

    
        
          The Chosen Child: Rise of the OCL

        

        
        
          Dark Phantoms Series, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Genevieve Lilith Vesta

        

        
          Published by Genevieve Lilith Vesta, 2019.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE CHOSEN CHILD: RISE OF THE OCL

    

    
      First edition. August 23, 2019.

      Copyright © 2019 Genevieve Lilith Vesta.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1386457565

    

    
    
      Written by Genevieve Lilith Vesta.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Genevieve Lilith Vesta

	    

      
	    
          
	      Dark Phantoms Series

          
        
          
	          The Chosen Child: Rise of the OCL

          
        
          
	          The Chosen One: Legion of Lucifer

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Blackstone Isle Manor: Shroud of Shadows

          
        
          
	          The Burning Within Our Heart

          
        
          
	          The Truth of Superstitions

          
        
          
	          Daily Emotions

          
        
          
	          Sam And Erika

          
        
          
	          Dark Nightmares Of A Lost Soul

          
        
          
	          Jessika and the Magic Staff

          
        
          
	          The Curse

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Genevieve Lilith Vesta’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Genevieve Lilith Vesta

Chapter One | BACK FROM THE DEAD

Chapter Two (The Past) | NIGHTMARE

Chapter Three (The Past) | KANE

Chapter Four (The Past) | THE MYSTERIOUS CULT

Chapter Five (The Past) | STRANGE ATTRACTION

Chapter Six (The Past) | OMINOUS RESEARCH

Chapter Seven (The Past) | EYE OF THE PENTAGRAM

Chapter Eight | (Return to the Present) | THE ORDER OF THE CLARIFYING LUMINOSITY

Chapter Nine | THE COUNCIL OF THE ILLUMINATION

Chapter Ten | THE PAST REVEALED

Chapter Eleven | THE LETHAL MIND

Chapter Twelve | ESCAPE TO VIRGINIA

Chapter Thirteen | THE RETURN OF KANE

Chapter Fourteen | SEEKING TRUTH

Chapter Fifteen | LOST HOPE

Chapter Sixteen | PROPHECY OF DOOM

Chapter Seventeen | VISION OF SANGUINARY

Chapter Nineteen | THE BASIC PLAN

Chapter Twenty | JUDGE, JURY AND EXECUTIONER

Chapter Twenty-one | REVELATION

Chapter Twenty-two | SEVERED ATTRACTION

Sign up for Genevieve Lilith Vesta's Mailing List

Further Reading: The Truth of Superstitions

Also By Genevieve Lilith Vesta

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One

BACK FROM THE DEAD
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Jenna needed a new roof on her home; it took a lot of pushing before Mark would make the call. It wasn’t that they could not afford it; Mark was just lazy at home but had so much energy for his work.

The day arrived when the stranger came to the house to give them an estimate on the new roof. Jenna went outside to join her husband and the roofer. It was a hot day in June, Jenna walked out of the house in jean shorts and tank top. Even though her long dark hair was put up in a loose bun, Jenna began to sweat.

He was looking at Mark while she moved toward the men; his profile was clearly seen before the roofer turned his back on her. Jenna stopped walking and stared at the roofer’s back a moment. She recognized him right away and knew who it was, but he was supposed to be dead. Jenna continued to walk toward the two men and asked the roofer, “Have you ever lived in Virginia?”

The roofer said, “Nope, never been there.” He turned around and his brown eyes widened with surprise when he saw Jenna.

She saw the recognition in his eyes and Jenna said, “You’re dead, you fell off the cliff. Oh my God, it’s really you Bra...”

The roofer covered her mouth quickly with his hand before she could finish. He told Jenna, “Don’t say anything or you will be in danger.”

“What’s going on?” Mark asked as he looked at his wife and the roofer.

“It’s nothing, a case of mistaking identity,” he told Mark.

“Are you kidding? It is you, what happened to you?” Jenna was persistent.

“Don’t worry about it and don’t tell anyone you saw or know me. That guy does not exist anymore.” He turned to Mark and said, “I can have someone fix your roof for two thousand.”

Mark looked at Jenna and then back to the roofer, he had a look of confusion still on his face. He said, “Okay, that sounds good.”

“I’ll send him over sometime next week.” The roofer took a quick glance at Jenna and got into his truck quickly. He pulled out of the driveway very fast.

Mark slowly turned to Jenna and asked, “What the hell was that all about?”

Jenna looked at her husband, she told him, “An old schoolmate who has risen from the dead, it is Bradley alive and well.” She walked into the house, leaving Mark behind staring at her wide-eyed.

She was very confused; Jenna walked into the kitchen and took out a shot glass from the cupboard. “I know it’s him.” She found her bottle of Jack Daniels and poured the amber liquor into the glass, filling it. “And he knows I know it’s him.” Jenna drank the whole shot down in one gulp and sat the glass down on the counter. “What the hell is he doing in Louisiana?”

