven’t even set up my game consoles yet. As soon as I can get online we need to set up some 

game time,” I said. 

He laughed. “Yeah, because you really need me to kick your ass some more at Warfare in Modern 

Times.”  

“There’s always co-op. I need to get good somehow,” I said. 

We chatted for a solid hour. I hadn’t realized how lonely I was starting to feel until I hung up. I 

grabbed Sparky and plugged in a movie hoping it would take my mind off things. 

 

The first morning of classes had me in a semi-anxious state as I made my way to the bus stop. 

Campus was only thirty minutes away but it seemed like the longest ride I had ever taken. According to 

my timetable I had History of Modern Europe followed by French on Mondays and Wednesdays. By the 

time I walked into class and sat down at a desk my hands were all gross and clammy. I watched as 

students shuffled into class and sat down. A cute girl with long brown hair and a button nose sat next to 

me. Her green eyes sparkled with excitement as she pulled out her textbook. She turned and caught me 

staring.  

“Hi, I’m Lindsay,” she said. 

“Hi Lindsay, I’m Alice,” I replied. 

She took a deep breath and placed her hands on top of her textbook. “Oh gosh, I’m so nervous I feel 

like I’m gonna be sick.” 

I chuckled. She was cute. “You too, huh?” 

She blushed. “Sorry, my mom always tells me I need to tone down the dramatics.” 

“Feel free to be as dramatic as you like,” I replied. 

She smiled and I kind of hoped we could be friends. I was starting to go a little stir crazy with Sparky 

as my only companion, but at least he hadn’t started talking back to me yet. I glanced at the wall clock 

and wondered when the teacher was supposed to arrive when I noticed a straggler saunter into the 

classroom. I think my jaw hit the desk. No, no, no, no, this was not happening. 

Lindsay’s gaze followed mine. “Who is that?” 

“Oh god.” 

She looked over at me. “Do you know him?” 

I sighed. “Suffice to say our first encounter wasn’t the most endearing.” 

Dawson scanned the room looking for an empty seat.  

I averted my eyes, wishing myself invisible. Chancing a glance, he seemed to zero in on me and 

started walking over. “Hide me, please,.” 

I think Lindsay was trying not to laugh. “Why are you so upset? He’s a fine piece of work.” 

“I’m sure he’d agree with you,” I muttered. 

“You’re in my seat,” Dawson said to the person sitting next to me. 



The guy didn’t look up from his textbook. “There are plenty of other seats here.” 

“I don’t think you understand.” Dawson placed his hands on the desk. “You need to move. Now.” 

I felt bad. The poor guy almost tripped over his bag trying to get out of the way. Lindsay didn’t seem 

to notice, too focused by the new face seated to my right. Did she just wink at me?  

“Hi handsome, I’m Lindsay, it’s so very nice to meet you.” 

If Dawson’s face had settings, it was definitely set to smoulder and his voice sounded just as husky 

sweet. “Hello Lindsay, it’s always a pleasure to meet a beautiful lady on a beautiful day.” 

Of course it was. I’m sure he met lots of beautiful women. From the look on Lindsay’s face I 

wouldn’t be surprised to see them flocking at his feet by noon with grapes and palm leaves. 

He motioned at me. “I don’t suppose you’d like to introduce me to your friend.” 

“This is Al—” 

“The teacher’s about to start his lecture.” I stared at her pleadingly. “We should probably pay 

attention, since it’s the first class and all.” 

“Whatever you say honeybee.” Turning toward Dawson she continued, “Don’t be a stranger darling.” 

“I wouldn’t dream of it.” He grinned. That look only meant one thing. Trouble. 

I could feel Dawson’s gaze burning a hole in my side for the rest of class. I was ready to find the 

nearest rock to crawl under by the end of it, but I doubted even that could save me. As soon as the 

teacher dismissed us I bee-lined it for the door.  

Dawson followed, catching up to me easily. “In a hurry?” 

“Class.” I walked as briskly as possible without running into people. “Why are you following me?” 

He shrugged, “Why do you keep running away?” 

It was so disappointing to think my favourite subject was tainted with his presence. History was mine. 

“There’s my French class, see ya stalker boy.” I ducked in the door without looking back.   

