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Chapter 1 - Off Grid 

 

 

He stands by the river, his black leather duster setting him apart . . . as if his mere presence 

didn’t do the trick. Through dark sunglasses, he observes Brand Safferson fight the crowd of 

boys. As I watch, a tidal wave of evil ripples through my body, causing my skin to prickle. His 

low voice fills my head, I can return you to your natural state so you can live your life the way 

nature intended, not the way Maetha plans for you. You’ll be spared from having to watch all 

your loved ones die, knowing you could save them, but never being allowed to do so. You’ll be 

free to grieve properly, instead of being forced to become cold-hearted, as Maetha would prefer. 

You can be freed from this terrible future and you’ll regain your identity as a human being and 

be able to live life to its fullest. He pauses and I can feel the words coming before he speaks them 

into my head: Just give me your diamond shard. 

I awake with a jolt as the front tire of the car hits a bump in the road. My body shivers from 

a cold sweat, and my breath comes in gasps as I try to calm down and remember what has 

happened. I turn my head to the left and find Chris Harding, both hands on the steering wheel, 

his prominent facial features illuminated by the tiny lights on the dashboard. His head bobs to the 

radio music that’s playing quietly. He doesn’t know I’m awake. 

I glance out the rain-splattered windshield between swipes of the blades, seeing headlights 

of oncoming cars and green road signs which indicate we are traveling on Route 65, ten miles 

north of Nashville, Tennessee. My heart rate finally slows, and I am able to relax as I 

contemplate the first dream I’ve had in two-and-a-half years—since I came to possess the 

Sanguine Diamond. 

Only a few hours ago, not even a full twenty-four, Justin Mcintyre tried to reunite the shards 

of the Sanguine Diamond. The disaster resulted in his death, along with the deaths of three men: 

the leaders of the Seers’, the Hunters’, and the Readers’ clans.  

Justin had been tricked by another man into believing he could become all powerful, when 



in fact the other man—who calls himself Freedom—only wanted the diamond pieces for himself. 

Freedom knew Justin would die in the end.  

Freedom is the man from my dream, the one who’d tried to persuade me to give my 

diamond shard to him. When he walked into the room at Justin’s hideout, he carried a new 

mysterious power-canceling black stone attached inside an old pocket watch. The black stone 

blocked all the supernatural powers in the room when it was exposed—even Maetha’s powers.  

My friend Brand narrowed down the cause of our power loss through a series of time-

repeats, and with Maetha’s help, detained Freedom long enough for Maetha, Chris, and myself to 

escape with the reunited diamond and the pocket watch. I don’t know how we would have gotten 

away without Brand’s sacrifice. Hopefully, we’ll be able to rescue him soon. 

But there will be no rescue for Charles, Curtis, and Dominic. The clan leaders were shot and 

killed by Justin’s guards and now I am the prime suspect in their kid-nappings and murders. 

Another major setback is before I picked up the diamond from Justin’s lair, Freedom had 

touched it first, claiming ownership. Because I possess the final piece of the diamond within my 

heart, the diamond isn’t entirely Freedom’s—but it can’t be mine either. To make the diamond 

whole and with only one owner, Freedom must reassign his chunk to me, or I must release mine 

to him. Freedom will never reassign to me. And the only way I can release my shard to him is if I 

die. As Maetha discovered, my shard is living within me and cannot be removed without killing 

me.  

On the plus side, Maetha and the other Diamond Bearers have voted to end Freedom’s life 

and remove his heart at the first opportunity available. As long as that plan pans out, I’m safe. 

Once we reached Indiana following Justin’s and the clan leaders’ deaths, Maetha closely 

examined Freedom’s pocket watch and found it has two hinges and two doors—common with 

old watches. Each side of the watch contains a piece of the mysterious black stone, but one stone 

is significantly smaller. Maetha determined the smaller stone is for personal use only and is 

probably what Freedom used to remain undetectable for several decades. She found that when 

the small side of the watch is opened then only the holder loses all powers, including any powers 

within the Sanguine Diamond. However, the other side of the watch contains the larger stone 

which removes the powers of everyone in the near vicinity. 

I am carrying the pocket watch in a leather pouch in my front jacket pocket along with the 

incomplete diamond. The watch is open, exposing the large black stone to protect Chris and me 



from Freedom’s ability to locate us through tracking the diamond. As long as Freedom doesn’t 

know where I am, he can’t try to recover his diamond, or try to remove my shard. And as he 

conveniently introduced the mysterious black stone as a weapon of sorts, we’ll use the stone’s 

power to hide from him, because the large black stone cancels his powers as well. 

