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[image: ]




It was a beautiful Monday morning. Cyrus Donovan walked down the quiet streets of the city, the aroma of his cappuccino lingering in the crisp air, steam curling upward like ghostly fingers before disappearing into the pale light of dawn. The city was just beginning to stir, cars glinting in the early sun, pedestrians moving with the predictability of machines, and Cyrus felt a brief, almost indulgent calm before entering the stark, fluorescent lit world of his office.

Inside, the clinic was quiet, sterile, almost antiseptic in its perfection. The walls were a soft, clinical white, punctuated by certificates in thin black frames, each one promising authority and professionalism. The faint hum of the air conditioning was the only sound beyond the ticking of a wall clock. Cyrus slid into his leather chair behind the polished oak desk, arranging his notes with meticulous care. The calm of the room, the ritual of the morning coffee, the precision of the desk these were the anchors he clung to in the often chaotic currents of human despair.

A knock at the door broke the silence, tentative but insistent.

“Come in,” Cyrus called, his voice measured, professional.

The door opened slowly, and Delvin Harris stepped inside. She looked smaller than he remembered, or perhaps the light of the morning made her shadows sharper, her frame more fragile. Her eyes were red rimmed, cheeks wet with tears, and her hands trembled ever so slightly as she clutched her purse.

“Good morning, Dr. Donovan,” she said, her voice brittle, almost breaking.

“Good morning, Miss Harris,” he replied, sliding a folder toward him and gesturing to the chair across from his desk. “How was your weekend?”

Delvin sank into the chair, wringing her hands as if to wring the fear out of them. “Not... good,” she said, the words catching like shards of glass in her throat.

Cyrus leaned back slightly, studying her. “What do you mean?” he asked, calm but probing, the tone of a doctor trained to see beneath the surface of words.

“She is still here,” she whispered, voice trembling. “My Damon... It is still hunting me.”

Cyrus’s hand paused mid note. “Did you take the pills I prescribed?”

“Yes,” she said quickly, almost defensively. “But they are not working. My Damon... she is still hunting me.” Fear clawed at her voice, sharpened by desperation.

Cyrus shook his head slowly, the professional mask of patience in place. “There are no such things as Damons,” he said gently, “they don’t exist.”

Delvin laughed suddenly, a sharp, brittle sound that reverberated off the sterile walls of the office. It was not a laugh of amusement but of despair made audible. “They exist,” she said, her voice dropping, almost reverent. “They exist in hell... in our minds. We try to forget them, we try to run... and then they come back to remind us.”

Cyrus exhaled slowly, pinching the bridge of his nose. “This Damon you’re speaking of... it started when you made up an imaginary friend as a child?”

“Clarice,” she said, her voice breaking, almost a whisper. “She was my imaginary friend. And now... now she’s hunting me. She killed my two boys. She killed my husband.”

Cyrus swallowed, forcing calm into his voice. “They... died in an accident, Delvin. You know that. There is no... Clarice.”

“It was her!” she shouted suddenly, the office walls trembling slightly under the force of her despair. “I know what I’m talking about!”

Cyrus leaned back, steepling his fingers, watching her. Her case was far worse than he had anticipated, more severe than any textbook could have prepared him for. “Delvin... I think you need a more structured environment. I think rehab could help.”

“They can’t help me,” she said, shaking her head violently. Her eyes, wide and unblinking, seemed to search the ceiling as if for a presence only she could see. “You... you can’t help me. I thought you would believe me, but you’re just like the rest of them. Everyone thinks I’m crazy. Everyone... but we all have a Damon. And yours... yours will come for you.”

With that, she stood abruptly, the chair scraping sharply against the tile floor, and she stormed out, the door slamming with a deafening finality.

For a long moment, the office was silent. The hum of the air conditioning returned to prominence, the clock ticking deliberately, rhythmically, as though nothing had occurred. Yet the air seemed different, heavier, charged, as though her presence had left an imprint, a residue of fear that clung stubbornly to the walls. Cyrus exhaled slowly, trying to summon his rational mind.

He glanced at the empty chair, at the folder still lying open on his desk, at the cup of coffee cooling beside it. Every instinct screamed that something was wrong, that something intangible had entered the room and refused to leave. He shook his head, chiding himself for the irrational thought. A doctor must remain rational. Ghosts were not real. Imaginary friends were not real. Damons... were not real.

Yet when he closed his eyes for a fraction of a second, he thought he saw a shadow flit across the corner of the office, a movement that could have been imagined but the chill it left in his chest was anything but imagination.

He rose and moved to the window, pulling back the blinds slightly. The city stretched beyond, indifferent, alive, normal. The street outside was populated with ordinary people, walking in ordinary routines, oblivious to the horrors that, perhaps, only the human mind could perceive. He let the blinds fall and turned back to his desk, trying to recenter himself in the clinical reality of his office.

He sat down again, picking up his pen, flipping through Delvin’s file. He read through the clinical notes, the history, the medication logs, the patterns of her sleep and appetite. Every detail, he thought, could be explained, diagnosed, treated. Every pattern pointed to trauma, grief, psychosis but nothing could explain the intensity of the fear she carried, the conviction in her voice, the certainty that something real and malevolent had been hunting her.

