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PREFACE
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I wrote this book for all the people who don’t fit in a perfect box and refuse to be controlled and ruled by a certain religion or way of thinking. My aim is to make all aware that at any time, those with power, wealth, and clout can decide that they will pay people, even your family, to make you comply, or take from you something they want. All will follow along in the plot—the conspiracy really— in the name of financial gain, and praise from the power holders, the money holders. Beware of your finances, your surroundings, and who you allow into your life, including online with your personal information. I’m not trying to alarm anyone unnecessarily, but you know what I am talking about if you are currently going through it. They study you and find out everything about you over many years; and before you know it, it is too late. They are ready to destroy you. Most vulnerable are women, especially the single or divorced ones, immigrants, children, and anyone they think they can successfully isolate from friends and family. If you are the victim of human trafficking, organized stalking, gang stalking, community stalking (is another term for it), corporate stalking (is also another popular facet of it), harassment, blacklisting, and discrimination, these things are all criminal and illegal activities. Please contact some of the organizations I have listed on the back cover as their vast knowledge and information on the subject can help you. And whatever you do, do not let your family, friends, company, or place of work subject you to mental health testing or drug and alcohol testing if you know that there is no problem, as these are some of the specific tactics they use to get you misdiagnosed and institutionalized, and therefore further control you and your environment. And lastly, there are some great videos online and articles dealing with this subject, but please be aware that with some of their other playbook tactics of spyware and diverting websites, they also like placing misinformation throughout the web, just to further confuse and trick their victims. Be safe, be aware.
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CHAPTER 1

The Chosen One, the Charmed One
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On a cool spring day on March 23, 1996, a baby girl was born, under the Aries fire sign, in a small town near Salem, Massachusetts, to an outwardly ordinary middle-class family. She was a middle child with one older brother and one younger brother who would soon come a few years later. Her mother was of Brazilian black and Caucasian American descent, a mixture of stuff, but seemed to identify more with being African American, and her father was of Irish American descent, making her and her brothers very fair but biracial kids all the same. Chantelle was what they called her; and right from the beginning, she displayed the traits of a gifted or magical child, a natural knowing, about the physical world and the unseen world—as they would soon find out in accordance with her astral birth date, time, and year, which all lined up uniquely in multiples of threes, sixes, and nines. Before the age of five, she would tell her parents of dreams that predicted the future; she would see things like God’s or Jesus’s hand come from the ceiling, blessing and comforting her. She would think of a shooting star or specific people, and these things would appear out of the blue. Chantelle knew there was more to this world, and that she was different than others but was unable to express her thoughts and feelings on what she knew with any clarity at such a tender age.

She would tell her parents she was psychic and knew things about their future and past lives, past events, or the way much of the physical world around them worked, such as a person’s body changes every seven years—all things she just knew to be true, all before the age of five. Her family, being fairly religious and just not believing of such abilities, did not pay her too much attention, or would out right laugh it off as a child’s imagination. Soon Chantelle found herself a best friend, whom she met in grade 3, at the age of eight. Her name was Karen, and they were inseparable. Karen and Chantelle would do all the typical things girls would do—playing with dolls, combing each other’s hair, playing dress up and make-believe; but running into the forest and frolicking in nature was by far their favorite thing to do. On their many jaunts into the forest, they would frolic among the trees and the moss, pick flowers and various herbs, which they would place in jars for later use, all on Chantelle’s seemingly expert directions. They would make-believe interacting with fairies, genies, trolls, and other otherworldly dimensional beings. Beings who one day Chantelle confessed to her good friend, of now five years strong, that she was really seeing, and even interacted with, on a daily basis. Not believing her friend, Karen asked Chantelle to prove it. “What do these beings look like? Do they have a name? And where do you find them?” She