It was a happy distraction to see Lindsay in my French class. It almost seemed fated and having a 

study partner is never a bad idea when learning a new language. French was going to be difficult, but it 

was a sweet reprieve after the last two hours with Dawson. 

By the end of the day I had two projects due for French and a short essay for History. The pounding 

headache I had developed wasn’t helping matters. I was ready for a nap when I got home, and after 

staring at my computer screen for an hour, decided to lay down on the couch. I woke up some hours 

later groggy and unmotivated, so I ordered a pizza instead of cooking. When my buzzer went off I ran 

down the stairs thinking they would be faster and waited for the elevator to take me back up. I didn’t pay 

any mind when the door opened behind me. 

“You’re going to have to tell me your name eventually.” 

I looked over, blinking a few times before coming to the conclusion that Dawson was indeed standing 

beside me. Of all the hours in a day for him to show up it had to be now. When the elevator dinged my 

eyes followed him as he pulled open the metal grates and stepped in. 

“Are you coming,” he asked. 

I debated about waiting for the elevator, but I didn’t want to eat cold pizza. I stepped on and prayed it 

would move faster than it usually did. I was going to stop taking the elevator altogether if this kept 

happening. In an effort to make it less awkward I tried small talk. “So, you and Maegan are talking 

again?” 

“I’m just here to pick up some stuff.” 

Short and curt followed by dead air. Okay then. What floor were we at? As the silence dragged on I 

decided to try again. “So history seems like a pretty interesting class.” 

“Uh huh.” 

When we finally reached the eighth floor the doors couldn’t open fast enough. I could see Dawson’s 



shoulders work as he forced open the brass grate. I never noticed how muscular he was before. What am 

I thinking? I scrambled off the elevator and hurried toward my apartment.  

“See you later, o nameless one,” Dawson called. 

I felt an overwhelming need to shoot stuff when I walked through my door. I plugged in the bloodiest 

game I could find and looked over at Sparky. He stared back at me with a vacant expression. “Stop 

judging me.” 

 

  



Chapter 2 

 

I awoke Wednesday morning to the sound of knocking. I rolled over and tried to fall back asleep but 

it continued and got louder. I sat up and checked the time; six o’clock was staring back at me. I walked 

out of my room and realized the knocking was coming from my door. That’s weird. I went over and 

looked through my peephole. Dawson stood in all his six foot glory. Oh.My.God. How can someone 

look that good at six in the morning? It’s unnatural! 

 He knocked again. “I know you’re awake, I can hear you padding around in there.” 

Annoyed, I went back to the bedroom and grabbed my housecoat. Making sure the chain lock was on 

my door I opened it and peeked out. Dawson looked down at me through long lashes, dark curls falling 

into his eyes. 

“Can I come in,” he asked, as if we were best buds. 

“It’s 6AM,” I replied. 

“And you’re clearly awake.”  

“No thanks to you,” I muttered. “I really don’t make a habit of letting strange men into my apartment.” 

I went to close the door but he held it open with his hand.  

“Strange? I’m hurt.” He sure didn’t look hurt. In fact I think I noted an irritating amount of pleasure 

in his expression.  

“Do you always make a habit of chasing the first girl you see after fighting with your girlfriend,” I 

asked. 

“Ha-ha. The mere notion of Maegan and I dating is laughable,” he said, displeasure clouding his tone.  

“I gathered that when she flung the plate at your head,” I replied.   

His lip twitched. “Saw that did you?”  

“I’m going back to bed.” I pushed my door a little harder until it clicked and then locked the deadbolt. 

I looked back through the peephole and watched Dawson stand there, his expression changing to a 

mixture of surprise and amusement. I walked back to my room, but didn’t think I could sleep. I grabbed 

a towel and headed for the shower.  

I decided groceries were first on the agenda. The box of pop tarts I had left from my first shop 

weren’t going to cut it for very long and with it being so early I probably wouldn’t have to battle a 

throng of people. I tossed on jeans and my favourite band t-shirt, grabbing my backpack on the way out. 

As I left the building I heard someone call behind me. 

“It lives.” 