Cyrus tried to take a sip of his now cold cappuccino. The bitter taste was grounding, though it did little to calm the creeping unease that seemed to have settled in the corners of his office. He rubbed his eyes, leaning back in the chair, trying to remind himself that he was trained, prepared, rational.

And yet... the thought lingered.

What if she wasn’t entirely wrong?

The thought struck him and recoiled immediately, as if the words themselves were dangerous. Damons did not exist. Imaginary friends did not turn murderous. But... the precision in her fear, the specificity of her accusations... it gnawed at the edges of his certainty.

The office seemed to darken subtly, though the lights were still on. Shadows gathered in the corners where corners should not be, edges blurred slightly as though the room itself were breathing, expanding and contracting with a rhythm he could not identify. He shook his head again, trying to force himself back into the clinical mindset.

“Just a patient,” he muttered aloud. “Just a patient. Trauma manifests in strange ways. Fear manifests in strange ways. Nothing else.”

But even as he said the words, he felt them resonate strangely against the walls, against the floor, against the very air around him. Something unnameable had entered his office, had existed in the same space as him, had looked at him with the same intensity that Delvin’s eyes had held, and now... now it lingered.

Cyrus stood, pacing slowly behind his desk. He checked the door again, then the window, the blinds, the lock. Everything was as it should be. The office, the city outside, his life everything was normal. And yet normality had never felt so fragile.

He returned to his chair, tried to focus on the charts, the patient notes, the medical journals stacked neatly on the shelves. Each paper, each printed line of ink, was a reminder of reason, of science, of the tangible.

And yet, in the silence, he thought he could hear it: a faint whisper, a breath of sound that might have been real, might have been imagined, curling around the edges of his mind.

Cyrus leaned back in his chair, staring at the ceiling, willing the rational part of his mind to silence the fear creeping steadily into his chest. He was a doctor, a professional, a man of reason. He had handled grief, delusion, and trauma. He had faced the darkness of human minds before.

But something about Delvin Harris... something about the conviction in her eyes, the intensity of her fear, the certainty in her voice... had changed something.

And as the clock ticked relentlessly forward, the sterile office, the clinical walls, the certificates in their perfect black frames everything seemed suddenly... fragile.

Outside, the city continued its indifferent hum. Inside, Cyrus Donovan felt, perhaps for the first time in his career, that the unknown had come to sit beside him and it was watching him. 

***
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CYRUS FINALLY LEFT the office later than usual, the sun already tilting toward the horizon, casting long, golden shafts of light through the city streets. The warmth of the day did little to ease the tight knot of unease coiling in his chest. Delvin Harris’s words echoed relentlessly: “Everyone has a Damon... and yours will come for you.”

He walked home in silence, the cappuccino long forgotten, the clatter of traffic and distant voices dulled by the storm of thought in his mind. Rationally, he tried to dismiss it. She was a patient. Traumatized, delusional, desperate. That was all. But the sensation of being watched, of unseen eyes lingering just at the edge of perception, refused to leave him.

His apartment was quiet when he arrived, the lobby dim and antiseptic like his office. He pressed the elevator button, waited, and let out a long, unthinking breath as the doors closed. His home smelled faintly of dinner garlic and roasting chicken, an anchor of normalcy that should have reassured him.

“Cyrus!” His wife’s voice rang from the kitchen. “You’re late!”

He forced a smile, though it didn’t quite reach his eyes. “Long day,” he said, removing his coat. He hung it carefully on the rack, the act almost ritualistic, grounding him in the physical world.

“Long day?” she echoed, walking toward him, concern etched in her features. She was always perceptive, noticing the small shifts in his demeanor he tried to hide. “Sit down. Tell me what happened today.”

Cyrus hesitated, the words lodged in his throat. How could he explain the irrational fear, the certainty of her conviction, the feeling of something lingering in his office that should not have been there? Rationally, he knew he should speak clinically, but the words he had practiced in his head sounded hollow.

“It... a patient,” he began finally. “Delvin Harris. She... she believes she’s being hunted by something she calls a Damon. She’s... convinced it killed her family.”

His wife’s brow furrowed. “I remember her case,” she said softly. “That’s... horrifying. But you told her—”

“I did. I told her it wasn’t real,” he interrupted, a note of frustration creeping into his voice. “I did everything I could, but... it’s more severe than I expected. And then... she said something. Something I can’t... shake.”

“What did she say?”

He paused, staring at the floor, the words bitter in his mouth. “She said... everyone has a Damon. And that one day, mine will come for me.”

His wife’s hand found his, squeezing lightly. “Cyrus... She's unstable. You know that. It’s fear talking. Nothing more.”

He wanted to believe her. He needed to. But the unease had followed him home, and even in the familiar warmth of his apartment, he could feel it pressing against the edges of his perception.

