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Prologue 
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It was raining outside. The lightning woke me up when it rattled the windows.


I was lying on my bed and my eyes were closed. That was when I suddenly woke up. Something was strange though. I didn’t know where I was, or how I got here. I was in a hotel room and everything was perfectly clean and in place, but something still didn’t feel right.



How does a person wake up in a room that they don’t remember entering, all while being in a place and an area that they don’t know?


I began to realize that, I didn’t know much about anything. Where I was or how I got here. All that I knew was that I was alone, in a very strange and abnormal way.

As the lightning struck outside, I felt the ground underneath the bed shake. That was what had woken me up. I thought that I was in the middle of an earth quake. 

As I woke up, I looked towards the windows on the other side of the room, and I thought that they were about to shatter into pieces. I thought the lightning had struck the building or something. As the lightning flash blinded me for what felt like a split second, I decided to get out of the bed and go to the window. I looked outside and had a view of the city, right beneath my feet. I then headed towards the edge of the curtains the ones that were closest to the wall, and decided to press one of the buttons I discovered hidden behind the thick drapes, and then the curtain opened even further.



I went to grab the cell phone on the table and I saw that the hotel’s Wi-Fi was connected, but there wasn’t any signal. I didn’t make too much of a fuss about it since I could see that the clouds weren’t going to clear up soon.

I still got this strange feeling though. That something wasn’t right or like I wasn’t entirely myself in some way. 

The hotel room I found myself in was too high for me to see what was going on beneath me. The roads were so far down that the cars looked like small insects. I then went to take a shower. After closing the shower faucets, and grabbing a towel to dry my wet hair and my wet naked body, I opened the wardrobe and found my clothes covered in plastic on one of the hangers, like they had recently just been dry cleaned.

I grabbed the ripped black jeans, the black leather jacket, a sleeveless grey vest, and some boots and made my way down to the reception area, to find out why no one was picking up the phone when I tried to call for room service.

I picked up the newspaper on the coffee table on my way out. 


“January 1st 2020.” It said at the corner of the newspaper.



Why couldn’t I remember anything from the day before? I didn’t know where I was, or what happened for me to arrive at this very place which I had found myself in, all while continuing to have this weird feeling in my gut that something wasn’t right about any of this.

I then opened the door of the hotel room and took the key card that was by the door on a small table while I was still inside the room. I had a wallet and car keys on the table as well, so I took those with me as well, in hopes that they would help me understand who I was, and what I was getting up to the night before.

As I opened the door and stepped outside the room, I expected to see someone, anyone really. But no one was up. I exited the room exactly at 06:59 AM according to the watch that I found while I was getting dressed earlier on in the hotel room. The hallways were cold and empty. I thought that maybe I didn’t hear any footsteps because the entire path to the elevator was decorated with a beautifully thick velvet red carpet and it took away any chance of me hearing anyone walk by. It still didn’t explain why I didn’t hear any voices or sense any human activity in the hallway. 

I came to the conclusion that people must have been sleeping or must’ve went to work by the time I was expecting to hear some kind of activity down the hallways.

It was when I took the elevator down to the reception area when things got even stranger. 

I expected to see the reception area packed full of people going on about their day, but there was no one in sight. Nothing but a cold silence that echoed, as I walked out of the golden mirror-walled elevator and on to the white tiles of the hotels reception area. 

I went to the reception desk and rang the bell and no one was there. That was when I walked outside to see if I could get any kind of information from anyone about where I was. The rain and the lightning had stopped, but there were still heavy dark clouds above the city. As soon as I walked out of the front doors of the hotel, I knew that something wasn’t right with this situation. The city was completely quiet. There was no one in sight. There was no vehicle being driven on the roads, no heavy traffic, and not even a single child was in sight, prancing around in their school uniforms heading to school to take on the day. All I saw were parked cars that seemed abandoned, and traffic lights that all repetitively flickered the red light simultaneously as if every traffic light in the city was being repaired. The entire city was so quiet, that I could drop a pin on the concrete steps outside the hotel and you would be able to hear it echo.

I didn’t know whose car keys I was holding, but I figured that I'd start in the hotel parking lot to get the answers that I was looking for. 

I went to the basement parking lot of the hotel to look for the first car that made a noise when I pressed one of the buttons of the keys that I found in my room. After walking around for a few minutes, I had found the car. It made a loud noise and the lights of the car flickered when I pressed a button on the cars keys. 

I was now standing in front of a blue BMW that looked brand new. It even smelled brand new when I got into the driver’s seat and closed the door. I tried to look for any kind of information about where I was. When I found that the car was empty, I decided to switch the car on and go for a drive around town to see if I could find out what was going on.

All of the streets I drove on were empty. I couldn’t see one person walking on the street, or driving a car, or taking their kids to school. I drove into the drive through of a fast food diner to order some food. The machines were on, but no one was there.

I then parked the car and walked into the diner. 


“Hello? Can I get some freakin’ service here?” 



There was no response. 

I tried to use my cell phone to call any contact I could find on the device, or connect to any WI-FI signal I could find since the place said “Free WI-FI” outside. There was still no WI-FI signal or network in the area. I was beginning to think that I had slept through a natural disaster or something because either the people of this town had evacuated and abandoned the area, or I just might be the last person on the face of the earth.


“Where the hell am I?” 



I asked myself as I stood in the middle of the empty diner.
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Chapter 1: Anne Wilson
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Diary Entry –

January 1st 1914


The curse that father has placed on our family is starting to weigh heavily on me. 

Nothing has ever been the same since my husband and children were banned from the realm of the kingdom. 

The last time I saw David was on that retched day when we all escaped the kingdom, and thankfully survived my father’s wrath. Maybe I should also begin to refer to him as Grandfather, since the kids have to call him that. It still brings me great pain to know that we couldn’t save my son Alex.

