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  Dedication



For Benjiman —

my loyal companion, my shadow, my guardian between worlds.

You may have walked this earth on four paws,

but your spirit still stands beside me in every step, every word, every quiet moment of faith.

This story is your tribute — and through these pages, your light will never fade.

And to everyone who has ever loved and lost,

who’s ever felt a bond too deep for words —

this is for you, too.

Because love like that doesn’t end.

It transforms. — TC Neville Senior







  Prologue — “One Blue Eye”



They say dogs only see black and white. But I know different. One brown, one blue — that’s how the world marked me. The brown sees what’s real. The blue sees what’s hidden.

They called me Benjiman at the pound. Cold floors, loud cages, too many stories trapped behind metal bars. My bark? Loudest in the room. That’s what caught his attention. Curtis — tall, quiet, eyes like he’d already seen too much. He leaned on the gate, studying me like he was searching for something only I might have.

“Is he blind in that one eye?” he asked the lady. She said no. But I saw it then — the way he looked at me, like he already knew I wasn’t just another dog.

Curtis has Caribbean roots — that deep ancestral bloodline where prayers sound like chants and the air hums when spirits walk by. He’s an ex-Marine, combat veteran, a Sergeant who’s seen darkness most men can’t imagine. He carries both light and shadow, the good and the bad that travel through family lines too heavy for most hearts to hold. And yet, even he doesn’t know it — Curtis has a gift, a subtle power lying dormant, a spiritual thread he hasn’t yet fully grasped. I can sense it, and I’ve been sent to protect it.

Since he brought me home, I’ve been watching. This city breathes rough — cracked concrete, sirens, laughter that fights to stay alive. But there’s something else moving here, something colder. Faces that don’t belong, whispers that slip through walls. Curtis doesn’t see it, not yet. But he feels it. I see the way his spirit bends when the air gets thick — the weight pressing against him that ain’t from this side of life.

My blue eye catches what his can’t. Figures crawling in corners where light don’t reach. Shadows shaped like memory. Things that feed off grief, anger, and silence. I don’t know if my sight’s a blessing or a curse, but I know one thing for sure — I was sent here for him. To stand between what hunts him and what he still hopes for.

Some nights, when the house goes still, I feel them near — spirits that test boundaries, whisper names they shouldn’t. But they don’t cross when I’m watching. Not while I still breathe.

Because every soul deserves a guardian. And mine just happens to have one brown eye for the world I walk… and one blue eye for the one that never sleeps.






I

The Streets Between Worlds


The streets whisper with more than traffic and voices. Curtis, a Marine haunted by war and ancestry, rescues Benjiman—a cocker spaniel with one blue eye that sees beyond sight. Together they navigate a city breathing with hidden forces, where shadows move with purpose and faith is tested by what walks unseen. Every step draws them closer to the truth: some battles are fought between worlds.







  
  
  Homecoming

  
  




The city smelled of asphalt and exhaust, a bitter perfume that clung to every corner. Sirens trailed in the distance, wailing like restless ghosts, while neon lights flickered off cracked sidewalks. Curtis tightened his grip on the leash as we stepped out of the pound, my paws clicking against the pavement. I padded beside him, alert, ears tuned to every scrape, every whisper of the wind.

Curtis had that quiet presence, the kind that made people notice without saying a word. Tall, solid, disciplined — ex-Marine, a Sergeant, a man trained to see danger before it reached him. But even his sharp eyes didn’t see everything. Not like mine. I caught shadows that clung too long to alleyways, whispers that slipped between buildings.

We didn’t speak much. Curtis’ voice was calm, steady, but I felt the tension under the surface, a pull of something he didn’t understand yet. His hand brushed the back of my head — a brief touch, grounding, comforting. I knew my job was to protect him, to watch the things he couldn’t, the things that moved where the light didn’t reach.

The walk home wasn’t long, but it was enough for me to map the streets in my mind. Every corner, every flicker of movement. Every glance at the sky, the clouds whispering like ancestors just out of reach. Curtis paused at a streetlight, squinting into the distance, as if sensing something he couldn’t name. That’s when I knew. He had a gift too — buried deep, waiting to awaken. And the city… this city would test it.