Mark did not ask Jenna anymore about Bradley, but he did watch his wife more intently that day as she became more absorbed deep inside her own thoughts. He hoped Bradley was not going to be the one who worked on their roof. If it was him, Mark knew he would be missing a lot of work until the new roof was complete.

The next day was Sunday and Mark was in the living room playing his video game, Assassin’s Creed and drinking beer, when someone knocked on the door. “Damn!” Mark pressed the start button to pause his game and slowly stood up; he staggered a bit, then once he steadied himself Mark went to the door and opened it wide.

Before he could say a word about the rude interruption at the two men outside, one of them pulled a gun out of his leather jacket and aimed it at him.

Mark’s eyes widened in surprise, he backed away from the door and tried to shut it quickly. The man outside pulled the trigger and Mark jerked back as the bullet hit him in the forehead causing the top of his head to explode outward.

The gunfire brought Jenna running to the living room with Alisha in her arms. She stopped short and screamed when Jenna’s eyes laid upon her dead husband on the floor. She looked up as the two men came fully into the house; a man with blond hair and stocky build had a gun pointed at her. The other man came in behind him; he was not very tall, but he was muscular with red short hair.

“Momma, what was the bang?” Zachary asked as he walked up behind Jenna.

She grabbed his arm and began to back out of the room, dragging Zachary with her. The whole time she stared intently at the man with the gun, her heart pounding fiercely.

The two men walked closer, as the blond-haired person with the gun smiled with a leer in his eyes at her. He slowly moved his gaze downward and stopped at her breasts.

Jenna knew he was picturing her without the Symphony X tank top she wore, his eyes moved lower, Jenna figured the jeans were disappearing too. She knew what was on his mind; Jenna had seen the look many times before.

While she stared in shock by what was happening, her mind was trying desperately to come up with a plan for escape; clearly her and the children were in danger, she had to protect her kids.

The blond reached out and grabbed Jenna’s arm with his free hand. He pulled her close to him and asked the red head, “Hey Ivan, before we kill them, can we have some fun with her first?”

The one named Ivan looked at Jenna, she could see by his eyes that he too was considering it. His undressing began with her jeans and moved up to her chest. Jenna watched as a smile formed on his face. “Oh shit!” She thought.

Jenna began to struggle and tried to pull her arm free, but it was of no use. She was fucked literally. Tears began to fall down her cheeks as she pleaded with the attackers, “Please, leave us alone.”

The blond let go of her arm and quickly wrapped his around Jenna’s waist before she could even react to the brief moment of freedom. He pulled her even closer to him, their bodies pressed together; Jenna could feel his hot breath on her face.

He held up the gun and laid it under the strand of hair that framed her face. “Nice long black hair, I like the white streaked look.” He used the barrel of the gun to move her hair back off Jenna’s neck. She shivered when the cold steel touched her skin; it seemed to excite him. “That’s a real interesting tattoo.”

As Ivan’s eyes moved upward to look at the tattoo himself, he said, “Come on Rick, let’s get this over with.” His eyes grew wide when his gaze finally reached the mark on Jenna’s neck. “What the fuck!” Ivan said as he came quickly forward and pushed Rick aside. He grabbed Jenna’s arm with one hand and the other roughly pushed back the hair off her neck.

Ivan looked closely at the mark and rubbed his finger over it to see if it was actually real. Ivan looked into Jenna’s eyes, shock showed plainly on his face. He told Rick, “She has to come with us.”

“Even better,” Rick said with a smile.

Ivan hit him with the back of his hand upside Rick’s face and said, “Not for that.” He began to pull Jenna toward the front door in the living room, passing the stunned Rick who was holding his bloody nose. She still had Alisha in one arm and holding Zachary’s arm with her other hand.

They almost reached the front entrance when the back door burst open and there was a gunshot. Ivan and Jenna turned to see Rick dead on the floor, next to Mark’s body. Zachary and Alisha began to cry, as Jenna and Ivan looked away from Rick and toward the new arrival.

“Oh fuck, it’s you!” Ivan said as he let go of Jenna’s arm and ran out the door.

Jenna watched as Ivan ran away on foot for a moment, then she turned toward the new intruder. He was tall with long, black hair pulled back into a ponytail. The man had bright green eyes, skinny, with a lot of muscles and it looked like he had not shaved in a few days.

He wore a green army jacket, ripped jeans and a Sabaton t-shirt. Jenna just stared at him and could not move or speak; she was too shocked by what just happened to her. The only sounds were of her children crying.

“Damn!” The man put the gun he was holding into the back of his jeans and said, “We must go now, someone else will be coming for you. Thanks to Ivan escaping, they will be coming quick to get you. Let’s go!”

The shock finally wore off and in its place was anger. She yelled, “What the fuck is going on! Who is coming for me and why! Who the fuck are you!”