Freedom must have other black stones at his disposal because Maetha still cannot detect his 

whereabouts—something she can do with all the other Diamond Bearers. Likewise, she can’t 

detect my location either while I’m carrying the black stone. Hiding in plain sight is necessary in 

order for me to survive. Freedom wouldn’t hesitate to kill me.  

Chris and I are technically “off grid” not only to evade Freedom, but also to avoid being 

found by Beth Hammond and her team of supernatural vigilantes. They believe, based on fairly 

convincing evidence, I stole the amulets from the other clan leaders and shot and killed them, 

while at the same time brutally murdering Justin. All of the clans are up in arms, demanding that 

their amulets be returned.  

Well, that won’t ever happen. The amulets were destroyed. 

I look over at Chris and admire his profile. I remember the first time I ever saw him in Ms. 

Winter’s office at the Runner’s compound and the tingles that raced through my entire being. 

Sort of like right now. Two-and-a-half years have passed since we raced across land as we 

carried out the task of delivering the Sanguine Diamond to the Death Clan. Chris has only aged 

slightly. He looks a little older, wiser, and—if at all possible—even better looking than before. 

To go all that time without seeing him and then to finally find him on the other side of the door 

in Justin’s compound is almost unbelievable, yet here we are, together again. 

I reach over and place my hand on top of his.  

He turns his head, smiles, and asks, “How do you feel, Calli?” 

“I’m good.” I return the smile. 

“We have about thirteen more hours of drive time till we reach Miami. Are you hungry?” 

I shake my head and place my hand back in my lap. I ask Chris, “Are you tired? Do you 

want me to drive for a while?”  

“No. Just rest.”  

In truth, I am relieved he doesn’t need me to drive yet. I feel exhausted, something else I 

haven’t felt for a long time. I miss my healing powers. 

“Calli, what can you tell me about the other people like Maetha?” 



I readjust myself in my seat so I face Chris a little better. My gut instinct tells me I can trust 

him with any and all information, so I launch into Maetha’s story head-first.  

“Maetha became the first Diamond Bearer back in ancient Egyptian days. The diamond was 

much larger then, before it was split into twenty-one pieces. No one else but her could touch the 

magical diamond and live.” 

Chris interrupts, “Because she’s an Unaltered, like you, right?” 

“Yes. The Egyptian priests acted the same way the Death Clan did when I carried the stone, 

causing the stone to shatter and a piece to enter Maetha’s heart. A woman named Crimson saved 

Maetha’s life and divided the remaining pieces into twenty other diamonds. She charged Maetha 

with finding candidates who would do nature’s will and to give them diamonds of their own. I 

don’t know how many years Maetha searched to find all twenty candidates, but she finally found 

the people she wanted, and the group became the protectors of nature.  

“Every so often a group of Healers becomes over-balanced like the Death Clan, and nature 

acts to balance the situation through the use of a diamond. However, once all twenty-one 

diamonds were inserted into people, one person would have to sacrifice their life and remove 

their stone so nature could restore the balance. My stone came from a man named Gustave. He 

was a relative of mine from long ago. In fact, Maetha is related to me as well. She’s my many-

greats-of-a-grandmother.” 

Chris asked, “So are you a kind of royalty?” 

“No, I don’t think so. Maetha said our bloodline always produces an Unaltered human who 

keeps the line moving forward. My mother is Unaltered too, but she doesn’t have an awareness 

of what that means. Maetha has followed her own line throughout the centuries using one of the 

Unaltered relatives every now and then when nature needs a balancing act performed. Of course, 

there are other Unaltered humans not related to Maetha who have been used as Diamond Bearers 

too.”  

“So, Calli, when Maetha said you’ll receive the whole stone once Agent Alpha, er, Freedom 

is dead, what she really meant is you’ll become an Immortal like her?” 

“Not quite. Diamond Bearers aren’t immortal, per se.” 

“Anyone who can live thousands of years is immortal in my book.” 

“Well, I guess so.” 

“The question is, how do you kill an Immortal if they can sense you coming and see their 



own future?” Chris asks. 

“I don’t know. It’s a puzzle.”  

We both remain quiet for a couple of minutes. 

Chris speaks up again. “Calli, what’s going to happen to us?” 

“I don’t know. I can’t see the future.” I truly don’t know. I change the subject. “Chris, what 

kind of information did you feed to your father when you worked for him?” 

He glances at me with a worried look, then settles his eyes back on the road. “Well, clan 

locations, leaders’ names, information about new members, vulnerabilities, magical plants, and 

crystals used in Ms. Winter’s secret concoctions . . . stuff like that.” 

