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To my Wife.
Who never stopped believing.

and

To my Daughters.
Never give up on your dreams.
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Author’s Note

IN THE YEAR BETWEEN 2015 and 2016 that marked a single cycle in the pub-
lishing industry there were approximately 2.6 million books released in the 
United States. Approximately 8.2% of those were works of fiction (Yes, the 
nonfiction market far surpasses that of fiction). By my calculation, that’s still 
a little over 213,000 fiction titles flooding the market each year. Regardless of 
the fact that many of those are reprints of older works—and you’re also likely 
to find duplicate titles due to various formats of the same work (hard cover, pa-
perback, ebook, etc)—the number of new fiction books coming out each year 
remains extensive. Even if you limit the number of novels to the fantasy genre, 
you’d also have to increase the total to account for all the English language 
books printed outside the U.S. Suffice it to say, there’s a buttload of novels vy-
ing for the attention of readers.

And you chose to pick up mine. Nothing makes an author feel better than 
knowing someone is reading, and hopefully enjoying, their book—a product 
of months, and in many cases years, of the author’s life.

That said, most readers—even those who spent money to purchase a nov-
el—will skip over the front and back matter, including the Author’s Note. So 
why do I even bother writing it? Well... you are reading it, aren’t you? As long 
as there is one person who wishes to take the time to delve into the morass of 
insanity that is this author’s mind, I will oblige.

The genesis for A Daughter of Two Worlds came out of two separate con-
cepts that came to me about a decade ago. Neither were that original on their 
own and were quickly filed away in the back of my mind with the rest of the 
clutter.

The first idea: What if all the mythical creatures, stories of magic and fairy 
tales that exist in the various cultures around the world all came from a real 
place—a world of magic that was glimpsed by the creators of those tales?

The second: What if people from ancient civilizations—i.e. Ancient Rome, 
early Scotland, the pre-Tokugawa period of Japan, pre-Islamic Iraq—traveled 
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to another world, then were cut off from Earth? How would those civilizations 
develop? And what if our connection to that world, cut off so long ago, was 
suddenly reestablished?

As so often happens, the two stored ideas occasionally shouted at me from 
the darkness over the next few years. Then about six years ago the two vague 
musings came together, and Erathéal was born. Only… it wasn’t called Erathé-
al. In fact, while the merged concept has survived intact, most of the characters 
and plot that follows bears only a passing resemblance to the original story 
ideas I sketched out in those first weeks.

When I first started writing the novel back in 2013, it was going to be a 
stand-alone young adult novel. Over the course of six months of writing the 
story morphed and grew, and the characters began doing things not suitable for 
younger eyes. And so, the changes began.

I also found myself having to stop writing more and more often to research 
and develop ideas. Often, I had to backtrack and rethink the plot when I ran 
into glaring contradictions.  I found I was doing more research than writing, 
and often the research would render moot what I had already written.

So, I took a break from the writing and focused exclusively on developing 
the world. During the eight months that followed I educated myself, filling in 
gaps in my knowledge of societal structures, history and psychology. I pinned 
down the specifics of political, social and environmental issues plaguing my 
world. I developed the calendar, laid out the history of the various countries, 
and pinpointed the key events that would play a role. I finalized the finer points 
of the magic system. And I got to know the characters and discovered the story 
they wanted to tell. In short, I worked on world building. It was during this 
period when that single novel became The Chronicles of Chloe. A seven-novel 
adult epic fantasy series that begins with A Daughter of Two Worlds.

I should note that I am fully aware that ‘chronicles’ implies that each novel 
is a standalone story. Anyone who has finished this book has already discovered 
that is not the case. I’m sorry if you feel misled. While I did provide a conclu-
sion of sorts to this book (the character of Chloe does receive answers to her 
primary motivating questions) the story is clearly far from resolved. This series 
has more in common with George R.R. Martin’s Song of Ice and Fire series, or 
Tolkien’s Lord of the Rings trilogy in that respect.