He told her, “I’m not the one to tell you, but all your questions will be answered by someone else when we get to safety. Please, we have to go now, I am sure Ivan already called them.”

Jenna took one last look at her dead husband. She thought, “Well he did save me from Ivan and Rick, who clearly wanted to hurt me and the children.” Jenna pulled Alisha closer to her and said, “Alright, let’s go.”

The man carefully lifted Zachary up and they walked out the back door and toward the driveway. They quickly got into a black car and drove away.

“Nice car,” Jenna said to make conversation, she really needed to get her mind off of what had just happened at her house. Mark was dead, she and her children were going to be next but is she safe now? Jenna looked at the man driving.

“Thanks,” he said while staring straight ahead.

“A 68 Mustang Shelby, real nice.”

“You know your cars,” the man said and quickly glanced sideways at her.

“Yep,” Jenna said. They drove in silence for a while, and then she asked, “What’s your name?”

“Hunter.”

“What’s your last name?” Jenna asked.

He looked at her, then back toward the highway. “It’s just Hunter.”

“Hunter,” Jenna repeated and thought again of what had just happened; how this man so easily shot Rick dead. “Interesting name for you; is it short for bounty hunter?”

He looked at Jenna quickly, then turned away and smiled. “Actually Jenna, I am with the good guys and I like to think of myself as an assassin for justice.”

“How did you know my name?”

“Well, we have known your name for a real long time,” he told her.

She stared at him in surprise. “Who’s we?”

Hunter smiled again and said, “You will find out soon enough.”

Jenna knew it was no use in trying; Hunter was not going to tell her anything. She looked into the backseat and saw that her babies were sound asleep. Jenna hoped that they were not too traumatized by what they had seen with their father. Well it wasn’t good that they saw Rick blown away, but Jenna was quite happy about it. The bastard did kill her husband. She wiped away a tear that slid down her cheek and looked out the window.

After about an hour of driving, Jenna saw a sign that read, ‘Lake Arthur’ and that was the exit that Hunter took, and they left the highway. Ten minutes later, they pulled into the driveway toward a large white building next to a magnificent white house. The building was a carriage house in the 1800’s, converted into a garage. There were steps on the outside that led to a second story. Jenna followed the staircase with her eyes and stopped at a closed door.

“That’s our surveillance center; we have cameras positioned throughout the house and property. We have men in there all the time, keeping an eye on the place,” Hunter explained.

She looked at him and thought to herself, “Surveillance cameras, what have I got myself into.”

Hunter turned to her, winked and said, “Gotta see the bad guys coming.” He lifted his seat, reached into the back and took Zachary out; the child was still asleep.

Jenna saw her son’s small arms reach around Hunter’s neck. “Zachary looks to trust him, I guess I should too,” she thought and lifted her seat to get Alisha out of the car. After shutting the Mustang’s door, Jenna looked up at the house. “Nice house,” she thought and wondered if it was Bill Gates who was the good guys; the house was huge.

It was a three-story mansion that was painted all in white with gray tiles for the roof. The porch was huge and wrapped around the front and side of the home. The two of them walked along a brick pathway towards the house that was lined with small shrubs. As she looked around in awe, Jenna glimpsed Lake Arthur at the backside of the house.

Hunter led the way up the steps and opened the front door. “Shall we go in?” He moved aside for her to enter first.

Jenna stepped through the threshold and gasped in wonder. She was in a foyer and it was beautiful, the grandeur of it overwhelmed Jenna. The floors were a light-colored wood that seemed to shimmer. There was a staircase ahead of her that led to the floors above; the banister was a cherry wood. Jenna looked up and saw the high vaulted ceilings painted with circular designs and a glass chandelier in the center of it. Jenna looked at Hunter and said, “Are they rich?”

He smiled and said, “You could say that, but the bad guys are richer.”

“I told you that you would be in danger.”

Jenna turned quickly toward the new voice, Bradley walked toward her. “You! Is this all your doing? What the fuck is going on, my husband is dead!” She screamed at him.

“Shh, you are going to wake the kids,” Hunter said, a smile on his face.

Jenna swung toward Hunter and because she did not want to scare the children anymore, she lowered her voice. “Don’t shush me and wipe that smile off your face, do you think my husband’s murder is funny?”

“Nope not at all,” he said and stopped smiling.

She turned to Bradley again. “They were going to kill me and the kids too but decided to take me with them after Ivan saw this.” Jenna put up her hair with her free arm and showed them the mark on her neck that she had since birth. “So, tell me please, what the fuck is going on?”

“Such language from one so beautiful.”

Jenna turned quickly around at another new voice that seemed very familiar. Jenna’s heart began to beat more rapidly as her pulse raced when she laid eyes on him. An electric pulsating began to radiate throughout her body, the pulsing turned into a bolt that struck her very soul. She had felt this way before, a long time ago. Jenna whispered, “Victor.”