I stopped. Turning around I saw someone standing against the wall by the front door. Upon closer 

inspection I realized it was Dawson. You have got to be kidding me. He was wearing dark wash jeans 

and a blue t-shirt that stretched over a well-muscled chest. My god, this man had the body to match the 

face. I kept walking, but could hear him following me. 

“Wait up, buttercup,” he said. 

Stopping abruptly I turned to face him. He was a couple steps behind me. I marched up and poked 

him in the chest. “Look, I’m sure you’re a great guy, but this stalk-ish behavior is getting really old, 

really fast. You show up at my door at six in the morning like we’re somehow friends and then start 

calling me things like buttercup? Just leave me alone!” 

“What else am I supposed to call you? You refuse to tell me your name,” he said. 

I stared up at him incredulously. Was this guy for real? “Ya ever think maybe there’s a reason for 

that?” I turned and started walking again. 

He strolled up beside me. “Where’re you headed?” 

 Maybe if I ignored him he would go away.  



“Oh come on, don’t be like that buttercup.”  A wide smirk spread across his face and I glared at him. 

“Look I’m sorry. Can you at least tell me your name?” His expression changed to that of a wounded 

puppy. This was not fair. 

“Alice. Grocery shopping,” I grumbled. 

“Perfect,” he said, “It’s my night to cook, and I need supplies.”  

I rolled my eyes. “My lucky day.” 

“You know the grocery store is this way, right?” he added.  

I let out a huff and stalked off in the direction he had pointed.  

By the time we got to Rick’s Food Market, which was only fifteen minutes away, I was ready to 

murder the man. I think of myself as a fairly tolerant person, but I just couldn’t take much more of the 

arrogant attitude Dawson liked to prance around with. I grabbed the grocery essentials, anxious to get 

home and away from stalker boy. 

“Is that all you’re getting,” he asked. 

“I do have to carry it all back,” I replied. 

He started adding extra things to my cart as we walked down the aisles. Pasta, sauce, various canned 

goods. I was ready to explode by the sixth item. “Um, excuse me? What are you doing?” 

He added a couple more items to the cart. “I told you I needed supplies, besides, you can’t live off 

Coco Puffs.” 

“I happen to like Coco Puffs,” I snapped. 

“I guess malnourished is the popular look in all your magazines,” he said. 

I took a deep breath. “I’m sorry, did I ask for your opinion?” 

He grinned, “Don’t worry, I’ll pay you back.” 

This was a losing battle. I headed for the checkout, hoping it wouldn’t be too expensive and was 

surprised when it cost me eighty dollars. What the hell did he buy? I was livid but Dawson was sporting 

an irritatingly cocky grin. I didn’t think I could suffer another fifteen minute walk home lugging a bunch 

of heavy groceries, so I called a cab, which cost another ten dollars. Unfortunately Dawson got in before 

I could convince the driver to leave without him.  By the time I got back to my apartment I was just glad 

this little excursion was over.  

“Well that was fun.” I turned and walked over to close my door, but Dawson held it open, his muscle 

flexing under his shirt sleeve when I tried to push with more force. I needed to stop noticing this stuff. 

“Don’t be so mean, buttercup,” he cooed. 

“Goodbye, stalker boy,” I said. 

“See you in class.” 

 I scowled as I watched him leave down the hall. Damn those were some nice jeans. He was half way 

to the elevator when he turned and smirked at me. 

“You know it’s not nice to sta—”  

 I slammed the door with a bit more force than I intended and a picture fell off the wall, glass 

shattering everywhere. 

 

I was running late for class by the time I had finished cleaning up, rushing in just before the teacher. I 

glared at Dawson as I took my seat and Lindsay gave me a questioning look. 

“Later,” I whispered. Curiosity was brewing in her eyes as the professor started his lecture. I chanced 

a look at Dawson out of the corner of my eye. I’d give just about anything to wipe the smug look off his 

face. It never wavered all class, so by the time I entered French I had all but forgotten about Lindsay. 

She tackled me near the door. “Spill.” 

I shifted my eyes. “Spill what?” 



“Whatever that look was you gave Dawson earlier.” 

I laughed nervously. “Oh that?” I waved my hand in dismissal. “You know Dawson.” I made my way 

to a desk, hoping to dodge anymore questions. 

