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“May I look upon my soul and my shadow.” 

—The Egyptian Book of the Dead 

 



 

Chapter 1 

 

 

The Compound 

Sixteen years after the Armageddon 

The demon was so close now that she could feel its icy 

breath on her neck. Sarah Rivera swung her bedroom lamp at it 

as she lurched toward the door, yanked it open and dashed into 

the dark hallway. The corridor was longer than it had ever been, 

as though something unnatural had drawn it out before her so 

that she could never reach the end of it to get to safety.  

Running hard, she focused with all her might on the tiny 

emergency exit light that now seemed miles away. That beacon 

was the only source of illumination in what had otherwise 

become pitch blackness. Shadows loomed and stretched around 

the faraway light as though mocking it, mocking her, dimming 

its effectiveness as she reached out toward it. 

Then, as if the air around her had become molasses, her legs 

suddenly felt heavy and mired in a sticky goo of atmosphere, 

making her struggle just to put one foot before the other. She 
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tried to scream, even to call for her mother or father, but no 

sound came out.  

Pure panic gripped her as she saw her best friend’s bedroom 

door ajar. Tami would help her. They could fight this beast 

together. 

Sarah slogged through the density that clung to her legs and 

thrust her way through Tami’s open door. Tami was standing in 

the darkened room, hands on hips, face wearing her usual smart-

ass smile. But her friend’s eyes weren’t right. They weren’t 

Tami’s eyes. They were the eyes of the demon! 

The bedroom door slammed behind Sarah with a loud bang. 

Instantly the entire room went pitch black. Not even moonlight 

shone through the window. Sarah’s scream began in the pit of 

her stomach but never reached her throat. Her heart slammed 

against her breastbone. She could hear things moving in the dark, 

circling her, stirring the air.  

In the next second, she was awake.  

Sarah sat up quickly in the dark, panting. She immediately 

reached for her nightstand lamp and clicked it on, covering her 

heart with a hand. A slight sheen of perspiration made her tank 

top and panties cling to her body. The sheets around her were in 

a tangle about her legs, and she flung them off her. The pillows 

were gone from the bed, cast to the floor during the nightmare. 

Almost in tears, she leaned forward and rubbed her temples, 

feeling like her bedroom was closing in on her. Her head ached 

in a strumming throb. This was the third nightmare in a week. 