He walked up to her and said, “They were going to kill you all because you recognized Bradley. They have known he was still alive for a while and no one but them and us of course, are supposed to know he did not die in the fall. Ivan’s plans had changed when he realized who you really are.”

“And who am I?” Jenna asked.

“You are the chosen one.”

Jenna’s recurring nightmare flashed in her head. The man in the woods with her blue eyes had called her the chosen one, too.
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Chapter Two (The Past)

NIGHTMARE
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Jenna sat straight up in bed, breathing hard and covered with sweat. It was the same every night for as long as she could remember. The exact same nightmare, nothing ever changed with it; the vivid dream replayed again in her awakened mind.    

“It was a cold and lonely night as Jenna walked into the woods. The chill she felt grew stronger, and the cool wind was not at fault. It was in fact the past that haunted Jenna, but it was not of her past that persistently invaded Jenna’s mind. She felt that the nightmare of yesteryear was a sign of her fate yet to come.

Jenna's tragic beginning was erased from her memory, but she always felt there was more to the past. Recently images of a fair-skinned woman with long black hair being raped and then leaping out of a tower window had continuously flashed inside her mind.

It became clear that something strange was going on in her life. There was also that odd shaped birthmark on the right side of her neck, another good indication that there was more going on in her typically boring life of normality. Slowly secrets from the past were revealing themselves to her, but whose past was it that she saw? Jenna also wondered if it would be better if the past were lost to her forever.

While carried up in her thoughts, Jenna lost her way in the woods and wandered carelessly into a dense fog. Jenna first heard the voices while surrounded by the gray mist; they were calling for her. The voices increased when she stepped out of the fog and into a part of the woods that she had never seen before.

Jenna had known the woods well too; she grew up on the edge of the forest in a white farmhouse with her adopted parents. They had adopted Jenna from a convent in France when she was just a newborn baby and brought her to their home in America. Her adopted parents lived in Bedford, Virginia and raised Jenna lovingly as if she were their very own flesh and blood.

Panic built up inside Jenna, her heart started to beat rapidly, and a cool sweat moistened her forehead. She continued to walk on toward the voices. Jenna felt as if she was closer to the whispering around her because they became even louder. Surprisingly, the fright began to ease, and calmness swept through her.

As the wind grew stronger, Jenna’s long, black, hair flew into her face. Once she moved even closer toward the voices, the wind abruptly came to a stop. Jenna looked around and still did not recognize the area that surrounded her. The trees were large pines and oaks; she did not ever recall seeing those types of trees in the woods by her house. These trees had long limbs that looked as if they were going to reach out and grab her at any moment.

Jenna then noticed a figure in the shadows ahead of her; it hid behind one of the frightening trees. She watched as it moved slowly out from behind the large trunk and walked toward her. It was a tall man with dark hair. He was dressed in a long, flowing black robe that seemed to shimmer. The man swaggered even closer toward Jenna.

She could not move, her legs refused to flee from the dark, powerful man; all Jenna could do was stare at him in terror. She repeated in her mind, ‘Run Jenna, run!’ She was frozen to the spot, her legs refused to listen; all Jenna could do was watch with horror in her widened eyes as the stranger moved closer to her. The man stopped and stood face to face with Jenna.  

He reached out his hand toward her, Jenna’s eyes moved to it as a sensation of ice shot through her veins; she shuddered. The dark clothed man called her by name. She looked up into his pale face; the face of death, the man shared her same piercing blue eyes. He spoke to her, ‘Alas, I have found the chosen child.’”

The memory caused Jenna to shiver. “I should be used to it by now.” But each morning she would awaken scared even more. Jenna slowly got out of bed and walked to the full-length mirror on the closet door. After moving the strand of white hair off her face, Jenna looked at the reflection. “I hate looking like Frankenstein’s bride,” she said. Jenna pulled the rest of her hair up, off the neck. She turned toward the right and stared at the birthmark on her skin.

It was the shape of an eye inside a pyramid with a blue iris and a black pupil; there was lines shooting out of the top of the eye, like rays of sunshine. “I am such a freak,” Jenna said as she let the raven hair fall against her back.

She leaned closer to the image that reflected in the mirror and ran a finger under her blue eye. “Damn, now I have dark circles under my eyes, but that is from the lack of sleep because of that stupid nightmare. It’s an easy fix though, more cover up and foundation. It’s too bad I can’t cover up the birthmark that way.” She had tried it once before and wasted a whole bottle of her cover up and foundation on the mark; it looked terribly thick and the blue in the eye was still clearly seen. “I guess it wasn’t meant to be hidden.”

A sudden thought came to her and a gush of excitement surged through her. “Today is the day!” Jenna glanced at the ballet calendar on the wall, to make sure she was correct about the special date. Jenna saw the day, June 2 clearly marked with the big red heart. “I am thirteen years old today, finally a real teenager.” She moved away from the mirror doing a pirouette and skipped out of her room.