“Crystals? What do you mean?” 

“Well, you know, gemstones and rocks, not unlike the diamond. When we were given the 

Sanguine Diamond for the delivery it wasn’t too difficult for me to believe a stone could hold 

powers. I’ve known for some time that different crystals have slight powers. My uncle Don 

taught me about most of them before my running power ever surfaced. Uncle Don is my father’s 

older brother. I remember my dad talking about what it was like growing up with him. He said 

Don’s pockets were always full of rocks and the shelves in his room were covered with stones of 

all kinds. My grandparents were frustrated with his obsessive collecting, but understood his 

passion, so they bought him books about geology. After that, my dad said Don sorted through all 

his rocks and categorized them as accurately as he could. His whole world was, and still is, 

centered on rocks, crystals, and minerals. That’s why I immediately thought of him as someone 

who could identify the black stone. Personally, I think it’s a black onyx.” 

“Does black onyx have the ability to take our powers away?” 

“I don’t know. That’s why we’re going to my uncle’s house.” He smiles at me. 

“But you said he doesn’t know about the world of powers.” 

“To my knowledge he doesn’t. But he believes firmly in crystals containing powers and 

strengths. If black onyx has any ability to remove powers, he’ll know.” 

Looking out the front windshield, I see a brightly glowing gas station sign in the distance.  

“Chris, can we pull over for a bathroom break?” 

“Sure.” 

Chris brings Maetha’s car to a halt in a parking spot by the front doors of the busy fuel 

station. Several big-rig trucks are positioned off to the side of the building with their engines 



running, and a few other vehicles are parked at the gas pumps.  

Chris checks the Pulse Emitter attached to his jacket to make sure it’s turned on to protect 

him from the dangers waiting for him in the shadows. He reaches in the back and grabs the two 

backpacks filled with our supplies and the money Maetha gave us. “Here, let’s keep these with 

us at all times.” 

“Yeah, good idea.” 

We step out of the car, fling the backpacks over our shoulders, and enter the store.  

I spot the restroom sign on the far wall near the postcard display and head in that direction. 

Even before entering the ladies’ room I have an ominous feeling creep over me—the kind that 

makes your hair stand on end. I look over my shoulder to see if Chris is behind me, only to see 

him enter the men’s room. Shrugging off the all-too-familiar feeling, I hurry and do my business 

and wash my hands, all the while remembering Maetha had specifically stated that we need to 

stay “off camera.”  

As I am about to exit the restroom, I pause when I hear the loud male voices yelling orders 

outside the door. 

Stall doors slam open behind me, and two burly women come out with handguns drawn as if 

the yelling is their cue to exit. I’m frightened and confused at the same time. Are these ladies 

simply gun-toting tough chicks who heard some kind of trouble and responded accordingly, or 

are they actually players in the game? 

One points her gun at me and says, “Get out, sister!” 

My heart begins to race. I pull the door open and see Chris standing nearby, frozen in place 

with a masked gunman standing close to him. Another masked man has a gun pointed at the 

cashier, demanding money. The two women exit the bathroom after pulling ski masks over their 

faces. 

Chris looks at me and then focuses his eyes on my front pocket. I know exactly what he’s 

trying to tell me: close the pocket watch so we can use our powers and run out of here. 

I slowly slide my hand to the zipper and ease it open. 

“You two,” the nearby thuggish gunman shouts. “Get on the floor!” 

We crouch on the floor right away. The two women run by and over to the front doors.  

I slip my hand in my pocket and remember I had lodged the diamond inside the watch with 

an elastic band to keep it open . . . and they are both inside the pouch—which is drawn shut with 



the strings.  

I need both hands to free the watch. 

My movement catches the attention of the gunman. “Hey!” He approaches me and pulls me 

up by my backpack straps.  

Chris jumps to his feet and yells at the brute, who then punches Chris in the face, knocking 

him to the floor.   

Before I can react to the violence, one of the women runs over to us. “Come on, Duke, we’re 

out of time!” 

“She’s got something in her pocket.” Duke tells her with a concerned tone in his voice.  

The woman looks at my pocket. “Whatcha got in there? You got a phone? Are you calling 

the cops, sister?” 

I don’t answer and wait for one of them to reach inside the pocket for the pouch. The man 

stands behind me and wraps his right arm in front and under my neck while still holding his gun, 

then pulls my body close to his.  

Duke smells like a three-day-old pile of fish guts on a hot summer day. I try not to gag while 

his left hand comes forward and fumbles to get in my jacket pocket. He pulls out the brown 

leather pouch and says, “Well, well, well, what do we have here?” 

