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Chapter One

Visions

 


On a hot June Friday night in 2003,
Chloe suddenly woke up and looked at the clock. It read 12:15 a.m.
and her house was completely asleep. She knew her mother was in
bed, and Tom was in Yakima at the coven. Two months of summer
vacation before starting high school. Ugh. Her first year as a
freshman. This was NOT going to be fun. Tom and her mother had
decided that she needed to go to a Catholic high school and Seattle
was just full of them. But there was one in particular that they
wanted her to attend. Maybe it was because one of the teachers was
her mother’s friend and knew about them. Still, it was not going to
be fun. But first to enjoy the summer!

Thinking about going to a school with
interesting classes, no more uniforms, and boys made Chloe giddy
inside. Perhaps too giddy, because she couldn’t go back to sleep.
Her mind kept racing. She’d chosen Algebra 2, Biology, Ancient
Civilizations, Ancient Religions, British Literature, and Latin as
her main classes. She was curious about the other kids in the
school, and tomorrow she was going to see some of them.

Chloe tossed and turned some more
before she started thinking about her history as a witch. Would the
others let her fit in with them or think she was too strange? Ever
since she could remember she’d had the sight, the strongest powers
in her coven, and a unique ability to see into people’s pasts by
touching artifacts or objects.

She decided that it was time to get
up. Chloe managed to climb out of bed and threw on a rumpled shirt
and pair of shorts that were lying on the floor. She looked in the
mirror at her disheveled hair and whispered a phrase. Instantly her
hair was straight and even.

She stared at her reflection
and thought, It’s so cool to be a
witch. The first time she realized her
potential was the day when she announced to Tom that the whitefish
would be killed by the sky. Chloe recalled the puzzled look on her
mother’s face, yet when the whitefish were killed, a power inside
Chloe had awakened. She never spoke of it because she knew it made
her different, more powerful than any other witch in the coven. So
many events happened that triggered her power, but she didn’t speak
of the power that grew inside her. In her mind, she could sense a
strong growth in her, but it was unbridled, uncontrolled. This
power made her warm inside and confident.

Another event that she remembered was
that in school, she would touch objects that belonged to others and
was able to tell about that person’s past. One little girl in class
was always alone, and she missed school some days but was never
sick. Chloe touched her sweater one time and saw an image that made
her upset. The girl was getting beaten by her father, and Chloe
told the teacher. Even though she saved the other girl, the kids in
the class called her horrible names. Eventually it was so
uncomfortable that her mother and Tom agreed that they should move
away from Yakima.

Chloe hid the pain from those she
loved each day. A strong face and a fake smile was what she showed
the world, her mother, and Tom. They didn’t think anything was
hurting her. Chloe stopped reminiscing as a tear flowed down her
cheek. She wiped it away and gave a strong look in the mirror. She
was not going to let anyone see her pain.

She came barreling down the stairs in
a frenzy and disturbed Marlene, who was sleeping on the couch. A
glass of wine sat on the coffee table next to a picture of Tom.
“Chloe, slow down. You should be sleeping. What’s
wrong?”

Chloe didn’t stop to answer her
mother. “I felt like something called me out of bed. Too weird,”
she said as she yawned and rubbed her eyes. Chloe loved her sleep
and did not like to be woken up for any reason. Nothing in the
world could’ve dragged her out of bed, except for this.

As Chloe sat down to talk to her mom,
the phone rang. Marlene did not answer it because she had made a
promise to Chloe that was always kept, and Chloe knew it. Nothing
would interrupt them if Chloe needed to talk. This promise had been
made when they moved to Seattle.

Chloe moved a strand of hair from her
face and pouted. Taking a deep breath, she thought about telling
her mom about her dream. Her shoulders came down as she
exhaled.

“Okay, here goes my new
level of insanity. I dreamt that I saw me, but I was older. I
looked really hot. There was this redhead girl with me, but I
couldn’t see her face. She had fangs and all. She was a vampire,
but we were laughing. But then, out of nowhere came this man with a
dark hat and trench coat. He had a sword strapped to his back. But,
then I saw another man. He was really cute, but he kissed me before
he bit into the neck of another man. Ewww, what the heck? Me
kissing a vampire? The next thing I knew, we were all trapped in
flames. And then I woke up.”

***

Marlene looked at Chloe and noticed
the fear on her daughter’s face. More than anything, she had spent
the last nine years protecting her daughter from a strange world
that existed, but not everyone was aware of it. Chloe was taught
about the other races—the vampires, the werewolves, angels, demons,
you name it—but nothing had prepared her for the premonitions. That
was the one thing that couldn’t be taught to Chloe. Tom and Marlene
had known this day would come when they read the cards for Chloe’s
future. Every powerful witch, gypsy, fortuneteller, etc., that they
saw all said the same thing. “Chloe is the most powerful witch in
the world. As her teachers, you will need to teach her everything,
and don’t let her education stop. The stars have been aligned since
her birth. She will bring the past into the present and into the
future of the world. Her destiny has been set.” Words that scared
both Marlene and Tom.

