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CHAPTER 1
 
Down.
Down.
Down.
Rachel fell into the dark hole that encapsulated her body. She spiraled around and around as she twirled and somersaulted through the never-ending blackness. She couldn’t help but think of herself as Alice from Alice in Wonderland, one of her favorite movies. Visions of the Cheshire Cat, The Hatter, the Queen of Hearts, and the Mock Turtle swirled around in her head. She didn’t know what would be on the ground when she landed, but if it were anything like the fantasy world Alice landed in, she was in for a real surprise. 
As she continued to fall, now gaining immense speed, her hair blowing around and around in her face, she began to see a strobe light flashing in front of her eyes. She blinked and rubbed her face, not knowing what to make of it. The light continued to get brighter and brighter and then it started changing colors from white, to blue, to dark red. Then the strobe stopped and the light became constant and as bright as ever. It was so bright she had to squint her eyes to keep them open. 
THUD.
Rachel hit the ground with a bang and a huge cloud of dust rose around her. She sat there for a moment trying to pull herself together. She pulled her ratty, wind-blown hair out of her face and while coughing loudly she swatted away the dust that clouded her lungs. As she looked around she realized that the red light had disappeared and she was left sitting in a dimly lit room with no windows or doors. 
She blinked her eyes, trying to make sense of the space she had just landed in. She pinched her skin quickly to make sure this wasn’t a dream since it all seemed too improbable to really be happening. 
“OUCH!” she yelled at herself after the pinch.
The echo of her voice chimed off the walls of the room and she heard it reverberate over a hundred times. 
“Hello!” she called out, listening to each echo as it went from loud to soft around her. 
“Is anyone there?” she asked, listening for a response other than her own.
She stood up and looked around, wondering how she didn’t get hurt having fallen so fast and landed so hard onto the stone floor. She dusted herself off and noticed a few scrapes on her legs and blood oozing from one of them. She quickly touched it with her pointer finger and licked it away, enjoying the taste of her own blood. She slowly straightened, feeling her bones and muscles aching from the fall, but not enough to keep her down. She arched her back backwards into a stretch and held it for a few moments to get the kinks out. She then spun both of her arms around in circles and stretched them out behind her neck, trying to regain a sense of stability in her body. 
Suddenly, the walls around her, which were close together and made her feel a little claustrophobic, began expanding. The room had quadrupled in size within minutes and showed no sign of stopping. 
Out, out, out they stretched until they suddenly came to a screeching halt and a loud beeping noise rang in her ears. She wanted to hide in a safe corner of the room, but there wasn’t one. She couldn’t do anything but couch her body into a tuck position on the floor and wait for the beeping to stop and the walls to remain steady. She began to feel a bit frightened of this “wonderland” space she’d fallen into but knew deep down in her gut that these feelings would only inhibit her efforts to successfully find Benji and to make it out alive. 
As the room became still and silent again she knew this was her only time to make her move. She couldn’t just sit there all day, she had to get up and find Benji. She stood back up on her feet and began looking around at the four walls, each made of grey-colored stone with two small flickering lanterns in the center of each wall. The floor was bare with only the same stone beneath her. There were no rugs or carpeting, but then again she didn’t expect there to be since she’d fallen into a hole in the earth. She didn’t expect it to be furnished like a Martha Stewart Living magazine. 
She didn’t know which way to turn, as there was nowhere to go but up, and just as she looked up, the ceiling hole where she’d fallen closed above her head. It sounded as if it were made of a manhole cover as it scratched its way closed. 
Now, standing in the near darkness, she waited and listened for any signs of life or movement around her. She walked over to one of the walls and looked at it. She then reached her hand out to touch the stone with the tips of her fingers. As she did this her fingers touched the sharp, cold stone and then her hand went straight through the wall. She put her hand out further and watched as her arm went through the wall as well. She outstretched her other hand and it too went through. She tried this with her feet and her legs as well, but then pulled them back in out of fear she’d fall again into another strange room or land with no way out. 
She waited for a moment and then thought she had nothing to lose. If she didn’t go through the wall to see what was on the other side she’d be stuck in this room forever alone. She couldn’t bear the thought of it and leaped forward with her eyes closed through the stone wall, praying that there was something or someone on the other side. 
When she opened her eyes on the other side of the wall she was glad to realize that she had not fallen or gotten hurt like she anticipated she would. She was okay. Her body was intact and her skin was not bleeding as it had been from the long fall down the rabbit hole. 
She looked around at her new surroundings and saw it was a long hall of mirrors. She felt dizzy looking into them, as if she were in the funhouse at Rye Playland. Some mirrors were wavy and some moved in circles around her. She didn’t know if this room was made to disorient its visitors but it was surely disorienting her. 
Then she heard footsteps running in the distance and quickly turned her head to see who and what it was. She couldn’t believe her eyes. It was Benji running through the end of the mirrored hall and into the blackness that followed it. 
“Benji!” Rachel yelled.
She waited for him to reply, but he didn’t. 
“Benji! Turn around, it’s me!” she said again, hoping for him to reappear.
“Come back! I’m here to save you!” Rachel said. 
The room went silent and the sounds of his footsteps were no longer audible. She couldn’t understand where he’d gone so quickly and why he didn’t turn around once she yelled his name. Did he not hear her? she thought to herself. Or maybe he was ignoring her, or better yet, maybe he thought she was an intruder or a person of great danger and it was she he was running from not realizing it was his beloved. 
In any event, she knew she had to follow him. She started walking down the hall where she had heard the footsteps and seen a glimpse of Benji, but the mirrors around her kept moving and she began to fear she’d gone the wrong way. She couldn’t tell if she was going right, left, forward or backward as she started moving through the space. She began to feel dizzy as she saw her reflection rotate around her. 
As she headed toward the end of the hall where she thought she saw Benji, she realized she had gone around and around in a giant circle and she’d gotten nowhere. She feared that perhaps she hadn’t seen him after all, and it was all a figment of her imagination. 
Then she heard the footsteps again coming from the other end of the mirrored hall. 
“Benji!” she yelled out before she even turned around to see who it was. 
She quickly turned her head to see if it was him, and there he was, standing at the end of the hall, his reflection shining back at her in all the mirrors. She couldn’t tell which was him and which was his reflection. Either way, she had spotted him.
He turned and looked her way.
“Rachel?” Benji said in a questioning voice.
“Benji! It’s me!”
“What are you doing here? I told you not to follow me!” Benji said, running toward her. 
“How could I not follow you down? Did you think I would leave you to die here alone? I can’t be without you. I love you!” Rachel yelled running toward him.
“It’s dangerous down here!” Benji said. “Be careful!”
“What do you mean?” she asked. 
“You shouldn’t have come down here!” he yelled back at her in what sounded like an angry voice.
“I thought you’d be happy to see me!” Rachel said. 
“How can I be happy to see you when you are now in danger? You are not safe down here, you must get out of here. NOW!” Benji replied. 
“But Benji, I’m not going to leave you!” she said, still running in his direction. 
She couldn’t believe how long the hall was as she huffed and puffed, out of breath, toward Benji. It was as if she was running but getting nowhere. 
“YOU TWO! You better get out of here or else…” a loud booming voice came over a loudspeaker. 
Rachel stopped in her tracks and so did Benji. She looked at him, not knowing what to do. 
“Who’s that?” Rachel asked quietly.
“I don’t know who he is, but I can assure you, he’s not a friend to us,” Benji replied quickly.
“GO YOUR OWN SEPARATE WAYS!” the voice repeated loudly over the speaker.
“Benji! NO! I can’t leave you!” Rachel yelled out. 
She could barely control herself and her emotions at this point. She’d been through way too much to leave him now and give up on their future together. For all she knew this might be the last time she’d ever see him. 
“You have to go, Rachel. I’ll be fine…I hope,” Benji said to her with an outstretched hand. “I love you. That is all you need to know!”
“I’m not leaving you!” Rachel said.
“IT’S NOT YOUR OPTION, RACHEL. YOU MUST GO!” the voice said, as if part of their conversation.
“Who are you?” Rachel yelled back into the air. 
She didn’t see anybody there aside from Benji and couldn’t understand where this voice was coming from. 
“Who are you?” she repeated.
“THAT IS NONE OF YOUR BUSINESS,” the voice said back in an ominous tone.
“Rachel, this is not the time to talk back. You have to leave!” Benji cried out.
Then, all of a sudden, as if it were all a mirage, Benji let out a yell and fell through a hole in the floor. The echo of his voice filled the air as he fell farther and farther out of her sight. She ran toward the hole but by the time she had gotten there, his echo had died and the hole closed as if it had never happened.
“Benji?” she yelled out toward the floor. She knelt down over the hole and started touching it with her hands, crying and banging on it to open. 
“Open up!” she cried. “Benji! I need you.”
“BENJI IS GONE!” the voice rang out. 
“He’s not gone!” Rachel yelled back. “Please let me see him again!” she begged. “Please! You don’t understand.”
“I UNDERSTAND EVERYTHING!” the voice said. “YOU MUST GO NOW, RACHEL!”
“Where?” she asked.
She felt weird asking a strange voice such important life questions, but she knew he was her only hope now. Maybe he was not all that bad and maybe he was just trying to help? She could only let herself think of the positive in this crazy situation. 
Then, all the mirrors around her fell to the floor and shattered into millions of tiny little pieces. 
“What’s happening?” she shouted, trying to avoid getting cut on the glass that surrounded her body.
“THIS IS A WARNING…” the voice said. “DON’T LET ME TELL YOU AGAIN. YOU MUST GET OUT OF HERE!”
She looked around at the walls which stood bare around her and then looked down at the glass beneath her feet. She knew she couldn’t walk away if she wanted to. She was practically stuck on the few inches beneath her feet with no glass. If she moved in any direction she would surely mutilate her feet and legs. Standing there in a panic she began to cry. She knew she was going to be stuck here forever and possibly die here. 
She couldn’t believe it. One moment she was only feet away from the love of her life and the next she was standing alone with no sign of Benji. She replayed the past few minutes over and over in her head and thought about what she should have done differently. If only she had run into his arms they might be together at this moment. Maybe she would have fallen down with him instead of standing here amongst the shattered mirrors alone. She was getting angry with herself as she thought about it and knew she had made a huge mistake. How could she have been so close to him and let him escape her yet again? It was as if their love were a forbidden fruit and she was never to obtain it. 
“GO!” the voice yelled again. “YOU MUST LEAVE!” 
“Where?” Rachel said, motioning to the floor around her.
Then as if by a pure miracle the ceiling opened and a bright shining light appeared above her.
“YOU MUST GO UP,” the voice said. 
Rachel felt a strong current pass through the room she was standing in and her hair began to blow strongly upward. The current started swirling the shards of mirror up in the shape of a twister yet miraculously none of the pieces hit her as they left the room. Then, once the room was clean again, the current grew even stronger and lifted her out of the room, swirling and twisting back through a long bright tunnel up toward the clouds. She could see the sky at the end of the tunnel and hoped and prayed that she would be okay when she emerged. The sound of the wind surrounded her as she continued to spiral her way through. Then she felt the current die down as she neared the bright light at the end. 
She was free. The tunnel had closed and she stood on a patch of grass that sat next to her family’s mausoleum. She looked around her and saw no signs of broken mirrors and no signs of the tunnel she’d just come out of. She looked around as if it were all a dream although she knew that it wasn’t. She didn’t know what to do now, and then, in the distance she heard a voice calling her name. She turned around and couldn’t believe who it was. There before her was the face of her grandmother.
 
 



CHAPTER 2
 
 
Betsy lay there stunned, staring at the ceiling from her hospital bed. She couldn’t believe the whirlwind that had just stormed through her room. It was as if a beast had just come and gone in minutes, changing her world forever. 
The thought of Rob’s talons grabbing her body and scratching her swirled through her mind. Then, his teeth sinking down into her neck, leaving her body shaking and quivering alone in her hospital bed, was all she could think about. She knew it had happened. She’d been turned. Again.
She knew the feeling because she once lived the life of a vampire, but it had been ages ago and it was a lifetime she chose to forget about. She remembered her days at the swamps with her mother and her siblings, wreaking havoc wherever they went. It was a time of extreme remorse and regret for her, and one that she would rather not revisit, but now she had no choice. It was a secret she’d been hiding for her entire life, desperately trying to keep from Rachel and all the others. Her childhood as a vampire. It was only because of the Red Chalice that she had been able to turn herself back to human, a chalice that ever since had been lost forever. 
Here she lay, blood oozing from her neck and extremities, and all she wanted to do was to feed. The thought of sinking her teeth into someone’s neck was a feeling she had hoped never to have again in her life but now, it was all she could think about. It was the only thing in the world she needed and she wouldn’t stop until she had her first feed. 
Then she had a flashback of the letter her mother had written her in her younger years before she even knew what it meant to be a vampire. She could see it so clearly in her head, as if she were actually holding it and reading it. It was all coming back to her so clearly now as she recited the letter from memory in a whisper:
Dear Betsy,
Now that you are older, I can tell you who you really are and who we really come from. I can tell you the secrets of our family’s past and let you in on our secret life. This information is confidential and must strictly remain within our side of the family. You are never to tell your children or your husband. You have to promise me that you will not share our family’s history with anyone and you will take it to your grave. For I am the only remaining survivor from the time and the only one who holds the secrets. Meet me in the cemetery at the tomb of your grandfather, and I will share with you what I know.
Love, your mother. 
She sat up in her bed, waiting for someone to come in. She heard screams coming from the hallway outside of her room but didn’t know what they were screaming about. She stepped out of her bed onto the cold tile floor. Her bare feet felt freezing as she took small unsteady steps toward the doorway. She pulled back the curtain that created privacy from the passersby and peeked her head out. She couldn’t believe her eyes. Everywhere she turned there were puddles of blood and people running and screaming for their lives. The alarms were blaring now in the hallways and patient files and papers were being thrown around in disarray as the nurses and doctors ran away from the scene. 
“What’s happening?” she yelled out.
“Are you crazy! You must flee for your life!” a doctor said, ushering her down the hallway.
“What’s going on?” she asked.
“There’s no time for questions. This place is a madhouse. It’s doomed,” he said.
“Doomed?” she questioned in fear.
“Don’t ask questions. Just MOVE!” he yelled as he ran down the hall, leaving her in a trail of papers behind him. 
“WAIT!” she yelled toward the doctor, but he was long gone.
“Excuse me?” she yelled at all the people running past her, hoping one would stop to help her make sense of this whole thing.
“Excuse me? YOU?” she said, looking at an old lady carrying her ventilator machine next to her. 
“Not now!” the old lady blurted out. 
“YOU?” She turned the other direction toward a mother running through the halls with her son whose leg was in a blue cast. “Can you please help me?”
“Help you?” she cried out and pointed to her son. “Does it look like I have a free hand to help?” she said as she carried her son down the hall screaming and crying. 
In the distance she saw two policemen directing traffic down the hallway and toward the exit of the hospital. 
“Officers, please! PLEASE!” she yelled. “What’s going on here?” 
“Look at yourself, ma’am,” the officer said. 
Betsy looked down at her scratched and bloody body and let out a shriek. 
“Did he get you, too?” the officer asked. “Where were you when this happened?”
She didn’t know how to answer him. She knew exactly what he was talking about and realized that everyone was running from Rob. He must have gone into some other patients’ rooms after he left hers and started turning them too. Now, this whole place was turning into one big bloodbath.  
“He who?” she asked, trying to play innocent and dumb.
“The cannibal?” the officer said. 
“CANNIBAL?” she said, looking him in the eyes. 
She was surprised to hear Rob called a cannibal, but she figured to the outside eye, it did look like cannibalism. They couldn’t really think that he was a vampire, especially not having any clue that vampires existed in the world. 
“I gotta go!” Betsy said quickly as she ran into the janitor’s closet next to the police officers. 
“Ma’am!  You can’t go in there!” the officer said, chasing after her. 
She continued to run toward the back of the dark closet and sat in the corner, hoping that he wouldn’t find her. 
She saw a large flashlight turn on and the officer started shining it around the closet and on all the shelves. 
“Where are you?” he yelled in an authoritative voice.
Then the light hit her eyes and the door slammed behind him. She quickly locked it, holding him hostage in the room. 
“What are you doing?” the officer said as he dropped his light. 
“You should have helped me when I needed it,” Betsy said, as her long sharp talons popped out of the ends of her fingers. 
“What’s happening?” the officer said, shrieking. “You’re one of them, too!” he yelled. “HELP!”
Before she could control herself she had dug her talons deep into the side of his face, scratching him to bits, and then she started licking the dripping blood that oozed out of the wounds. 
“STOP IT!” he shrieked. “Please! Don’t eat me!” 
Betsy couldn’t believe how good it felt to finally taste blood again. She hadn’t realized how much she’d missed it all these years. She thought it was a thing of the past that could not resurrect itself, but clearly she was wrong. This was better than any sensation she could ever have. The taste of fresh, raw, warm human blood was something she couldn’t explain. It brought back so many memories of her childhood that she’d thought were gone forever. She could never have imagined revisiting them again, but here she was sucking the blood from the police officer and enjoying every second of it. 
As his body lay quivering on the ground, Betsy knew she had to get out of there, and fast, before she was caught. She suddenly felt like a teenager again, running from authority figures and trying to escape punishment. 
She pushed his body under a shelf in the janitor’s closet hoping that he wouldn’t be found, at least not anytime soon, and then quickly exited the dark room. As she got back into the hallway she saw the other police officer staring at her with beady eyes, as if he knew what had just happened. Before he could open his mouth to say a word she started running down the hall as fast as she could. She heard loud footsteps coming down the hall after her and feared he was following her. She ran and ran until she was feeling fatigued and out of breath. 
Then, all of a sudden, she felt two hands grab onto her shoulders and pull her backwards to a complete stop. 
“Let go of me!” she shrieked. “I didn’t do anything! It wasn’t me!” 
“What are you talking about?” the man said, standing behind her. 
She then felt his arms tighten around her body in an embrace and she couldn’t figure out what was going on. She looked down and tried to pull his arms off of her, but they wouldn’t budge. She couldn’t get free from him no matter how hard she tried. 
“What’s wrong?” the man said. “Aren’t you glad to see me?”
Betsy suddenly began to recognize the man’s voice and then looked down and saw the yellow and white gold braided wedding band upon his finger. She knew who it was. 
“What are you doing here?” she said, looking her husband in the eyes.
“Aren’t you happy to see me?” he asked, with tears welling up in his eyes.
Betsy stood there silent, not responding to his questions and puzzled by the tears in his eyes. 
“Why are you here?” she said finally, after a minute of awkward silence. “Why did you come here?”
“The hospital called and said you were in danger. Everyone is coming to pick up their loved ones and transfer them to the hospital in the city. You have to come with me and we will get you help!” he cried. 
“Are you crazy? I’m not going to another hospital! I’m done with this place anyway!” she yelled back.
“Betsy, my love, look at you. You have blood all over you and your body is all scratched up. Do you see that?” he said, looking her body up and down. “What happened to you? Did he get you?”
“Why is everyone asking if he got me?” she yelled. “I’m standing here, right? I’m fine! I’m not dead!” she snapped back with an attitude.
“Listen, honey, you’re acting very strange. I think you’d better come with me and I’ll bring you to the hospital. You should really get checked out,” he said, grabbing her by the hand. 
“I’m not going anywhere with you!” Betsy said, pulling her hand away from his in a rage.
She couldn’t understand why she was acting this way, but she couldn’t control her emotions. She knew she loved this guy, but she couldn’t figure out why she wasn’t able to show it or feel that emotion. All she wanted to do was get away from him.
“BETSY! GET OVER HERE NOW!” he yelled, now getting angry with her.
“I’m NOT coming to any hospital! Now get lost!” she yelled back at him.
“I know what happened. I know it was that guy, Rob! He came to our house. He came looking for Rachel and said he wanted to speak to you, too,” he said. 
Betsy looked at him and began to worry that he knew her secret. As she saw images of her mother’s letter flashing before her eyes, which specifically stated that he was never to know about her life as a vampire, she began to get scared. 
“What do you know?” she asked, fearing that he was in on her secrets. She knew that if he really did know what was going on with her that she’d have to kill him; there would be no other way.
“Trust me, Betsy, I know everything. I’ve known all this time,” he said, looking at her with disappointment. 
“What are you talking about?” she asked, then waited a few moments as he looked back at her and began crying.
“I know everything,” he said again. 
She had feared this moment would come at some point, but never actually imagined it happening. She looked around the now empty and quiet hallway which was once filled with screams of panic to realize that they were the only two left in the hospital. She didn’t know how it had happened but everyone had evacuated around her, leaving her and her husband standing there with only the loud noise of the ringing alarm bells.
She looked around to be doubly sure that nobody else was in the building and then she looked at him with blood red eyes which sent his eyes spinning in circles in his head. She was putting a spell on him and sending him into a trance that he would never get out of. His eyeballs rolled around and around as his body started to convulse, and he dropped to the ground shaking and screaming. Foam started coming out of his mouth and smoke out of his ears. She felt awful watching this happen, but knew it was the only way to erase his memory for good and to keep him sedated for the rest of his life. She knew it had to happen despite the guilt that was flooding her body.
“I’m sorry!” she whispered in his ear as he lay there practically comatose, with clouds of black smoke around him. 
She did not expect him to reply as he lay there quiet and still. The only thing moving now was the rise and fall of his chest which assured her that he was still alive. 
She stood to her feet and looked around the hallway, trying to remember its sterile perfection only hours ago. It was hard to imagine this space ever being a hospital hallway and knew that this was all her fault. She knew she had to leave the scene before something bad happened to her. 
Then she remembered the last words Rob said to her as he turned her. 
I’m going to go get Rachel and make her my bride. Once she vows to love me forever we will be the most powerful vampire duo on the planet and ruin the rest of the covens for good. She will be my slave and I will have her undo any good she’s ever done in the world and make it a miserable, evil place for everyone living in it. Mark my words. SHE WILL BE MINE!
A shiver ran down her spine as she repeated those horrible words over and over. She couldn’t imagine those words coming from anyone’s mouth but then realized that he was part of the evil coven and was one of Violet’s subjects. It was a name she couldn’t believe she had recalled from the past, but knew she was trouble and knew she would be after her if she ever found out that Betsy was a vampire again. 
Feeling scared, she knew she had to do something. Then she remembered clearly that she had used her crystal ball to show Rob where Rachel was. She couldn’t believe she’d done this, but he had put her under a trance and made her do whatever he asked. 
“I HAVE TO SAVE HER!” she yelled out into the air, hearing her voice echo around her.
 She knew she didn’t have much time to find him and rescue her daughter from his evil wrath. 
 