puzzled herself with these questions for Chantelle. All great, inquisitive questions from a thirteen-year-old’s developing mind; but Karen had to admit—she always sensed something “different” in her friend, and that in all the years of them playing make-believe in the forest, the things Chantelle saw and sensed seemed quite specific, and colorful, for her to just make them up. But Karen never really questioned it until now. Chantelle looked at Karen in amazement; she could not believe that her friend did not already sense, or know, all these years. She proceeded to explain to her wide-eyed friend how, since a very young age, she had the ability to talk with otherworldly beings, as she liked to call them. That through her bedroom closet, which had become somewhat of a portal for her, she was able to call forth genies, called djinn in some cultures; fairies; other elementals and otherworldly beings; and, of course, deceased humans who wanted to come back to impart information or talk to loved ones. That evening, Chantelle and Karen spent time together at one of Chantelle’s favorite spots—the graveyard. There they mused about days gone by and talked about Chantelle’s fascinating, enchanting, yet very unusual and unbelievable childhood and the many magical potions and spells she had taught Karen to make and perform over the years. Spells and potions that Karen had assumed were make-believe and child’s play but always wondered why they always came to fruition. Now she knew. Back at school, Chantelle and Karen were as close and as inseparable as ever, but Karen soon had bad news for Chantelle. Her family was moving to New Orleans this summer as her father had taken a job out there. Chantelle was devastated to learn she would be losing her best friend, the only person she felt she could truly confide in. She felt as though her life was in a tailspin. No one understood her like Karen did—not her mom or dad, and definitely not her brothers. She felt very alone. Now with her friend’s going-away bash an unsettling memory of the near past, and with just over one month left before her scary and uninspiring entrance to high school, Chantelle found her time, when not working at her family’s antique shop, being consumed with teachings, visions, and learning lessons from above. Many of her protective otherworldly beings were sent to help her on her tough, but necessary, journey in this world, on earth; and she had much to learn. Other than a few vivid visions she had as a very young child, such as when “the Creator’s,” hand came through the ceiling and touched her with a magical, holy type of comfort of knowing and guidance, Chantelle felt emotionally alone. Chantelle spent her days in her closet, a.k.a. the portal room, practicing healing, love, and other spells, known, deep-seated knowledge of old, and talking, interacting with her friends from other dimensions. She never thought too much about the things she was able to do; even though she knew her brothers didn’t have these abilities, she still felt it was a “normal” thing that some people had them. It wasn’t until one fateful day, while she and her family were visiting a friend of her father’s, Dana, and Dana’s mother, that this friend announced to Chantelle’s dad and brother’s, “You know your daughter is a witch? She is what we call, a Natural Born Witch, and has been for many lifetimes?” This unsolicited announcement took everyone by surprise; there was a deafening silence in the room, but this information somehow, and in many ways, resonated with Chantelle, and along with Dana’s explanation, it explained a lot. The women could not wait to take Chantelle inside and talk to her about what this meant, being from a long line of witches themselves. What followed was a discussion on how and when her talents would fully come forth in her life—an exact date and time they really couldn’t know, but what they did know was that it would come, in “divine time.” Chantelle wrestled with the feeling of being born a witch,” which had negative connotations in history and still did in the present. As she would learn and read about the Salem Witch Trials in school, which again cast witches and those accused of witchcraft in a very bad light and warranted death, Chantelle would rather not label herself, always thinking to herself, I am what I am—nothing more, nothing less. She always wondered how one could deny what they were, how they were born, who they were. Surely, the Creator, as she liked to call him, staying away from the religious undertones that she so despised due to the fakeness of the many people she encountered under this label, would not want anyone to do so, she pondered. Chantelle had decided at a young age that she wasn’t sure how to feel about the whole “witch” thing or title, but she knew she was different, special, gifted; and she wasn’t going to let anyone make her feel bad for having natural gifts and abilities. She would spend hours in her room quietly playing and interacting with beings from the other dimensions. Her family would not think much of it; they thought, how creative Chantelle was, spending hours engaging her imagination. Little did they know.
