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Dedication
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Chapter One: New Life
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Claire froze in terror as the vampire’s dark, red lips grew closer and closer to the side of her neck sending a shiver up her spine. Claire took in a deep breath, wanted to scream with everything she had but no matter how hard she tried, no words, nor even the tiniest hint of a sound would come out of her mouth no matter how hard she tried. All she could do is wait as the dark haired, incredibly handsome, young looking, sparkly, vampire’s fangs drew nearer and nearer to her and to the side of her throat. This was it. This was how her life would end.

Claire took in another deep breath and waited for the inevitable to happen...

“Claire! Claire! Come on, sweetie. It’s time to wake up! It's your first day at your new school!” Claire's aunt Joy's kind, sweet voice said loudly but still somehow softly from the other side of her bedroom door, which was quickly followed by three very hard and extremely loud knocks.

“Ugh!” Claire moaned as she pulled the old comforter blanket that used to belong to her mother up and over her head knowing three things: One, that she did not want to get up out of her bed. Two, she was in no way looking forward to starting a new school.  And three, she very seriously needed to stop reading all the young adult vampire romance novels she had become obsessed with over the last year or so!

“Oh Claire....” Aunt Joy said once again sweetly with a hint of laughter in her voice from the other side of the door, “Time to wake up!”

Though Aunt Joy was obviously trying to hid it Claire could clearly hear the soft and sweet giggles coming from her aunt causing her to smile.

“I’m up... I’m... up” Claire groaned back sleepily rubbing her eyes and stretching out her whole body, “I’m up.”

“Breakfast is in 15 minutes Sweetie!” Aunt Joy said as Claire heard the sound of her footsteps begin to walk away.

Claire had moved in with her two aunts, Aunt Joy and Aunt Emily, a little over a month ago shortly after her mother had passed away after she sadly got a little too close to one of the storms she had been chasing.

Claire’s mother had been a storm chaser who, to her credit, had been what she called an “almost famous storm chaser”. Claire’s mother was known across the globe not necessarily by her name but by the many brilliant pictures she had taken over the years of various storms and especially tornados. Many of those pictures had actually been featured in various magazines, books, documentaries, and news stories. Claire had always been so proud of her.

The pain of losing her mother still tugged heavily at Claire’s heart making her wonder if the pain would ever go away.

Up until yesterday, Claire had felt lucky enough to have avoided starting her new school while she was grieving but both her new therapist and both of her aunts felt that it was time that she try and get things back to normal. Well, at least as normal as they could be with all things considered.

As far as Claire was concerned both of her aunts were maybe the sweetest and kindest people she had ever met. Claire had felt that way long before her mother had died and always loved seeing them so despite the circumstances, she had found at least some joy in that.

Another thing that Claire loved about her two aunts was the fact that they were witches! No, not the “fly around on a broomstick” and “turn people into toads” kind of witches. Aunt Joy and Aunt Emily were more of what she liked to think of more like naturalists. Both of them enjoyed nature and all things to do with nature and really enjoyed small things like walking around outside in the nearby woods with their shoes off or celebrating the different seasons and the different phases of the moon. Stuff like that.

They were also into special kinds of teas and meditation and incense and, at least as far as Claire knew anyway, they had never cast any sort of magical “spell”.

Oh, and another one of the things she absolutely loved about moving in with her two aunts and into the old farm house they were renting was the fact that she had her own bathroom which had its own tub and shower! The tub was one of the old “clawfoot” tubs she had seen in old movies but despite being old was still in really good condition. It was also so large that she felt like she could practically swim in it.

Claire hurried to her bathroom and grabbed a quick shower, then got dressed for her first day at her new school and hurried downstairs just as her Aunt Emily was sliding two eggs on to a plate in front of the seat that had become Claire’s “spot” at the kitchen table since she had moved in.

Aunt Joy smiled at her as she quickly added two pieces of whole wheat toast with extra butter on them onto Claire’s plate as well.

The table, and all of her new home’s décor actually made it look like an old farmhouse come to life which was appropriate considered that they did indeed live in an old farmhouse.

“Jam?” Aunt Joy said looking down at Claire and waited...

“Huh?” Claire asked looking up at her aunt with a slight look of confusion on her face.

“Jam Sweetie, would you like some jam for your toast?” Aunt Joy answered to clarify what she had been asking her.

“Oh, sure.” Claire answered then followed it up with a quick, “Thank you”.