CHAPTER 3
 
 
“GRANDMA!” Rachel yelled, feeling so excited to finally see a familiar face again. “I’ve missed you!”
“Missed me?” she asked.
“Of course! I was so scared. I almost died!” Rachel yelled.
“I know everything that happened,” her grandmother said. 
“You do?” she asked. “How?”
“Rachel, dear, I know everything,” she replied. “I even know what is going to happen before it actually happens. Some call me the village psychic!” She laughed.
Rachel stopped and looked at her grandmother to see if she was joking but couldn’t read her coy expression. She knew her grandmother had lots of tricks and secrets up her sleeve, but she didn’t know she was truly psychic. 
“So you know what just happened to me?” Rachel asked.
“I do. I know exactly what happened, but if you want to talk about it, we can do that,” she answered, putting her arm around Rachel to comfort her.
Rachel knew she needed to talk about what had just happened. She couldn’t make sense of the whole thing alone and needed someone to bounce her thoughts and questions off of and she knew her grandmother would be the perfect person. 
“Grandma, you have to help me make sense of it all then. I fell down a long hole. I was like Alice from Alice in Wonderland. I landed in a mysterious world,” she said, practically out of breath thinking about her experience.
“I know, darling, I know,” her grandmother said.
“But Grandma, you don’t understand. I saw him!” Rachel said. “Benji was there with me!” 
Rachel saw her grandmother smile and wink at her as if she knew how much she loved him and how much she’d longed to see him. 
“And what was he doing?” she asked.
“He’s the one that fell down first and I had to follow him!” Rachel said. “I couldn’t let him fall alone. I still can’t believe he’s still down there. What should I do?” 
“Don’t worry, Rachel. Everything will work itself out in due time,” she said in a cryptic voice. 
“But you don’t understand. There was a voice and he separated us and then Benji fell again, down another hole, kicking and screaming.”
“My dear, don’t fret about this. You must understand that everything happens for a reason in our world. Nothing is by happenstance,” her grandmother said, in a calm and cool tone.
“GRANDMA! PLEASE STOP IT!” Rachel said, suddenly getting frustrated. 
“Rachel? Why, the nerve of you,” her grandmother said. 
“YOU DON’T UNDERSTAND!”
“I understand more than you know.”
“How can you say that! You have NO IDEA what I’m going through.”
Rachel was getting furious at the fact that her grandmother was so cool, calm, and collected about this whole thing. Did she not realize she had almost died? That Benji could be dead for all she knew? She couldn’t stand her ambivalence toward this situation and knew she had to do something about it. She couldn’t sit back and let her grandma continue to tell her that everything was going to be all right, when she knew deep down in her heart that if she didn’t do something to help, Benji could wind up dead somewhere. The thought of it made her body quiver with fright. She couldn’t imagine losing the one she loved now. Not after all they’d been through. Not when they were so close to being together and then were torn apart yet again. 
Then suddenly she remembered what had happened just before they had fallen into the earth. It was all coming back to her so clearly now and slowly she was remembering everything from her past. She could see it so vividly now. Flashes of Rob, Benji, and Violet swirled around her mind. She remembered Violet stabbing Rob with a dagger, and Rob falling to his knees. She knew something had happened to him, but didn’t stay around long enough to find out if he were still alive. She didn’t know if she wanted him alive, she didn’t know what his motives were with her, but she knew her heart belonged to Benji and not Rob anymore. 
Then she remembered the Golden Sarcophagus. She remembered Benji telling her that only she had the power to open it and remembered pushing it open ever so slowly to peek inside but then, her mind went blank. She didn’t remember what happened after that, and didn’t recall anything being inside before they both fell into the ground. 
“Grandma, what’s in the Golden Sarcophagus?” Rachel asked, feeling like she needed to keep her cool with her grandma to get the answers she needed. It would not behoove her to get into an argument with her now, not at this stage in the game, when her grandma held the key to everything she needed to know and learn about herself and about her heritage. 
“You will learn what is inside when the time is right. You cannot dwell upon what you don’t know, but instead focus on the things you do know and hone in on them for true understanding,” her grandma responded.
Rachel hated how her grandma was talking to her in this poetic nonsensical voice. It was as if she were reading clips of ancient poems and scripture and reciting them back to Rachel. If there was one thing she couldn’t stand it was when people didn’t give her a straight answer. And at this moment, she was livid with rage and all she wanted to do was run away—far away from her grandma—but she knew that would only prolong this process of getting back to Benji and finding out her true past. 
“Grandma, please stop speaking in riddles. Just tell me the answer!” Rachel yelled.
“I will not speak to you, child, if you continue to use this voice with me. Have you lost all sense of respect? I am your elder, and you must treat me as one,” she replied with a stern voice. 
“Grandma, you need to help me. You are my only chance at seeing Benji again. I must find him and rescue him from down below. Please help me!” 
“Rachel, there are many things you must learn before you can ever think of rescuing another vampire from distress,” her grandma said, patting her on the back as if she were a small child.
“When will I learn these things then? Can you teach them to me? I must learn them now! I don’t have much time!” Rachel insisted.
“I will teach you everything you need to learn, my dear. You just have to take your time and enter these things slowly. You can’t rush into everything and think you can learn things quickly, because in our world, you must take time to really understand these things.”
“I promise, I will study and learn! But I need you to tell me now because I can’t wait. I promise I’ll be a quick study and you won’t have to tell me anything twice!” Rachel pleaded with her. 
“I will tell you things as you are ready. That is all I can tell you,” her grandma said.
“I’m ready though. NOW!” Rachel screamed.
“You are ready when I say you are ready and not a minute before. Don’t waste your time begging or pleading with me. It will be a waste of time!” her grandma responded. 
Feeling extremely frustrated and hopeless, Rachel walked up the front steps of her grandma’s porch and walked inside.
“Meet me in the kitchen in ten minutes for your first lesson.”
“YAY!” Rachel yelled, running to her room to get her notebook.
 



CHAPTER 4
 
Rob woke up in a pool of blood and heard the loud sounds of chains and bars around him. He looked around and saw that he was lying on a cold stone floor and that the walls around him were also made of stone. There was a tiny window high in the room with bars on it, which let in only a sliver of light. Only enough to light up the small toilet which sat in the corner of his cell.
Cell? he thought to himself suddenly. He opened his eyes wide and pinched his skin. Was he dreaming? Was this real life? How could he be in a jail cell? 
Suddenly, he started recalling what had happened to him and wondered how long he’d been out for. He remembered going to find Rachel, to make her his bride, but Violet had gotten in the way. He remembered saving Rachel’s life but at the expense of his. Truthfully, he was surprised to even be alive at this moment, so despite his anger for being in this jail cell he was counting his blessings that he was alive at all. 
His thoughts were suddenly interrupted when he heard one guard yelling out commands to another.  “Bring him to her now!” 
A moment later he heard the sound of a key trying to make its way into the keyhole on the other side of his cell door. He heard a scratching sound, too coming from the other side of the door. He couldn’t make out the source of it, but it got louder and louder. The sound of long claws against the door frightened him a bit, but he knew that he was tough and could battle anything. 
“Rob!” the guard yelled as he barreled through the door of his cell.
Rob looked up and saw a guard standing in front of him, and then he noticed a fierce dragon on a leash standing next to him with beady red eyes, snarling and spraying smoke out of his nostrils. Rob suddenly felt a pang of fear rise up inside of him and knew that whatever was about to happen was not going to be good. 
“Come with me!” the guard said. 
Rob sat there, still, not knowing how to get up. His body ached with pain from the incident and he wasn’t exactly sure what to do. He knew his mind was more powerful than his body, so he thought hard for a moment and then with all his might willed his body up off the floor in one quick motion, landing on his feet.
“Impressive!” the guard said, then grabbed his arm in a stern manner and walked him toward the door, pulling at the cuffs behind his back to ensure their tightness.
“Where are we going?” Rob asked, fearfully.
“You are not to speak! You are to follow me and not say one word,” the guard responded sharply.
Rob didn’t say another word as the guard led him out of his cell, he in one arm and the dragon in the other, both walking down a long stone corridor. He didn’t know where he was going but he knew that he was in trouble. 
As he walked down the long hallway he passed other guards at their posts who nodded their heads at the guard escorting him. He also saw other dragons alongside those guards whose wings flared up and nostrils smoked at the sight of the other dragon walking next to him. It was all so surreal and he couldn’t quite figure it all out. 
“Bring him down to the courtroom,” a guard out. 
“The courtroom?” Rob asked, realizing he shouldn’t have spoken.
“The guard whipped the dragon, who then turned to Rob and blew smoke at his feet, burning them ever so slightly.
“OUCH!” Rob yelled. “What’d you do that for?”
“Did I tell you not to speak?” the guard questioned rhetorically.
“Yes!” Rob said. “Sorry!”
“TO THE COURTROOM!” the guard said, as he pushed Rob down a spiral staircase to another guard waiting below.
Rob wound downward toward the bottom of the staircase and was fearful as he awaited his fate in the courtroom. He didn’t know who would be waiting for him at the other side, or what he had done to deserve a trial, but whatever it was he was scared. He was hoping and praying that the staircase would never end so he would never have to face what lay ahead but alas, he felt the strong, cold grip of the guard waiting at the bottom who continued escorting him down another dimly lit stone hallway which echoed with each footstep they took. 
The two walked in silence as they approached a large arched entrance with the word Courtroom etched in ancient Latin above the door. Rob couldn’t believe that he could read ancient Latin, but surprisingly he was able to. As they drew closer to the entrance, the guard was met by three other guards who joined them in a single file line and marched Rob into the middle of the room. They took off his handcuffs and brought him to the center of the floor and chained his feet to an altar, at which he stood. He knew there was no way to escape, so he just stood there waiting silently for what was going to happen next. 
About twenty people filed in behind him and sat in the rows of seats behind him and a jury of five men stood in front of him, glaring at him and shaking their heads. He couldn’t tell what they all looked so angry about. 
Then a loud voice rang out, “PLEASE RISE FOR THE HONORABLE MISS VIOLET!”
Rob felt his heart sink down to his feet. He knew this was not going to be good.
A loud cheer rang out from behind him as Violet entered the courtroom. She looked much different than Rob remembered. She was perfectly polished in a black silk robe with golden tassels hanging around her neck. In a way she looked like a magna cum laude graduate from an elite university. Her hair was perfectly coiffed and he noticed that she was wearing a full face of makeup, which included bright red lipstick. Seeing the lipstick reminded him of blood and made him suddenly hungry for a taste of it. He knew he had to put his personal hunger pains aside and focus on the trial that was about to take place with him in center stage. 
Violet walked slowly to the center of the trial platform and assumed her seat in the center. She looked at Rob, showing no emotion, and then she turned and greeted the jury one by one. 
“We are here today to discuss the betrayal of one of our own people,” Violet said. “Not only did he betray our coven, but he tried to terminate my life, and for that we must put him on trial and see what caused such atrocious behavior.”
The jury nodded in agreement and the crowd behind him gasped as she spoke her opening words. 
“Rob, do you hereby swear to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, so help you God?” Violet asked.
“I do,” Rob said, scared and shaking. 
“Do you realize what you did that night in the cemetery?” Violet asked. 
“I…um…” Rob began to speak.
“Don’t speak until I ask you to speak!” Violet shrieked.
“You saw Rachel and then you came after me. You came after me with fierce intentions and you tried to murder me. You chose HER OVER ME!” Violet said. “How can you betray your leader like that?” 
Violet looked at Rob, pointed at him, and said, “SPEAK!”
“Violet, I…um…I…I…don’t know what to say,” Rob said, stuttering. 
“You know exactly what you did,” Violet roared. “You betrayed me, your very own ruler.”
“I’m sorry, Violet, I never meant to…”
“You never meant to what?” Violet interrupted. “You never meant to attempt murder?”
“I don’t know, Violet. I was so entangled with the situation and with Rachel that I lost sight of what I was really doing down there. I lost sight of the big picture and I got enraptured with her beauty and my feelings of love and lust for her,” Rob answered honestly.
“Your words disgust me,” Violet snapped. “Don’t ever speak of her like that again. Do you hear me?” 
“I know, Violet. It was a mistake,” Rob replied.
Violet walked over to him and touched his face with her long talon-like fingernails, leaving a slight scratch under his chin. She looked at him with longing eyes and then quickly turned back to her post.
“How can I be sure you mean what you say?” Violet asked. 
“I know what I did wrong, Violet. I am terribly sorry for ever betraying you and for betraying our coven. I should be punished for this,” Rob said, believing the words that were coming out of his mouth. 
He started to think she was right and started hating himself for what he’d done. He knew he had a mission and it was not to fall back in love with Rachel. It was to trick her into marrying him and then to own her as a slave to their coven. He knew he’d made a big mistake and now, he had to undo it. 
“Rob, how do I know that you will never try and harm me again?” Violet asked.
“Violet, I give you my word that I will never EVER lay a finger on you as long as I am alive. I will live to serve you for the rest of my days and I will never betray our coven again,” Rob said eagerly.
“You are very convincing,” Violet said, beginning to crack a smile.
“I am being honest, Violet. I’m truly regretful for my behavior in the cemetery, and don’t deserve to even be in this coven anymore. If you let me stay, I will do everything in my power to make it up to you. I will prove myself to you in everything I do.”
“Wow, Rob! I like what I am hearing. So are you telling me that if I let you stay here with our coven, with the people who care about you and love you the most, you will never betray us again? You will work with us as a team and you will not fall victim to your inner desires ever again?” Violet asked.
“I PROMISE!” Rob said. “How can I prove it to you?”
Violet looked around and then walked over to her jury and talked quietly with them for a few minutes before returning back to the stand. Rob sat there eagerly awaiting the results of his trial but knew he’d done and said everything he could possibly say to beg for her forgiveness. And the truth was, he meant every word. 
As Violet walked back over to her chair she surveyed her courtroom to see if anyone had any objections or questions for her or for Rob. The room was silent and everyone waited to hear Rob’s fate. 
“Rob, if you promise on your ancestors and on the life of your future firstborn that you will never betray us again, we will give you one more chance. But if you for one second go behind our backs or deceive us in any way, we will kill you and all of your ancestors and children. Do you understand me?” Violet asked in a serious tone.
“I promise,” Rob said. “You can mark my words. I will never disobey again.”
“With that, I command you to go back out on your mission for Rachel. You are to bring her back here before the new moon rises in the sky. If you should fail to do any of these things, you will be banned from our coven and sent to jail for the rest of your days.”
“I can do that!” Rob said, eagerly, standing up from his seat.
“SIT DOWN!” Violet said. “I am not done with you. If you do not complete this mission it could result in damage not only to yourself, but to our people. The longer she is out in the world the worse it is for our people. She holds many coven secrets and we need her to be one with us. She must join our forces of evil.”
“I will go and get her. I must not delay,” Rob said.
“BE GONE WITH YOU!” Violet said, as she pointed in the direction of the courtroom door.
“I’ll be back before the new moon,” Rob said.
With that, Rob got up from his seat, walked toward an open window in the courtroom, and with his wings outstretched he flew upward toward the moon. He knew he had an intense mission ahead of him, but he knew with no doubt that it was one he would surely win. 
He was off to get Rachel once and for all.
 