When we reached the apartment, he fumbled with the keys, muttering under his breath, and I slipped past him, sniffing the doorframe, the faint scent of previous tenants lingering. It was nothing like the pound — quiet, but heavy, the kind of stillness that hides secrets. I stayed close, one eye on the hall, the other on Curtis. He didn’t notice the subtle tremor of energy in the air, the way the shadows gathered just beyond sight.

“You’re home now, Benjiman,” he said softly, finally kneeling to look at me. The sound of his voice — warm, steady — made the room feel safer. But I knew the streets outside, the corners beyond these walls, weren’t done with us yet.

I barked once, low and deliberate, letting the city know I was here. Curtis didn’t understand why the hair along my back lifted, why my gaze lingered on spaces where no one stood. But I did. I always did. And I would always be ready.

Because some guardians are born, not chosen. And I was born for him.








  
  
  Whispers in the Alley

  
  




The night was thick, humid, and heavy with the smell of rain lingering in the cracked streets. Curtis had just settled in, tossing his keys on the counter and loosening the strap of his jacket. I padded silently behind him, ears twitching at every scrape, every creak. The city hummed like it was alive, whispering secrets only I could hear.

Curtis moved methodically, unpacking a few things from the duffel bag he’d carried in from the Marine Corps. There was a quiet pride in his movements, a discipline honed by years in combat. Yet beneath the routine, there was tension — a weight pressing against his shoulders, a pull he didn’t understand.

I stopped at the window, nose to the glass, catching movement outside. Shadows twisted along the alley across the street. Not just the usual city life — something different. Something waiting. I growled low, my brown eye scanning the familiar streets while my blue eye searched for what lingered unseen.

Curtis noticed my alertness. “What is it, boy?” he asked, voice calm but sharp, like a soldier trying to read a situation he couldn’t fully grasp. I tilted my head, silent warning enough. He frowned, rubbing the back of his neck.

“Maybe it’s nothing,” he muttered, though I felt the subtle shift in his energy — the gift stirring, awakening. He didn’t realize it yet, but he sensed more than he thought. And whatever moved out there… it was testing both of us.

I leapt to the door when a distant whisper of movement tickled my senses. The city was alive with sounds, but this was different — deliberate, patient, almost playful in its menace. Curtis stiffened beside me, instinctive tension kicking in, even before he knew what he was sensing. That’s when I knew my job had only just begun.

Some spirits don’t announce themselves. They don’t wait for permission. They crawl in the corners of memory and shadow, feeding off fear, anger, and silence. And I could see them. Protecting Curtis meant standing between him and things he didn’t yet know existed.

He finally knelt beside me, hands on my shoulders. “I don’t know why I feel it,” he whispered, almost to himself, “but I feel… watched.”

I pressed close, letting him feel my steady presence, a reminder that he wasn’t alone. His gift was real — dormant, yes, but it was there. And together, we would face whatever waited in the streets between worlds.

Because the city doesn’t just belong to the living. And neither do we.








  
  
  Shadows at the Gate

  
  




The next morning, the streets smelled of damp asphalt and burnt coffee, the kind that made the city feel alive but wary. Curtis had stepped out for a quick run to the corner store, leaving me by the window, ears tuned to every creak, every distant shuffle.

That’s when I saw them.

Tasha. Tall, sharp-eyed, moving with the sort of confidence that demanded attention. At her side, a female cocker spaniel — Alexis. Beautiful coat, polished movements, but something about her eyes… sly, calculating. They weren’t just playing in the sunlight like ordinary dogs. No, Alexis mirrored her owner in subtle ways: deceptive, cunning, and untrustworthy.

Curtis returned just as Tasha and Alexis stopped at the foot of the stoop across the street. I growled low, the blue eye catching movement that belonged to neither this world nor the living. Curtis paused, frowning, sensing the tension in the air, though he didn’t yet know what triggered it.