I put on my best act and plead with the man. “Please! It’s my grandmother’s.” 

The man tosses the pouch to the woman. She loosens the strings and dumps out the diamond 

and pocket watch, then whistles to her cronies. “We hit the jackpot!”  

The other woman yells to the robber who has the cashier at gunpoint, telling him they have 

an even better prize. 

I choke out my best sob. “Please, don’t do this.” 

The woman holding the dangerous treasure removes the elastic and tosses the pocket watch 

to her female friend. She raises the diamond to the light. I wait for the inevitable. Her friend 

closes the watch, and the woman holding the diamond crumples to the ground, dead. The 

diamond lies on the ground beside her. 

My powers return with a force strong enough to take my breath away for a moment. I use 

my healing power on my own heart, calming it and healing the pain. I catch Chris’s eye and ever 

so slightly shake my head, hoping he’ll get the message to stay put. Then I turn my attention 

back to the ensuing debacle. 



“Gina!” the other female shrieks. She bends down and shakes her friend’s shoulder. 

The man holding me lets go and pushes me toward Chris. I crouch down next to him and 

notice his bleeding lip, which Duke had split open. Duke joins his co-hort by the lifeless body of 

their companion, where the woman sobs uncontrollably. “What the hell happened?” he shouts. 

“Call an ambulance!” The female shouts through her sobs.  

The other man who had collected everything out of the cash register rushes over and says, 

“No! Pick her up and bring her. We’ll get her help somewhere else.” Duke leans across the dead 

woman and reaches for the diamond. As soon as his fingers wrap completely around the stone, 

he falls forward on top of Gina. 

The shrieking woman screams even louder at the sight of a second dead friend.  

“What’s going on?” the other man yells. He spins around in a 360-degree circle, brandishing 

the gun at an invisible suspect. The woman’s screaming drowns out the approaching sirens.  

I glance at the cashier, a frightened, pale-skinned, thin man probably in his forties. A quick 

mind-read reveals he has alerted the authorities to the robbery by tripping a switch under the 

counter. I hope the gunman won’t shoot him once he realizes they won’t be going anywhere. 

Once the thug hears the sirens, he grabs the frantic woman by the shoulder, catching her hair 

and shirt, and yanks her to her feet. “Shut up! You hear me?”  

The woman has lost all control. The man’s mind reveals he views her as a liability now. He 

pushes her away forcefully. She falls into a shelving unit and crashes to the floor, hitting her 

head with a thud. Boxes of cheese crackers tumble on top of her. My healing ability senses she 

will be all right even though she’s been knocked un-conscious. 

The lone gunman lets off a series of curse words that would make a sailor blush. He’s in 

complete shock and confusion. He raises his gun, points it at the cashier. “You called the cops?”  

The cashier doesn’t move. He cringes and pinches his eyes shut, waiting for certain death. 

I use my healing powers and cause the gunman’s head to hurt by forcing fluid up around his 

brain. I don’t want to kill the guy, just disable him enough for the authorities to get to him, and 

for us to be able to escape, which with every passing second is becoming more and more 

difficult. Police cars with flashing lights surround the front of the building. 

The man drops his gun, and both his hands fly up to his head in agony.  

I leaned over to Chris. “Get his gun. Hurry.”  

Chris scoots over and grabs the handgun by the barrel, and as he moves back toward me I 



hear the voice I have feared. 

“Calli. There you are.” Freedom’s low, rumbling voice resonates through my body, sending 

chills through my entire being. He has bi-located near the end of the aisle, wearing his trademark 

trench coat. 

“Find the watch and open it, Chris,” I say. 

“Where is it?” 

“She dropped it somewhere over by those shelves.” 

Maetha appears on the opposite side of me. “Calli, what’s going on?”  

A commanding voice speaking through a bullhorn outside the building announces: “This is 

the police . . . the place is surrounded . . . come out with your hands up!” 

Boy, if there was ever a time for a do-over, this is it. I miss Brand.  

Freedom doesn’t move. He glances all around the inside of the building, for what I don’t 

know.  

Chris locates the pocket watch and holds it up for me to see.  

Maetha speaks to him saying, “Not yet, Chris. You two need to escape first, then open the 

watch.” She turns to me. “The camera captured you, Calli. I told you no cameras. This is going 

to put Beth on your trail as well as the authorities—and Freedom. Now go, and make better 

choices.” She motions toward the door. 

I pick up the diamond and drop it in the pouch, feeling doubly ashamed for letting Maetha 

down. 

Freedom says, “You won’t get far, Calli.” 