 



CHAPTER 5
 
Matilda dove down, deep, deep into the water to see if she could find the Waverly Mirror they needed in order to stop Violet from destroying the world. She knew she didn’t have much time to get it and bring it back to Rachel and Benji and the rest of their coven. They were running out of time and she knew this was their only hope in saving their people. 
As she dove down she felt something nipping at her feet. She quickly turned around and opened her eyes to see what it was. The sting of the salt water burned her eyes and she knew that she wasn’t going to be able to keep them open for long. As she turned around she caught a glimpse of a green moray eel with bright yellow eyes opening and closing its mouth around her toes. She then saw red blood coming out of one of her feet and knew that she was in trouble. She knew that this eel was life threatening and that she didn’t stand a chance, especially since it was going to start eating her alive. Then she felt a bite on her other foot and saw another moray eel swimming quickly to follow her. So she turned again to get a glimpse of what was happening and saw thousands of eels approaching her. She was so startled that for a moment, she didn’t know what to do. She knew if she were to swim down toward the mirror, she would surely die, and she knew that if she swam back up to the top, she didn’t stand much of a chance either with the komodo dragons that waited above. She knew that it was up to the hand of God to save her from the eels and dragons and all she could do was forge ahead. Because, after all, if she gave up now, she knew she would die once Violet destroyed all the Vladdicus people on the night of the next new moon. 
She opened her eyes again, despite the severe stinging sensation, and dove deeper at a speed she didn’t even know was possible. She knew that a surge of power had just come over her, but she didn’t know how. She didn’t question it, though, as she quickly turned to see that the eels had disappeared and she was swimming toward the glistening light below without any predators.  She knew she wasn’t far from the Waverly Mirror because she could see an ominous glow coming from the sea bed below. She knew in her heart of hearts that it was surely down below and that all the wandering and searching they had done was finally going to pay off. She was going to find it and save the Vladdicus people once and for all. 
As she got closer and closer she opened her eyes again under water and the stinging sensation was almost unbearable. It was all she could do to keep her eyes open and focused on the glow from below. She didn’t want to lose sight of it because there wasn’t much time left before the new moon. 
She kept reaching down toward the light but every time she thought she could touch it, it grew further and further away from her grasp. She couldn’t understand what was going on. It was as if the sea bed were moving right before her eyes and she couldn’t reach it no matter how fast she swam. 
Then, all of a sudden, the glow from below started flickering and changing colors to red, green, and then yellow again. The color hues rotated in circles and Matilda couldn’t make out what it meant. She knew she was getting closer, but she didn’t know if she would ever reach it. He eyes could barely open anymore because of the sting of the saltwater. 
Then, finally, as if by a miracle the ground stopped moving and she was in reach of the glowing light below. She knew this was it; she remembered seeing this one time before, hundreds and hundreds of years ago. It was finally all coming back to her after all this time. And now, right before her eyes was the key to the Vladdicus freedom and salvation. She knew that within seconds she would singlehandedly save her people and the generations to follow. A huge surge of joy filled her heart thinking of what the Waverly Mirror would mean to her coven and all the vampire people. 
She stretched her arm out as far as it would go and reached down into the sandy sea bed below with her fingers and started fishing them around and around toward the glow. She felt a snapping at her fingers. She quickly pulled her hand back toward her and noticed a small crab attached to her pointer finger. She shook it off and continued reaching in the sand below. Then she felt something sharp and pointed and she knew this was it. She continued reaching for its handle but it was so deep into the sea floor that she couldn’t pull it out. She planted her feet onto the sandy ocean floor and with all her might she started tugging upward. She knew if she didn’t use all her might now that she would have to swim up empty-handed. Her energy levels were fading and she knew she was running on fumes. The only thing keeping her from giving up and passing out with exhaustion was the small amount of adrenaline that was surging through her body. 
She dug her feet even deeper into the sand to gain every ounce of strength she had and started pulling up as hard as she could. Then, without any warning, the Waverly Mirror came surging out of the sand so quickly it sent Matilda bolting upward through the ocean. Before she knew it she was practically spit out of the ocean and landed with a huge thud on the sandy beach. She couldn’t believe what had just happened. She looked down at her hands to make sure that she still was holding the Waverly Mirror and much to her amazement, it lay perfectly intact in her hands. It was a miracle.
 
 



CHAPTER 6
 
Rachel sat in her grandmother’s kitchen waiting for her lesson to begin. She was desperate for answers about who she was and all the secrets of her coven. She couldn’t stand not knowing anymore and felt that she deserved the answers. She needed this lesson more than anyone could ever imagine and she felt irritable at the thought of being so ignorant. How could she have gone all these years without knowing who and what she really was? How could her family leave her in the dark on such a huge and monumental part of who she was? As she thought about all these things she started becoming angry with her family. How could they do this to her? Did they hate her? She couldn’t help but questioning everything that came into her mind.
“Rachel, darling, are you ready?” her grandmother asked.
“YES, Grandmother! YES!” Rachel said, eager to learn.
“As I said, this is lesson one, a very important lesson in your understanding of who you are.”
“Will you tell me everything? I need to know!” Rachel begged.
“Now, you listen to me, dear. I will tell you what you need to know when you need to know it. Do not get ahead of yourself. Do you hear me?” 
“But, Grandmother, please. I can’t stand this anymore! I MUST know NOW!” Rachel shouted. 
“If you keep up this behavior I will not tell you a thing. Do you hear me?” her grandmother snapped back. “You must remember I am the one with all the knowledge and I hold the keys to everything you will ever need to know. You have to trust in me that I know what is best for you. Some things you can be told, but others you must learn for yourself.”
“Learn for myself?” Rachel asked. “What is that supposed to mean?”
“Everything in its time…”
Rachel couldn’t stand that her grandmother would say things like that. She was so vague and non-specific that it was hard to even have a conversation with her. It was as if everything she said was a riddle or a puzzle that was waiting to be solved. It was unbearable but Rachel knew that if she gave up now she would never get any answers so she had do deal with it. 
 “Are you ready to listen and not interrupt?” her grandmother asked in a stern voice.
Rachel nodded her head and said, “Yes!”
Her grandmother looked at the clock and then out the window at the setting sun. “Where do I begin? How do I tell you the story so that you will understand it?”
“Just say it!” Rachel said.
“I told you not to interrupt me!” 
“Sorry!” Rachel exclaimed.
“It happened long ago. Long before you were born. Long before I was even born. It was the beginning of time, back when the true vampires ruled the world.”
“True vampires?” Rachel asked. “What does that mean?”
“If you listen, I will explain,” her grandmother said.
“Back at the dawn of time, the Dark Lords ruled the vampire world. They were the most powerful vampires in the history of all the covens. They ruled the universe, and all the covens bowed down to them. They were above all the coven rivalry and no coven ever dared to try to harm them, for they were the almighty and powerful ones.
“Do you follow me?” her grandmother asked.
Rachel sat there in awe of this story. She had a pen and paper in front of her and she was jotting down quick notes as her grandmother was speaking so she would not forget one single thing. She couldn’t bear to risk forgetting any of the facts that her grandmother was telling her about because if anything were to happen to her, then she would never have the answers again. She figured this was a way to ensure all the information would remain with her and in her family for generations to come. 
“Um, I think so,” Rachel said. “I’m listening. I’m trying to make sense of it all.”
“My child, you know this will take some time to understand. You can’t expect to comprehend it all in only a matter of minutes. These are tales that have spanned the centuries and no one would expect you to fully understand them. I can tell you certain things but to full gain a true appreciation you must see for yourself. You must go through the trials and tribulations of your ancestors and seek out the meaning you deserve.” 
Rachel sat there listening to her grandmother speak again in riddles and vague sentiments. And though it annoyed her to do so, she did see the truth in what she was saying. All she could relate it to was reading and watching movies all about your first true love and no matter how many times people told her what her first love would be like she had to experience it for herself.  She couldn’t be taught exactly what it meant to be in love and to feel the feelings of overwhelming and unconditional love for a person. She had to find out for herself through her experiences. As she thought of this, images of Benji flashed through her mind.  He was all she could think about. He was all she cared about and all she wanted in the world. She knew she must find a way to see him again and tell him how much she loved him. She hoped that she could find him and rescue him from the dark hole he fell into but she couldn’t figure out how. She was at a loss.
“Rachel? Rachel? RACHEL?” Her grandmother was shouting at her, waving the spoon from her tea in front of her face.
Rachel suddenly snapped out of her thoughts about Benji and started focusing on her grandmother again. “Oh! Right! I’m sorry, Grandmother.”
“Now, if you’ll listen up, dear, I don’t have all day here.”
“Yes, go on,” Rachel said, holding her pen close to the paper to continue writing.
“The Dark Lords knew that one day there would come a time in which all the vampires would rise up in the greatest battle of all times. This battle, they knew, could potentially be the end of days for all the vampire covens.”
“But, Grandmother, what do you mean? The end of days?”
“Yes, the end of days! It too frightened me when I first heard about it. In fact, it is a horribly terrifying thought to think that everything our coven has worked for and strived for would be eradicated all in one great battle. It is unthinkable.”
“When will this happen?” Rachel asked. “Did it happen?”
“Of course it did not happen, Rachel. If it had happened, neither you nor I would be sitting here having this conversation. We would no longer be on this planet.”
“But how long do we have?” Rachel asked in terror. “I mean, are they coming for us now?”
“You could say that!” her grandmother said, with a worried look on her face.
“NOW?” Rachel questioned.
“Let me continue my story. The Dark Lords want to destroy all the covens and take over the world, but it is stated in the old prophecy that the eighty-seventh girl to be born to a Vladdicus vampire mother would be the chosen vampire.”
“The chosen vampire?” Rachel questioned as she jotted this down.
“Yes, this vampire would have supreme powers, greater than any Dark Lord that ever existed. She would hold the force of all the vampire covens within her and, if she wanted to, would be able to unleash a fury that could eliminate the universe as we know it, and all the vampires in it. She, it is stated, is the only hope for the Vladdicus coven and without her and her greatness the coven would undoubtedly become defeated and die out.”
“So who is this chosen vampire?” Rachel asked.
“Well, Rachel. I am the eighty-fourth girl born to a Vladdicus mother.” 
Rachel stopped for a moment and it didn’t take her long to figure it out. SHE was the eighty-seventh girl vampire born to a Vladdicus mother. She was the chosen vampire.
Rachel stared up at her grandmother with a look of fear and said, “It is I?”
Her grandmother nodded and said, “Yes, you are the chosen vampire, Rachel. You are the key to our kingdom and only you can save our people.”
“But Grandmother, I don’t understand. I don’t feel chosen. I don’t feel special. I don’t think it’s true. I can’t possibly be the chosen vampire,” Rachel said. 
“Don’t question the ancient prophecy. YOU ARE THE EIGHTY-SEVENTH GIRL BORN TO A VLADDICUS MOTHER.” 
“But how can it be? How did I not know this?” Rachel asked.
“Only you can save the Vladdicus people and they are in grave danger right now. The Greslin Coven is after us and there is only one way to stop them, and the prophecy says that only the chosen vampire will know what to do.”
Rachel couldn’t believe her ears. She was jotting everything down in her notebook, but knew that it couldn’t be true. How on earth could she be the chosen vampire? How could she be more powerful than all the Dark Lords and all the vampire covens combined? It just wasn’t feasible. 
She didn’t feel special and she certainly didn’t feel chosen. The thought of it reminded her of old biblical stories where the “chosen person” would be adorned with gold and rubies. She did not look or feel like a chosen person and instead felt like a nobody. A small nothing. Especially next to her grandmother, who was one of the most important vampires she knew. She was the learned and smart one, not her. 
“Rachel, do you know what this means?” her grandmother asked.
“I’m afraid I don’t,” Rachel said, in a quivering voice. “I don’t think I can go through with this. It is too much for me.”
Rachel didn’t know what to do. She wasn’t ready for this news. It was like being pushed up on stage and then being told you are the President of the United States. It just doesn’t work like that. She wasn’t ready for this big commitment now and didn’t she think she could handle it. How could she save the Vladdicus people? How did the Dark Lords ever think it was a good idea to put her in charge of the Vladdicus’s survival? The only hope she had was that they were wrong. Perhaps they miscalculated somewhere in the family tree.
“You can handle this. You will find your inner strength and use the powers allotted you to do the duties set before you. The Dark Lords would not have made you unless they knew you could handle this. Now, it is up to you to complete this mission and save our people!”
Rachel didn’t know what to say. She didn’t know why it was all of a sudden so urgent for her to save their coven but apparently there was much she didn’t know about. There was a great war brewing and she had to get involved. Without her, they would surely lose and it would change the face of the world forever. It was not something she wanted to think about.
“What do I have to do?” she asked quickly. “How much time do we have?” 
“You don’t have much time,” her grandmother said, looking up into the sky.
“What are you looking at?” Rachel asked.
“The moon. You have until the next new moon, and if by then you do not succeed we will all die.”
“What? That’s in a few days from now. How will I ever do this in time? How will I learn?” Rachel asked. 
“Rachel, it is not something you can learn. It is something you will experience and then you will understand. I cannot tell you what to do before you go forth and do it on your own.”
Rachel couldn’t stand it anymore. “Stop saying that! I hate it!”
“Excuse me, young lady. Do not speak to your elders in that tone of voice and with such disrespect.”
“I’m sorry, Grandmother. You are right.”
“First, you must save Benji. He is another key part in the survival of our people. The two of you together are a powerful couple and you two have a destiny together that cannot be described. It is a destiny that can change the course of history,” her grandmother said.
Hearing this made Rachel feel giddy inside. She knew their love must be real now, especially since her grandmother was validating their relationship. She knew if they had a special destiny, then they must really be meant to be. 
“But Grandmother, Benji fell down the hole in the cemetery. How can I get him out?”
“First of all, Rachel, that hole you speak of is not just a hole. It is a portal to the Under World.”
“Under World?” Rachel questioned in confusion. “What’s that?”
“The Under World is a place where few have gone before and the ones that did venture to did not come out alive. It is stated in the ancient prophecy that only the chosen vampire could enter the portal to the Under World to retrieve the ancient artifacts of the Dark Lords.”
“What does this all mean?” Rachel asked. “Is Benji okay? Is he alive?”
Rachel’s grandmother walked over to her crystal ball that sat on a golden throne in her house and started rubbing it with her wrinkly hands and then chanted, “Ines Vines Lines and Dines, show me the man in the Under World. Is he dead or is he alive, Ines Vines Lines and Dines.” 
Rachel looked down at the ball as it started shaking and glowing in the palms of her grandmother’s hands. She knew this was not a good sign. Then, all of a sudden, a loud booming voice started speaking back to her grandmother. Rachel remembered that voice from inside the portal. It was a scary, ominous voice and she knew it must be the same one.
“He is here. We have him but he is running out of life. He is scheduled to die on the coming of the new moon,” the voice said. Rachel looked down into the crystal ball and saw Benji sitting in a room, all alone, his clothes torn off, sitting there in rags. Then, a moment later, a vision of Benji running through a wild forest with broken trees and howling winds filled the crystal ball. It was all Rachel could do to bear it. 
“GRANDMOTHER! STOP! PLEASE MAKE IT STOP! SAVE HIM!” Rachel yelled. 
Then, just as quickly as she saw Benji in the crystal ball, the ball turned black and then covered itself in stone. 
“What is happening?” Rachel asked.
“It’s time, Rachel. The time has come. You have to hurry!” her grandmother said.
“Only the chosen one can enter the portal. You have the powers to survive down in the Under World and you must save Benji.”
“How do I get back inside?” Rachel asked.
“That is a good question, dear. Once a portal hole is opened it is sealed up for eternity. So you can never enter through the graveyard again. That portal is no longer open and has been locked from within. Anyone who tries to open that will turn to stone and die.”
“Die?” Rachel asked. “What do you mean?”
“It is the old rule that he who tries to enter without permission will die and turn to stone. I didn’t make it up, that is what the old prophecy states.”
“Then how will I ever get in?” Rachel asked. “I’m surely doomed!”
“You are not doomed. You are the chosen one, and while that portal hole has been sealed up you can go to the only other portal hole access to the Under World and gain entry there.”
“Where is that?” Rachel asked in a hurry.
“It is in the middle of the Atlantic Ocean, but it can only be accessed by the chosen one if she is in possession of the Golden Amulet.”
“Golden Amulet?” Rachel asked.
“Yes! The Golden Amulet,” her grandmother stated again.
“Where is the Golden Amulet?” Rachel asked. “Don’t tell me it’s missing! This is all way too much for me as it is.”
Rachel’s grandmother quickly ran up the creaky stairs of her house and into her bedroom. Rachel could hear her grandmother rustling around through her things and then hear what sounded like an old key ring clanking. She didn’t know what her grandmother was doing but she was hoping that she was searching for the Golden Amulet. She heard her grandmother throwing things around in a hectic manner and then she came running down the stairs with a small mirrored chest. 
“What’s this?” Rachel asked.
Rachel stood there as her grandmother held out the mirrored chest and put it in her hands.
“What is this?” she asked again.
“In this chest lies the Golden Amulet. Only you can open the chest. For I have never seen the Golden Amulet. It is only for the chosen vampire.”
Rachel took the chest and then started surveying the container. “But Grandmother, there is a hole here. How am I supposed to open it?”
“It is said that the person who is meant to open it will have everything they need in order to do so, but only once the time is right,” her grandmother replied.
“Only once the time is right?” Rachel asked.
“Yes! Now stop asking questions and go! You don’t have much time before the new moon and our lives are in your hands. You are the only person who can stop the war from happening and only you can save our people.”
Rachel felt her heart sink as her grandmother said those words. She did not feel capable of any of this, but knew if she didn’t set off on this mission she would never learn what it meant to be the chosen one. 
She had to go.
 