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CHAPTER 2

The Formative Years
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It had been five weeks since Chantelle threw the huge going-away bash for her best friend, Karen. It was September 7, the beginning of her new school year; she was now in high school and in a new school altogether. Chantelle felt very alone and detached from her new high school experience. She did not connect to anyone in her family, and now her best friend in this world was gone. With her best friend gone to New Orleans, Chantelle’s “big girl” days at her new school began with a terrifying bang. No one at the school, especially the girls, seemed to understand her or want to be her friend. They right away saw her as being “different.” While looking out the window during her second-period class, English, Chantelle reflected on her not-so-happy last month of summer break, after her best friend left for her new life in New Orleans. She wondered, was Karen as miserable as she was, or was she adjusting well in New Orleans with new friends, a new school, a school that did not see her as weird and different and shun her like Chantelle’s school peers did? As she mused at nature out the window, Chantelle remembered spending the last weeks of her “lazy” days of summer working at the family antiques shop, which wasn’t so bad. Chantelle would think about her mother, who never seemed to be happy for the good events happening in Chantelle’s life, a feeling that resonated and resided deep inside her knowing, and being, and one she never understood. She could never understand how a mother could have such deep-seated and unhealthy feelings for her child— an only daughter who’s innocent to the world. A mother who would rather give her daughter money than give her her time. A mother who was smart and attractive, in her time, yet who seemed jealous of her daughter’s same attributes and natural gifts, which she always would rather deny were even there. Chantelle learned at a very young age to not even trust her father who professed to love her so and told her that she was the apple of his eyes but who was very undependable and flawed on many levels. A family like thousands of others that looked good on the outside but had many hidden secrets inside, like her older brother’s engrained low self-esteem and lack of a true feeling of belonging that stemmed from many tragic family occurrences. And her younger brother, who was babied and coddled, which led him to feel he was the real king of the family, the only one that truly mattered. Needless to say, Chantelle’s end days of summer were lackluster, but she did enjoy being at the antiques shop as it housed some very old artifacts that her family had collected over the years from around the world, procured but not for sale, like in a museum, for those who wanted to view such examples of history. Being around these extremely old, old world historical pieces always triggered Chantelle’s metaphysical side. She had been born with the ability to read and sense energy in things, especially things belonging to the dead. Very old artifacts were Chantelle’s favorite items in her family’s antiques and collectibles shop, as they had the ability to catapult her back in time. She would take the item into a quiet room, hold or touch it lightly and watch as the room and she were transported to that time period, like in a trance, a movie, with her being the central figure of the scenes. Many times, while there, Chantelle would see many of her otherworldly friends who would assist her on her journey, such as those djinn, fairies, angels, and some nameless beings. Chantelle would never mention these occurrences to her highly religious family; only her best friend, Karen, knew, and now she was gone. Her religious family, who went to church a couple Sundays a month, would never understand, or want to understand, her abilities and her gifts. Chantelle understood and knew from a young age that she was the black sheep in the family; and such admissions would just cause them to label her as crazy, delusional, or worse. As the high school years marched on, painfully slowly, in Chantelle’s opinion, she longed to see her best friend, whose contact had been reduced to a monthly phone call and the occasional letter over the years. As even though the high school years were prolonged and torturous to Chantelle, it still was a very busy time with homework and working at the shop, which was her only real source of joy during these years, in addition to being with her otherworldly friends, who showed and taught her much over the years. Fine-tuning her abilities and gifts helped Chantelle to pass the time away, giving her life meaning, direction, and purpose. She would have many visions of the future, and predictions that always came true, that her family never understood how she would know these things but refused to believe the answer when Chantelle would tell them. The truth, to Chantelle’s family, was too frightening and nonreligious, so denial, and labeling her as problematic was the only option. Chantelle was excited for graduation because she had planned to finally go to New Orleans to visit her long-pined-for and missed friend of now over four years since she last saw her. With an uneventful high school graduation behind her, she was elated to finally catch her flight to Louisiana and, more importantly, to spend time and catch up with her friend. Chantelle never worried that they had grown apart as she knew they had, and always would share, a special bond, a special connection, and that their meeting, so many years before, was not a coincidence. Chantelle, even at a young age, knew that there are no coincidences in life. Even your family, for good or bad, better or worse, is meant to be in your life; some people are in your life for a long time and some not for long, but never a coincidence—all are there to teach you something. Chantelle studied New Orleans, Louisiana, and its magical history, steeped in mystery, for months before her trip and was intrigued with its allure and haunting ambiance. People like Madame Marie Laveau intrigued her; so did stories of the French Quarter and the type of French Creole people that Louisiana was made up of due to the type of people who colonized and settled there so many years earlier.