“We’ll see about that,” I answer him. I take Chris’s hand and walk to the front doors. We 

step by the debilitated robber, who is on his knees, holding his head and groaning in pain.  

The cashier stands motionless and pale as a ghost with his back pressed up against the 

cigarette display.  

I use my telepathy to tell Chris, We’ll go out with our hands in the air. On three, we’ll run to 

the left and out into that field and we won’t stop for at least five miles. 

He nods. 

I add, You lead the way and lend me your running power because I don’t know how this 

diamond will react. We walk out of the building with guns aimed at us and our hands raised. I 

begin counting: one, two . . . I wonder what the surveillance camera will capture. I imagine we’ll 



be in a frame one second, and the next we’ll be nothing but a blur.  

It wouldn’t be the first time a convenience store camera had caught such a picture. 

Three! 

We run, covering at least five miles of ground before stopping. Chris opens the watch as 

Freedom’s image begins to appear, hot on our trail. 

“That was intense.” Chris hands me the pocket watch. 

“I know. It was a mistake to stop at that place. I should’ve known better.” I insert the watch 

into the pouch and wedge the diamond inside. I’ll need to locate another elastic band to secure 

everything because the other one was lost at the convenience store.  

Chris tenderly grasps both my shoulders. His Pulse Emitter’s LED light blinds me. “Stop 

blaming yourself. There’s no way we could have known the place was about to be held up.” 

“We’ve been captured on camera, and now our mugs will be plastered all over the media. I 

just forgot completely.” 

“So did I, Calli, so did I.” 

“I guess we’re on foot now. Good thing we grabbed the backpacks, right?” 

“Right. We have everything we need. Unfortunately, we need a vehicle or some kind of 

transportation. We can’t go back for Maetha’s car.” 

We walk through the fields using the light of the emitter to guide the way. We don’t want to 

get too close to the highway for fear the police might find us.  

I think about how Freedom kept looking in different directions when he appeared in the gas 

station. The only thing I can figure is that he was searching for some kind of clue as to where we 

were. I don’t know if he found what he was looking for. Maybe he will only need to use his 

connections with the government to pinpoint the location.  

We need to keep moving to stay ahead of Freedom, local law enforcement, and Beth. She 

will be picking up on our location too and heading this way. I can’t help but worry about the 

eventual run-in with her. 

I’m comforted when I think about Beth now, compared to the Beth she might have been if 

she hadn’t dumped Justin. She would be in jail right now. I feel better knowing she’s doing 

something productive with her life. Too bad it includes hunting me down. 

Up ahead, we approach a small shopping center parking lot. At least twenty Harley 

Davidson motorcycles are parked in two lines, some with their headlights on, lending light to the 



rowdy scene. The owners stand nearby, laughing, telling stories, and carrying on. Men and 

women of all ages and dimensions laugh robustly as each story is outdone by the next.  

Chris mutters, “We should probably avoid these guys.” 

“That’s a good idea.” 

“Hey, what do we have here?” A rather loud, deep voice yells out into the night. “Now, 

don’t be shy little lady . . . wandering around in the dark . . . you must be who the cops are after.” 

I let out a defeated huff. “I guess we’ll go talk with the nice people after all.”  

“Maybe you should hold the watch in your hand just in case we have to make a quick exit.” 

I whisper back, “I don’t dare expose the diamond.” We become surrounded by black leather, 

beards, spikes, and chains. To say I am intimidated is an understatement, but having seen 

Freedom dressed in his biker boots, mirrored sunglasses, and leather duster has helped me get 

used to the overall image. 

An idea pops into my head. I say, “Hey guys, yeah, we’re on the run. We need to get out of 

here as quickly as possible.” 

A particularly stereotypical biker guy steps forward. If a movie was being made and the 

casting call needed a bad-ass biker dude, this guy would certainly get the part. He has long 

scraggly hair, an even longer graying beard, and a black bandana with white skulls wrapped 

around his head. He wears a black leather vest, chaps, and blue jeans, and tattoos covering his 

arms give him the appearance of wearing sleeves. His low rumble of a voice suggests he just 

may be the sole reason the cigarette companies are still in business.  

“Honey, you came to the right parkin’ lot. Most all of us is runnin’ from the law for sump-

thin’ or another. What’d ya do?” 

Chris takes over the conversation. “Nothin’ any worse than any of you. That truck stop is 

short a bit of cash, and some bodies are scattered around. Feds are after us. Can you help us? We 

can pay handsomely.” 

“Son, we don’t want your money. Where do you need to git?” 

“South, as far as Miami if possible.” 

“All right,” the guy laughs. “Roadtrip!” His com-panions roar with approval. 