 



CHAPTER 7
 
 
It had been quite some time since Marc and Sarah had seen each other but they found themselves together again, flying toward their ancestral home. The castle they grew up in. Marc felt an urge to get home for some bizarre reason he couldn’t quite figure out. He wanted both of his sisters to come with him, but he could only locate Sarah. He couldn’t find Rachel and wanted desperately to know where she’d gone. He was beginning to worry about her, too, since his sister Sarah said she didn’t know what had happened to her either. He worried she might have been captured or hurt or, even worse, dead.
The thought of his middle sister dead was more than he could handle. He couldn’t find his mom and dad, and now this. He didn’t know what was happening in this world but he knew he had to figure it all out. He knew that if he didn’t return to their ancestral home he might never see his sister again. 
“Sarah, do you know how to get there?” Marc asked as they flew in the sky toward the North Star.
“Yes! I think so. I can feel it in my bones. This must be the way home!” Sarah replied. 
“Are you sure, I’m getting the opposite feeling. The wind keeps wanting to pull me in the other direction,” Marc stated.
“They say sometimes returning home can be the hardest and most difficult flight of your life,” Sarah said. “Don’t you remember that?” 
“Yes, but I didn’t think it would be this hard!” Marc said. 
He could barely spread his wings the wind was blowing so hard. It was forcing him to fly in all directions but the one in which he needed to go. It was as if a magnet was repelling him away from his ancestral  home. He didn’t know what to make of it, but he figured it wasn’t a good sign. What was it that was causing this? He couldn’t stop questioning this. He didn’t know what it all meant. He looked around with squinted eyes, trying to shield his pupils from the dust and debris in the air. It was hard for him to keep his eyes open. Suddenly, the sky turned red and the wind started swirling in large circles of red. He could barely see in front of him. Then, as if it couldn’t get any worse, it started raining, but it was no ordinary rain; it was bright red rain. Each droplet of rain that fell on his skin burned him and pierced his skin, making him scream out in terror. 
“Sarah! What’s going on?”
“I DON’T KNOW!” she yelled. “We have to go quickly.”
“What does this mean?” Marc said. “I’ve never experienced this before.”
“This is not a good sign. I don’t know exactly what this means, but I know this isn’t good. We have to get home fast. We have to see what’s happening.”
The rain grew harder and harder and the burning droplets turned into blood and the two of them were soon drenched in oozing red blood. Marc didn’t mind the blood since he hadn’t had a good feed in a while, but this blood tasted different. He couldn’t quite put his finger on it, but it was different blood. It was not the animal blood he was used to; this tasted like human blood. No wait, this tasted like vampire blood. 
“SARAH! It’s our people! We have to go quickly and save them!”
“WHAT?” Sarah yelled back. “IT CAN’T BE!”
Marc looked down at his arm and wiped off the droplets of blood that fell from the sky. Then he pricked his arm and tasted his own blood. Sarah was watching him in amazement. 
“You’re right!” Sarah said, doing the same thing to her arm. 
“It’s our people!” Marc said.
“They’re after us again!” 
“But who?” Marc asked. “Who is after us now?”
As they soared through the sky, the wind still howling and swirling, they could see in the distance their castle. It looked different to Marc and above it was a black cloud. The blackest cloud he had ever seen in his entire life. Seeing it sent a shiver down his spine as he anticipated what he would find upon arrival. 
“What’s going on there?” Sarah said, once she saw the black cloud.
“This is a bad sign. It’s a bad omen,” Marc replied. “I can’t think of anything worse!”
He suddenly realized that his special powers had forced him to return home because they needed his help. He was the youngest, yet the strongest vampire in the family, and the ancient ancestors who lived in the castle could not defend themselves without his strength. He wondered how long this had been going on. He didn’t know when the battle had begun, but he hoped that he wasn’t too late. He hoped it wasn’t a bloodbath, but by the fact that it was raining blood from the sky, he knew it might all be over. He knew they might all be dead.
“This way!” Marc yelled to Sarah. “We have to go in the cellar. If we enter through the front moat they will surely see us and capture us right away.”
“The cellar?” Sarah asked.
“Yes, have you never been through the cellar before?” Marc questioned.
“How do you know all of this? You haven’t been a vampire for that long,” Sarah asked in surprise. 
“That’s true, it must have been a past life or something. I know it’s here. I just have a feeling!” Marc answered.
The two flew straight down onto the grounds of their ancestral home where the old Vladdicus masters lived. There weren’t many of them, but they were the most powerful and supreme rulers of their people. They were the ones that knew all the family secrets and knew everything about ancient times. They were the keys to the success of the Vladdicus people, or so they thought. 
As their feet hit the ground and their wings drew back inside their bodies, Marc and Sarah looked at each other, not knowing what to do next. Marc looked around, though it was dark under the black cloud above them. He knew he had to use his sight powers. 
“Hold on a sec, Sarah,” Marc said.
Then he turned around three times with both of his hands in the air and started shouting in ancient Latin. His head spun around on his neck the opposite way five times and then his eyes grew bigger and bigger and their green hue turned bright yellow and had an immense glow that illuminated the sky around them. 
“What are you doing, Marc?” Sarah asked.
“We need to see!” Marc stated. “Do you have a better idea?”
“I don’t have a better idea, but are you CRAZY?” Sarah asked.
“What are you talking about? You should thank me. You don’t have this power, only I do!” Marc teased her. “Are you jealous you can’t do anything to help us?”
“This is NOT the time for sibling rivalry, you idiot!” Sarah said, slapping Marc on the arm. “Just when I think you’ve matured and are not a complete moron you go and say something like that.”
“Like what?” Marc said, laughing.
“Okay, now is not the time. It’s not the time to fight and it’s also not the time to light up the night sky. Do you think this is going to help protect us and camouflage us? HELLO! They can see us!” Sarah said, trying to hide in the shadows of a tall oak tree.
“Don’t be silly, only those who share the same blood can see this light. The enemy is not our people. It is them!” Marc shouted, looking back up into the sky and seeing a big “G” stamped into the black cloud. 
“What’s that?” Sarah said, looking up. “OH NO! It’s them, we have to move quick. They are gaining speed and power by the minute.”
Marc ran across the large grass field with Sarah close behind him. They were able to see now because of the light that was shining out of his eyes. Marc came upon a large golden door in the ground. He knew this was their only hope. Their only chance to get inside. Now all he could do was pray that it was not locked or bolted shut. 
“Help me!” Marc said, reaching out for the oversized large golden door handle. “It’s so heavy!” 
Sarah outstretched her hand, and with six winks of her left eye, she touched the handle and pulled it open as if she were lifting a feather. Marc watched in amazement as his sister opened this two-ton door with ease.
“How do you like that?” Sarah said. “Look who has all the power now!”
“Oh my gosh, Sarah, thank you. What would we have done without you?”
“They say that everything happens for a reason and that we are put with the people that can help us the most. Today, we were meant to help each other!”
They quickly walked inside down the cold stone steps. The inside of the castle smelled old and musty, as if it hadn’t been inhabited in hundreds of years. Below their feet they felt quick movements and looked down to see large black and white rats running across the floor. Their beady red eyes stared up at them as they ran past. 
“Hurry!” Marc said.
“I’m coming!” Sarah said. “I’m running as fast as I can!”
They ran through the entire cellar and past the dungeon, where ancient prisoners had been locked up to die. Perhaps that was what the horrible stench was. Marc didn’t know what to make of it. Then he heard loud screams and shrieks coming from the ground floor above. He knew they were attacking and now he had to figure out his entry strategy into this battle. 
“It’s Uncle Drew!” Sarah said. “Hurry, there’s no time to plot our entry, we just have to go!”
Marc listened and heard the wails of his beloved uncle in the distance. He ran even faster up the steps and into the foyer full of mirrors. He knew that he was going to be seen, but he also knew he had no choice. His family was in danger and if anything happened to them, he couldn’t bear to live with himself anymore. He had to save them.
As he got upstairs he saw his uncle tied to a chair in the large foyer. Three Greslin vampires dressed in all black were circling him and chanting loud Greslin death chants. They were performing their killing ritual in front of him. The three vampires surprisingly did not see Marc enter the room, perhaps because his eyes were still illuminated, but Uncle Drew saw him right away. Marc could tell that his uncle didn’t want to draw attention to him, so instead he started making hand signals with his hands and fingers that were tied to the arms of the chair. Marc knew he only had a matter of minutes before Uncle Drew was a goner. 
Then, just as quickly as he arrived upstairs he turned around to find his sister Sarah captured on the other side of the room with a large piece of black tape over her mouth as she tried to scream to get acknowledged for help. 
More Greslin vampires came into the foyer, now circling both of them while others started sniffing out the rest of the foyer with puzzled looks on their faces. Marc didn’t know what was going on, and how he hadn’t been seen or captured yet. Then he looked again at Uncle Drew, who made the hand signal that meant Marc was invisible to the Greslin people. He was the only one who could save them, because he was invisible. They would never find him, unless of course he spoke. Marc thought back for a moment and remembered the ancient rule to using his vision powers. If he spoke in the presence of the enemy his powers would die and he would become visible for all to see. 
Silently, Marc walked close to Uncle Drew, still observing his hand signals as he was told to free the others upstairs. Marc was having difficulty reading and understanding all of his uncle’s hand gestures, but he knew that there were others in danger upstairs. He didn’t know who to save first. Then Uncle Drew shot him a look which told him he must go upstairs. 
Quickly, Marc headed up the large stone staircase and headed upstairs and into the long corridor. The halls were filled with smoke as he reached the second floor. He heard screams and shouts coming from inside the large auditorium that stood at the top of the staircase. He opened the door slowly, first grabbing a large ax that lay out on display on the table next to the entrance to the auditorium. He then shut the door behind him without being heard. He was shocked this was all working so well. He knew it was only a matter of minutes before something or someone blew his cover so he had to act fast. 
He couldn’t believe his eyes. In the middle of the auditorium was an enormous cast iron cauldron, and the Greslin vampires had laid all the Vladdicus people out on carving blocks to chop them up and put them into the pot. 
With a sudden bolt of energy Marc surged into the room with the ax above his head and quickly ran into the room swinging the ax wildly out of control, chopping off the heads of the Greslins that were in the room. They didn’t even have a second to react before they all lay beheaded on the ground. He then used that same ax to free the Vladdicus people lying on the carving blocks all tied up. He didn’t know all of them, but recognized a few of the ancient vampires, and couldn’t believe that he had saved their lives. He knew that without them, the future of the Vladdicus people would be no more. 
Then, without hesitation, he ran down stairs with his ax flailing wildly and started running after the other Greslin vampires who were doing the killing ritual. All of a sudden, the ax flew out of his hand and Marc fell to the ground and let out a scream.
“AHHHH!”
Within seconds he was no longer invisible and the eyes of the ten or so vampires that circled the room were now fully on him. 
“KILL HIM!” they yelled.
Marc felt stunned. He didn’t know what to do, but he knew he only had a second to summon the strength of an entire army and kill them before they killed him. He rose to his feet and sprang into action, leaping off walls and jumping off the heads of the Greslin people. The spurs on his leather boots helped him as he started spurring out the eyes of the vampires so they were immediately blinded. He then started to breathe heavily and deeply as if he were a puffer dragon and started breathing fire, and with each exhale he let out a huge burst of flames onto his enemy. With each breath he killed another Greslin and soon, they all lay dead on the floor. 
“Uncle Drew! Sarah! Are you guys all right?” Marc yelled, taking a final deep breath and accidentally blowing fire onto Uncle Drew’s shirt. 
“MY BOY!” Uncle Drew said, patting the fire off of his shirt and hugging him all at the same time.
“You saved us!” Sarah said. “How can we ever thank you enough? That was terrifying!”
Marc couldn’t believe what had just happened. In only a matter of minutes he single-handedly saved their ancestors. He looked in the mirror behind him and started puffing up his chest as if he were a glorious hero. Then he exhaled and became the normal-sized Marc he had always been. 
“Did you save them all?” Uncle Drew asked.
“Yes! I got them all!” Marc replied.
“Good, my boy, now don’t let this go to your head. Things could have been much worse. This army that came today was their tier three army. They weren’t that powerful. When Violet finds out that they are dead after they don’t return home, we are all in for it, especially you. You must watch your back extra carefully.”
“What do you mean? How will she know it was me? How will she find out?” Marc asked in fear.
“She will know. Messages are sent into the universe each time a vampire dies. She already knows,” Uncle Drew said, also in fear. 
“So how will I survive this? I might not live to see the next new moon,” Marc said, suddenly feeling remorseful for what he had just done.
“There is only one vampire more powerful than you, and you need her to help you. If you don’t find her you will not survive,” Uncle Drew added. 
“WHO?” Sarah said. 
“Who is it?” Marc asked, too.
“It’s your sister Rachel. She is the chosen vampire. She holds the power of our entire coven in her hands and she is the only one with the strength to save you now.”
“Chosen vampire?” they both asked in unison. 
“Yes, she is the eighty-seventh vampire girl born to a Vladdicus vampire mother, and thus she holds all the power.”
“What do you mean?” Marc asked.
“There’s no time for questions now, Marc. We are running out of time. You must find Rachel before the new moon so she can save our people. Without her we will all die,” Uncle Drew exclaimed. 
“But where is she?” Marc asked.
“There’s only one way to find out,” Uncle Drew said. “Come into my library.”
The two of them followed him into his library, which was in complete disarray since the Greslins invaded. 
“Come over here,” he said, as he led them both over to a wall of books.
Marc watched as Uncle Drew started shaking the books on the wall. Suddenly the books began to shake and one fell off the shelf and onto the ground in front of them. Marc reached down to pick it up and Uncle Drew pushed him backwards quickly as the book started rising into midair. 
“Watch and you will see,” Uncle Drew whispered.
The pages of the book moved on their own, page after page blowing in the breeze until it stopped on a page with a mirrored key. 
“What’s this?” Marc asked, puzzled.
“SHH!” Uncle Drew said.
Then the book started talking. “Take this key and go southeast. Fly quickly to the Atlantic Ocean. There you will find what you are looking for.”
The book then dropped to the floor with a cloud of dust surrounding it, as the key waited in midair for Marc to grab it. Sarah reached out to grab the key but it was stuck in the air. 
“Only the one given the key will be allowed to use it,” Uncle Drew stated. 
Marc reached out for the key and it easily dropped into his hands. 
“Um, I guess this key is intended for me to use?” he questioned. 
“This is your property now, Marc. It is the ancient Mirrored Key. The one in possession of this key has a great deal of power. You must not lose the key and you must bring it back to the book on the new moon or else it could put the Vladdicus people in great danger. Do you hear me?” Uncle Drew repeated. “We will be in great danger if you do not bring this key back to the book!”
“YES, YES! I hear you,” Marc said, looking down at the key. As he looked at it and studied it, he didn’t think it looked all that special. It was a silly mirrored key, and he had no idea what it was for or what it could unlock, but he didn’t want to go against Uncle Drew so he slipped it in his pocket and started walking out of the library. 
“Where do you think you’re going so nonchalantly?” Uncle Drew asked.
“I don’t know,” Marc said. 
“You must follow the directions and go where the book told you to go. If you don’t our people will be helpless without you.”
“Sarah, can you come, too?” Marc asked.
“It is better if she stays here. She is only putting herself in danger if she goes with you. The outside world is no place for us right now,” Uncle Drew said fearfully.
“You mean I have to go alone?” Marc asked. “But…”
“Stop asking questions, my boy! You can do this. You have the power necessary to save our people. Now GO! GO and find Rachel! We are all depending on you!”
“But I don’t think I can do this alone!” Marc said.
“You are not alone. You will soon be with Rachel. Now GO! There’s no time to waste. She is waiting for you!”
Marc turned to Sarah and gave her a hug goodbye. Then he walked over to Uncle Drew and did the same.
“You’ve got this, my boy! Make me proud!” Uncle Drew said.
Then, without another thought, Marc opened the front gates to the castle and flew up into the sky. He knew he would find Rachel somewhere. Wouldn’t he?
 
