
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Feline Hunt

By Kisses V.

––––––––

Copyright © 2026 by Kisses V.

All rights reserved.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


PREFACE
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They say that cats have nine lives. But what if the truth is far more terrifying? What if they do not live their own lives, but steal yours?

In the quiet village of Blackwood, the animals are not what they seem. They watch. They wait. They hunger. And they are far smarter, far older, and far deadlier than anyone could ever imagine.

This is not a tale of heroes and monsters. It is a story of survival against a terror that walks on soft paws, and a warning: never trust the silence, and never believe that something is harmless just because it looks soft and sweet.

Turn the page... but be careful. They might be watching you read.

PROLOGUE: The Silence Before

The village of Blackwood was a place forgotten by the wider world. It lay cradled in a valley surrounded by forests so ancient that the trees seemed to touch the very clouds. Life here moved to the rhythm of nature: the crowing of roosters, the clanging of the blacksmith’s hammer, and the slow passage of the sun across the sky. There were no machines, no devices, no magic—only wood, stone, and flesh.

But lately, a strange stillness had fallen over the land.

The birds, which usually filled the mornings with song, had gone quiet. The wind no longer rustled the leaves; it merely sighed, as if holding its breath. And then there were the cats.

At first, it was just a few strays, skulking in the alleys. But now, they were everywhere. They sat in rows upon the whitewashed fences, their tails moving in slow, synchronized sweeps. They perched on the rooftops, silent sentinels watching the streets below. They did not hunt mice, nor did they beg for food. They simply watched.

Their eyes were the most unsettling part. In the daylight, they were slitted and cold; in the dusk, they glowed with a faint, eerie light. They looked not like animals, but like something else wearing fur and claws.

And they were waiting.
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CHAPTER 1: The First Missing
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The morning mist clung to the grass like wet wool when the village realized that Gareth, the shepherd, had not returned. He had driven his flock up to the high pastures two days prior, and though he sometimes stayed overnight, he always sent word. This time, there was nothing but silence.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
L v

THE

FELINE HUNT

They look soft. They look harmless.
But they are hungry.
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