Still, The Chronicles of Chloe has a nicer ring than The One Really Long 
Story of Chloe and Her Friends Broken Up Into Seven Books. It also fits much 
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better on the front cover and spine.
For those readers who are worried I might stop writing and leave you hang-

ing, rest assured that I am fully committed to completing the series. In fact, 
all seven books are mapped out by chapter—and in some cases by scene—in 
fairly extensive detail. The final chapters of book seven have pages of action 
and dialog already written (as do various scenes throughout all the books in the 
series). My view is that by publishing this novel, I am establishing a contract 
with my readers. I write the books. You read them. Even if I sell only half a 
dozen copies of book one, I intend to finish this series at the minimum. Bar-
ring any unforeseen cataclysm, or a visit from a dark-cloaked, scythe-wielding 
supernatural being telling me my time on Earth is up, all seven books (and I 
hope more series and standalone novels and short stories) will follow. I’m an 
author. It’s what I do. So read with confidence.

I have provided a tentative release schedule for the series on my website 
(www.DTNelsonFantasyAuthor.com). There is the distinct (and let’s face it, 
likely) possibility that the schedule will need adjusting as time goes on. Life, 
like shit, happens.

By the time this novel is released, more than a full year will have passed 
since the completion of the first draft in mid January 2018. Between editing, 
designing the interior and exterior, correcting proofs, and planning the mar-
keting, I have spent almost as much energy preparing the book for publication 
as I have writing that first version of the manuscript. At least it feels that way 
sometimes. Since it always requires more time and effort to do something the 
first time than it is to follow a well established plan, I’m counting on the future 
novels to take less time between completion of editing and release.

If you would like to stay up to date on the progress I’m making on the next 
book, feel free to subscribe to my newsletter. I don’t send them out that often, 
but it’s the best way to get a lot of good info and content before everyone else, 
plus subscribers get extra entries in book giveaways, drawings and contests.

You can find me on Facebook (.../DTNelsonFantasyAuthor), Twitter (@
DTNelson_Author), and Instagram (d.t.nelson); or check out my blog, Scrib-
blings, on my website. There might be long stretches between posts sometimes, 
but if I have key announcements, they usually show up there first.

I also have a Pinterest account (DTNelson_Author) where I post images 
that have inspired my writing.













Prologue

 

ANOTHER WORLD
Finnan

“TÍAR,” FINNAN MUTTERED. THE MAGIC didn’t require the incantation, but it 
helped him focus, and he was definitely having trouble focusing right now.

Two feeble embers shot from the end of the wand and fell on the small 
mound of semi-dry moss and leaves he’d gathered as kindling. They glowed 
for a few seconds, then died. It was the third time the spell had failed—each 
attempt less productive than the last—sapping his strength much more than it 
would under normal circumstances. He expected magic to be weaker on this 
world, but he’d hoped enough of the necessary energy might seep through the 
nearby portal to work this simple spell.

Finnan rolled the borrowed wand between his fingers. It felt strange and 
uncomfortable in his hand. Wands were a wizard’s tool, used to enhance the 
control and manipulation of the elements. As a student of the warlock path, 
Finnan had rarely needed one. His magic dealt with the inner life force of 
people, and it seldom required an external conduit for astral projection, 
telepathy, or… well, that was irrelevant now. The Master insisted he’d need the 
augmentation of a wand. That certainly proved true enough. On this world, 
even the simplest spells took all of his considerable skill and concentration.

Finnan closed his eyes and took a deep breath to calm his mind. He reached 
out with his senses, seeking the magic from his surroundings.

Weak. They are so weak here.
He took his time drawing them in. Far longer than he’d ever needed back 

home. When he thought he had drawn in enough magic, Finnan channeled 
it through his arm, shaping the energy into something new. Fire. He pushed 
the stored energy into the wand. “Tíar,” he said again and flicked it toward the 
kindling, sending everything out in a single burst. What should have been a jet 
of flame the length of two aurochs, emerged as a single bright spark that flew 
into the moss. A tiny tendril of smoke rose from the kindling. He shielded the 
smoldering ember with his hands to protect it from any stray gust of wind and 
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tried to coax out a flame. For the briefest second, the ember glowed brighter, 
then winked out. Any hope of starting a fire tonight faded away with the wisp 
of smoke dispersing in the air.