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CHAPTER 3

Freedom
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Karen greeted Chantelle at the Louis Armstrong International Airport, wide-eyed and excited, which was palpable inside both women, their hearts racing to finally see and feel each other after more than four years apart. Chantelle felt at home, as though she had finally been reunited with her real family, her true family, a kindred spirit—even Louisiana seemed oddly familiar to her, beyond all the reading she had done on the place and its people. Chantelle spent the first weeks in what she felt was heaven on earth, reliving childhood days of splendor, fun, conjuring, potion making, and playing in the woods with Karen. Chantelle and Karen had seemed to have endless things to catch up on; they would talk for hours and hours into the wee hours of the night. Like Chantelle, Karen never had a boyfriend in high school. She managed to connect with friends, something Chantelle couldn’t do after Karen left, but no love interest connection. So Chantelle and Karen spent their nights out on the Louisiana town, at nightclubs and endless parties, until the early dawn many a night. They were having the time of their lives, carefree and happy. Chantelle never once missed her family back in Massachusetts. In fact, Chantelle was seriously thinking about staying in New Orleans, indefinitely, as she felt a welcoming kinship, a sisterhood, with New Orleans. Karen managed to get Chantelle a job at the French Quarter gift shop where she worked, the Mardi Gras as it was appropriately named. The girls not only enjoyed spending this added time together, but Chantelle really did enjoy working at this shop. It reminded her a bit of her family’s antiques shop in Salem, pretty much the only fond memory Chantelle had of her childhood back home. The Mardi Gras had some really cool souvenir-type items and also some metaphysical items like incense, candles, dream catchers, tarot cards, and more, following in line with the New Orleans, Madame Laveau, voodoo, and haunted theme of the town. Chantelle loved the whole day and night vibes of the town, and even though she and Karen managed to go out on the town nearly every night they weren’t working, they still never seemed to be able to connect with anyone on a love relationship level—not that Chantelle thought much of it; she was having too good of a time and finally feeling herself and alive again to care about a boyfriend at the moment. Until one fateful Friday at the Mardi Gras shop: while both Chantelle and Karen were working, a very handsome, sophisticated- and prestigious-looking older guy, walked into the shop. Chantelle was immediately drawn to him, not only for his tall, six-foot-two inch frame and dark-haired, green-eyed good looks, or the permeating confidence he exuded, but for a weird connection she felt to him, as though she knew him from a past life, or maybe even in this life. He right away locked eyes with Chantelle, as her hazel brown eyes spoke with his and they seemed to engage in a silent, knowing conversation with each other. As he approached Chantelle at the cashier’s desk with his naked ladies shot glasses and other party favors, he gave her a wide and warm smile and then mouthed “Bachelor’s party” as though he knew she was wondering why he was buying all those erotica novelties. As he continued to gaze deep into Chantelle’s eyes, he opened a conversation with her. “My best friend is getting married next week, and tonight’s his bachelor’s party.” Chantelle gave a playful nod of approval while gazing back into his brilliant green eyes, smiling and giggling lightly. He reached out his hand and introduced himself as Gary, and she could barely remember her name, but eventually managed to utter a response. “I’m Chantelle,” she whispered in a quiet yet deep, throaty voice. Chantelle never believed in love at first sight, but she was immediately smitten with Gary. His boyish good looks and athletic build aside, she felt a real connection to this person she only met moments earlier; and he must have felt the same way, because he immediately asked her for her phone number and if he could take her out on a date during the week, to which she immediately responded, “That would be nice.” Chantelle tried not to think of her amazing encounter with Gary or jinx it by talking too much about him with Karen, but her heart jumped out of her body when her cell phone rang Monday evening around seven and it was Gary. It seemed like only a few moments that they were on the phone during that initial conversation, yet it turned out to be one and a half hours they talked about themselves, their childhoods, jobs, and future plans. Chantelle was further smitten with Gary after this first phone contact as he continued to shape up to be everything she never knew she was really looking for in a man—a wish list that was maybe in the back of her mind. A list that she always knew would come into play when a possible Mr. Right came forth, a feeling she would know, recognize, and feel deep down in her soul to be right, him being the one. Karen was excited for Chantelle, like a real best friend should be. Even though she was still without a boyfriend herself, the prospects of all his single friends that she might connect with loomed in her mind, along with the happiness for her