 



CHAPTER 8
 
Benji ran quickly through the long dark corridors of the Under World, hoping that he would find the way out. He knew this was no place for him and that he didn’t have much time before he would die or get killed down there. He looked over his shoulder and saw the shadows of two soldiers following him, moving faster and faster. He didn’t know where to run anymore. The hallway was so dark and endless that he felt like he was going nowhere. He didn’t see any way out and he didn’t see anywhere to hide. All he could do was continue running and running for his life. 
With each step he could feel his strength diminishing as he pushed forward. It had been days since he had been trapped in the Under World and he thought for sure this was the end of him. He turned around and saw the two shadows were now carrying large glaives. The sight of the sharp blades on the long poles terrified him. He suddenly felt powerless in their presence.  Then, as he was looking backwards at them, he felt a bang on the side of his face and quickly turned around to see that he had run into a wall. He quickly touched his cheek and his hands were covered in blood. He licked the blood off of his hands and felt a new surge of energy. 
He continued running and then the loud booming voice appeared. “You there! You running!”
Benji stopped in his tracks and started to shake. He had never felt this out of his comfort zone before, nor had he ever been in such a horrifying place. He didn’t know whether to answer or remain quiet.
“YOU! ANSWER ME!”
He quickly cleared his throat and said, “ME?”
“YES, YOU!” the booming voice repeated. 
“Yes?” Benji asked nervously. 
“DO YOU KNOW WHAT YOU JUST DID?” the voice asked.
Benji looked around and noticed that the two soldiers with glaives had disappeared. Feeling a sense of relief on the one hand, he now felt completely terrified of the voice and what he had just done.
“No, I’m sorry. I don’t know what I have done,” Benji said, shyly. 
“YOU MUST WATCH OUT!”
“What did I do?” Benji asked again. 
“YOU HAVE INVADED THE HALL OF KINGS.”
“The hall of what?”
“THE HALL OF KINGS!” the voice shouted, hurting Benji’s ears.
“THIS IS THE ONE ROOM THAT IS OFF LIMITS FOR ANYONE IN THE UNDER WORLD.”
“What do you mean?” Benji asked, looking around.
“THIS IS FORBIDDEN TERRITORY!” the booming voice echoed. “YOU MUST LEAVE NOW!”
Benji didn’t know what to do. He felt like a trespasser, but at the same time he didn’t mean to do it. He felt completely helpless. 
“WHY DO YOU REMAIN STILL?”
Benji started walking, unsure of where he was going, and then all of a sudden the lights turned on and a bright spot light shined in his face. 
“LOOK HERE!”
Benji couldn’t believe his eyes. It was the strangest thing he had ever seen in his life. Before him sat hundreds of men in long red robes with white fur trim around the collar. They sat around a board table, with maps and photos of vampires behind them. Behind them were posted photos of all the vampire covens that existed in the world today, and then, written in big bold black letters, was the word VILLAINS, and under it were photos of the leaders of certain vampire covens that were deemed to be the most evil of all. Benji had no idea what this was, but he knew it was no place for him to be intruding. He felt scared and helpless. He wished he had never seen this, but it was too late. He was caught.
“WHO GOES THERE?” a man’s loud voice yelled.
Benji looked around to see the man talking was a very large and overweight man, wearing a golden crown adorned with precious stones and gems. He knew that he was in trouble now.
“SPEAK!” the man said.
 Benji cleared his throat and said, “I’m Benji?”
“BENJI?” the man shouted. “KING BENJI?” 
He didn’t know how to respond to this. He wasn’t a king. Was this only a room for kings? Should he lie and say yes, or tell the truth and possibly be executed?
He looked around the room and saw the two soldiers that were running after him standing at attention along the sides of the room. They stood there with hundreds of soldiers just like them, holding glaives, cleavers, lances, military forks, and other frightening medieval weapons. He knew this was no place to start telling lies. 
“Just Benji,” he said, fearfully.
“ARE YOU A KING?” the man asked.
Benji had one more chance to say yes, but he couldn’t bring himself to do it. His life was a stake, but still, he couldn’t risk it, especially with all the soldiers staring at him with daggers in their eyes, and literally in their hands.
“I TOLD YOU TO LEAVE!” the loud booming voice chimed in again.
“No, I’m not a king. I’ll be leaving now,” Benji said, as he turned to walk away. 
“YOU MAY NOT LEAVE NOW!” the king said. “YOU HAVE SEEN OUR TOP SECRET WALL OF ENEMIES!”
Benji looked down to the ground and said, “I didn’t see anything. I promise. I didn’t see it.”
“DON’T YOU LIE TO ME!” the king shrieked.
Benji started to shake with fear and knew that he should never have said that.
“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to lie. I mean, I um, um…” Benji started stumbling on his words as the soldiers grew closer and closer to him.
“YOU LIED TO KING VLADAMIRE!” the king yelled.
“I’m sorry. I really didn’t mean it. I didn’t see what it was. I mean, I saw a little but I don’t understand it. I don’t!” Benji stated, spewing his words in hopes of forgiveness.
“YOU LIED AGAIN!” King Vladamire yelled. “YOU WILL BE PUNISHED FOR THIS!”
“But why? What does it all mean?” Benji asked.
“HOW DARE YOU ASK QUESTIONS OF THE KING!” he shouted. “NOBODY ASKS QUESTIONS OF KING VLADAMIRE!”
Benji didn’t know what to do. He didn’t know all these rules and he didn’t know he wasn’t supposed to ask questions of the king. He could tell he was in big trouble; as if he weren’t already in big trouble being trapped in the Under World, now he was in trouble with King Vladamire. If only he would have listened to the loud voice when it told him to leave. He didn’t know if that voice was a friend or foe and he didn’t know who to trust anymore. He knew that this was going to be the end of him and that he should accept his fate. 
“SEIZE HIM!” King Vladamire yelled.
Not even a moment later all the king’s soldiers started charging toward Benji. He had only a split second to decide whether to surrender or run and all he could do was run. His natural instinct as a vampire was to run from extreme danger. Not that he didn’t feel capable of fighting the soldiers, but he knew in this instance that it would not be in his best interest to start a fight. After all, he was out of his element and didn’t know how to escape the Under World. Perhaps had he known the way out he might have fought them but he was in way over his head and all he could do was run.
Benji ran out of the Hall of Kings and back into the dark corridor he came from, except this time, it wasn’t a long corridor, it was a small tunnel made out of dirt. He crouched down and started crawling through the tunnel as quickly as he could but the soldiers were catching up to him. Did he really think he could outrun an army of soldiers?
He saw a glimmer of light at the end of the dirt hole and when he came to the end of it he leapt out and then started falling again.
DOWN
DOWN
DOWN
He must have fallen another hundred yards onto a large floor made of ice. It was so cold on his feet, even through his shoes, that he feared he would get frostbite and die right then and there. He started slipping and sliding on the ice, and although it was not a smooth sheet of ice, but more like big ice glaciers, he knew he was in for trouble.
The glaciers started moving and shifting apart and he realized that he was not on land anymore, but instead in the ocean. The glaciers were freezing cold, and the feeling of the ice cold waves hitting his face was unbearable. His clothes were soaking wet and his shoes and socks created huge wet puddles around his ice cold feet. He now feared hypothermia.
He saw the soldiers still chasing after him, charging over each glacier as they grew closer. Benji was mildly surprised by how much faster he was than the army; he couldn’t believe that he was getting away from them. For a moment, he had hope that he would survive this, too.
“SEIZE HIM!” the soldier said.
Benji turned around to see a soldier towering over him with a huge battle-ax above his head. 
“NO, PLEASE NO!” Benji yelled, trying to save his life. 
“YOU WILL DIE HERE!” the soldier said.
“PLEASE DON’T KILL ME!” Benji yelled. 
The guards grabbed Benji up from the glacier where he stood and swung him over their shoulders. They began walking over the glaciers and back inside into a dark and damp dungeon. Benji was surprised by how the Under World had so many layers and elements to it—just when he thought he had it figured out, it would complete change on him. It was a mysterious world, one which he knew nothing about and feared might end his life.
The loud stomping footsteps echoed off the stone walls of the dungeon. His ears were ringing from the sound of chains dragging on the floor next to him. The soldier who was carrying him forcefully put him down on the floor.
“STAND HERE!” he yelled in his face. 
Benji didn’t dare move. He felt completely helpless and powerless in the face of the King’s army. Then, out of nowhere he felt a large whip lash him across the back.
SLAP
SLAP
SLAP
“OUCH!” Benji let out a scream.
“STAND AND TAKE IT!” one soldier yelled.
“YOU DESERVE THIS!” another soldier shouted. 
“DON’T THINK YOU CAN TRESPASS AND GET AWAY WITH IT!” another added.
“SEIZE HIM!” the soldiers started chanting. “SEIZE HIM, SEIZE HIM, SEIZE HIM!” 
Then two soldiers charged at him and rammed their large helmets right into his gut. He fell down, practically out of breath, whimpering for them to stop.
“Please stop! Please!” Benji cried.
“GET BACK UP!” another soldier yelled.
Benji tried with all his might to stand to his feet but all he could do was get to his knees. He felt had no more strength in him.
“DO YOU HAVE ANY LAST WORDS BEFORE YOU ARE EXECUTED?” a soldier yelled.
Benji couldn’t believe his ears. Was he about to die? Was this his last moment on earth? What was happening?
BANG
The shot from a rifle was aimed his way and with only a second to spare he stared straight at the bullet that was making its way to his face and stopped it in midair with a wide-eyed stare. 
“WHAT?” the soldiers yelled.
“WHAT WAS THAT?” 
“LET HIM BE!” the loud booming voice roared, echoing off the dungeon walls. 
The soldiers stood back, in fear of the voice.
“DO NOT KILL HIM!” the voice yelled.
“But, sir, the King has ordered us to…”
“I RULE THE KING! I AM THE RULER OF THE UNDER WORLD AND WHAT I SAY GOES!”
“YES SIR,” the soldiers replied.
“BENJI, YOU MUST REFLECT ON WHAT YOU’VE DONE!” the voice said. “MEN, TAKE HIM AWAY!”
The voice stopped speaking and the dungeon became silent. Benji was hoisted up onto the shoulders of a soldier and carried down a long hallway into a dark and dusty prison cell. He was thrown down on the ground and then chained to the walls. The chains were so heavy that he could not move his legs or his arms as the weight of the iron pulled him down. 
“YOU WILL STAY HERE AND THINK ABOUT WHAT YOU’VE DONE!” the soldiers said.
“GOOD RIDDANCE!” the soldiers said, as they slammed the door behind them and walked off into the distance, the sounds of their loud boots echoing until they were out of sight.
Benji sat on the cold stone ground surrounded by the heavy chains which were locked to two big iron doors in the front of his cell. He looked around, but there was no one to be seen. The dungeon was silent and the only noise he heard was the clanking of the chains as he tried to move his limbs. He didn’t know what he was going to do but he knew that if he wasn’t saved soon he would surely die.
“HELLO?” his voice echoed as he called out.
“ANYONE OUT THERE?” Another loud echo.
Out of breath and feeling completely weak, he summoned up the energy to say one more thing: “SOMEONE SAVE ME!”
 
 



CHAPTER 9
 
Rob circled above, waiting for Rachel to come out of her grandmother’s house. He knew it would only be a matter of time before she would come outside and once she did he would be there to sweep her off her feet and make her fall in love with him. He didn’t dare land or go within sight of her grandmother because her grandmother would be able to sniff him out and she would know that he was up to no good. He had seen her do it before, and he didn’t want to risk getting in her way. If her grandmother found out what he was about to do, she would kill him on the spot and that was not a risk he was willing to take. 
After what felt like days, although it was probably more like an hour, Rob heard the front door of Rachel’s grandmother’s house slam shut. 
“BYE, GRANDMOTHER!” Rachel said, as she walked outside into the evening air.
He saw Rachel wave toward the window and then start walking down the long woodsy path by her grandmother’s house. Once he was sure she was out of range of her grandmother he quickly swooped down and landed right in front of her. 
“AH!” Rachel let out a shriek.
“Hello, my darling,” Rob said, smiling dreamily at Rachel.
“Rob! What are you doing here?” Rachel asked.
“I came to find you. I missed you. I had to see you again,” he said, almost believing his words.
“What do you mean? I thought you were dead,” Rachel said.
“I survived!” Rob said. “It was brutal, but I pushed through.”
“Are you okay?” Rachel asked. “After what happened I thought I’d never see you again.”
“Did you want to see me again?” Rob asked, feeling hopeful that she would fall for him quicker than he’d anticipated.
“I mean…I thought about you, but just figured you were dead so I let it go,” Rachel answered.
“I haven’t stopped thinking about you,” Rob said.
Rob looked into Rachel’s eyes and noticed that she started to get a confused look on her face. He didn’t know what she was thinking but he could tell she was debating something in her mind. 
“Why did you come down here anyway? After everything that happened between us, you’re lucky I’m even speaking to you right now!” Rachel said. 
“Whoa! Excuse me!” Rob remarked. “What’s gotten into you!”
“I just, I don’t know why you came here. And how did you find me anyway? Nobody is supposed to know where I am,” Rachel added.
Rob didn’t know what to say. She was supposed to be incognito down in the swamps with her grandmother and he would never have found her if it weren’t for the help of her mother’s crystal ball. He was thinking long and hard about how to answer her since there would be no believable reason why he would be down in New Orleans anyway. 
“Well, you see, I was elected to be the leader of the debate team at school, and they sent a few of us down here for the state’s debate,” Rob said smoothly.
He couldn’t figure out where he pulled that one out of, but he was pretty damn proud of himself. It totally sounded plausible; in fact, he even believed it himself. 
“Debate team?” Rachel questioned.
“Yes! That’s what I said. It’s actually pretty fun. I recommend you join when you get back home!” Rob suggested.
“You on the debate team? Now that’s something I must see!” Rachel said. “What’s it like to debate?”
Rob didn’t think she would be that interested in his work as the debate team leader. He really didn’t know much about the debate team but figured he could quickly make something up. After all, he’d seen tons of movies and he had seen what a debate room looked like.
“It’s actually quite interesting, really. We stand there on a stage and sit in front of a large audience.”
“Who’s in the audience?”
“It mostly staff, teachers, the other teams from other schools, you know,” Rob said. “Anyway, we have to dress up in suit and tie and then there is a moderator who asks questions back and forth between each team. It can get quite heated!” 
“Oh yeah? So you’re on your way to the debate now?” Rachel asked, looking around at their surroundings.
“Well, I, um…” Rob started stammering, because he was walking in the middle of a deserted back road. He could tell she wasn’t buying it, but he had to go along with it. He didn’t want her to completely write him off.
“Yes, the debate isn’t until tomorrow, so I wanted to explore the countryside a bit,” Rob quickly answered.
“Oh, okay!” Rachel said with a smile.
Rob couldn’t believe it. She totally took the bait. She stopped questioning him and took his word for it. He loved being such a handsome smooth-talking guy. He couldn’t get over himself and how smooth he was. 
“So, Rachel, what brings you down here anyway?” Rob asked. 
Rachel looked at Rob again with a furrowed brow. He could tell she didn’t know what to say either. He was excited to hear what she was going to tell him, since he knew the truth. 
“I’m just down here visiting some friends,” Rachel said. 
“Oh yeah?” Rob asked.
“Yup! Some friends from camp!” she added.
“That’s fun, do they live close by?” Rob asked. 
“Yeah, kinda!” Rachel answered. “So anyway, how are you feeling now?” 
Rob knew she was trying to change the subject and he was happy about it. He didn’t want to keep this awkwardness going for any longer. He needed to cut to the point and get her to fall for him once and for all.
“I’m feeling okay. Sometimes I get a bit dizzy still, but overall I am okay,” Rob answered.
Rob thought back to the fight outside of the high school when Benji beat him up and sent him flying. He figured that he should pull this into the story so she would start to feel bad for him again.
“I think I might have a case of whiplash because of the fight on Halloween. It was insane. I thought I was okay, but then when I went to the doctor they said I have to take it easy because if I don’t and I make one wrong move I could paralyze myself.”
“WHAT? Paralyze yourself?”
“Yes! Can you believe it? That guy was a total brute force of nature,” Rob said, trying to sound like a timid guy.
“I had no idea!” Rachel said.
“Look here,” Rob said, lifting up his shirt and pointing to his stomach. “Do you see this?”  
He watched as Rachel’s jaw dropped a little bit at the sight of his six-pack abs. 
“Wow!” she said. “I mean, what?”
He knew she was getting turned on by his body and he wanted to take advantage of this moment. He didn’t want to let her go again and he was under strict orders from Violet to bring Rachel to her. He knew that if he didn’t do that he would be executed. He didn’t have much time, but he knew that it was going to take time to woo her over. He didn’t know what was happening between her and Benji, but he knew he had to get in the middle of it, if there was something. He couldn’t let her go back to him, not now. 
“What are you showing me?” Rachel asked.
“The scar?” Rob said.
Rachel took a closer look and was practically millimeters away from his stomach. He could feel her breath on his chest as she looked for the scar.
“How did you get it?” Rachel asked.
“I got it from the fight. It hasn’t gone away.”
“Well, don’t worry, Rob. Even if it doesn’t go away, I don’t think it looks bad. In fact, it makes you look more masculine!” Rachel said, smiling.
“Oh yeah?” Rob asked. “Well, if that’s the case, I hope it stays forever!”
Rob looked at Rachel and could see that she was taking deep breaths as she stood close to him. He didn’t know if it was because he smelled good or if she was smelling something else. Then he quickly put his shirt down because he worried that perhaps she was smelling his vampire scent. He didn’t want her to know who he belonged to. 
“So, Rachel, where are you off to?” Rob asked.
He knew she was heading somewhere because she had a small messenger bag around her body, which bulged out at one point. He looked at her as she started looking up at the sky and then down at her watch. 
“What’s wrong?” Rob asked. “What is it?”
He could see that Rachel suddenly grew intensely serious and she seemed rushed and hurried. 
“I have to go!” Rachel said.
“Go where?” Rob asked.
“Don’t worry about it! I just have to leave now!” 
“But where to?” Rob kept pursuing.
“I have to go somewhere, okay, it’s none of your business,” Rachel said. 
Rob knew if he didn’t think fast that she would leave him forever. He had to come up with something to get her to stay. He couldn’t let her get away. There was too much at stake.
“C’mon, Rach. Stay with me,” Rob said, as he reached out and gently touched her shoulder, giving it a rub of affection.
“I can’t!” she said, pushing his arm off of her.
“Rachel, please!” he said, touching her again, this time on her hand.
“Stop it!” she said.
“I can’t help it, Rachel. My feelings for you are still so strong. Stronger than ever,” Rob said, rubbing the tips of his fingers up her arms and into her hair.
Rob noticed that she didn’t push him away as fast as before and that maybe she was going to go along with this. Maybe he was going to win her over.
“Let’s go somewhere together. Let’s have dinner. A simple dinner,” Rob said, suggestively, still running his fingers through her hair. 
“I really don’t have time,” Rachel said, looking up at the moon.
As she started to walk away, Rob grabbed her by the hand forcefully and pulled her into his body as if to kiss her. Then he leaned in and gave her a huge French kiss. 
“Rob!” Rachel shrieked.
“I’m sorry. I couldn’t stop myself!” he said, as he gazed into her eyes longingly.
“What on earth do you think you’re doing?” Rachel asked.
He couldn’t tell if she liked his romantic gesture, or if she was supremely offended. Either way, he had no choice but to go forward. He had to capture her and bring her back to Violet and her people. 
“I love you!” Rob said, smiling at her.
“You WHAT?” Rachel asked. “Why are you telling me this now?” 
“I know, I should have told you before, but I’m ready now. I’m ready for this to work out. I’m ready to commit.”
“Commit? I don’t understand!” Rachel said.
“Yes! I want to be with you forever,” Rob said.
“I um…don’t know what to say,” Rachel said.
“Say yes!” Rob said. 
With that, he leaned down on his knee and pulled out a small cigarette box from his pocket. It was inscribed with his name in silver letters. He looked up at Rachel and could tell she had no idea what was happening.
“Will you?” Rob said.
“Will I what?” she asked.
He opened the box and pulled out a small copper ring and held it up for her to see.
“What’s happening?” Rachel asked.
“Will you marry me?” Rob asked, with a huge smile on his face.
He looked up at her, hoping that she would say yes. He figured it was fifty-fifty and that there was a chance she might say yes.
“ARE YOU CRAZY?” Rachel yelled. “Who do you think I am?”
“I thought we had a thing,” he said, standing to his feet again.
Rachel reached out and grabbed the ring out of his hand and threw it off the side of the road into a swamp below. 
“What are you doing?” Rob asked.
“How dare you think I would say yes!” Rachel yelled.
Rob knew he had to do something to get her to stay with him and quickly snatched her bag off her shoulder and looked inside. He knew there was something important inside because it was bulging out.  He reached in and pulled out the mirrored chest.
“What’s this?” he said, throwing it up in the air and catching it.
Rachel looked at him it utter horror. 
“STOP IT! PUT THAT DOWN NOW!” 
“Why? What is it?” Rob asked.
“ROB!” Rachel yelled. “Give that back to me!”
Rob started throwing it up even higher and then he pretended to let it fall to the ground, catching it with a moment to spare before it shattered to pieces on the ground. 
“WHAT ARE YOU DOING?” Rachel asked. “Why are you doing this?” 
“Because I want you!” Rob answered. “If I can’t have you I will torture you!”
“You’re a sick person, Rob!”
“Well, at least I’m hot!” he said, looking down at his physique.
“You are the most shallow guy I know, you have the nerve to come here and talk to me like this,” Rachel said.
“Oh yeah, well, what are you going to do without your little jewelry box here?” Rob asked as he continued to throw it up in the air and catch it again. 
Rachel watched him in horror as it went up and down and up and down. She looked so angry that Rob decided to stop throwing her box in the air anymore. 
“What is this thing anyway?” Rob asked, studying the mirrored chest.
He waited and waited for her to answer but she was silent.
“Cat got your tongue?” Rob asked.
“It’s nothing. Now give it back to me,” Rachel said, reaching out her arms.
Just as she reached out both of her arms to grab the mirrored chest, she felt herself getting handcuffed by Rob.
“What are you doing?”
“You can’t get away from me now!” Rob yelled. “You’re all mine!” 
He let out a terrifying laugh as he put the mirrored chest into the pocket of his oversized hooded sweatshirt. It was practically bulging out of his pocket and might fall at any moment, but he didn’t care. It had no meaning to him. He just wanted to keep it because he knew it meant so much to Rachel and that he could use it to gain power over her. 
Rob looked up at the moon and knew he didn’t have much time before Violet was set to perform the Varinthian Ritual.  It was almost the new moon and he had to be back in time so that he could be there for the ceremony. He also needed to get Rachel back to his castle, so she could receive her sentence of death before the coven leader. He couldn’t believe he had been successful in getting Rachel to succumb to him. He started to do a little dance on the side of the road while Rachel sat there, hands handcuffed together, without the ability to move or flee. He knew he had nothing to fear at this point and that he would surely get her back before the new moon.
As Rob was twirling around dancing and clapping his hands in sheer ecstasy, he heard the loud roar of an engine heading his way. It was getting louder and louder and started to make the noise of a large air horn. He turned to see what it was, but before he could get a glimpse of what it was, it had hit him square on and sent him flying hundreds of feet into the air, spinning and spiraling into the sky. The mirrored chest was sent flying, too, and they both came tumbling down with a bang into the shallow swamp below.
“AHHHH!!” Rachel let out a scream as she looked around to see what had just happened. She peered over the guardrail to see the mirrored chest and saw it, intact, with a small crack down the side. She began to cry.
“GRANDMOTHER? What are you doing here?”
“Rachel, I knew this was coming your way, but I wanted you to experience what it felt like to be in danger and to possibly lose the one item that could save our people.”
“What do you mean? How could you let this happen to me?” Rachel asked.
“I saved you, didn’t I?” her grandmother responded.
“Yes, but how did you know? How did you get here in time?” Rachel asked.
“Darling, you keep questioning me as if you think I am a mortal human. I am not, dear. I am a Vladdicus vampire, I have been around long before your time, and there are certain things I know. I knew before you left the house this was going to happen, but if I warned you in advance, you wouldn’t feel the loss you felt as the chest was being snatched from your possession and into the possession of the enemy,” her grandmother stated.
“I was so scared,” Rachel said. “I thought it was over forever.”
“You have a destiny in this world,” her grandmother said, as she leapt over the guardrail to fetch the mirrored chest from below. “You have your own destiny, and there ain’t nobody going to get in the way of that.”
Rachel’s grandmother grabbed the mirrored chest, dried it off, and put it back into Rachel’s hands. 
“Thank you,” Rachel said, studying it. “It’s cracked.”
“That it is,” her grandmother said, studying it. “I haven’t experienced this before.”
“Will it be okay?” Rachel asked.
“One can only pray,” her grandmother responded.
“What will happen if I get to the portal and it doesn’t work? What will I do?” Rachel asked.
“That is a risk you must take. There isn’t time to waste debating it. There is nothing you can do at this point anyway. It is what it is. You must go!”
Rachel put the mirrored chest back into her messenger bag and outstretched her wings and started flying up into the sky, toward the moon and onward to the Atlantic Ocean.
 