“Maybe,” he said quietly, rubbing the back of his neck. “But... it stayed with me. In the office. After she left, I felt... something. Like someone... watching. I know it sounds irrational, but—”

She let out a quiet sigh, her eyes softening. “Cyrus, you can’t let her words take root in your mind. You’ve seen enough cases to know that fear can convince people of anything... even rational, sane minds.”

He nodded, though the tightness in his chest remained. There was a silence then, heavy, broken only by the faint clatter of pots from the kitchen. She studied him carefully, as if weighing whether to say something she had been holding back.

Finally, she spoke. “There’s something I need to tell you. About our son.”

Cyrus frowned, concerned about knitting his brows. “What is it?”

“James,” she said gently, using their son’s name in a way that made the pit in his stomach deepen. “He’s... been bullied at school. For being... well... for being fat.”

Cyrus felt a flash of anger, protective and hot, and then guilt for not noticing sooner. “Why didn’t he tell us?”

“He tried,” she said. “But he’s scared. He doesn’t want to upset you. He doesn’t want to upset anyone. He said... he thought it was his fault, that he should just... deal with it.”

Cyrus’s chest tightened further. The anger and guilt churned inside him, but beneath it, a quiet, creeping dread settled. His mind flicked back, unbidden, to Delvin’s words. “Everyone has a Damon... and yours will come for you.”

He shook his head, trying to dismiss it, to focus on the tangible, rational reality of his son’s suffering rather than the irrational fear of some imagined entity. “We’ll handle it,” he said firmly. “We’ll talk to his teachers, the school... make sure it stops. No child should have to face that.”

His wife nodded, but there was a lingering shadow in her eyes, the kind of shadow only someone who has seen fear and helplessness in a loved one can recognize. “Cyrus... you look... different. Like you’ve seen something.”

“I have,” he admitted quietly, feeling the weight of his words. “But not something real. Not tangible. Just... a patient. Fear. Trauma. That’s all.”

He wanted to leave it at that, to let the rational mind triumph over the creeping sense of unease, but he couldn’t. He had felt the faint whisper of something unplaceable, the lingering chill, the subtle distortion at the edges of perception. Rationality could explain a lot, but it couldn’t explain the weight in the air when he sat alone in his office after Delvin left.

Dinner passed in uneasy silence. Cyrus picked at his food, the garlic chicken tasting strangely metallic in his mouth. His wife tried to engage him in conversation, but he found his mind wandering, drifting back to the office, to the sense of presence that had refused to leave him.

Later, after James had gone to bed and the apartment had grown quiet, Cyrus sat in the living room, the soft light of a single lamp casting long shadows across the walls. He stared at the darkness beyond the windows, at the faint outlines of the city beyond, and for the first time in years, he felt a prickling at the back of his neck that was not just professional concern, not just fatigue it was fear.

He told himself it was the natural aftermath of a harrowing day, that Delvin’s words had simply stirred something primal in him. But deep down, he could not shake the certainty that something, somewhere, was waiting. Something unseen, patient, watching.

Cyrus reached for his coffee, reheated and bitter now, and took a slow sip. He tried to focus on the warmth, the mundane act of drinking, but the shadows seemed to shift subtly, as if the room itself were breathing, expanding, contracting in rhythm with his heartbeat.

He rubbed his eyes, leaning back, trying to convince himself. Rationality. Science. Clinical evidence. That’s all that mattered. That’s all that could protect him, his wife, his son.

And yet... he could not escape the memory of Delvin’s eyes, the clarity of her fear, the certainty with which she had declared that everyone has a Damon.

He shivered slightly, though the apartment was warm. Outside, the city lights twinkled peacefully, oblivious. But inside, Cyrus Donovan knew, with a cold certainty creeping along the edges of his mind, that some unknown force had entered his life that day. Something hungry.

***
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THE NIGHT HAD SETTLED into a heavy, almost oppressive quiet. The apartment was dark, only the faint moonlight cutting through the curtains, casting long, cold shadows across the floor. Cyrus finally drifted toward sleep, though Delvin’s words and the weight of the day lingered in his mind like a slow poison.

Then, piercing the silence, came a scream.

“Daddy!”

Cyrus bolted upright, heart hammering against his chest. For a moment, he thought it was part of some lingering nightmare, but another scream tore through the apartment, raw and desperate.

“Mommy! Daddy!”

He was out of bed in an instant, his wife at his side, both rushing down the hall. The apartment seemed darker than usual, shadows gathering thickly in the corners as if the walls themselves were closing in.

They reached Lisa’s room. The little girl sat upright in bed, her small body trembling violently, eyes wide and glistening with tears. The soft glow of a nightlight flickered against the walls, barely pushing back the darkness.

“Lisa!” his wife cried, kneeling beside her. “Sweetheart, what’s wrong?”

Lisa pointed toward the corner of her room, her tiny hands shaking. “A lady... in a black dress... she came to my room.”

Cyrus felt a cold weight settle in his chest. “Lisa, honey, it’s okay. There’s no one here. It’s just a bad dream.”

“It wasn’t a dream!” Lisa shouted, clutching her blanket tightly. “She gave me this. She said I had to give it to you, Daddy.”

Cyrus’s eyes narrowed. “Give me what, Lisa?”
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