friend. As Chantelle started to get ready for her Wednesday-night first date with Gary, negativity started to creep into her mind: how could she possibly be so happy being here in New Orleans, and now seemingly meeting the man of her dreams? Something has got to go wrong. Something bad must be going to happen, she convinced herself. No one person can have it all, especially not me, she said to herself, as she was used to all the negativity and unhappiness of the life she had been leading for the last eighteen years before coming to Louisiana. How could it be possible to have it all! She was perplexed. Karen helped Chantelle get ready for her date with Gary. She was beautifully dressed in a light-colored floral-print dress, a perfect material for the hot New Orleans summer night ahead. The girls were sipping on wine, laughing and giggling as they accessorized Chantelle, readying her for her date, and celebrating the occasion when the doorbell rang. It was Gary, ten minutes early. She could have used the extra ten minutes to calm her nerves, prepare some more, and drink a little more wine with Karen; but she was encouraged that his early timing could be signifying his excitement for the date. It definitely looked as though he took time to get ready because he looked even hotter than he did at the shop, if that was possible, she thought. Karen watched as Gary walked into the entrance of her family’s home and handed Chantelle a beautiful, exotic-looking bouquet of pink, bluish, purple, and white orchids, and then gently kissed her on the cheek. Unexpectedly, his kiss on her cheek sent shock waves through her body, an electricity—you would think it was their first real kiss because the intensity of their first skin-to-skin contact was so intense, even magical. Chantelle was thinking if this kiss on the cheek caused such an intense feeling, she was almost scared to kiss him on the lips but, oddly enough, looking forward to it as well. As they were walking to his beautiful new black sports car, he gently smiled and informed her, “We will be eating at the Rock Wood Country Club.” The Rock Wood Country Club, Chantelle thought as Gary drove. Between the fancy new sports car, the reservations at the fancy country club, being always dressed in high-quality suits and gentlemen’s wear, he must be doing very well at the genetics and engineering corporation he said he worked at as a financial corporate director. As they drove deep into the semi-woodsy area, just in the outskirts of New Orleans proper, where the exclusive country club was located, he asked Chantelle, “What made you say yes to going out with me that day in the shop?” Chantelle let out a cute but slightly uncomfortable giggle, as she was not sure “Because you’re hot” was the appropriate answer, yet telling him she felt a deep connection to him, a guy she just met, did not seem like the right answer either. So she decided to turn the question around and ask him, “Well, what made you want to ask me out that day at the shop?”

He again gazed deep into her twinkling brown eyes, like he was reading her soul, and said, “I felt comfortable with you, like I knew you. Also, you were so pretty, yet down to earth. I knew I could not leave there without your phone number, or at least trying to get it.” Chantelle liked his answer, as that was pretty much how she felt upon seeing him, so she replied, “Same.” As they pulled up to the country club for dinner, laughing about their seemingly corny answers, they continued to sense an unexplained deep connection between them, like in a movie they had seen before and knew the happy ending. As the humid July day turned to a slightly cooler evening and then night, Chantelle and Gary spent their first date laughing a lot, with the occasional hand holding, outside in the fresh, intoxicating Louisiana air. And then, right before they both knew they should wrap up the night for another time, Gary leaned over and planted a deep, lingering kiss on Chantelle’s ruby-painted lips. It was as though time actually stood still. Chantelle was floating on air; she was completely and absolutely smitten by Gary, and there was no turning back. And as Gary drove Chantelle back to her living quarters, the kiss and the Louisiana ambience had left them both speechless, yet they knew what each other was thinking and feeling. No words could express their shared happiness with each other at this moment; how blessed they felt to have found each other. As Gary pulled into Karen’s driveway, he asked Chantelle, “Would you do me the honor of being my date and guest at my friend’s wedding this Saturday. I have many single friends, and seeing you might not feel comfortable at the wedding, as you don’t know anyone, please bring Karen along with you, if she is available.” His offer rang through Chantelle’s ears like bells of jubilee, and she knew Karen wasn’t working this Saturday and would probably love the opportunity to socialize and meet his single friends, so she accepted the invitation on behalf of both of them. Chantelle thanked Gary for a wonderful night and then sprang out of his car into the house, where Karen sat waiting anxiously to hear all the details of their date, which she knew would be monumental—she just knew. Chantelle quickly showered, got into her most comfortable night gown, and settled on Karen’s bed to give her all the details, many