Lindsay sat down beside me, and leaned over. “Actually I don’t, but I’m starting to think maybe you 

do and I want in.” 

The prof interrupted before I could respond. I don’t think I’ve ever been so happy to be lectured 

about determiners. It’s something you don’t normally think of in English, but in French there’s at least 

nine of them. Lindsay invited me to study in the campus cafe after, which I declined at first but accepted 

when she wouldn’t leave me alone. I was supposed to be making a social effort. That was one of the 

main reasons I came here, to make friends, but I was reminded why I embraced loner-hood when the 

first words out of her mouth were, “So what’s going on with you and hunky history guy?” 

“Or as I have dubbed him, creepy stalker boy.” I poured some cream in my coffee and watched as 

Lindsay swirled the sugar jar over hers. “Would you like some coffee with your sugar?” 

She took a sip before adding a bit more. “Yes but in order to acquire such a name implies he’s been 

following you around, so dish out the deats.” 

We found a free table and sat down. “You’re really persistent you know that?” 

She laughed. “Please, what girl wouldn’t be persistent for his body.” 

“Lindsay! He might be good looking but he’s still a human being!” 

She pulled out her history textbook. “A very fine, sculpted specimen of human.” She leafed through 

the pages. “What are we supposed to be reading?” 

I grabbed my notebook. “Page 32, the industrial revolution.” 

“You think they’d have spark notes for this stuff?” 

“It’s only the first week, things haven’t even gotten difficult yet,” I said. 

She sighed. “Yeah, but who really finds the industrial revolution interesting.”  

“The slides on—” 

“Mr. Loft doesn’t count,” she said. 

“So you know, that fancy espresso machine making your americano wouldn’t even exist without the 

industrial revolution,” I said. 

She looked at me skeptically. “That still doesn’t make the textbook interesting.” 

I flipped to the chapter and started reading the first paragraph. I was halfway through the third page 

when I checked how much more there was.  “Maybe it’s a little dry.” 

“A little? I think we should receive a medal for making it through the entire chapter,” she said.  

It was hard to argue with her. Even I had to re-read several sentences and I love this stuff.  

“I need brain food. They have the most delicious paninis here. Want anything while I’m up?” 

“More coffee?” I riffled through my change purse, hoping I had enough. 

“Don’t worry about it, you buy the next one.” She walked over to the counter before I could protest.  

I took out some blank note cards, marking down important dates and events from the chapter. I was 

halfway through when Lindsay came back with a chicken panini and coffee for both of us.  

“You want half?” 

It was tempting, especially when the cheese started oozing out the sides, but I already felt bad that 

she had bought me a coffee. “No thank you. Are you going to be here much longer?” 

She shrugged, “Dunno, probably until after I eat. Why?” 

“Just wondering. I hate walking around my neighbourhood after dark,” I said. 

She nodded, “I know what you mean. Some guy actually propositioned me on my way home once, 

like, do I look like a prostitute? I was carrying my book bag and everything. I almost hit him with it too, 

but he ducked and ran. Coward.” 



“You weren’t scared he’d attack you?” The idea of some random guy approaching me at night was 

terrifying. 

She laughed. “Have you seen my textbooks? He’s lucky he ran.” 

A shadow passed over our table. “Good evening.” 

I looked up at Dawson. “What are you doing here?” 

“I attend classes at this University, remember?” he said. 

I took a sip of my coffee. “I’ve been trying to forget.” 

He chuckled. “How are you Lindsay?” 

She sighed. “Good. Tired. Trying not to kill myself while reading through our history textbook.” 

He sat down beside us. “I never knew the industrial revolution could be so boring.” 

“Thank you!” she said. 

“You guys obviously don’t have the aptitude to appreciate history like some of us do,” I said. 

Dawson smirked. “You would like it, wouldn’t you.” 

Lindsay grinned. “Alice is a keener.” 

“There’s nothing wrong with liking something,” I said. 

“Liking that textbook should be a crime,” Dawson said. 

“I need to get going.” I started packing up my books. “I’ll text you about Saturday?” 

Lindsay looked up and smiled. “Yeah, take care on your way home. Avoid the serial killers.” 

I laughed. “Call the cops if you get any strange muffled calls from me.” 

I was halfway across campus when Dawson strolled up. “Need a ride?” 