Jenna ran down the stairs and stopped at the bottom. She looked into the living room and saw her adopted father watching the news. “Good-morning, Carl.”

“Morning Hun, happy birthday.”

The urge to laugh out loud was quickly stifled, she smiled instead. He wore his plaid pants with the brown shirt that looked like the same color as dog shit. Carl’s balding head glimmered from the lamp that sat on the table next to his chair. Jenna thought, “What a dork, but I do love him.”

She turned and walked into the kitchen. Her adopted mother was making breakfast. Her light brown hair was pulled back into a loose bun and she hummed to an oldie that Jenna knew well from Elvis Presley, Love Me Tender.

The woman who adopted her was very pretty and Jenna always wondered what she ever saw in Carl Madison. Her adopted mother probably could have gotten any man she wanted, but she chose nerdy Carl.

“Morning,” Jenna said as she walked towards the counter.

“Morning Sweetie, happy birthday to you.” She turned away from the stove, faced Jenna and asked, “You are now thirteen years old, a teenager; anything special you want for your birthday?”

Jenna thought a moment and an idea formed in her mind, it was worth a shot. She said, “I am old enough to know the truth. I want to know about my real mother.” Jenna was glad that her adopted parents thought it would be smart to be honest with her. 

They had told her when she began kindergarten that she was adopted; it was in fact the night before her first day of school. Jenna smiled at the memory that was still strong in her mind.

She quickly came back to the present when Jenna realized her adopted mother was staring at her with wide eyes; was that fright Jenna saw in them. She always felt that her adopted parents were not one hundred percent truthful about the real reason why her birth mother had put her up for adoption, the expression on her adopted mothers face did not help to dispel that fact.

Her mother finally spoke, “There is nothing to tell, we told you everything. Your mother was alone, her parents abandoned her, and she had no money; she had to give you up so that you can have a better life.”

“Oh, come on Liz, I want the truth,” Jenna said.

“Don’t call me Liz, its Elizabeth! You know I don’t like Liz. Being a teenager has made you cockier. I told you the truth,” she said and reached for the plates in the cupboard.

“OK Elizabeth, let me tell you what I believe is the truth. My mother was raped, lost her mind and took a nose dive out of a tower window,” Jenna said it all in one quick breath.

Elizabeth dropped the plates she was holding, they crashed to the floor and shattered into many pieces. Jenna thought to herself, “Maybe I should have waited for her to put the plates down first.”

Carl ran into the room. “What the hell happened?”

Her adopted mother’s eyes were wide with shock and all the color in her face disappeared. It looked as if Elizabeth had just seen a ghost. Jenna looked down at the broken plates shattered on the kitchen floor. Elizabeth’s reaction told Jenna all she needed to know; everything she said was true. 

As Jenna stared at the broken plates, she thought, “Maybe knowing the truth was not such a good idea after all.” However, curiosity got the best of her and she needed to know.  Jenna looked up at her adopted parents; they were staring at her. She asked them, “Who raped my mother?”

“We do not know what you are talking about,” Carl said angrily. “Now go get ready for school.”

Jenna ran out of the kitchen, up the stairs and into her room. She slammed the door behind her. Tears of anger filled her eyes and slid down her cheeks, her heart felt heavy in her chest as Jenna’s breathing began to accelerate. 

She found it difficult to dress quickly, while her eyes were blurry with the tears that she could not stop from falling. Jenna wiped at her eyes as she grabbed her school bag and left the room. She ran down the stairs and out the front door. It was the first time ever that Jenna did not hug and say good-bye to her parents before she had left for school.

The walk down the driveway gave her some extra time to calm down the anger she felt, but it slowly dissolved into sorrow instead. The bus stopped in front of her after only waiting a few minutes. Jenna climbed up the steps and walked to the back of the bus, ignoring all her friends that called out to her. She sat alone in the last seat; Jenna needed to think, and she couldn’t do that surrounded by her friends.

Her first thought was of Carl; he never raised his voice and spoke angrily towards her before. “That tells me a lot, he sounded nervous, but why?” Jenna again saw the plate’s crash and exploded onto the kitchen floor. The expression on Elizabeth’s face had turned Jenna’s blood cold. Her nightmare was a reality! Why were her adopted parents still lying about it? 

She began to talk aloud to herself, “Hell, why did they always lie about it? Why is it such a big secret? It can’t be because of a scandal; my mother is dead and there is no other family to be ashamed. Shit, no one here would care about what happened in France years ago. So, what is the point in lying to me?”

Jenna felt eyes upon her, and she looked up at the two younger kids in the seat ahead. They had their heads turned and were staring at her. She glared at them and said, “Got a problem?”

The two girls quickly turned back around and immediately began whispering to each other. Jenna could tell by the tone in their voices that the older bully frightened them. She smiled and said to herself, “I love being thirteen.”

The bus stopped at Bedford Middle and the kids climbed off. Jenna walked slowly towards the school. “I shouldn’t have to go to school on my birthday.”

