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Chapter 1






The October wind cut through Kelly Donald's fleece jacket as she locked the shelter door behind her. After ten hours of barking dogs, hissing cats, and one especially mean parrot named Gerald, her shoulders ached and her ears rang. She adjusted her messenger bag, packed full of adoption paperwork that never seemed to shrink, and walked toward her battered Honda Civic in the gravel parking lot. It seemed to have been an exceptionally long and complicated day, and she looked forward to going home. 

Riverside Animal Rescue was on the edge of town, where the commercial area faded into abandoned warehouses and empty, overgrown lots. Kelly had worked there for three years, ever since she finished community college with a degree in animal science that hadn’t led to as many opportunities as she’d hoped. There didn't seem to be job opportunities that she originally thought were available when she did get her degree but she loved the rescue work anyway. 

She was halfway to her car when she heard a noise. It made her stop and look toward the old Blackwood Building across the street. The building had been empty for ten years, with dark, broken windows and a crumbling brick front. The city often talked about tearing it down, but it still stood, a quiet reminder of better days.

The sound came again—high-pitched and desperate. The cry cut through the evening air and hit Kelly straight in the chest. She knew it couldn't be anything other than what she was thinking. 

A kitten.

Kelly checked her watch. It was six forty-five. She had a frozen dinner at home and a Netflix queue waiting for her. But the cry sounded again, weaker now, and she found herself walking toward the building before she even thought about it.

The front entrance had been boarded up for years, but Kelly knew from local kids that there were ways to get in. She found a side door hanging off its hinges and slipped inside, using her phone as a flashlight.

Her phone’s beam cut through the darkness, thick with dust and decay. Water damage had warped the floors. Graffiti covered the walls with names, dates, and rough drawings. The air smelled of mold, rust, and something Kelly couldn’t name.

"Hello?" Her voice echoed in the empty space. "Kitty? Where are you?"

Another cry, clearer now. Coming from deeper in the building. Kelly moved carefully, testing each step before putting her full weight down. The floorboards creaked and groaned beneath her feet. Even though she was proceeding, she felt it was dangerous to be in this building, and she didn't want to get injured. 

She found the kitten in what used to be an office. It sat in the corner, partially hidden by an overturned filing cabinet. When Kelly's light hit it, two brilliant sapphire eyes reflected back at her.

Kelly caught her breath. The kitten was small, maybe eight weeks old, with silver-gray fur that shimmered in the phone’s light. Its ears were large and alert, and its face was delicate and angular. It looked like it belonged in a fairy tale.

"Hey there, little one." Kelly crouched down, extending her hand slowly. "It's okay. I'm not going to hurt you."

The kitten watched her with those impossibly blue eyes. It didn’t run or hiss. It just sat there, studying her with a look that seemed too wise for such a young animal.

Kelly moved closer and spoke in a soft, calm voice. "You must be hungry and cold. How about we get you somewhere warm? We’ll get you checked out and make sure you’re okay."

When she was close enough, she gently reached out and touched the kitten’s head. Its fur was incredibly soft. The kitten leaned into her hand, and Kelly felt a gentle vibration under her fingers. The kitten was purring.

"That's right. See? We're friends now." Kelly carefully and gently picked up the kitten. It fit perfectly in her hands, warm and surprisingly calm. Those blue eyes stared up at her, and for a moment, Kelly had the oddest feeling that the kitten was looking right through her and into her thoughts.

She shook off the feeling. It had been a long day, and her tired mind was probably just imagining things.

Walking back through the building, Kelly was careful not to jostle the kitten. When she stepped outside into the evening air, the kitten tucked its head against her chest to hide from the wind.

"Let's get you home," Kelly murmured. "I'll take you to the shelter tomorrow and get you properly examined. But tonight, you're with me." She had made the decision without much thought, and now she was taking the kitten home with her.

She unlocked her car with one hand and set the kitten in the passenger seat. It sat perfectly still, watching the windshield as Kelly drove through town toward her apartment on Maple Street.

Her small one-bedroom apartment was on the second floor of an old converted house. The landlord had a strict no-pets rule, but Kelly thought one night wouldn’t matter. She would keep the kitten quiet, take it to work in the morning, and no one would know.  After all, could she have left that little thing in that old building and not taken care of it? No, she wouldn't be comfortable with that decision. 

Inside her apartment, Kelly put the kitten on the kitchen floor and found a shallow bowl for water. The kitten drank delicately, then sat back and started grooming itself with its tiny pink tongue and paw, methodically cleaning her ears with the back of her paw drawn over them.

 The next thing was the search of the fridge where she found some leftover rotisserie chicken. She tore off a small piece and offered it to the kitten. It sniffed it, then ate with surprising manners for such a young animal.

"You’re very polite," Kelly said almost to herself because the cat wasn't listening as it eat. "Someone must have cared for you before. I wonder how you ended up in that building."

The kitten finished eating and looked up at her. Then, to Kelly’s surprise, it walked straight to her bedroom, jumped onto the bed with easy grace, and curled up on her pillow.

Kelly laughed. "Making yourself at home, I see."

The rest of the evening was routine: shower, pajamas, brushing her teeth, all the while aware of the small silver shape on her bed. When she finally got under the covers, the kitten stirred but stayed on the pillow.

Kelly reached out and stroked its head. "Goodnight, little one. Tomorrow we'll figure out where you belong."

The kitten's purr filled the quiet room. Kelly closed her eyes, suddenly exhausted. Within minutes, she was asleep.

And then she began to dream.