“Chairon’s ass,” he exclaimed.
 He let the curse hang in the air as he glared at the kindling. The tiny dark 

scorch marks on the dry leaves stared back, mocking him. He stuffed the use-
less wand inside his cloak and leaned back against the wall of rock. After one 
last glare at the unburnt kindling, he pulled his dark cloak tighter around his 
shoulders and closed his eyes.

 Finnan knew people who built fires using nothing but a pair of sticks, 
but what was the point when conjuring a fire was something any second degree 
postulant could do with little effort. No wand needed. Achieving it by hand, 
the mundane way, was a pointless skill. At least, he had thought so until now. 
He didn’t need the fire that much, anyway.

A rustle in the undergrowth off to his left made him jump. He reached for 
the wand before remembering it was useless. His nerves settled when a small 
furry animal waddled out of the nearby bushes. 

Get hold of yourself, Finnan.
The creature watched him warily, sniffing the air. Black markings sur-

rounded the creature’s eyes, reminding Finnan of a small brocara back on his 
world. The similarity provided a small measure of reassurance. Brocaras tended 
to be gamey and stringy, and he wondered absently if this creature was any dif-
ferent—not that he could start a fire to cook the accursed thing. 

“I guess this is your lucky night, wee beastie.”
The creature jerked back at the sound of his voice, then skittered back into 

the brambles. It didn’t matter, anyway. Food wasn’t going to be an issue for at 
least a week. He had enough dried meats, fruits and nuts, dense sour bread 
and a wedge of hard Eiligburg cheese to carry him that long. Water was avail-
able from a nearby stream. It carried an unpleasant aroma and taste, unlike the 
sweet waters back home, but it would be serviceable enough.

Still, he wasn’t reassured. Everything on this world seemed strange and out 
of place. It wasn’t that the trees and plants looked much different from home. 
They just felt… off. As though a dark sickness lay hidden within their branches 
and leaves. 

The most disconcerting thing was the sky. The Master had tried to prepare 
him, but seeing it for himself was completely different. All that empty black-
ness going on forever. What few stars there were dotting this sky were faint and 
remote. They didn’t shine with the brilliant, warm radiance of the tiny suns 
blanketing the sky over Dunnág. The stars here appeared small and sharp. Tiny 
shards of glass floating on a sea of black ichor. 
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Where were the vibrant streaks of blue and purple nebulae painted among 
the stars?

The single distant moon, made even smaller with most of it consumed 
in shadow, only added to the emptiness. He missed the great twin moons, 
Èru and Bànbha, chasing each other across the night sky. Even the crumbled 
remnants of their dark sister moon, Fioda, would have been a welcome sight. 

He pulled his eyes back to the ground. At least that looked somewhat 
familiar. 

What have I gotten myself into? Why, in Tuon’s name, did I volunteer for this?
Finnan pulled out the portal stone, and for a moment considered using it. 

What if he just went back to The Master and said the girl couldn’t be found? That 
was not acceptable, of course. He knew it and berated himself for his cravenness. 
Or maybe it was his fear that kept him from going back empty-handed.

He slipped the stone back into his pocket and forced himself to focus on 
the task at hand. He needed to find the girl. Both of them if possible, but the 
older one at least. That was imperative. The Master had tracked the magical 
signal through this portal and to the nearby village before it disappeared. The 
chance of locating her within the city, without the aid of magic would be 
difficult in the best of circumstances—presuming she was here at all. 

The Master also warned it was likely she was still guarded by a trained 
Kundzik. Without magic, it would be nearly impossible to defeat him. His best 
chance would be to follow the girl until she was alone, and then… One thing 
at a time. First, he had to find her, and that meant entering the city. 