Aunt Joy’s smile was almost infectious, just the way Claire had always remembered it being since she had been a little girl. Though her Aunt Joy was much, much older than Claire, to Claire she had always somehow seemed like she was more of a friend to her or even a best friend than an aunt.

Claire had often wished they had been closer in age. Had they been Claire was sure they would have been the very best of friends.

Both of her aunts had gone way out of their way to make Claire feel as comfortable as possible in her new home knowing how much she was still was obviously missing her mom.

“So, are you excited about starting your new school?” Aunt Emily asked her as she set a glass of freshly squeezed orange juice down in front of her. Claire did her best to smile back at her aunt.

“Sure.” Claire answered knowing in fact that she was anything but excited about starting a new school but was ok with telling a little lie so as to not upset her aunts. The idea of starting a new school seemed anything but exciting to Claire but like it or not it was most definitely going to be happening.

Growing up, Claire had been far from the most popular girl at her old school but at there at least, back home, she had always had a small, but very solid, group of friends that she had known pretty much her entire life that she could talk to and rely on every day.

Here she had... nothing and no one. No one that is except her two aunts but it wasn’t the same thing as the friends she had grown up with. Still, Claire was determined to make the best of the situation and the day ahead. After all, “How bad could starting a new school in a new town only a little of over a month after your mother had passed away really be?” Claire wondered to herself quietly and sarcastically which definitely was her kind of sense of humor.

After finishing her breakfast Claire grabbed the already loaded book bag that had some sort of Japanese manga looking cat on it that her aunts had gotten for her for school and headed toward the back door to wait for her aunts to take her to her new school while on their way to work.

Claire was glad that she wouldn’t be taking the bus to school at least as her aunts owned and ran a little book store in town called “The Magic Shop” that wasn’t too far from the school.

The Magic Shop sold both new and used books but also had a wide variety of other things as well like crystals, charms, herbs and plenty of other “new age” kinds of items that a lot of people seemed to like.

As for getting home from school it was Claire’s choice to either walk to “The Magic Shop” after school and wait with her aunts until the store closed for the day or ride the bus home.

Claire had pretty much decided to take the bus home after school but decided to wait on making her final decision until after she discovered how her first day had gone.

Again “It couldn’t be that bad...” Claire reminded herself.

“Aww!” Aun Joy said looking at the outfit that Claire had chosen for her first day of school. The outfit was all pretty much black and white that had a definite “goth” sort of look to it but without being over the top.

“You look so cute!” Aunt Emily added.

Claire smiled and said, “Wooo! I’m Cute!” putting her hands up over her head in a cheering motion jokingly to herself.

More importantly than how the outfit looked to or on Claire was this outfit in particular had actually been the very last thing her mother had purchased for her before her untimely passing and that made it even more special to her. It was almost like having a little reminder of her mom with her for the day.

The truth was her mother wasn’t a fan of the “goth” look that Claire had been developing but also knew when and what battles to pick when it came to their mother daughter relationship.

Claire smiled at that thought and sort of squeezed her arms that were crossed in front of her almost as if she was hugging her mom and saying “Thanks Mom,” and “I miss you” at the same time.

Sadly, Claire had already experienced losing a parent when her father had died fighting the war over in Afghanistan. While she had been much younger when he had passed, she definitely remembered the pain she had felt when he had died as well and still missed him even to this very day.

“Have you seen my wallet, Joy?” Came the somewhat frustrated sound of her aunt Emily’s voice from the kitchen area.

“I saw you put it on the counter last night when we got back home from work.” Aunt Joy reminded her as she slipped on her coat and pulled the keys to their van out of her pocket.

“That’s what I thought too but it’s not here...” Aunt Emily said in frustration still looking around the counter and lifting things up as if somehow the wallet had slidden underneath the various nicknacks and other items that sat along the counter.

“Ghosts!” Aunt Joy said looking at Claire with an exaggerated laugh, “Woooohahaha!”

Claire laughed out loud.

“Right, ghosts...” Aunt Emily said before added in a fake but loud “Grrrr!” in frustration.

Aunt Joy and Aunt Emily had warned Claire about the “Curse of the Menacing Ghosts” that inhabited the farm house they were renting when she had first arrived. Since the day her Aunt Emily and Aunt Joy had moved in they had told her, things had always seemed to be disappearing far too often so it was decided that it was a curse that
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