that made her blush, and she didn’t even know why. Karen and Chantelle talked into the wee hours of the night as Chantelle gushed about Gary and all the attributes and personal qualities she loved about him, even though in the back of her mind, she was thinking such outward happiness and excitement was against her code of not talking about such things out loud as it would bring in people’s evil thoughts and negativity, causing bad outcome, but this was her best friend, Karen, who never showed or thought of anything but happiness for Chantelle’s successes and good fortune. Even when it wasn’t Karen’s success or good fortune, Chantelle felt safe divulging these innermost, intimate information and feelings to Karen because she knew Karen loved her so and would never want anything bad for her best friend. Karen was elated to escort Chantelle to Gary’s friend’s wedding and later reception that beautiful summer day in July. They had a wonderful time like they expected, laughing and dancing the night away and making new friends as Karen met many of Gary’s most eligible bachelor friends and Chantelle got to know not only more about Gary but all his childhood friends as well. Gary being born and raised in New Orleans, to family who had a long history in Louisiana, understood the metaphysical part of life, as many people there did, with the Marie Laveau and voodoo history that preceded it. Chantelle felt very comfortable on dates with Gary when they would talk about the meaning of life, spirituality versus religion; and even though he was brought up a good Southern boy in the Baptist Church, whose family went to church most Sundays and followed the Bible, Gary understood where Chantelle was coming from with her fascination with haunted stuff, the dead, even graveyards, as he mainly thought it to be imaginative play of her childhood, and he internalized that Chantelle wasn’t far out of being a child, seeing she was only nineteen years old and he would soon be thirty-two. They discussed their fairly significant age difference, him being thirteen years her senior, yet it didn’t seem to be an issue when they were together as their mind and feelings seemed to work as one. They had much in common, felt the same about many subjects, and all his friends seemed to really like her, so what was age but a number, they would say. Through the hot Louisiana summer nights, Chantelle and Gary were falling more and more in love with every date. And even though Gary had, at times, a very stressful job at the biochemical corporation Dyna Corp that seemed to drain him mentally and physically, he still found time to devote to Chantelle, as much as possible; and he always treated her like the queen he felt she deserved to be treated as. After barely one month of close-to-daily dating, Chantelle was invited by Gary’s boss, David Candice, to his home for dinner, as David wanted to meet the woman who had stolen the heart of one of their most valued and top executives. The night began with Chantelle taking a cab ride to a small town outside of New Orleans, called Pendle, where Dyna Corp was located. Chantelle met up with Gary there and got the unofficial official tour of the company and a quick overview of its workings. Chantelle was intrigued by this large company and its highly advanced technology and its employees, who seemed to be the best of the best, at the top of their field from around the world in technological advances, biological studies, genetics, chemistry, and computer science in general. At this award-winning company where Gary worked many long hours, he had a much-coveted and very high-ranking position. Even though it was not directly involved in the actual biology, genetics, chemistry, and alchemy side of the company’s operations, it was still a highly respected, integral position in the company. Dyna Corp was known to bring forth advances in genetic testing, biochemical testing, and a lot of other human and animal studies, advances Chantelle did not even grasp the full weight of, but what she did understand was that they were an important Fortune 500 company with many high-powered players, many of whom she met this day. After leaving Dyna Corp, Gary’s boss met them at his penthouse apartment, where he resided with just his wife, Joyce; they had no children. The penthouse was grand, and seemed bigger than Karen’s family home. There they enjoyed a leisurely dinner with Gary’s boss and his wife, both of whom made Chantelle feel very welcome and at ease, even though inside, Chantelle was very nervous and scared about meeting and spending such intimate time with Gary’s boss. Besides their high-class lifestyle that was very intimidating to Chantelle’s mainly simple middle-class upbringing, she also knew and understood how important making a good impression on Gary’s boss would be if she was to have a permanent, lasting relationship with Gary, as his work and position at the corporation, as well as his ability to move up the ladder in the company, meant the world to him. Chantelle was truly interested in this company because even though it had an outwardly award-winning reputation, it still had an air of secrecy, a covertness to it, something Chantelle wasn’t quite able to figure out why. She would never tell Gary about such feelings about the company as she knew how he valued everything about it; but something in her