Finnan had learned enough of the language to pass all but the most 
intense scrutiny. Townspeople would undoubtedly take him as a foreigner, but 
they would at least accept him for one of this world. He knew he should have 
studied Anglees when he was younger, but it wasn’t widely spoken in Dunnág. 
At least, not in the western province.

It was a challenging tongue to master with its contradictory rules, and 
it made the muscles in his jaw ache when he spoke it for any length of time. 
Given another year to learn it the traditional way would have allowed his 
tongue a chance to become accustomed to forming the words, but the ur-
gency of their situation meant magical enhancements had been required. It 
was a technique that produced sketchy results at best. 

 Understanding the culture was the larger problem. And the… what had 
the man called it? Teg-nolugee? 

Tuon, save me. I can’t even say the word, how can I be expected to use it? 
It was irrelevant, anyhow. The one who prepared him had last set foot on 

this world over thirty years ago. If things here had changed as fast as he implied, 
everything would be different now. 
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To make matters more challenging, Finnan wasn’t the only one looking 
for the girls. The Queen had sent her own people on this mission. But it was 
essential that he reached the girl first. Finnan just hoped he could do this by 
the end of the week, and without mishap. To die alone on this strange world 
would be horrible, of course, but death comes to all in the end. Finnan knew 
that more than most. There are fates worse than a quick death. 

Falling into the hands of the local city guards, for example. 
No, poleez-min. They call them poleez-min here.
If things did go wrong, he might end up living out his days in a cell. Or, 

more likely, enduring a lingering, nightmarish ordeal for his remaining years in 
whatever abysmal hole these people put their insane. Finnan shook with a chill 
that had nothing to do with the damp air.

He would head into the village in the morning. His first order of business 
was to discover the precise location of the signal’s origin. If he was lucky, he 
might find the girl somewhere within eight-hundred paces of it. If not… well, 
there was a plan for that, too. 

Finnan leaned his head back and closed his eyes. He needed his strength 
if he was to have any chance of success. Given everything he had witnessed 
since arriving on this accursed world, he expected to face an extended, and 
unpleasant, stay.

Aye, thought Finnan. Sleep would be elusive tonight.



Chapter One

 
A DAUGHTER OF EARTH

Chloe

CHLOE MIKAELSSON CREPT DOWN THE sidewalk, blending into the shadows of 
the sycamore trees lining Highland Street. Her passage went unnoticed, and 
that was fine with Chloe. She’d always felt out of place among the immacu-
late two-story houses with their manicured lawns. Just another cookie-
cutter neighborhood in another cookie-cutter town.

She slipped past Mrs. DeLancie who was too busy burrowing in her 
flower bed to notice. Chloe marveled at the fact that the owners worked 
so tirelessly perfecting their homes and yards in this neighborhood, adding 
those personal touches, just so they could blend in with every other house 
on the street. 

Chloe tried hard to make herself invisible to others. Her shoulder length 
black hair fell around her face like a hood. A hint of black eyeliner and mascara 
around her eyes, the only makeup she bothered with, helped complete the effect.  
Black was her color of choice for everything she wore. Always black. The only 
other visible colors came from the streak of violet dye on the ends of her hair 
and the deep purple and blue stones on her mom’s bracelet.

In her first week of high school, her choice of attire got her labeled as goth. 
That was fine. Having a label helped her blend in. 

Unfortunately, her desire for anonymity was at odds with the rest of her 
personality. Unlike most students at her school, receiving good grades was 
important to her, so her well above average 4.2 GPA brought her attention 
from the teachers. And her habit of standing up to bullies on behalf of their 
victims got her noticed by the students. A lot. So, instead of being ‘one of those 
Goth Girls,’ she was singled out as ‘that Goth Girl’.

The funny thing was Chloe never thought of herself Goth. She simply 
liked black. It represented a complete absence of light and color. Black, even 
more than white, meant a blank slate. An unknown. That was who she was. At 
least, it was who she wanted to be.



