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CHAPTER ONE

Prologue

 

Storm’s Crossing silently orbited around the Earth. A tan-colored ring surrounded the space habitat. Fragments around the outer edge kept out solid debris from space, and a special shield prevented radiation from harming those inside. The space station had overhead windows and adjustable mirrors that helped bring in sunlight so the inhabitants could have a normal day-night cycle. The mirrors also provided solar power for the entire habitat. Every home, building, and streetlight in Storm’s Crossing had their own solar panels. The station was thirteen miles long and three miles wide. Four large spokes led to a center post with large interior windows. Storm’s Crossing slowly spun to provide those living there with the sensation of gravity, though it wasn’t quite as much as Earth’s gravity. There were also two spaceports, one on the top and bottom of the station’s center post.

A ship from Earth docked to the lower spaceport. It was April 16, 2087, at five in the morning Earth time. The ship took three days to get to the station.

George Baggs was among those who disembarked from the ship. Hate filled his eyes. The man was thirty years old, six feet tall, and he had a shaved head. He had huge, bulging muscles, due to a combination of addiction to steroids, a high-protein diet, and rigorous exercise. George wore a gray shirt, blue jeans, and checkered tennis shoes. He walked through the customs-like section of habitat for those just arriving and those who planned to leave. Out of hate, he ignored the employees checking passports. They were part robot anyway, and as such, had no feelings to bruise.

Many people left Earth because the melting polar ice caps increased sea levels, driving out those who lived in low-lying, flood-prone areas. Some went to stay on the moon. Others fled here, to Storm’s Crossing; still others went to Mars. George picked up his suitcases from the baggage claims area. The man hailed an electric-powered taxi, directing it up the first spoke of the habitat, moving into the downtown part of Storm’s Crossing, a town of 10,000 people. The cab pulled up to his house; he paid for the ride with electronic cash, and the taxi left.


 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TWO

Bad Vibrations

 

It was 5:30am when Allen Cain sensed the hatred and evil from George Baggs. Allen was awakened by the bad vibrations from the other man. It disgusted him because the hate was empty, oily, and so cold, it burned. Who could it be that is so full of hate? He thought. The man rejected the emotion his magical power forced him to feel, instead focusing on the love he picked up from his wife, Mary, his cousin Karen, and her husband Jason Johnson, who all shared his home. He could also sense the same emotional love from Agatha, their technically advanced house robot. It was warm, filling, and he wanted it.

He turned on the lamp, seeing his wife sleeping soundly beside him. She and Allen were both twenty-two years old, and thin as rails. Mary was slender in a graceful way. They both had auburn hair. Allen had just a plain haircut while Mary kept her hair shoulder-length. He was five feet, six inches tall while his wife was two inches shorter. Allen was nearsighted, which was odd because the four of them were genetically engineered children, all born on January 4, 2065.

Mary woke, obviously noticing the lamp was on. “What’s going on?” The woman yawned.

“I woke when I sensed hate,” Allen replied.

“Where?” Quickly, she sat up, alarmed.

“It seems to be from Storm’s Crossing.”

“Do you know exactly where in the station?”

“No, I can’t pinpoint it precisely.”

“I see.”

The two of them got out of bed; they both wore matching sea-green pajamas. Allen and Mary left their bedroom on the first floor of their house and went to the stairs off to the right. The kitchen was behind the stairs, and the basement door was between the kitchen and the flight of stairs going up. The first floor plan continued with a living room at the end of a hallway, a computer room on the right, and the front door. The back door was at the other end of the hall, with the downstairs bathroom between it and the computer room. Allen and Mary went up the stairs.

Karen and Jason were in their room just to the right of the stairs. The upstairs bathroom was next to their room, and a spare bedroom was on the other side. Their witchcraft room was at the top of the stairs. Allen and Mary walked into the last room, which had an east-facing window and shelves on the south end. Various items relating to witchcraft were on the shelves. Some of those items had their own magic, others didn’t. An altar was at the north side of the room. It was an old, round, cedar wood table and symbolized all the elements. Mary followed Allen as he went to the shelves where he retrieved their magical Book of Shadows.

 

* * * * *

 

Karen woke up suddenly. The woman was Mary’s height, also slender, with blue eyes and red, shoulder-length hair. She wore a pair of sky blue pajamas. She turned on a light on the table next to the bed. Jason, too, woke up, blinking rapidly in the sudden light. He wore the same color  nightclothes as his wife, also had blue eyes, and had auburn hair in a simple cut. He was thin and the same height as Allen.

“Who’s walking around?” He asked.

“I have no idea,” Karen said.

They got out of bed to investigate. The two of them saw Allen and Mary walking back down the stairs.

“What gives?” Karen asked.

Allen looked at the others and told them about what woke him.

“This needs to be checked out,” Karen said.

The four of them went to the kitchen.

 

* * * * *

 

It was 6am. A tube on the north wall of the basement clicked on; its door went up silently. Agatha, the house robot, was inside. She came out of idle mode, which was her version of sleeping. The tube was also her recharging unit. The robot could be mistaken for a Puerto Rican beauty queen. She had black hair parted down the middle that fell down to her shoulders. Agatha was thin, about Allen’s height, and looked to be in her early twenties.