Tasha smiled — a flash of charm masking something sharp underneath. “Morning,” she said, voice smooth like oil on concrete. “That’s a handsome boy you’ve got there.”

I didn’t relax. Something in her words didn’t match the energy I felt radiating from her and Alexis. Shadows clung to them, subtle, but wrong. Curtis smiled politely, unaware of the weight behind my growl, unaware of the subtle danger crouched beneath the ordinary.

I stepped forward, nose twitching. Alexis tilted her head, her movements too calculated, too precise for a normal dog. She and Tasha shared glances that whispered things I couldn’t yet translate — intentions hidden behind charm and wagging tails. Curtis’s eyes flicked between us, sensing tension but unsure why.

I pressed close to him, letting him feel my presence — a warning, a reminder. There are forces in this city that wear masks and smile like friends, but they hunt in whispers. Tasha and Alexis were not here to make conversation. They were here to probe, to test.

Curtis scratched behind my ears. “I don’t know why,” he muttered, voice low, “but I feel… like they’re not what they seem.”

Exactly.

I bared my teeth just slightly, enough to make the warning clear. Tasha’s smile didn’t falter. She knew I saw her, knew I saw Alexis, knew that nothing was truly hidden from me. And yet, she moved with the same confidence, deception wrapped tight like a second skin.

The city was alive with light and shadow, but some shadows were deliberate. Alexis and Tasha carried theirs like a warning. And I knew, deep down, this was only the beginning of their game.

Because every predator comes in pairs — sometimes human, sometimes canine, and sometimes both.








  
  
  Testing the Boundaries

  
  




The next evening, the city felt heavier, the air thick with rain that hadn’t yet fallen. Curtis was in the kitchen, quietly unpacking groceries, unaware that eyes — both human and canine — followed him through the walls, through the alleys, and into the shadows.

I padded to the door, tail low but alert, ears picking up whispers the human ear could never catch. Tasha and Alexis were near again. Not just across the street this time — closer, probing, circling, testing our boundaries like hunters before the first strike.

Curtis hummed under his breath, arranging the kitchen table. He paused, sensing something odd — a ripple of energy he couldn’t name. The gift inside him stirred, faint but undeniable. I pressed close, brushing against his leg, my brown eye on him, my blue eye on the corner where shadows moved too fast to belong.

A soft tap at the door caught our attention. Tasha’s voice filtered through the frame, sweet and casual. “Hi, Curtis. Just wanted to say hello… again.”

I growled low, hair on my back rising. Alexis sat perfectly still at Tasha’s heels, eyes sharp, studying us. It was too polite, too calculated. The scent of deceit was thick around them — the kind that smelled like whispers and unfinished business. Curtis opened the door slowly, smiling, unaware that danger walked right up to the threshold.

“Morning… afternoon,” Curtis said, cautious but polite. “Come in?”

Tasha stepped over the threshold with Alexis close behind, their presence unsettling. The shadows seemed to cling to them, bending unnaturally as they entered. Curtis froze for a moment, noticing the shift in the air, the way the room felt suddenly smaller, charged.

I stayed between them and Curtis, ears forward, muscles tense. I could sense the intent — probing, testing, seeking advantage. They were looking for a crack, a weakness, a moment they could exploit. But they hadn’t accounted for me.

Tasha smiled, hand extended. “I just wanted to meet the famous Benjiman,” she said, voice smooth, honeyed. Alexis tilted her head, following my every movement, a mirror of cunning.

I barked once, low and deliberate, enough to make my warning clear. Curtis froze, eyes widening as he finally felt it — the unseen energy pressing against him. The gift he didn’t fully understand had stirred, and Tasha and Alexis had felt it too.

Tasha’s smile didn’t falter. “Interesting,” she whispered, almost to herself. Then she backed toward the door, Alexis following perfectly, tails low but eyes sharp.

Curtis looked down at me. “What… what was that?”

I licked his hand, calm now but ever watchful. “They’re testing us,” I seemed to say. “And the game has only begun.”