“Not from you.” I turned down toward the bus loop. 

“I offered my ride to Lindsay first, but when I said I only had one seat she made me run after you,” 

he said. 

“Is that supposed to convince me? Besides Lindsay would never turn down anything from you,” I 

said. 

“I am hard to resist.” He grinned. 

“Do you tell all the girls that?” 

“I save all my best lines for you.” 

I quickened my pace. “How about you save them for someone who cares.” 

He clutched his chest. “Ouch. Do you always do this?” 

“Do what?” 

“Lock out people who take an interest in you.” 

I stopped. “Look, unless you’re here to give me my forty dollars back you can just go away.” 

He raised his eyebrows. “Did you ever think maybe Lindsay was worried about your safety?” 

“I have so far been successful in not getting myself murdered for the past eighteen years, I’m not too 

worried.”  I tried to out pace him across the street, but there wasn’t enough traffic to stop him. “Are you 

going to follow me all the way to the bus stop?” 

“Naturally.” 

“I want my money.” 

“Consider this my first form of payment.” He steered me past the bus and made a sharp turn toward 

the student parking lot. 

“Why do I feel like you’re getting the better deal here?”  

He looked down at me, amusement glinting in his eyes.  

I sighed. “Fine.” 

He drove a Porsche. The 0-60 in 2.2 seconds kind of Porsche. It was red and smelled like real leather. 

The passenger seat curved to my body like it was made for me. Where he got the money to afford such 



an expensive car, I don’t know, but I decided I didn’t care and tried to keep the awe out of my 

expression as we sped through town. 

“So where are you from,” Dawson asked casually. 

“Charlottetown,” I replied. 

“A small town girl.” 

“Not compared to some places I’ve lived, although compared to here I guess it would be,” I said. 

He glanced at me from the corner of his eye, “Your parents are still there?” 

“My mom and my brother are. My dad travels a lot for work, so he isn’t around much. What about 

you?” 

He shrugged. “I’m from around.” 

“Around? Really? That’s your answer. You better not be a serial killer,” I said. 

He laughed. “I’ve lived here for the past year, but I’ve been all over really.” 

I nodded. “I know that feeling. Charlottetown is our longest stint. We’ve been there for two years 

now. That’s mostly because my mom refuses to move until my brother graduates in a couple years. My 

dad visits whenever he can, but I can tell it’s hard on her.” When we pulled up to my apartment complex 

I was almost sad. I wanted to keep driving around. “Thanks for the ride.” 

“You’re not going to invite me in?” I could see that glint returning to his eyes. 

“Sorry stalker boy. I actually have things to do tonight.” I turned and leaned back in before closing 

the door. “And by the way, I’m charging you interest.”  

I shut the door before he could respond and walked into the building. I wasn’t in the mood to wait for 

the elevator so I took the stairs. When I finally reached my apartment I was ready for some peace and 

quiet. I put my book bag on the counter and headed for my desk. Sparky looked up at me from the floor. 

“That’s strange,” I murmured, “I could have sworn I left you on the bed this morning.”  

I picked up Sparky and tossed him on the couch. My computer was on when I sat down, I must have 

forgotten to turn it off last night. I logged into Skype and waited for Mom to call for three hours, but she 

never came on. I checked my email for the tenth time but there was nothing there either. I’m sure she 

had a valid excuse for missing our call date, but I still felt pretty crappy. I didn’t realize how much I 

missed her until she wasn’t there. I decided to go to bed early and wallow in my loneliness with Sparky. 

 

  



Chapter 3 

 

I woke up to the sound of rustling behind me. I looked over at the clock; midnight. After taking a few 

breaths, I gathered my courage and turned over. My heart rate picked up when, to my surprise, two red 

eyes were staring back at me from the shadow of my window. I shut my eyes for a few seconds and 

when I opened them they were gone. I would have liked to pretend I was seeing things but decided to 

investigate and went to look out the window. When I didn’t see anything I walked out my bedroom door 

to look in the living room.  