She went reluctantly into the building; the halls were crowded like usual at that time of morning. Jenna looked at all the smiling faces of her peers; they were enjoying the life of teenagers with no other worries except homework and the normal drama that happens at school. Then there she was, depressed about finding out that she was the result of a rape. Jenna knew her schoolmates would not be smiling and laughing if they had to grow up with that knowledge. “What a shitty birthday!”

Jenna didn’t think it could get any worse until she looked straight ahead of her; Jenna froze. Bradley Ross was up ahead; he leaned against the window and watched the other students walk by him. Bradley said hi to a few of them or he would slam his knuckles against one of his friend’s fist. Jenna stood in the middle of the hallway staring at him, her pulse began to quicken. 

All the other students had to walk around her, some were angry about their path to class being blocked but Jenna just ignored them as all her concentration was on the boy straight ahead. Horror filled her up as she just realized something terrible, Jenna would have to walk right by him to get to her class.

She hoped that he would move on before reaching him. With her luck, Jenna would do something stupid like fall and smack her face on the hard cement floor, blood would gush from her broken nose and her mouth; then of course, every tooth in her mouth would be shattered and laying on the floor around her. Jenna then would look up at Bradley and give him a toothless grin. “Stop it, Jenna!” She said to herself and slapped her forehead.

Bradley was the most popular kid in school and very good looking, the same as with all the popular kids. He had light brown hair that came down to his shoulders, tall, muscular and brown eyes. Jenna had the biggest crush on him, but he never noticed her. He was one of the popular kids and she was not in his clique; Jenna was Goth and the two cliques just did not work well together.

She inhaled deeply and then exhaled; trying hard to get up the courage to do what she had to do. Jenna had no other choice; there was no other route to take.  “Here goes it,” Jenna said to herself as she began to walk again. As Jenna moved closer, she kept repeating over and over in her head, “Don’t do anything stupid!” Jenna was right next to him when Bradley did the unimaginable.

“Hi, Jenna.”

Her heart began to beat rapidly; Jenna stopped walking and slowly turned toward Bradley. She quickly recovered from the shock and smiled at him. Jenna was surprisingly acting very calm on the outside but on the inside; her heart was beating wildly from the exhilaration she now felt. “Hello,” she said and continued to walk by him. Her pulse raced even faster with excitement, he said hi to her. 

Everything about life was good after all. Jenna walked away, but instead of dragging her feet as she had done before, Jenna felt like she was walking on the clouds. He said ‘hi’ to her.

The fight with her parents, the vision of her real mother and the man in the strange forest who had found the chosen child were all forgotten; Bradley said ‘hi!’ That night she went to bed and thought of Bradley. It was the first night that Jenna’s peaceful slumber was not interrupted with the nightmare that plagued her since she was too young to even recall. He said ‘hi!’

This was the account of an event in Jenna’s thirteenth year of life that led her toward the enlightened pathway as the chosen one.
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Chapter Three (The Past)

KANE
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A year had gone by; Jenna opened her eyes quickly to a brand-new morning. Somewhere between the stages of peaceful sleep and waking, something flashed inside her mind. It was a symbol that she had never seen before; it was a set-square and compass crossed together. 

Jenna knew what a compass and a set-square was separately, she learned about them in her geometry class, but she never saw them together like the symbol that caused her to wake up so abruptly. “What the fuck? Oh well, maybe I was still dreaming.”

She smiled and climbed out of bed; dreams of Bradley again had filled her peaceful slumber. For a year, Jenna’s nightmare that she had since birth was finally gone, and now dreams of love filled her sleep. It was all due from the two words that Bradley said to her a year ago.

A rush of excitement caused her pulse to quicken; it was going to be a great day. She quickly dressed and ran downstairs; Carl and Elizabeth were in the kitchen talking in low, nervous voices. Jenna knew they were talking about her, probably scared that she would bring up her real mother again like the year before when Jenna had turned thirteen.

Jenna said quietly, “I’m fourteen today and so much more mature than last year. There are fewer stressing ways to get the truth out of them.” However, Jenna could not think of another way and she had been trying for a year.

A big smile formed on Jenna’s face as she bounced happily into the kitchen. “Good-morning, Elizabeth and Carl.” Her adopted parents jumped into the air and quickly looked Jenna’s way. She had to bite her lip to stop the burst of laughter that wanted to erupt from her.

“G-good morning Jenna, feeling OK this morning?” Elizabeth asked hesitantly.

“I feel great, it’s my birthday and after school I am going to the mall with my best friend.” As an afterthought, to calm her parents, she added, “plus I have the best parents in the world.” To kiss up even more, Jenna hugged them both. Carl and Elizabeth relaxed under her embrace and hugged her back.

Before leaving for school, Jenna was surprised when Carl handed her a hundred dollars. He said to her, “I want you to have fun at the mall and don’t blow all this at Hot Topic.”