Agatha actually belonged to Allen, ever since he was a baby. But, he said he didn’t mind sharing her with his friends. She loved and cared for them since they were young, and all of them felt the same way about her. Agatha stepped out of her recharger, and when she was far enough away, the door closed and it shut off. The robot went up the basement stairs. What a nightmare I had last night. I really shouldn’t watch those stupid horror movies. Yet, I do it anyhow, Agatha thought, shaking her head. This particular movie was a mad slasher show on a disc Jason had.

When Agatha walked in the kitchen, Allen, Mary, and Jason were looking over the Book of Shadows to see if Allen would receive a vision, but it was a dud. Karen came into the kitchen while they were going over the book.

“So, what’s up?” Agatha asked. Karen told her what was going on. “Okay. Well, are the four of you still up for fish?”

“Yeah,” all four of them said together. Agatha started cooking salmon burgers.

The salmon, which was farm-raised, was just one of a number of farm-raised species of fish. Salmon used to be fished from the ocean or rivers, but honest fishing was ruined by poachers taking fish illegally. There were once naysayers who feared that if sharks were gone from the ocean, so were their fish dinners. They didn’t want to see that fish farms were cropping up. The fish in these farms would be cross bred with each other to create new varieties of fish. With the rise of the farms, the need to go out fishing was over with. The critics really cried over that; none of them could see that fish farming was the wave of the future.

Agatha gave the humans their breakfast. Milk washed down the food. Then, she went to watch TV. It was the news on Channel 12 from Cape Town, Missouri that she watched.

 

* * * * *

 

After breakfast, the four friends joined Agatha in the living room. Allen was suddenly struck by a vision during the sports report. A flash of white light hit him in the eyes. He felt a jolt of electricity run through his body. Allen was scared, and he gasped. He shut his eyes as a scene flitted through his mind.

 

* * * * *

 

Storm’s Crossing is in Earth orbit, serenely circling through space. Then, Allen sees a man in black armor, boots, gloves, and a mask covering his face. The mask looks like a bull’s head, with long, thick horns protruding from the top. Suddenly, Allen is overcome with terror.

The man has a box. It’s two feet high and two feet wide. The villain opens the box, and Allen can see it is a nuclear bomb. A digital readout slowly counts down. Allen is powerless to stop it. All he can do is watch and witness.

As if in slow motion, the clock ticks down. The bomb explodes. Shards of metal fly out in all directions, and Allen can see the gasses, oxygen and carbon dioxide, spew from the station, instantly freezing in the extreme cold of space. A shock wave moves away from the habitat in a perfect circle. Through all the destruction is silence; Allen can’t hear a thing in the vacuum of space. But in his mind, he hears the death screams of thousands of people. Storm’s Crossing is vaporized, along with all life aboard it.

 

* * * * *

 

The vision was over in a flash. “Crap,” Allen said in fear. The others looked at him.

“What is it?” Agatha asked.

Allen told them what he saw in his vision. All of them went back to the Book of Shadows, and Allen flipped through it until he found the man in the mask he saw in his premonition. He pointed to the picture of George Boggs, wearing what Allen saw him in during the vision. The man held his mask in front of himself.

“It says here that he’s George Boggs. He’s also a villain named Moloch. He takes his name from a Middle-Eastern god, worshiped by the Amanites and the Phoenicians. Human sacrifice was part of their rituals. Whatever the worshipers of Moloch thought they would get from the sacrifices, I’m not sure what it was,” Allen said. The notes about Moloch in the book made him feel a little disgusted, and from the looks on the others’ faces, they must have felt the same way.

When their parents taught the four of them what it meant to be witches, the barbaric behavior of sacrificing anything on an altar was forbidden. It was never meant to be done in white magic and was to be left behind in long-past history.

“The four of us will need to get up to Storm’s Crossing and stop him,” Jason said.

“I’ll say,” Mary commented.

“I agree,” Karen said.

“So, we go.” Allen wrote down what happened in his vision in the Book of Shadows. When he was done, he put the book back in the witchcraft room.


 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER THREE

The Witch and the Pro Golfer

 

Edna and Jeff Carter woke up to the sound of an alarm clock. Jeff reached over to shut it off.

The woman, twenty years old, was Allen Cain’s sister. She was five feet five inches tall and athletic. Her wavy auburn hair, though mussed from sleep, fell to her shoulders. Jeff, her husband, was twenty-two years old, six feet tall, muscular, and with sharp green eyes. His hair was strawberry blond, worn flat on top, shaved on the sides, and shoulder-length in back. The man was a professional golfer.

Edna found being athletic was a real bonus in her job; she was a magician’s assistant in Stan Edwards’ magic shows. Her friend, Karen, was also an assistant, and it wasn’t odd for Stan to saw Karen in half, or for Edna to get into a cabinet. The woman remembered her last show; Stan hypnotized her and her body was stiff. The magician shut the doors and Edna was completely covered. Then, Stan used a blade to cut off her head, and another to cut off her legs just above her knees. When the cabinet opened again, Edna’s head, the two blades, and her legs were visible. Her body, in between the swords, was gone. Stan closed the doors, took out the swords, and opened the cabinet. Edna was whole again, wearing nothing but a thong, two-sided tape across her breasts, and glitter. Stan snapped his fingers, and Edna woke up from hypnosis.

“You know what?” Jeff asked, bringing her back to the present.

“What?” Edna asked.
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