The city outside carried on, oblivious, but inside, the boundaries had shifted. Curtis didn’t fully understand his own power yet, and I would need to guide him — protect him from forces that knew how to hide behind charm, wit, and the most loyal of companions.

Because some lessons come at the edge of trust… and some guardians never blink.








  
  
  The First Shadow

  
  




The city’s hum was different that night. Louder, sharper, like it knew something was coming. Curtis had left the apartment briefly to run an errand, leaving me inside, alert, ears swiveling at every creak and whisper.

That’s when it started.

A shadow moved across the hallway — too fluid, too deliberate to be human. I barked low, my growl vibrating through the walls. The blue eye caught it first, shapes that shifted beyond the ordinary. It was no ordinary intruder. This was something… darker.

Curtis returned just as the front door rattled. His presence grounded the air, but I could feel his gift stirring, faint and raw. The shadow paused, sensing the two of us together, hesitant but curious.

Tasha and Alexis were out there too, I knew it. They had been watching, waiting, their deception hiding something deeper. And now, the first test had begun.

I lunged toward the shadow, barking, teeth bared, warning it away. Curtis froze, sensing the pressure, the energy I could see. He didn’t need to understand the details — only to trust.

The shadow hissed and recoiled, moving back toward the alley. I followed, keeping a low growl, ears flicking at every movement. Outside, the night smelled of wet concrete, exhaust, and something faintly sulfurous — the scent of spirits not at rest.

Curtis stepped beside me, instinctively placing a hand on my head. The touch grounded us both, and I felt him — his gift, his dormant energy, beginning to react. Light bent subtly around him, as if the air acknowledged the awakening of something powerful.

From the darkness, Alexis emerged, eyes gleaming unnaturally, her movements precise and unnatural. Tasha’s shadow flickered just behind her. Their smiles were gone. This wasn’t about charm anymore. It was a challenge.

I barked again, fierce and unwavering, placing myself firmly between Curtis and the approaching threat.

Curtis murmured under his breath, almost to himself, “I don’t know why… but I can feel it.”

Exactly.

The city streets were alive with unseen tension. Every alley, every flicker of shadow carried intent. And tonight, the first confrontation had begun — a test of loyalty, courage, and the unseen bond between a man and the dog who saw everything.

I didn’t flinch. I never flinched.

Because protecting Curtis was more than a duty. It was my purpose. And some shadows, no matter how cunning, could never pass the guardian with one blue eye.








  
  
  The Awakening

  
  




Curtis had always been disciplined, trained, precise. But tonight, something was different. The city seemed to hum with energy he couldn’t explain, a vibration that pulsed beneath the asphalt and walls. I could feel it, his dormant gift stirring, reacting to forces he didn’t yet understand.

We walked the streets together, cautious. My paws hit the concrete lightly, ears tuned to every subtle sound — the shift of wind, the whisper of movement in alleyways, the faint scent of Alexis and Tasha lingering nearby. They were clever, patient, testing their deception like a net, waiting for a moment to strike.

Curtis stopped suddenly. His eyes glazed slightly, hands brushing his temples. The air thickened, as if pressing against him. He didn’t speak, but I could feel it — a surge of awareness, an energy connecting him to the unseen.

“Benjiman…” he murmured, low, uncertain. I pressed close, nudging him, grounding him. “I don’t… I feel something,” he admitted. “Like… the streets are alive.”

Exactly.

From the shadows, movement flickered — Alexis’ delicate frame slipping through the alley, Tasha’s silhouette following. But this time, they didn’t hide completely. They were testing Curtis’ reaction, pushing boundaries, trying to provoke something he hadn’t yet controlled.

I barked sharply, low and deliberate, placing myself squarely in the line of sight. Curtis blinked, and then slowly, deliberately, his gaze shifted. Light bent subtly around him — unnoticed by most — a glow of recognition, the first sign of his awakening gift.

Tasha stopped, sensing the change. Alexis stiffened, ears twitching. They hadn’t anticipated this yet — Curtis wasn’t just a man; he was becoming something more, something their tricks couldn’t easily sway.
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