 



CHAPTER 10
 
 
Rachel couldn’t believe what had just happened. She hadn’t seen Rob in a long time and she couldn’t stop thinking about their time together. She thought it was bizarre that he would come down to New Orleans, and she didn’t quite buy the debate team story. She knew there must be a bigger meaning to all of this. She knew he must have been up to no good, but she couldn’t put her finger on it. All she could do was thank her lucky stars that her grandmother had saved her from what could have been a terrible ending to her life. Visions of life with Rob swirled in her head and the thought of it was making her madder and madder. She was especially mad at the fact that she ever liked the guy. How could such a smart girl be so dumb sometimes? she thought to herself. 
As she soared through the air she kept looking down to make sure that the mirrored chest was still in her possession. She couldn’t risk losing it one more time, but the zipper on her messenger bag didn’t close properly and she feared it would fall out during her flight. The thought of losing the mirrored chest was more than she could bear at this point. 
She looked up toward the moon and could see it rising in the sky, the tiny sliver of the moon that was going to change her life forever. She knew this was the night of the new moon, and she had to get to the middle of the Atlantic Ocean so she could enter into the last remaining portal to the Under World. How she wished the other portals hadn’t been permanently sealed up, but it wasn’t something she could really dwell on right now. No matter how much she would prefer to go back to the portal in the cemetery, the circumstances would not change. It wouldn’t open. Not even for her.
She flew and flew but as she got farther away from the coastline, all she could see was the vast, open sea. She looked in all directions around her and for a second felt like she was losing her bearings. Was she going the right way? Was this toward the middle of the ocean or was she going the wrong way? She looked back down at her bag to make sure the mirrored chest was still with her, and it was. Then she looked at her watch, remembering it had a compass on it, and she tapped it to make sure it was working. The dial started spinning around and around in circles. This is strange, she thought. She’d never seen her watch act up like this before. It was as if it had a mind of its own and it was sending her in circles, too, on a wild goose chase. 
The weather was chilly, and as the sun set in the darkening sky, she knew it was only going to get colder as night fell. She felt scared and nervous. How could she be the chosen vampire if she couldn’t even figure out what direction she was flying? How could she be the one in charge of saving the Vladdicus people? 
She felt helpless. 
She started pinching her arm to make sure this was not a dream. She was certain this couldn’t be real life. She couldn’t imagine who would seriously put her in charge of such a lofty task and actually think that she could complete it. It was like putting the keys to the kingdom in an infant’s hand. It was just not plausible. She must be dreaming. 
“OUCH, OUCH!” she yelled, as she pinched her skin so hard she let out a shriek.
“Well, I guess this isn’t a dream,” she said to herself.
She saw that as it was getting darker, a hue of red filled the sky. It was an ominous sunset, and it seemed perfectly fitting for what she was about to do. She’d never seen a sunset like this before. It was almost a blood-red sunset. It scared her and she didn’t know whether it was pretty or terrifying. She then looked at the clouds passing by her and they started turning from white to gray to shades of dark gray and black. This, too, was something new to her eyes. None of it was making sense to her, but she had a feeling it was going to be bad. She thought perhaps a storm was coming or quite possibly even the end of the world. 
Everything grew hazy as she continued to fly and a thick heavy fog set in, making it almost impossible for Rachel to see in front of her face. She had no idea where she was going and didn’t know if she was flying in the right direction. For all she knew she might not even be over the ocean anymore. The thought of this was horrifying and she wished she had someone else there to help her. She didn’t feel capable of doing this mission all on her own. How she wished Benji were with her. She longed to see his face, and she longed to hold him tight again. He was the only true love she’d ever known and was the only man she knew she was meant to be with. The thought of not reaching him in time was so distressing to her that she began to cry. Her tears made it even more difficult to see, but she couldn’t stop sobbing. She knew she would never find the portal in all this fog and she would lose the man she had fallen so in love with.
SLAP!
Rachel slapped her face back and forth and told herself to pull it together. There was no time for self-pity. Not now!
She looked back down at her compass and realized it had stopped moving altogether and the stainless steel arrow was now facing upward toward the top of the watch. This was something she’d never seen before and she couldn’t imagine what it meant. Then she saw the arrow start moving upward, through the crystal face of the watch, breaking it off and sending it falling down into the ocean below. She looked down as it fell but she soon lost sight of it in the foggy evening sky. 
She watched as the arrow grew longer and longer and it forced Rachel to look up high in the sky. It was hard to see what was in front of her, but she saw two bright green lights shining from above. As they grew closer, she couldn’t believe her eyes. She rubbed them thoroughly and then with wide eyes let out the loudest scream of her life.
“AHHHHHHH!!”
There, flying above her, was the one guy she thought she would never see again. He was now her enemy and she couldn’t believe what was happening. It was Rob, with his wings stretched out wide and a look of pure evil in his glowing green eyes. She knew he was out to kill her and she didn’t know how to escape it this time. If only her grandmother were there to save her now, but she knew she was completely on her own. There was nobody in the desolate night sky except her and Rob. She knew this could be the end.
Rob quickly swooped in front of her, getting close up to her face, and he let out a loud howl, as if he were a wolf. The glow from his beady green eyes shined so bright in her face that she had to close her eyes because it was as if she were looking directly into the sun. Then, for a second, she thought perhaps his eyes were part of an elaborate sorcery event and that they were going to put her into a trance. She kept her eyes closed as he stared directly at her. 
“BACK UP!” Rachel yelled.
“You didn’t think you’d see me again, did you?” Rob asked, still staring at her with death in his eyes.
Rachel quickly stopped flying and did a somersault in the air and started going the opposite way. At this point she was already so lost in the fog that she didn’t know where she was heading. Now all she knew was that she had to get away from Rob. She had to find safety or she had to kill him. Both of which were going to be nearly impossible for her to do alone. She continued to do flips in the sky as if she were a ballet dancer or an ice dancer. For a second she forgot what she was doing and actually enjoyed the air dancing. Then she felt a hand grabbing her hair. 
“OUCH!” she yelled. “Let go of me!”
Rob was clutching onto her hair with his pale white hands and long talon-like fingernails. He dug his fingernails into her scalp, causing a terribly painful sensation shooting down her spine and into her legs. She quickly reached into her bag and pulled out scissors and cut off her ponytail, sending Rob flying backwards into the foggy night sky.
She looked back, but could see the green glow getting closer again. She knew that wasn’t going to do the trick. The short, uneven locks of hair swatted her in the face as she flew in circles away from the wind. 
“You won’t get away from me this time!” Rob yelled, coming after her with great speed.
Rachel felt truth to his statement, but wouldn’t give up that easily. She was a fighter, a warrior, and after all she was the chosen vampire. She would not succumb to his evil ways. She must fight. She would fight to the death if she had to. 
She felt his hand brush against her body.
“Don’t touch me!” she yelled, trying to swat his arm away.
Then, without a second of warning, he reached into her bag and snatched the mirrored chest.
“NO!” yelled Rachel, trying to grab it back quickly.
“IT’S ALL MINE!” he yelled.
“GIVE IT BACK TO ME!” Rachel yelled.
“What is this dinky thing anyway?” Rob asked.
“It’s none of your business!” Rachel answered.
“Well then why do you care so much about it?” Rob questioned. 
Rachel didn’t know what to say to get him to give back the mirrored chest. He knew it was important to her, but he didn’t know why. She knew he wasn’t going to just hand it over so she had to think of something else. 
“My grandmother gave it to me!” It’s my, um, jewelry box!” Rachel said, still flying in circles in the night fog.
“Jewelry box? Let me look inside!” Rob said, looking at the keyhole and trying to pry it open with his hands.
“It won’t open!” Rob said.
Rachel knew very well that the box wouldn’t open for him. She knew that the box would only open for the person intended to use it. And that was certainly not Rob. In that way, she felt a little sense of protection that he would not find the Golden Amulet. She knew that if he found it he might figure out what she was doing. 
“GIVE IT BACK!” Rachel said, trying to snatch it out of his hands.
Tormenting her, Rob flew around her in circles, waving the chest in front of her face. 
“What is your problem?” Rachel asked.
“My problem? You are the problem,” Rob said.
“Just give me back my box!” Rachel said. “You have no business with it anyway!”
Rob then started spinning in circles around her as if he were turning into a tornado, and the gust from his motions sent Rachel flying backwards away from him. 
“What’s going on?” Rachel asked.
“STAY AWAY!” Rob said. “THIS IS MINE!”
The mirrored chest started glowing from inside and she knew the time was coming. She knew that the new moon was almost in the sky and that the Golden Amulet would activate itself in preparation to enter the portal. She had to figure out a way to stop this before it was all too late.
“WHAT’S HAPPENING?” Rob asked, spinning out of control. 
“It’s the jewels!” Rachel said, lying to him.
She, too, had no idea what was happening. 
“It’s shaking!” Rob yelled. “The box!”
Rachel watched as Rob started shooting back and forth in the sky, his green eyes still illuminating the fog around them. She had no idea what was happening. She didn’t know why the Golden Amulet would be activating at this moment. It was so confusing to her.
“Give me the box!” Rachel shouted one last time.
“I wouldn’t give you this box if I were taking my dying breath,” Rob said as he swirled by her. 
Rachel’s blood was boiling now, and she was growing madder and madder by the second. She had to snatch that box back from his hands. She had to get it back in her possession. She couldn’t help but ask herself why this kept happening. 
Rachel watched as Rob’s body started shaking and convulsing. He let out a high-pitched scream that shifted tones as his body continued to convulse.
Then she saw it fall. The mirrored chest flew out of his hands and was plummeting down, down, down toward the ocean. She watched it plummet, her heart breaking, as she knew she would never see it again, and all of her hopes and dreams would disappear with it. 
 
 



CHAPTER 11
 
Violet sat in the northwest tower of the Greslin castle watching in excitement as the new moon rose in the sky. She knew tonight would be the night that she would become ruler of all. She would become the ultimate vampire and exterminate all the other covens once and for all.  She’d been waiting for this night for what felt like centuries and she knew there were only a few minutes left before the Varinthian Ritual would commence. 
 She paced the creaky wooden floor, her black robe following her as she moved. Her inferiors surrounded her as they waited for the night to begin. They, too, had been waiting for this night and couldn’t wait for Violet to rule the world. 
“You! Fetch me my ruby goblet!” Violet shouted at one of her inferiors. 
“You! Fetch me my amber robe!” she ordered again.
“You! Over there, fetch me the eye of the elk!” she said again.
“And you! Fetch me the rosemary from my spice cupboard,” she ordered.
“Do you need anything else, Ms. Violet?” another inferior asked of her. 
“Do not speak unless you are spoken to!” Violet snapped back.
“I’m sorry, ma’am. It won’t happen again!” the inferior said.
Then, with a wave of her hand and a flip of her wrist, that inferior was turned into a small white mouse with beady red eyes and it started scurrying along on the floor at their feet.
“Anyone else want to try it?” she threatened. “You better watch yourselves!”
Once she had all the items she needed for her ritual she left the northwest tower and headed to the grand room, where the ceremony would be held. As she entered the grand room, she was pleasantly surprised to see everything set up perfectly for the Varinthian Ritual and all the coven members dressed in their formal black hooded silk robes with their coven emblem embroidered onto the left chest pocket. 
“All hail the almighty Violet!” the coven members shouted as they rose to their feet. Then they all raised their hands above their heads and started bowing down to her. 
“You may be seated,” Violet said, as she walked over to her post. 
Violet stopped to organize the post to be sure she had everything she needed. She looked down at her ancient coven book and flipped to the page of the Varinthian Ritual. She then looked back at her post and saw that she had everything organized properly for the ceremony to begin. 
“Quail’s egg, rosemary, whiskey and wine, elk’s eye, robin’s feather, and red amulet,” Violet started chanting.
“Rise up! Rise all! All praise the new moon!” Her chants continued.
Then the Greslins turned toward the large oval window that stood behind Violet. The crescent of the new moon was in perfect view as they all removed their hoods and bowed to the moon.
Violet then turned to her people and said, “You may remove your robes and place them on the bench behind you.”
The coven members all disrobed and stood there in the nude, with only small cloths covering their genitals. 
“It is said the Varinthian Ritual can only be completed in one’s true form. You are all in your true form now. Our clothes are not who we are. Once the ceremony is complete, I will be the ruler of all and we will be the most powerful vampires in all the land!” Violet added with a cackle.
She stood there with her amber robe and then with a spin of her body the robe fell to the floor and she stood there with only a small golden slip on. 
“Let us begin!” she said, looking behind her once again at the small sliver of moon.
“Here we stand today, a mere associate to the other covens. We are neither more nor less powerful, but tonight, that shall all change,” she spoke out loudly.
“Tonight is the night we become rulers of the world. Rulers of the vampires and the most powerful coven in the UNIVERSE!” 
A loud cheer rang out amongst the coven members.
“Not you nor I can understand the powers that are about to inhabit our bodies. Even on our most powerful days, we have never experienced anything like what will occur by the end of the Varinthian Ritual. The beings we know now will be obsolete as we enter into our new bodies and form into the almighty Greslin Lords!”
Another cheer rang out, and then the coven members sat down on the wooden benches that surrounded Violet and her post.
Violet started tearing off the leaves of the rosemary plant and putting them into a giant black cauldron that was sitting next to the post. The steam rose from the top of the cauldron and swirled in the air above them. 
She then took the eye of the elk and waved her hand over it six times, chanting in ancient Latin, “Oculus alces, oculus alces, caecus es: et nunc cum videres . Loquimini nobis quaeramus quid sit anima antiquis audeat.” She dipped the eye into the ruby goblet and submerged it into the whiskey that lay in the crystal glass below and gently placed the eye deep into the bubbling cauldron. 
Violet then picked up the robin’s feather and started stroking it and touching it to her face ever so gently. 
“En tibi robins pinna omnes contendunt, usque fugis. Susceptor meus es dux noster, ut auderem ad sequentia shield. Phaze et regulam nostram.”
Violet then put the feather into the cauldron along with the rosemary leaves, elk’s eye, and a pinch of salt. The salt was to ward off all signs of evil that might be lurking around trying to invade the special powers of the night. 
She then took the red amulet off the post and held it up in the air for all her coven to see. 
“OHHH.”
“AHHH.”
“With the entry of the amulet the Varinthian Ritual will be complete. I here recite the final words of the ceremony.
“Nos autem non sum omnium potentissimum principem in omni terra Covina!”
Violet looked at her people and then back at the cauldron that was bubbling over the top. She didn’t know what had happened. Everything was the same. Did something go wrong?
“Nos autem non sum omnium potentissimum principem in omni terra Covina!” she yelled, thinking perhaps the universe did not hear her words.
Perhaps the ritual was not finished, perhaps there was something she’d forgotten. She looked back at the book which sat on the table next to her to see what she had to do next. She looked out at her people, who were all watching in awe of the ritual. They had all been waiting for this their whole lives. They had lived for this very moment and as she read the page, she stopped and looked back at her post. 
Something was missing, but what was it? She was following the directions perfectly but felt that something was off. She didn’t feel any different. She didn’t feel more powerful. Perhaps she said the wrong things. Then she looked down at the text in the book and said again, “Nos autem non sum omnium potentissimum principem in omni terra Covina!”
When the ground didn’t shake and the clouds did not part she knew something was wrong. She flipped to the next page and began to read. She couldn’t believe her eyes, and she read it first to herself and then aloud for all to hear.
“The only way for the Varinthian Ritual to be stopped is the joining forces of the Waverly Mirror and the Golden Amulet. When the two are in range of each other, the forces of the universe can be broken and all spells will halt until they are parted.”
Violet looked at her people in horror. 
“What does this all mean?” she shouted in dismay.
“How did they know it was tonight?” she shouted.
She ran out of the grand room and back into her bedroom chamber and walked over to her wooden dresser where her amethyst ring sat. The ring had powers beyond anything she’d ever seen before, but she was only allowed to call upon it in times of great distress. 
“Hues of violet and purple, speak to me, show me the keeper of these objects. Show me who dares try to stop me!” Violet chanted as she looked deep into the ring’s center.
The ring started to spin on its axis and then the stone started to grow, so large that it became larger than Violet herself. Standing there before her, this amethyst object started speaking. “It is she who has the Golden Amulet!”
An image of Rachel flying above the ocean flashed before Violet’s face. She couldn’t believe her eyes.
“RACHEL!” she yelled. “HOW DARE SHE!” 
“She has the object that will keep you from becoming the almighty and great ruler you should become,” the stone chanted. “She will lead to your demise if you do not stop her before the night is over.”
Violet began to shake with anger as images of Rachel and the Golden Amulet flashed in front of her eyes. 
“And who has the Waverly Mirror?” she asked the stone. 
Silence filled the air as she waited for a reply. 
“Please! Don’t stop now!” Violet shouted.
“You are only granted one answer. I am sorry, but you will have to figure that out on your own,” the amethyst stone said, in an ominous voice. 
“NO, PLEASE! YOU MUST TELL ME!” she yelled.
Within moments, the stone started emitting a purple haze as it shrunk back down to its original size and spun around on its golden ring until it stopped in place back on her dresser.   
Violet grabbed the ring and threw it across the room, sending it soaring through the air in a fury of anger. 
“STUPID THING!” she yelled, as it fell to the ground with a clank.
Violet then thought about what she had to do and started running back to the grand room where all of the coven members were still sitting, waiting for her return. 
“We must get her!” Violet yelled.
“Get who?” they shouted in unison.
“It’s RACHEL! The Vladdicus vampire. She is the one who carries the Golden Amulet. It is she who is causing us to fail in our Varinthian Ritual.”
The coven members let out a gasp and then they stood up and put their robes back on, tying them at their waists and pulling the hoods over their heads.
“By the time the new moon is at its peak in the sky we must find Rachel, kill her, and seize the Golden Amulet. Once it is out of her possession we will be the almighty rulers of the universe!” Violet shouted.
Cheers rang out as the coven members started filing out of the grand room and outside to take flight. 
“FLY ONE, FLY ALL TO THE GREATEST BATTLE OF ALL. HERE WE GO, WE’RE ON OUR WAY. RACHEL WOOD WE SOON SHALL SLAY!”
 