That wretched being of a father knew that Alex was the chosen one, or at least sensed that he was. Grandfather knew that with Alex being my only son that he would eventually have the power to rule when he was of age. In fact, that was the reason why we left. 

Alex and his father didn’t make it through to the other side of the portal the night we escaped grandfather’s palace, as well as the realm of the Kingdom. We knew a guard who we could trust, that was still working for grandfather at the time. Graham could also see that grandfather wasn’t the same since the kids’ grandmother had died during the previous blood moon ceremony, when she was supposed to be reincarnated into one of her granddaughters, who we thought was a chosen one at the time.

I’ll never forget the night when we escaped the kingdom. David had to sneak out of Grandfathers palace and take down most of the guards so that they wouldn’t ring the bell and alarm the entire kingdom village when we opened the portal and fled to the earth for safety and refuge.   



It still brings me great pain to know that I, was the reason why the entire family almost never made it out of the Kingdom in time.

The entire family knew to meet at the palace tree which was located in the forest. The portal was only able to open, if five royal family members of the kingdom were in front of the portal and each said their name and request for the portal to open.

Not even grandfather could open the portal by himself, even if he was the strongest supreme that the Kingdom had ever seen to this very day.

We depended on Graham to keep grandfather and the guards distracted, while David opened the portal and the kids and I fled to the earth for refuge.

That was the night that I lost my son. That was the night that I made it out alive, but a part of me had also died along with my son.

Graham had intentionally stayed behind to try and throw off the guards.

The girls and I think that someone must’ve captured Alex when it was his turn to walk through, and that David saw Alex in danger and tried to get our son through the portal. We haven’t seen David or Alex ever since, and as each day goes by, I lose even more hope that they are still alive. No spell I’ve tried has been successful in finding David, or Alex. Grandfather must’ve put a cloaking spell around them so that I wouldn’t be able to find them.

About fourteen years had passed since we had fled the realm of the Kingdom, but since we are immortal beings on this earth, it felt like life was just going on sometimes, even with the constant moving around to make sure that people never noticed that we don't age. The girls and I are now preparing to move again since we don’t want anyone speaking of witchcraft and pointing their fingers in our direction. Witchcraft seems to be the only explanation that the people of this world can use to describe our kind, or anything that is different to what they know.

With rumours of the First World War lurking around the corner, now would be the perfect time for our family to escape this town, and start our lives over as new people with different names and identities in New Orleans.

The girls were still quite young when we left the kingdom all those years ago. They still sometimes fuss about going back and saying that maybe it might be safe now since all this time has passed. I have forbidden them from ever setting foot by the portal or even trying to open it by themselves. They just had to accept the fact that we were never going back home again because it could still be dangerous.

David would’ve been so pleased to see how the girls turned out. Taylor has a wild spirit within her. She doesn’t play by the rules. Always optimistic and always on an adventure of some sort. She’s also been the most problematic at times. Always being caught at school with some boy under trees. Taylor’s free spirit and sense of adventure, passion and outstanding emotional skills was something she clearly got from David.

My first born Bethany was so different compared to her sister Taylor. Bethany was always in her own world. Always reading a book, and she never really had a lot of friends or romantic relationships.

She would’ve been the best spell writer in the kingdom had we stayed. Taylor was more in-tune with her instincts compared to Bethany. Bethany (like me) could do things according to the steps and facts. Taylor was always more curious about things. She didn’t need to have all the facts about something in order to make a decision about it, but when she made decisions to choose between items or situations, she had a natural gift of knowing which item to pick or which path to take. She would’ve been a great healer of our kingdom. She has also been naturally gifted at mixing health potions from herbs she finds and she connects well with nature, animals and her surroundings. 

Then there was Alex. My second born child. He was a combination of both Bethany and Taylor from what I remember about him. I never really knew what to expect with him. He had some unique charms, but tended to be a bit lost most of the time when it came to his life purpose and talents.

As soon as the war takes place, I sense that it would be the perfect time to stage our deaths and start over again, somewhere in New Orleans this time. As much as I didn’t want to leave, I knew that we had to. People would eventually start to notice that the girls and I aren’t ageing like everyone else.

The last thing we need, is for someone to catch on to the fact that we’re immortal beings and accuse us of being witches.

The last person who was accused of witchery was a young girl who was working as a maid servant on one of the cotton farms. One of the women had accused her of being a witch because the maid servant had slept with her husband and was found to be pregnant afterwards. The cotton farm owner’s wife would go around the town whole doing her errands, saying that she wasn’t about to put up with a colored baby to anyone who would listen. 

That very week, the town sheriff appeared one evening to collect the maid servant and they tied her up to a tree, whipped her back until she bled and then hung her by a rope right at the entrance of the town for everyone to see. I covered my children’s eyes as they hung and tortured the servant, in fear that the reality of that happening to them (should they be called out as witches after using their powers in public and being seen doing so), would have too much of a negative effect on their well-being. 

After that event took place, I told the girls to prepare themselves to leave and start over some place new.

I had explained to the girls that once we’ve set the house on fire and successfully staged our deaths in this town, that we are never to set foot here again until it is safe and we’re sure that no one would be alive by then to recognize us.

Aside from that, everything seems to be going well except for this dream I keep having when I sleep. I keep seeing my son Alex being trapped under water. As If he was trying to breakthrough to the surface of the water and reach out to me but couldn’t for some reason. It’s like he was screaming while he was under water, trying to reach out but always being hindered by a strong magnetic force that was stopping him from escaping the water. In the dream I see myself standing above him while he is beneath me, coated by a thick layer of ice that is covering the lake and preventing me from hearing him scream. I only see him fighting to break the ice then slowly disappearing and sinking deep into the depths of the lake.   
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