psychic, intuitive, knowing, internal makeup was telling her something was not as it appeared with this company. Something was hidden about this company; it involved their testing and other things they were doing with genetics, harvesting cells, and it piqued feelings from Chantelle’s childhood that weren’t pleasant. Maybe this was why it resonated so deeply and profoundly in Chantelle’s mind, body, and being as it took her back to a memory when she was around eight years old. She remembered what looked like men in black coming to her home near Salem and visiting with her mom and dad, and also with her for some reason. Chantelle remembered that during their visit with these two men, she mostly played around them, but she also vividly remembered them showing her this weird green display of lights, advanced computer technology that they would scan and display on the white walls of their living room. Technology that was much too advanced for that time more than ten years ago; and even thinking back on it now, it was still advanced for the technology now, but it was shown to her by these unusual, unemotional to the point of direct and matter-of-fact men in black. The remainder of these two men’s visit was a blur to Chantelle, but she remembered feeling it to be extremely odd and out of place with the people her family knew, and usually socialized with in the community; their visit was never mentioned after this day. In fact, the whole visit just got forgotten, dismissed, so Chantelle never knew the meaning of and reason for their visit. What she did know was that her whole life growing up was a series of oddness and strangeness, with her seemingly at the center; and as she grew older, it became unsettlingly apparent that she was either being watched closely and/or monitored by people around her and around her community. She remembered at times being coerced to undergo certain mental and physical testing, and she was not quite sure why they were even doing it, like an experimental, investigative testing under the guise of health monitoring, and she could never figure out why her family would agree to subject her to such bizarre research. The men in black and their weird advanced technology often came back into Chantelle’s mind; and when that unusual day when she was about eight years old, was ever brought up to her parents, they would deny that such a visit ever occurred; and because her brothers were not around when these men visited (they had been conveniently taken out of the house on an “outing”), her parents would make her believe the whole day was a figment of her imagination. This denial further made Chantelle leery of her parents and the occurrence, as she knew without a doubt that it most definitely occurred.

*****
[image: image]


Back at Gary’s boss’s penthouse, Chantelle felt compelled to ask a few questions about his biochemical genetics lab. She figured, what better time than as a new person, just seemingly inquisitive and curious about this grand company, to ask detailed questions? David and Gary would proceed to tell Chantelle about the company’s advances in gene testing, which included novel biochemical advances, brain wave monitoring and testing, and, admittedly, more, very advanced work that was still very hush-hush and kept a secret from the general population, and therefore they could not go into too much detail about it. But David and Gary must have sensed Chantelle’s slight unease with the whole genetic, human, biochemical testing secrecy, as they seemed to go out of their way to try to make her feel okay with their many significant and highly regarded advances in biological science—advances they were convinced were all done for the good of humanity in general. But David and his wife were quite interested in talking about more than just the corporation. David was very interested in things Gary had apparently told him of Chantelle’s gifts and abilities. Gifts and abilities that she tried to limit discussing with even Gary, but which he always drew her into a discussion of as he was very intrigued and interested in her childhood tales and stories of all things she did that were influenced by the metaphysical. Gary went on and on about her psychic, intuitive ability, even inferring that she was able to conjure and talk with beings from other dimensions. Information that she did not feel comfortable sharing with virtual strangers, and she wasn’t even completely sure she remembered talking to Gary about these very private, personal things as yet, and definitely not in such detail; but she thought maybe Karen had filled him in during the many talks she would have with him, like at the wedding reception or at the house, while he would be waiting for her to come down for their dates. She’s sure Karen was just giving Gary somewhat idle chatter to fill the time and to allow him to know more about her best friend through childhood tales, even if the tales are unusual and hard for most to believe. Gary knew of times when Chantelle and Karen played in the forest near Salem, making potions, performing spells, and talking with otherworldly spirit beings like the djinn, fairies, and other unseen forces. Gary even knew about her secret portal, which he threw in for good measure; so David must think Gary was dating either a complete flake, or a
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