 



CHAPTER 12
 
Marc flew solo back into the night sky and he knew he didn’t have much time. He knew he had to find his sister quickly before they would all die. He could feel it in his bones that Violet and her people were out to get them and it was only a matter of time before they would end it all.
Marc remembered the instructions that Uncle Drew had given him just minutes before and heeded them closely. He didn’t want anything to get in the way of finding Rachel. He knew that if he made one false move it could jeopardize their coven forever. 
The flight was going smoothly, much more smoothly than he would have anticipated on a dreary night like tonight. He thought for sure it would have been more difficult after what had just happened at the castle. He couldn’t rest easy, though, because he knew at any point the Greslins could come out of nowhere after him. He wouldn’t be surprised either after what he had done to their tier three army. 
For a moment he felt remorseful. He had never killed that many people all in one shot before and he started to feel sad for them. Then he remembered the images of his ancestors on the carving blocks and his Uncle Drew tied up in a chair and all those thoughts of remorse faded away as quickly as they came on. 
Suddenly, he noticed in the distance a purple haze coming from a castle in the distance. He didn’t know what the omen meant but he had a sinking feeling about this one. He was out of his territory now and into the territory of the Greslins. He knew things could turn any moment and he kept his eyes and ears wide open for any sign of them. 
As he continued to fly, the purple haze drifted off to the distance and he felt a new sense of calm, although as he peered in front of him he could see an intense fog up ahead. He knew that if he were ever going to find his sister it would not be on a foggy night and that if he flew into the fog he might get lost or not find her in the thick of it. After all, he hadn’t been a vampire for all that long and he was still getting used to these types of things. He had never been on a mission like this, one of such great importance. 
Then, in the distance, he heard some loud screams coming from the air in the fog ahead of him. He listened closely as the screams continued. Then there was a bolt of lightning followed by the loudest crack of thunder he had ever heard. Then, out of nowhere, it started to hail. It was the coldest, heaviest hail he had ever felt in his life.
The weight of the ice pellets on his wings was making him sink downward toward the ocean and no matter what he did he could not gain leverage to fly upward. The ice was so heavy that it was nearly impossible to get it off his body either. It was caking to him like nothing he’d ever seen before. He tried to scrape the ice off his wings with his sharp talons, but with each pellet he chipped loose one hundred more fell in its place. He knew this was it for him. He knew that he would fall into the ocean and sink right then and there.
“MARC!” a voice shouted in the distance.
Marc looked around to see who on earth would be calling his name in the middle of the ocean.
“Marc, it’s me!” she shouted again.
He looked ahead of him, but couldn’t see anyone. He thought perhaps his mind was playing tricks on him. He thought for sure he was hearing things. 
“Marc! Quickly!” she said again.
He saw a shadow in the distance and it looked surprisingly familiar to him. Could it really be her? Could this be the shadow of his sister Rachel standing in front of him? It seemed too good to be true, but he couldn’t hold himself back anymore. A surge of power sent a bolt of lightning through his body which cracked all the ice off his wings and pushed all his hair upward, back toward the sky and away from him and the person whose voice was screaming his name. 
“Who goes there?” Marc asked, in his loudest, manliest voice.
“It’s me! Rachel!” she said.
“Rachel?” Marc asked, still seeing nothing but a shadow. 
“Yes! It’s me. Come quick!” she shouted. 
“Where are you?” Marc asked.
“I’m over here. On the water,” Rachel said. 
The fog grew thicker as he tried to get closer to the voice of his sister. He couldn’t see an inch in front of his face so he quickly turned the bright lights on in his eyes and for the first time in a long time he saw her perfectly. He saw the image of his sister standing there on the surface of the water. Standing majestically on top of the waves as they crashed and swirled under her feet. 
“How are you doing that?” Marc asked in amazement.
“Doing what?” Rachel asked.
“Standing on the water!” 
“Oh, this?” she asked. “You can do it too. Come here and land next to me!” 
Marc quickly flew down next to his sister and landed next to her and in complete shock found himself standing on the water beside her. 
“See, it wasn’t that bad!” Rachel said.
“Rachel! I’ve missed you! It’s been so long since we’ve seen each other!” Marc said, remembering why he came to see her.
“I know, I’ve missed you too!” Rachel said. 
“Are you okay?” Marc asked. “You look a little beaten up.”
“Wait, how did you know where I was? How did you ever find me here?” Rachel asked, now in shock. 
“I need you to help me!” Marc said. 
“Help you? Why?” Rachel asked.
“The Greslins, they’re after me!” Marc exclaimed.
“After YOU?” Rachel asked.
“YES! They invaded!” Marc said. 
“What do you mean?” Rachel asked. “It wasn’t supposed to be tonight!”
“What do you mean it wasn’t supposed to be tonight?” Marc asked.
He had no idea what she was talking about but knew that she must have known something was coming. 
“What do you know?” Marc asked.
“All I know is that the greatest battle of all times is about to commence. I don’t know when or where it is going to take place but I know it’s on the horizon,” Rachel said. 
“How do you know this?” Marc asked, feeling totally out of the loop.
“Grandmother told me,” Rachel answered. “She told me everything!”
“Everything?” Marc questioned.
“Yes! I don’t have time to tell it to you right now, but all I can say is that now that the war has begun we don’t have much time. We have to find Benji!”
“Benji?” Marc asked.
“Yes! Benji!” Rachel said. 
“Where is he? And why are you in the middle of the ocean?” Marc asked.
“This is where I have to be to enter the portal,” Rachel said.
Marc had no idea what she was talking about. He had no idea who Benji was or what portal she was speaking of. She almost sounded like a crazy person standing there atop the water. 
“I must find the mirrored chest!” Rachel said. 
“What mirrored chest?” Marc asked.
“Grandmother gave it to me! I need to find it.”
“Where is it?” Marc asked, confused.
“It was Rob, he dropped it from the sky. I think it fell down to the bottom of the ocean. I have no idea how I’m ever going to find it tonight!” Rachel exclaimed.
“Rob?” Marc asked.
“I don’t have time to give you a back history of everyone and everything that has happened in the past few days, because this is time sensitive. I MUST find it!”
“I’ll help you!”  Marc said. 
Marc suddenly remembered that Uncle Drew gave him a mirrored key to take to Rachel. He had said only she would be able to use the key.
“Wait! I forgot, I have something for you!” Marc said. 
“For me?” Rachel asked.
“Yes! It’s from the book in Uncle Drew’s library. Do you know what I’m talking about?” Marc asked.
“The ancient coven book?” Rachel asked. “Is that the book?”
“I think so! It spoke to me!” Marc said.
“QUICK, tell me! What did it say?”
“It said: Take this key and go southeast. Fly quickly to the Atlantic Ocean. There you will find what you are looking for.”
“Key?” Rachel asked. “What key?”
Marc started fumbling around in his jacket pocket, trying to locate the mirrored key that he was to give to Rachel. He checked his other pocket, but it wasn’t there. He didn’t know what he’d done with it. Did he leave it at Uncle Drew’s house? Did he put it in another jacket pocket? It couldn’t be. He dug his hand deep into his pocket and pulled the pocket out to look at it. There he saw a large hole staring back at him. 
“OH NO!” he yelled.
“What?” Rachel asked. “Where is it?”
“I think it fell out!” Marc said, staring down into his jacket.
He took off his coat and started shaking it. He felt something heavy inside the inner seam of his coat and quickly felt to see what it was. 
Then he felt the outline of the key. He knew it was somewhere in his coat. He ripped the coat in half and out came the mirrored key, glowing more beautifully than he’d ever seen.
“Here it is!” Marc said, holding it up.
He looked over at Rachel and saw her eyes light up as she took a look at the mirrored key. He couldn’t tell exactly what she was thinking but the way she looked at it was almost if it was the object she had been longing for her entire life long.
“I can’t believe it!” Rachel said. “It matches the mirrored chest that Grandmother gave me. The once with the Golden Amulet inside.”
Marc reached his arm out to hand the key to Rachel, not knowing how important this key was to her and to the future of their vampire coven. The moment Rachel took the key out of his hands and held it in hers the key started shaking and a bright light reflected off the mirrors of the key. The light started turning colors from white, to orange, to green, and then back to white again. The light grew stronger and stronger the longer she clutched onto the key and then, all of a sudden Marc felt the sea beneath his feet start to quiver. Jumping ever so slightly as if he were dodging an earthquake, he watched below his feet as the light from the key started shining down into the sea below. 
“The key is lighting up the sea!” Marc said. 
“Shh!” Rachel said. “Let’s see what’s going to happen!”
The ocean began to swirl beneath their feat as they clutched onto each other for stability. 
“Hold on tight!” Rachel said.
“I am!” Marc said. “I’m trying!”
The force of the key and the swirling of the ocean were making it difficult for the two of them to hold onto each other at this point, and a moment later they felt their fingertips give way and they stood there spiraling in opposite directions. Then, majestically, the ocean below both of them parted, leaving Rachel on one side and Marc on the other. They looked at each other from their own sides of the ocean in terror. 
“What’s going on?” Marc asked. “Save me!”
He saw Rachel look into the opening of the ocean and her face light up with happiness. 
“There it is! The mirrored chest!”
“NOT SO FAST!” a voice called out from above them.
Marc looked up and couldn’t believe his eyes. It was the worst, most horrible image he could have ever seen. It was Violet and hundreds of her people flying overhead, squawking like birds in the night. They all wore black robes with hoods and Violet wore a maroon-colored robe with a hood. He started shaking at the sight of her and knew this was the worst timing imaginable.
“What’s that?” Rachel said, looking over at Marc before noticing what was happening above her head. 
In all the commotion of the key and the light and the ocean parting, they forgot that the Greslins were coming after them. They forgot to be vigilant with their safety, and now they were faced with what could possibly be the most epic disaster imaginable. 
“It’s them!” Marc said. “Quick, what should we do?” 
A minute later, before his eyes, he saw the mirrored chest emerge from the bottom of the ocean.
“Is that it?” Marc asked.
Then he saw Violet swoop down in between them to snatch the mirrored chest before Rachel could grab it. 
“GIVE ME THAT!” Violet shouted as she reached out her long, bony fingers to take the chest out of the air.
“NEVER!” Rachel said, jumping into the large gaping opening where the sea had parted to grab the chest.
Marc couldn’t believe that his sister had beat Violet to the chest. It was in her possession but he didn’t know what was going to happen next. It was the two of them versus hundreds of angry Greslins. 
“QUICK, JUMP!” Rachel said, as she began to plummet down toward the bottom of the ocean. 
“Jump?” Marc asked, but then just as he was about to jump he felt long talons grab him by his shirt and pull him up into the air. 
“MARC!” Rachel yelled.
Marc thought quickly, and within seconds he had ripped off his T-shirt and sent the Greslin vampire flying up toward the sky, as he fell deep into the ocean behind Rachel. He hoped that she knew what she was doing because he could die any second if he hit the gaping ocean floor.
Marc quickly caught up to Rachel and the two of them hand-in-hand started falling to the ground.
“What are we going to do?” Marc asked.
“I don’t know!” Rachel said. 
Marc thought faster than he’d ever thought before. He didn’t know if it was going to work but it was worth a shot. They had nothing to lose except their lives at this point. Marc took a quick look above them and saw the angry pack of Greslins led by Violet’s evil glare following behind them. They were catching up quickly and there was not much time. They had to find a way to escape.
“TRY THE KEY!” Marc yelled, the wind flying through his body, making it difficult for them to hear each other. 
“What?” Rachel asked, clutching the key in one hand and the mirrored chest in the other.
“QUICK! TRY THE KEY!” Marc screamed even louder, this time making sure it was loud enough for her to hear.
He then watched as Rachel grabbed the key and started flipping it around so it was properly oriented to fit into the hole of the mirrored chest. It was their last hope for salvation given their current situation. If this didn’t work, they would be dead within moments. 
Rachel slowly pushed the key into the hole of the mirrored chest and a burst of golden confetti came out of the chest as it opened before their eyes. Marc could hardly believe what he was seeing. Was that the Golden Amulet? It was more beautiful than he could have ever dreamed. 
“AREN’T YOU GOING TO GRAB IT?” Marc yelled. “HURRY, THEY’RE CLOSING IN ON US!”
Seconds later, Rachel reached into the mirrored chest with her other hand and snatched the Golden Amulet out, dropping the mirrored chest to the ground and sending it shattering onto the ocean floor below. As the chest hit the ground, they saw a small hole opening below them just as they were about to crash down, too. 
“WHAT’S HAPPENING?” Marc asked, feeling completely terrified. 
“DON’T WORRY! YOU HAVE TO COME WITH ME!” Rachel said.
“COME WHERE?” Marc asked.
“TO THE UNDER WORLD!” Rachel yelled.
Looking up at the alternative way out, which would be nearly impossible as he would never survive if he attempted to fly through the hundreds of Greslins following them, Marc knew this was his only choice. He had to follow her. He had to enter. 
“DO YOU TRUST ME?” Rachel asked. “DO YOU?” she repeated.
“I TRUST YOU!” Marc said, feeling confident in his answer. He knew she hadn’t steered him wrong yet and he was hoping this would be no exception. 
She grabbed him by the hand and pulled him quickly into the black, smoky hole that was widening by the second.
“ONE, TWO, THREE, HERE WE GO!” Rachel yelled.
As he entered the black portal which would take him to the Under World, Marc looked up one more time but instead of seeing Violet and her people, he saw the hole above them close up just as they entered. 
Then a fierce gust of wind pulled the two apart and he felt himself somersaulting and spiraling down the long windy tunnel. He didn’t know if it was safe down here but he knew they had lost the Greslins. 
At least for now.
 