There were no lights on and I couldn’t see anything red reflecting from outside. I must have been 

dreaming. Walking back to my room I heard the rustling sound again and froze. I was instantly aware of 

how alone I was here and my heart started beating a little more wildly. If I went back into my room and 

someone was there no one would miss me for days. But that’s just ridiculous I told myself, why would 

there be someone in my room. It was probably just an animal and I was overreacting. I walked to my 

bedroom door and two red eyes glared back from the shadows. I ran for the door, grabbing my jacket on 

the way out.  

I don’t remember running down the stairs but here I was, at quarter past twelve, huddled in the lobby. 

Even with my jacket on over my pajamas I was freezing. Now what? There was no way in hell I was 

going back into my apartment, but I had nowhere else to go. I sat on the bench next to the elevator while 

I calmed down enough to think straight. As I tried to rationalize what I could have seen I heard someone 

come in the front doors. 

“Well aren’t you a sight for sore eyes… Hello, earth to Alice, anyone in there?” A hand waved in 

front of my face and I was pulled from my reverie.  

I looked up and was greeted by familiar violet eyes. I stared at Dawson blankly not knowing what to 

say. 

“Are you alright?” he said. “You look a little pale.” 

I took a deep breath. “I don’t… know.” 

“I can’t imagine this is your party attire,” he said jokingly. 

“Oh yes, I go out like this all the time in the middle of the night.” I really wasn’t in the mood for him 

to make fun of me, and he seemed to pick up on that. 

“Tell me what’s going on?” 

I traced the designs in the tile with my eyes. “I think there was someone in my apartment.” 

“What? Did you call the police,” he asked. 

“No,” I replied. “It doesn’t make any sense, people don’t have red eyes.” 

“Red eyes?” He sounded confused. “Alice, look at me.” He leaned over and lifted my chin, forcing 

me to focus on him. “What exactly did you see?” 

“I.. I don’t know. I feel like a crazy person. I’m probably just overreacting, it must have been my 

mind playing tricks on me in the dark.” I stood up and walked toward the elevator but Dawson grabbed 

my arm. I glanced back at him. He had the weirdest expression, like he was realizing something but 

couldn’t comprehend what it meant. 

“I’ll walk you back to your apartment,” he offered. 

“I’m fine, really.” Who was I kidding? I was scared shitless and he probably knew it. 

“Someone who’s alright isn’t hanging out in the lobby after midnight in their bare feet,” he replied. 

I looked down and noticed I hadn’t even put my shoes on. No wonder I was so cold. I grimaced. 

“I’m taking you back to your apartment.” I let him, too tired to argue. 

We waited a millennia for the elevator as usual but at least it wasn’t awkward this time. When we got 

to my apartment door I stood in front of it, too scared to move forward. What if the red eyes were on the 



other side staring back at me? 

I stepped away from the door. “I can’t do it.” 

Dawson went ahead and turned the handle.  

I peeked around his shoulder into an empty kitchen. I chanced a look at the living room and it was 

just as empty. He looked at me but I shook my head so he stepped in first. 

He made a tour of the room. “It seems pretty quiet to me.” 

I looked nervously at my bedroom door. Dawson seemed to pick up on my apprehension because he 

walked over and looked in. 

“I don’t see any— Now what do we have here?” He walked in and came out holding Sparky. 

I felt my face turn red; mortified. I stomped over to him and went to grab Sparky but was distracted 

by movement out of the corner of my eye. I turned my head toward the shadow and screamed. 

Something tall and thin with pale skin and long white hair stared at me with glowing red eyes. Its body 

moved in and out of the shadows. 

“Callidus Umbra,” Dawson whispered beside me.  

The shadow seemed to recognize him and promptly disappeared into my wall.  

I don’t know how long I gazed at that spot but I noticed Dawson kneel down in front of me and I 

began to wonder when I had sat down on the floor. 

“Alice?” When I didn’t respond he continued, “I’ll be right back, I’m just going to talk to Maegan 

and bring her back here, okay?” 

My brain seemed to be processing this in slow motion, because it took me a moment to react. “Don’t 

leave me here.” 

“I’m just going down the hall, you’ll hardly notice I’m even gone,” he tried to tell me, but I wasn’t 

really listening. 

“You can’t leave me here.” I grabbed his arm, pleading with him. “Please don’t leave me here alone.” 