She hugged both her parents good-bye and ran out the door. “This birthday is starting out much better.”

School went by too slowly for Jenna; she sat mesmerized during her last class, but it was not history that had her full attention. Jenna stared dreamily at Bradley the whole time, she felt the fluttery sensation in her stomach, but she was used to that feeling by now. Her daydream of kissing his soft lips was abruptly interrupted by the loud shrill of the bell that signaled freedom. 

Jenna jumped up and ran out the door with the other students. Her friend, Anna was already at the locker waiting. They grabbed their school bags and bolted toward the front door; Anna’s mother was waiting in the car to take them to the mall in Roanoke.

About an hour later, Anna’s mother pulled into the mall’s parking lot, in front of Barnes & Nobel. “I’ll pick you girls up at ten, be right here waiting for me.”

“Yes mom,” Anna said and gave her mother a kiss on the cheek.

Jenna gave Anna’s mom a kiss on the cheek as well and said, “Yes mom.”

She laughed and told the girls, “Have fun and stay out of trouble.”

They watched as Anna’s mother drove off, both girls excited about their freedom from adults for a few hours.

“Where do you want to go first?” Anna asked as they walked into the mall.

Jenna said, “Hot Topic, of course!” She smiled as Carl came to mind, his words echoed in her ears, “Don’t blow all this at Hot Topic.”

Anna said, “Good idea.”

Of course, Jenna spent most of her money at Hot Topic. When they finally walked out of the store, Jenna saw him for the very first time. She stopped and stared at the boy, he was at a booth selling sunglasses and looking at all the styles offered. Jenna looked at every inch of him; he was tall with long platinum blond hair that was pulled back into a ponytail. Jenna inhaled deeply and forgot to exhale as she stared wide-eyed at his muscles that bulged through the tight Metallica t-shirt he wore. He was so hot.

“Come on Jenna, let’s go,” Anna said as she grabbed Jenna’s arm and began to pull her away.

Her voice must have caught the handsome boy’s attention, he turned toward them. His dark blue eyes met with Jenna’s, her heart skipped a few beats when he smiled at her. She smiled back at him while Anna dragged her away.

“Why did you do that?” Jenna asked.

Anna told her, “He is a stranger.”

“Well I was trying to change that.”

As they wandered around the mall that evening, Jenna noticed the good-looking boy following them around; Anna had not noticed it and Jenna was not going to bring it to her attention either.

“I think he is stalking us,” Anna whispered to Jenna while they ate at the food court. He was sitting three tables away and staring at them.

“She noticed,” Jenna thought and then stood up.  “Let’s ask him then,” Jenna said to her.

Anna went to grab her arm and missed. “Jenna, no don’t, he could be a psycho.”

Jenna looked over at Anna and said, “He is way too cute to be a psycho.” 

If only Jenna had listened to her friend’s warning, the year of abuse would not have happened.

His name was Kane and he had just moved to Bedford with his father and brother. At first when they began to go out steadily, he was decent enough. There were many times though when his tyrannical personality came out towards Jenna; she would just ignore the comments. It was another warning not heeded. Jenna’s fourteenth year of life was hard to deal with for many reasons.

Kane began to hit her after a month of being together. Jenna took the abuse because she loved him and he loved her too, Kane was always sorry. Most of the time she was faced with the problem of covering up the bruises and coming up with creative reasons for it whenever the discolorations were noticed, it was usually on a daily basis.

Jenna also had to deal with symbols that would suddenly appear inside her mind at different times. A pyramid and an eye; the eye almost looked like her birthmark minus the blue. She saw an inverted pentagram, she knew that symbol and what it meant, but had no clue on what it had to do with her; Jenna was not a Satan worshiper, she believed in God. Her adopted parents were Catholic and that was how Jenna was raised.

She had seen a torch with flames and an upside down cross in the center of a beautiful red rose. What is with all the symbols? Jenna always wondered if they had something to do with Kane because that was when they first began inside her head. It all started the day she met him at the mall. Maybe she was psychic now. Jenna always laughed at that reasoning when it came up in her mind.

The only thing that got her through the year of abuse and questions was Kane’s brother Matthew. He was her salvation. They would talk for hours and whenever Kane learned of their time spent together, Jenna would get a beating for cheating. She tried repeatedly to explain that she and Matthew were like brother and sister. Kane never did believe her.

Matthew knew of the abuse and wanted Jenna to break up with Kane, but Jenna always refused and told him, “I am too scared to do it.”

“He is getting worse and you are having more trouble coming up with excuses. Everyone knows the bruises are coming from him, even your parents. They have called me a lot of times, wanting me to try and talk some sense into you,” Matthew said.

Jenna told him, “I know, but what can I do.”

“Dump his fucking ass, that’s what!”

She knew what had to be done and it frightened her to say those simple words, “I want to break up.” Jenna was afraid of what he might do to her. “He didn’t always hurt me this bad; something must be making him angrier.”