 



CHAPTER 13
 
Rachel swirled and spiraled down the long hole with Marc, the wind blowing her hair in her face and swatting her eyes. They were both screaming loudly and their echoes sounded off the walls of the long tunnel. She was clutching the Golden Amulet in one hand and her brother’s hand in the other. She didn’t want to part from him as she knew he was not supposed to enter the Under World. She didn’t have a choice though. She could either bring him with her or let him die above as Violet’s army surrounded them. 
She wondered what happened with Violet and her coven. She knew they wouldn’t just give up once she and Marc entered the Under World. She knew they were going to try and get inside somehow. The thought of being stuck in the Under World with all the Greslins terrified her since this was an unknown space to her in the first place. It was magical and majestic and somewhat haunted. She couldn’t quite pinpoint the best way to describe the Under World, but she knew that once she landed on the ground, she would be in for a real treat. She wondered what would be in store for her tonight, on the most important night in the history of her coven, and all the covens. The night the Great War commenced and the night she, the chosen vampire, would save the world.
All of a sudden the wind stopped, and music started playing. It was classical music from the 1600s. Rachel knew the music exactly, as if she’d heard it in concert yesterday. The sounds of the violin and cello soothed her as she continued to fall, now much slower than before. It was almost as if she were jumping on clouds, being cushioned by their plump pillow-like structure. 
“What’s going on?” Marc asked.
“I don’t know, Marc! We are in the Under World,” Rachel answered.  “Down here anything can happen!”
The music changed to loud heavy metal music. Her ears started ringing as the soothing comfort she felt during the classical music quickly shifted to feelings of rage and anger. Then she heard a Diana Ross and The Supremes song play out.
“BABY, BABY, I HEAR A SYMPHONY.”
This was the most bizarre entrance to the Under World she could have ever imagined. It was so eclectic and odd that she didn’t know what was going to happen next. All she hoped was that it wouldn’t be as scary as her last entrance into the Under World. Although, that time she didn’t know where she was or that the Under World even existed. She just thought she’d fallen down a mysterious hole into the earth. Now it made a little more sense to her. Now she knew she had entered a mysterious and mystical world. 
A minute later Rachel felt her feet hit the ground, but she wasn’t standing on solid ground. It was a type of goo or ooze coming from below her feet. She couldn’t quite figure out what it was but the whole room smelled of strawberries. 
“What’s this?” Marc asked, not quite understanding that anything was possible in the Under World.
Rachel reached down with her hands and started feeling around. It was pitch-black in the room, which made the experience much more thrilling. She had no idea what was below her feet since she couldn’t see it, and by touching it she didn’t get any closer to figuring it out. 
“It’s JELLO!” Marc said, making a slurping noise.
“Don’t eat it!” Rachel said. 
“Why? It’s yummy!” 
“Are you an idiot! You are not supposed to eat anything or touch anything in the Under World. Anything you do down here has the potential to kill you. How do you know this Jello isn’t laced with poison?” 
“SHIT!” Marc said, spitting it out furiously. 
“WHO GOES THERE!” the loud booming voice asked, now more ominously than ever.
“AH!” Marc screamed.
“SHUT UP!” Rachel said. “DON’T MAKE A SOUND! It’s me again,” Rachel answered.
“YOU WERE SUPPOSED TO COME ALONE!” the voice scolded her.
“I know, but I, I…” Rachel tried to come up with something to say. She feared this was all a big mistake and that he would surely kill her.
“DON’T SAY ANYTHING!” the voice added.
Silence filled the air as both Rachel and Marc stood there, awaiting their fate. For the first time ever she felt like she’d failed her coven. How could she not follow the rules? How could she let someone else into the Under World? Was she really that irresponsible? 
“WHAT’S HIS NAME?” the voice asked. 
“Um, this is my brother, Marc,” Rachel answered. “He didn’t mean any harm. I didn’t either. It was just—”
“SILENCE! GIVE THE BOY TO ME!” the voice yelled.
Then, before her eyes, a large shadow of a hand stretched down. It was not your average hand; this was the hand of a giant. Perhaps it was the hand of God, she really couldn’t tell, but she knew she’d better obey. 
“Go!” Rachel said, looking at Marc. “You have to go with him!”
“Are you crazy! Go with THAT THING?” Marc whispered loudly.
“I HEARD THAT!” the voice said.
Then, without another second to debate it anymore, the outstretched hand of this giant voice snatched Marc up as if he were a small little mouse and took him in his hand. The hand started moving upward with Marc clutched tightly inside, screaming.
“HELP ME! HELP ME!” Marc yelled.
“HE WILL BE SAFE WITH ME!” the voice said. 
“Where are you taking him?” Rachel asked.
“THAT IS NOT FOR YOU TO WORRY ABOUT! YOU ARE DOWN HERE FOR A REASON!” the voice added.
Rachel shook her head as if she’d forgotten exactly what she there for. How could she be so stupid and forget that she had to save Benji? She had to find him in the Under World and save him from this place of evil. Without him, their coven was at risk of elimination by Violet and her people and time was running out. 
“YOU DON’T HAVE MUCH TIME!” the voice shouted. “GO!”
“GO WHERE?” Rachel yelled back, then put her hand on her mouth because she didn’t mean to yell back at the voice. She felt like she had completely disrespected him.
“FOLLOW THE ARROWS AND YOU WILL SEE,” the voice rang out one last time.
“Arrows?” Rachel questioned.
She waited for the voice to speak again, but the room was silent. The only sound she heard was the sound of her breath and the pounding of her heart, which was now beating faster and faster.
She had no idea how she was going to find him now. The room was black and she couldn’t see anything. How would she ever find the arrows the voice was talking about? 
Then a dim light started flickering in the room. She quickly turned to see what or who might be doing it and then saw a candle hanging in midair, with an arrow pointing toward it. She figured the candle was meant for her to use so she went over to it, reached her hand out, and put her hand around its waxy shaft. 
The candle started pulling her in the direction of a large iron door that stood in the back of the room she was standing in. Her feet still covered with gooey Jello, she started walking toward the door. Another arrow appeared on the wall next to the door that pointed to the handle and she pulled the door open and walked into the next room, still clutching the candle for light as she went. She came upon another arrow in the room that was pointing upward and she walked over to it and looked up. Then a ladder appeared out of nowhere and she started climbing it. The ladder seemed like it went on forever and all she wanted to do was arrive at the destination. 
ROAR! 
ROARRR!
ROARRRRRRR!!
Rachel almost fell off the ladder at the sound of this roar. She looked up but didn’t see anything. Then she looked below her and saw three grizzly bears climbing up the ladder behind her with the fiercest roar she’d ever heard. She started moving quicker and quicker, but they were gaining speed and starting to snap at her feet as she climbed. 
“AHHHH!!” Rachel let out a scream and looked down to see one of the bears had gotten a hold of her pants leg. She started kicking furiously to try and pry her leg loose but he was gripping more and more and then she felt the most excruciating pain she’d ever felt in her life. 
“AHHHHHHHH!!” she wailed.
The bear had grabbed hold of her ankle and was starting to shake his large head. She knew this could be the end of her. She knew she had to think fast or else she was going to be pulled off this ladder any second. She then remembered she could use her laser eyes to shoot daggers at any animal predator. She quickly said the Latin words that made her powers commence, and moments later she turned around, stared straight at the bear who was gripping her ankle, and started shooting daggers at him. The first one hit his face and bounced off. Then she shot another dagger and hit him square between both of his eyes. Another hit him in his mouth, causing him to let go of her leg, and then finally she shot three more which hit him in the body, sending him falling down the ladder and crashing on the floor on top of the other two bears. 
She continued hobbling up the ladder, feeling thankful that she did not die. She had so much adrenaline running through her body that she could hardly feel the pain on her ankle. She hoped nothing was broken because there wasn’t anything she could do about it now. All she knew was that she had to get to Benji. She had to find him.
As she reached the top of the ladder she found herself in yet another room, this one filled with beautiful tall red roses that grew out of the grassy green ground. 
This was strange, she thought to herself. Was she outside? Where was she now?
She looked around and quickly realized she was not outside, but in a large greenhouse. The humidity caused her to suddenly sweat and she felt shortness of breath. She didn’t know if it was an allergy to the flowers or if it was because she was almost mauled by three grizzly bears. Either way she felt as if she were about to pass out.
She knew she couldn’t indulge her feelings of weakness or tiredness and had to forge ahead. She looked around for another arrow but didn’t see one. Then she looked down on the ground as the flowers started moving beneath her feet. She noticed they were forming an arrow that pointed in the direction of the wall. She walked over to the wall and stood there waiting for something to happen, but it didn’t. Was this it? she thought to herself. Was this the destination? She looked around and saw nothing except the flowers, now wilting on the ground below and turning black. She had a terrible feeling in her gut and she knew she had to go fast. Time was quickly running out and she could only hope and pray that Benji would still be down here alive when she found him. 
Rachel reached out to bang on the wall for help but as soon as she touched it her hand went right through.  She then put her other hand through and started walking through the wall. She’d never done this before, but figured the arrow must be leading her in the right direction. 
She continued following the arrows until she now found herself going down a very long spiral stone staircase. She could hear the echo with each step she took and the drops of water running down the walls and dripping to the floor. With each step she knew she was getting close to Benji. She could feel it in her bones. She couldn’t wait to hold him again. 
Then she heard loud voices coming from a room close to her. She didn’t know what they were saying but they sounded mean and angry. She didn’t want them to see her or catch her. It wasn’t a risk she wanted to take. She quickly looked around as she reached the bottom of the staircase and saw two soldiers at the end of the hall, pacing back and forth between their posts. She knew she had to step off the steps but she didn’t want them to see her. She took off her shoes so as not to make any extraneous noises. Anyway, now that she took a closer look her right shoe was practically torn into shreds from the bears. 
She then stopped to take a closer look at her surroundings and noticed that the dungeon she had entered branched off into lots of different rooms and passages. She didn’t know which way to go as she stood there looking for the arrow to point her in the right direction. 
No arrow appeared.
She waited and waited and waited, but nothing.
She hung her head in sadness as the thought of failing this mission and never seeing Benji again. She couldn’t bear the thought of it and started walking back up the stairs slowly so as not to be noticed by the soldiers. Then, just as she put her foot on the third step, she heard a whimpering coming from back in the dungeon.
She listened again and heard the cry; it was faint but she could hear it clearly. She couldn’t make out if it was a person or a small animal, but she knew she was the only person who could find out. It was clear the soldiers didn’t care about the whimpering as they didn’t flinch at all any time the sounds cried out. It was now up to her to figure it out.
She looked around and saw another arrow pointing her back down the stairs and into the direction of one of the long stone corridors below. She started walking, hoping not to disturb the guards as she tiptoed across the floor. She moved ever so slowly and then out of the corner of her eye she saw one of the soldiers stop pacing and turn her way. She quickly moved across the floor and out of his sight. She didn’t want to look back and hoped and prayed that he didn’t see her. The dungeon was silent again and she felt like she had escaped his view. She was saved.
She walked down the long corridor, following the arrows and cries for help. She knew as she approached that it was not a small animal. She started smelling the air as she approached the end of the hall and could tell right away it was him. She could smell the scent of Benji filling the air and she knew she was close. She knew he was down here and she had to find him. She wanted to start screaming his name, but she couldn’t speak. If she spoke the soldiers would surely hear her and kill her. She didn’t need that. Not now.
She felt someone touching her arm and turned around quickly to see what it was. The touch was ice cold and then it grabbed her by her hand and pulled her close. 
“Benji!” she whispered, as he grabbed her hand.
Rachel looked at him as though she was staring at the most beautiful sight she’d ever seen. She couldn’t believe it was really him. The sight of him was so elating, yet so terrifying as he stood chained up to the walls in a cold jail cell alone.
“RACHEL!” he yelled, then covered his mouth, looking around with wide eyes.
“Is it really you?” Rachel asked in a soft voice. 
“Help me! I need your help! Only you can save me!” he said in a panicked voice.
“What happened to you? Why are you in chains?” Rachel asked, peering at him in his cell. 
“There’s no time to discuss it! You have to get me out!” Benji said.
“But you’re hurt,” Rachel said.
“I’m fine! I’ll be fine. Just get the key!” Benji said, pointing across the hallway to a large ring of keys that hung on the wall.
“Over there?” Rachel asked.
She quickly walked over to the ring of keys and saw hundreds of tiny keys on this large ring. How would she ever find the key? She reached to grab the key ring off the wall and accidentally hit it with her arm, sending it crashing to the ground with a loud clang.
“Hurry!” Benji said. “They’re going to find you!” 
Rachel quickly brought the keys over to Benji and he started looking through the key ring to find the key that looked familiar to him. They were all so different that Rachel couldn’t imagine that he’d be able to tell which one was which. 
Then, a moment later, he handed her a key and said, “Try it!” 
Rachel put it into the keyhole of his cell and much to her surprise it worked.
She quickly ran into his cell and started hugging and kissing Benji as passionately as ever. She felt a rush of hormones surge through her body and it was all she could do to pull herself off of him when they heard voices coming down the hallway.
“Quick! We have to get out of here!” Benji said. He hurriedly looked through the keys, chose another one, and unlocked his chains.
Rachel watched as Benji then grabbed her by the hand and pulled her close as he started scratching the stone wall next to his cell. He scratched so quickly and so hard that he created a small hole, just big enough for him to squeeze through. 
“Take my hand!” he said, pulling Rachel through the hole. 
“HE’S ESCAPED!” the soldiers yelled, as they approached the now empty cell. 
Rachel and Benji could hear their angry voices from the other side of the wall as they quickly started running away. 
“WE MUST FIND HIM!” they heard the soldiers shouting.
“LOOK, A HOLE!” another soldier said.
They knew they didn’t have much time before they would be caught and surely executed. 
“Rachel, how did you ever find me down here?” Benji asked more freely now that they had escaped the cell.
“I don’t know. I just followed the arrows and the instructions from my grandmother and it led me to you.”
“I was so worried about you!” Benji said, now touching her face with his cold hands. 
“I was worried about you, too! I thought for sure you would be dead,” Rachel said.
“I love you,” Benji said, looking into Rachel’s eyes. “I love you!”
Rachel felt her heart dance as the words left his mouth. She loved him too, now even more than she thought was possible. 
“I love you, Benji.”
The two of them gazed into each other’s eyes and started kissing again, now even more passionately. 
She felt his hands caressing her body as they continued to kiss and he started taking off her cardigan sweater to touch her bare skin. The touch of his hands felt amazing to her. It was as if she were being recharged with each soft touch from his hands. 
“Benji, I love you!” Rachel kept saying in between kisses.
“I adore you!” Benji replied. 
Then Benji looked into her eyes as he continued touching her and said, “What’s this?”
Rachel didn’t know what he was talking about. But then she looked down at his hand on top of her pocket and she realized she’d put the Golden Amulet inside her pocket for safety.
“OH!” Rachel exclaimed. “It’s the amulet!” 
“Which amulet?” Benji asked. 
“The Golden Amulet!” Rachel answered. 
“How do you have possession of the Golden Amulet?” Benji asked. “Only one person is allowed to use the Golden Amulet and that’s the chosen vampire.”
She watched as Benji stood back away from her, looking her up and down with an expression of thoughtfulness in his eyes. 
“It couldn’t be!” he said. “Wait! Are you?”
Rachel looked back at him and slowly nodded her head yes.
Benji ran toward her again and hugged her hard. He lifted her off the ground with joy, swinging her around in the air.
“I can’t believe it!” Benji said, lowering her to the ground.
“Can I see it?” Benji asked.
“The amulet?” Rachel asked. 
“Yes, can I see it?” 
Rachel pulled it out of her pocket and he stood there in awe of it. Then he reached out to touch it. As he extended his arm to grab the Golden Amulet the room started to shake and the walls began to crumble to the ground. 
“OH NO!” Rachel said. 
They grabbed onto each other, not knowing what was happening or what was going to happen next. 
“YOU DISOBEYED THE ORDER OF YOUR ANCESTORS!” the booming voice shouted.
Rachel knew she shouldn’t have let Benji touch the Golden Amulet. It was all a huge mistake. She was standing there holding his hand as the room disappeared around them and then they found themselves shooting upward as if they were underwater missiles shooting out of the water. The sheer force sent their skin flying in all directions. They looked up and just as they did they realized they were being forcefully ejected out of the Under World. 
“DO NOT COME BACK!” the booming voice echoed as the hole closed beneath their feet. 
Standing there, the two of them, windblown and alone atop the water, they didn’t know where to go from there. Then, within seconds they heard squawking and screeching coming from above them.
“OH NO!” Rachel yelled.
“What?” Benji said, looking up.
“They’re still here!” Rachel said.
“Violet?” Benji said, with terror in his eyes.
“YES! HURRY, WE HAVE TO GO!” Rachel yelled. 
“Where?” Benji said. 
“Quick! We don’t have any time left! We need to find the Waverly Mirror! It’s the only way to stop them now!” 
“We have to find Matilda and Penelope and Hunter! They went to go find it!”
“Where are they?” Rachel asked.
“There’s no time to delay,” Benji yelled. “Let’s go!”
The two of them, holding hands, soared up into the sky, flying quickly away from Violet and her coven. They knew that within moments they would die if they didn’t find the Waverly Mirror. The Great War was commencing and it was the only way to save the Vladdicus people. It was now up to the two of them to find Matilda, Hunter, and Penelope and hope that by putting the Golden Amulet together with the Waverly Mirror, all forces of evil would stop and they would be saved. 
Rachel held Benji’s hand as the two of them flew through the sky, through the clouds, weaving in and out. Her whole life flashed before her as she went, her entire relationship with Benji. There flashed before her an image of when they first met, at the amusement park, the Ferris wheel, she on the back of his motorcycle…. It seemed like ages ago—yet it also felt like yesterday. Flying with him now, through the clouds, she felt as if they had been together forever, as if they would never part. It was strange, but in a weird way, she felt as if they were flying into their destiny together.
As they flew, Rachel felt a magnetic force pulling her along, making her fly faster than she ever had, sucking her and Benji in a particular direction. She could no longer control where she was flying.
“I don’t understand!” she called out to Benji. “What’s happening?”
“The mirror!” he called back. “It’s the magnetic force of the mirror. We are getting close!”
Rachel looked up and as she did, she spotted three figures on the horizon, emerging from the storm clouds, coming near her. She seemed to be pulled to them as quickly as they were to her, and as they neared, she was shocked to realize who it was: Hunter, Penelope, and Matilda. Her heart skipped a beat to see what they were holding between them: a long, shining, golden mirror.
The Waverly Mirror. They had found it.
Rachel heard a screech behind her and saw Violet and her coven closing in. She knew there wasn’t much time.
But as she looked forward again, she saw the mirror already reaching them. She and Benji reached out to touch it, to hold it—but as they did, the strangest thing happened. The magnetic force of the mirror kept pulling them in, right for the glass itself. Rachel tried to stop, as did Benji, but it was no use.
“YOU ARE NOT READY!” boomed the voice from the Under World.
And that was the last thing Rachel heard as she and Benji were sucked into the mirror, shrieking. 
As she entered the glass she felt herself entering another realm, and she knew it had become a portal, a thing she could not control, and that it was sucking her in, sucking Benji in, and taking them, together, to a world she had never known.
And in that moment, she knew that life would never be the same again.
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