He took my hand and helped me up before heading for the door. He didn’t question when I didn’t let 

go of his hand, and led me down the hall to Maegan’s apartment. She must have been expecting him 

because she answered on the first knock and was about to say something when she noticed me standing 

beside him.  

“We have a problem,” Dawson said and went on to explain what had just happened.  

Her expression became more puzzled the longer he spoke. “Why would the Umbra be after her? 

She’s just a human.” 

I felt so confused by her comment. Of course I’m human, what a silly thing to question. “What’s an 

Umbra,” I asked, but they didn’t seem to hear me. 

“We can’t leave her alone in case they come back,” Dawson said. 

“I’m not playing babysitter for you,” she replied. 

Dawson seemed annoyed by her response. “I’ll call Lainey. If you’re not going to be helpful, at least 

try and be useful.” 

Maegan closed her door, leaving us alone in the hall.  

Dawson mumbled a few choice words before pulling out his cell phone. “Hey, Lainey? I need a 

favour.” I could hear a muffled voice on the other end. “I’m sorry it’s so late but I need you to meet me 

at Maegan’s complex. Apartment 814, I’ll be waiting for you.” 

 He led me back to my apartment and sat me on the couch before walking over to the kitchen. I could 

hear cupboards opening and closing. A few minutes later he presented me with a mug of steaming hot 

liquid. It smelled like peppermint but had a funny after taste.  

“You’ll want to drink that,” he said when I made a face, “It should help calm your nerves.” 

I nodded, taking another sip, and continued to stare at him, still feeling pretty dazed. I don’t know 



how much time passed sitting in silence, sipping my tea. Eventually there was a knock on my door and 

Dawson got up to answer it. Suddenly feeling very tired I laid down and succumbed to my exhaustion. 

 

I woke up the next morning feeling groggy and slightly disoriented. I was still on the couch but 

someone had wrapped me in my quilt. Sitting up, I looked around and noticed a girl with electric blue 

hair sleeping in my chair. She looked young. I tried to get up but the room started to spin and I fell back 

on the couch. The girl’s eyes shot open at the sudden noise and she jumped up. She was shorter than I 

expected, probably five foot four. When her eyes finally settled on me I noticed they were the same 

violet as Dawson’s. 

“You’re awake,” she said in a high pitched voice.  

“Who are you and why are you in my house?” I said. 

“Oh my god, I’m so sorry, my name is Lainey.” When I continued to stare at her she continued. “I’m 

Dawson’s sister, do you remember what happened last night?” 

I tried to think about it but my head started to hurt. When the memories of a tall shadow and red eyes 

crept back in my mind I shuddered. “You mean that wasn’t a dream?” 

“You’re probably totally freaking.” She starting to ramble, “I still remember the first time I saw the 

Callidus Umbra. It’s not something you ever forget, trust me. Anyways, Dawson was super paranoid 

about leaving you here by yourself so that’s why I’m here. He said he’d stop by to check in later.” 

“What’s a Callidus Umbra,” I asked. 

“They’re world eaters,” she said gravely. “They consume until a whole world has been turned to 

shadow.” 

I stared at her incredulously, was this girl on crack? Shadows that eat worlds? They can’t seriously 

expect me to believe this shit. 

“But it’s so weird,” she continued, “They never show themselves to humans.” 

“You all need to stop calling me human as if I could be anything else! This doesn’t even make sense, 

are you on drugs? Can you even hear yourself speak?” I snapped. 

She seemed taken aback. “I.. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said anything, I just thought—” 

“I don’t mean to be rude, but I really think you should leave.” I started leading her through the 

kitchen to the door. 

“I really can’t, Dawson would be so angry with me if I just left you here unprotected,” she protested. 

I almost laughed. “Yeah, sorry, Dawson needs to get over himself. He really shouldn’t have brought 

you into this. I’m done with whatever joke he’s trying to pull.”  I opened my door and went to nudge her 

out. 

“Dawson would never d—” 

“Good morning, buttercup.” Dawson looked down at me from my doorway. 

“I swear to god if you call me buttercup one more time…” Igave him the steeliest glare I could 

muster.  

Dawson leaned over and whispered something to Lainey before kissing her on the cheek and saying 

goodbye.  

She looked over at me and smiled. “I hope we can meet again, preferably under better circumstances.” 