“Yeah, probably that cult he just joined; they worship Satan and I think they are poisoning his mind. That is why you must break up with him before he drags you down into the bowels of the abyss with him.”

Jenna laughed. “Good word description.”

Matthew smiled at her; he did truly love Jenna like the sister he never had. Matthew always hated the fact that he had a little brother with a very mean temper like their father. He could not stand watching Jenna getting hurt by Kane; there was nothing he could do to keep her safe. Matthew’s hands were tied and then an idea occurred to him. “I can tell him for you. I would be more than happy to do it.”

“Would you? What if Kane hurts you, I would not be able to live with myself.”

Matthew told her, “That little punk can’t hurt me, even if he tried. I can kick his ass and he knows it.” He laughed.

Thanks to Matthew, her day of freedom from Kane finally happened; but the happiness she felt from it was ruined when another symbol casually popped up in her head. This one was of a man goat with tall horns that came out of his head. On its forehead was a pentagram, one arm was that of a girl and the other arm was of a guy. Between its horns was a tall flame. Of all the symbols that Jenna had seen recently in her mind, this one frightened her the most.

“Maybe that was the last one; now that Kane is out of my life, perhaps those symbols will leave my head for good too.”

This was the account of the events in Jenna’s fourteenth year of life that led her toward the enlightened pathway as the chosen one.
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Chapter Four (The Past)

THE MYSTERIOUS CULT
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Another year of Jenna’s life had gone by when one morning her adopted mother yelled up the stairs, “Jenna, Matthew is here to see you.”

“Just a minute and I’ll be right down.” Moments later, she ran down the stairs and right into Matthew’s arms. Jenna hugged him tight and said, “Where have you been? I haven’t seen you in weeks.”

“Been working, I got a job now,” Matthew told her.

“Why would you do that?”

He laughed and said, “It’s part of growing up, soon you will have to work for a living too. I also had to be able to get you this.” Matthew handed her a little box wrapped in pink paper. “Happy birthday, Jenna.”

She took the box and opened it quickly. It was a silver ring with a tiger’s eye gem in the center. Jenna took it out of the case and slipped it on her finger.

Matthew said, “It’s for protection.”

“Protection from what?” Jenna asked hesitantly.

“I don’t know, but I feel you need it,” Matthew told her.

Jenna said slowly, “You don’t mean from Kane, do you?”

“Kane, what does this have to do with him? Jenna, why would I mean Kane?”

“Uh well, didn’t he tell you? We kind of got back together.” Jenna waited for the outburst.

Matthew stared at her for a moment; he was too shocked by what she had said to respond. Once the surprise wore off, he hollered at Jenna, “Are you fucking crazy? Why the hell would you go back to him after what he had done to you?”

There it is! She knew it was coming but Jenna was still surprised that Matthew would raise his voice toward her at all; he had never done that before. Jenna felt upset that she needed to defend her reasons for taking Kane back. “He has changed.”

“No, he hasn’t Jenna; a leopard cannot change his spots. Kane is still violent and even further into that cult of his. He may be quite loving now, but it will change, once he is confident of your trust in him.”

She told him, “He will not get mean again, he told me so; Kane loves me.”

“That is true, Kane does love you, but it is impossible for him to show it for too long. Jenna you are way too young to know what love really means and how one should act when in love.”

Jenna felt anger burn inside her; she was not too young for love. “I am fifteen years old now, practically an adult. I know what love is, Kane and I love each other whether you like it or not. Since when do you yell at me like this? Now who is being mean?”

Matthew shook his head and said slowly, “I am sorry Jenna; it’s just that I am concerned for you. Big brothers have to always look out for their little sisters.”

Her anger disappeared and she hugged Matthew. “I am sorry I yelled at you too.”

Matthew pulled away from her and said, “You do remember us talking about the visions of the dark robed men we both have been seeing lately.”

“Yeah, what about it?”

“Well now I have been seeing a real scary vision. It isn’t a dream; I am awake when it happens. I guess that is why I’m a bit uptight.”

“A vision about what now?”

“Some gruesome ritual at night in the woods, I don’t know where though; the area doesn’t look familiar.”

Jenna’s eyes widened in surprise and she said, “There is a pentagram on the ground lit up with blue flames.”

“Yeah, how did you know? The leader carves into some guy’s skin,” Matthew said.

She told him, “Symbols and then he slices the guys throat open.”

“Blood gushes out everywhere.”

The two stared at each other for a moment, and then they both said together, “We had the same vision.”

“What does it mean?” Jenna asked.

Matthew shook his head and said, “I don’t know but I am feeling more like something bad is going to happen, especially with you. The ring was for that reason and now for Kane too.” He smiled at Jenna.

Matthew proved his glimpse into the future was correct, Jenna’s happiness turned to sorrow; Kane’s abuse began again. It seemed to Jenna that it was worse this time
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