All Marlene could do at this moment
was hold her daughter, comfort her, and listen. Guiding Chloe had
always been a challenge, because she was such a headstrong and
independent young woman. She even recalled how Tom loved teaching
her years ago and the way he loved Chloe then and now. Every
stubborn piece of her daughter.

While holding Chloe, Marlene
heard the words in her mind once more. Her
destiny has been set. For years she’d tried
to put this out of her mind so she wouldn’t think about what Chloe
might become. She knew about the prophecy, the tales of the
witches’ fate depending upon it, and the mere thought sent chills
down her spine. Marlene held her daughter closer so not to cause
her worry.

“Chloe, dear, it’s okay.
Listen to your dreams. The dreams are telling you something. The
‘older you’ that you saw…what was she doing in your dreams? There
is a clue somewhere, honey. Think slowly back to your
dream.”

“Okay, Mom. Let’s see. I had
my hands outward, even with the vampire kissing me. Light burst
from my fingertips and shot into the man with the trench coat, but
it didn’t kill him. I’ve never had light come from my fingers. Is
that a new gift? It does look cool. The redhead—she’s pretty, I
think. But there’s something around her. A strange aura. And
there’s another man. He’s cute but very feral like. It’s like he’s
an animal or something. But, then I changed. I wasn’t me anymore. I
became a white hawk and then a silver dog, I think. It’s not a
dream but a nightmare. Can we please go back home to the coven?
Please, Mom. I can’t stand these dreams, and they started only a
few weeks ago.”

Marlene held Chloe closer, putting her
fingers through her long hair, soothing her. It was such a tender
moment until the phone rang again, and a voice in Marlene’s head
spoke loudly to her. Marlene knew Tom’s voice, especially when he
spoke to her in her mind. Marlene, a stubborn woman, didn’t pick up
the phone right away. Again, Tom’s voice bellowed in her mind, only
this time it was louder, much louder. DON’T ANSWER THE PHONE,
MARLENE! USE YOUR POWER AND RUN!

Trembling, she moved away from Chloe
so that the poor dear wouldn’t see the look of dread on her face.
Marlene reached for the phone and gently picked up the receiver.
“Hello.” There was no voice on the other end for a few seconds. All
that she heard was a strange hissing and then a chant…a chant that
she had heard only once before, a very long time ago. But it
couldn’t be him. It couldn’t be that vampire that the coven told
stories about. He was supposed to be senile. Or was it just a myth?
Vampires were known to create myths about their existence to hide
the truth. There was a longstanding hatred between vampires and
witches, just like there was between vampires and werewolves, but
in the end, the vampires hated the witches only because of their
craft and connection to a fabled prophecy. But this chant was old
and powerful, and known to affect only the strongest of
witches.

She turned to Chloe and noticed that
the whites of her eyes had become a strange silvery blue color, and
then she fainted. Dropping the phone, Marlene ran to her daughter
and tried to revive her.

“Chloe, Chloe. Wake up! Wake
up, baby girl.”

There was no response from Chloe.
Marlene ran to the phone and hung it up. Picking it up once more,
she called Tom. She couldn’t call 911 and tell them, “My daughter
fainted because of a chant.” That would surely get some strange
reactions. Tom didn’t answer his phone, so she tried to call him
again. This time he answered.

“Hello, this is
Tom.”

“Tom, Marlene. Something’s
happening to Chloe. A chanting came on the phone when it rang and
now she fainted. Her eyes are different. You need to
come.”

“Slow down, Marlene. I’m
already on my way. I sensed something with Chloe and decided I
needed to be there now. I should be there in two hours tops, but
get her into bed. I knew you two should never have left the coven.
It is safer here. She is a strong witch! It will be all right. I
sensed the old vampire and that’s why I communicated telepathically
to you.” Then he hung up.

Marlene’s hands were sweating. After
all her years as a witch and studying, this was certainly not
something she was prepared for. How strong was her daughter? Was
she the one that the Witch’s Prophecy kept talking about? She
couldn’t be. But first things first. She used her power to carry
Chloe back upstairs and tucked her into bed. The magic came in
handy at times, but she tried not to overdo it because magic took a
lot out of her. Then, all she could do was wait. Two hours seemed
to drag on for a lifetime. Or at least it felt that way.
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