She bounced off down the hall.  

Dawson turned back to me and grinned. “Is that a challenge? Because I love a good challenge.” 

“I don’t have the patience for you today Dawson. I’m exhausted, I have to get ready for class tonight 

and the room is starting to spin again.” I couldn’t understand why I felt so awful, it couldn’t just be 

stress. I felt like I had woken up three hours after taking a large dose of Nyquil. I went to lay back down 

on the couch, hoping at least the room might stop circling around my head. “Close the door on your way 



out would ya?”  

I bundled up under my quilt and stuck my head underneath a pillow. If I just fell back asleep maybe I 

could convince myself this had all been a really bad dream. I heard footsteps and peeked up from my 

hiding place to see Dawson standing over the couch. Who was I kidding, this wasn’t a perfect world. 

“I thought I told you to leave,” I said too tired to really do anything except continue my glaring. 

“What you say and what I do are two completely different things buttercup,” he replied. 

“I told you to stop calling me that.” I yawned and felt myself drifting to sleep again. 

 

A Skype call pulled me from dreamland but I couldn’t motivate myself to get up and answer it. 

“How do you pick up calls on this thing?” 

I shot up on the couch and saw Dawson sitting at my desk. “What the hell are you still doing here? 

Get out of my house!” 

“I’m pretty sure it’s your mom,” he replied. 

Oh shit. By the time I had scrambled over the couch I was too late. My mom stared up at me looking 

surprised. There I was disheveled and still in my pajamas standing behind Dawson, my quilt hanging on 

the couch in the background. I wanted to tell her this wasn’t what it looked like, but I don’t know if 

she’d even believe me. How embarrassing. 

She looked from Dawson to me. “Hi honey, I didn’t mean to interrupt anything.” 

“You’re not interrupting anything Mom, Dawson was just leaving,” I said, staring daggers into his 

back. 

He turned to face me, a big grin on his face. “But we were having so much fun.” 

“This is not fun,” I hissed. I swear my eye was starting to twitch. 

“Alice, you’re obviously busy, I’ll just call back tomorrow,” Mom said. 

Dawson turned his dazzling smile on her and waved at the screen. “Have a good evening Mrs. 

Heatherly.” 

“You two stay out of trouble now.”  She winked right before she hung up. My mom, winked. My jaw 

dropped. 

When I turned my eyes on Dawson I think seething was an understatement. He got up from my 

computer as I marched over. “What the fuck is wrong with you?! Are you out of your mind?! Do you 

know what my mom is probably thinking right now?” I went to punch him in the stomach but my fist 

only met lean hard muscle. “Fuck!” I shook my hand out but it still hurt like a bitch. 

“Woah, watch the language buttercup. What’s with the show of violence?” He was grinning ear to ear. 

“You’re mom is probably thinking her daughter snagged the hottest boyfriend on campus.” 

That was it. I walked behind him and tried to push him toward my door but this man was built like a 

wall; a very attractive, unadulterated, wall of… Nope, stop it right there, don’t even finish that thought. 

“Come on, it’s time for you to leave, I have to get ready for class,” I said still trying to push him. 

“Teasing you offers so much amusement though.” He looked back at me.  

“Why are you so frustrating?” I growled and he finally started moving toward the door. 

I grabbed for the handle and jerked it open, feeling a sense of relief as I watched him walk over the 

threshold. Before I could close the door he turned around and leaned over until his face was so close I 

could feel his breath tickle my cheek. Deep violet eyes bore into me, his look intense and my voice 

caught in my throat. I could hear my heart hammering in my ears.  

“They will be back.” He spoke softly but his voice was sure. “When they find something they want, 

they always come back.” 

He was gone before I could say hallelujah. I stood there for a few moments, too shocked to move. I 

watched as the elevator door closed and he disappeared from sight. I wanted to discount what he said, 



but I couldn’t shake the bad feeling forming in my gut. I looked around my empty apartment and felt 

uneasy in the quiet. I really wasn’t looking forward to going out after everything that had happened, but 

being stuck in the apartment seemed worse. Trying to push everything out of my mind I headed off to 

get ready, besides, maybe my intro to psych class would give me some perspective.  

 