8 D. T. Nelson

Chloe stopped across from the next-to-last house on the block and willed 
herself to be unnoticed. As expected, the driveway was empty. Good, not at 
home.  Just how she liked it.

She glided across the street. He rarely parked in the garage, but she shot a 
quick glance through the window to be sure. Seeing it was empty, she slipped 
into the shadows of the narrow path between the houses, over the stepping-
stones, and through the wooden gate into the backyard. The homes on this 
side of the street backed up against the edge of the redwoods, leaving her 
obscured from most of the neighborhood’s prying eyes.

Chloe brushed the sweat from her brow before it could drip into her eyes. 
It was the latter half of March, and daytime temperatures had already climbed 
into the upper eighties. Even with the cool salty breeze coming off the Pacific 
Ocean, she was feeling the heat today. Black clothing had its drawbacks.

Chloe glanced at the windows of the neighboring houses. Seeing no nosy 
neighbors, she clambered up the white wooden trellis that surrounded the porch, 
struggling not to crush the roses. Her shirt snagged on a bush as she rolled up 
onto the patio roof. She reached down to pull it free and received a thorn in 
her index finger for her trouble. Once she’d reached the safety of the roof, she 
plucked it out, sucking air through her teeth, and assessed the damage. Blood 
welled up out of the dark hole. She stuck her wounded finger into her mouth, 
half relishing, half loathing the salty copper taste on her tongue as she walked to 
the corner window, slid it open, and stepped into her bedroom.

She could have used the front door—it wasn’t like she didn’t have a key. 
But the moment she entered the code to deactivate the security system, it 
would have triggered her father’s phone app. Any normal father might stop at 
knowing their daughter had made it home, but not Iain Mikaelsson. He would 
call to make sure she was okay. He’d ask about her day at school, prying out 
every detail, and then remind her to lock the front door behind her, and reset 
the alarm like she was some twelve-year-old child home alone for the first time. 
God, every day, the same routine. She had disabled the sensor on her bedroom 
window for just this reason. A little privacy and some peace and quiet from his 
obsessive behavior.

She dropped her backpack on the floor and fell back on her bed, soaking 
up the silence.

It wasn’t that she didn’t love her father; she did. The problem was that he 
was so over-protective. Controlling might be a better word.

Smothering, actually.
It had only grown worse since she’d received her acceptance letters from 

UC Berkeley and UCLA, followed two weeks later by the one from Stanford.  
She could understand his behavior on a rational level. He was a single 
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parent, raising two daughters all on his own, and was having a difficult time 
seeing his little girl going off into the big bad world. He wanted to be there to 
protect her. 

It was written all over his face every night at dinner. He’d sit there across 
from her, his mouth opening and closing like a guppy as he searched for the 
right words. Two sides of himself, battling it out on whether he could say some-
thing without setting off another shouting match between them. She supposed 
it was only natural. He was just showing how much he loved her.

But, God, did he really have to be such a dick about it?
Coming in through the window would only buy her thirty minutes of 

peace, at most. Then he’d call to find out why she hadn’t made it home. She 
couldn’t avoid that call. She’d have to run downstairs and open the door as she 
answered her phone, the lies flying from her mouth as fast as the breath from 
her lungs. 

‘Walking through the door right now, Dad,’ 
‘Yep. Had to see a teacher about an assignment.’
Nope. She couldn’t brush off the next call. Not unless she wanted to hear a 

forty-five-minute lecture at dinner on the dangers facing young women in the 
modern world.

That’s if he doesn’t send out a search party. Or hire a private security guard to 
follow me around 24/7. 

It wouldn’t surprise her if he did.
Actually, she could have sworn someone was following her home from 

school today. Only he didn’t look like any security guard she’d ever seen. More 
like the person you’d need protection from. 

Chloe was used to guys staring at her. Sometimes she’d even get a kick out 
of it. Most of the time she just found it annoying. Then there were the ones 
that creeped her out. This guy was definitely one of the creepy ones.

The oddest thing about him was his clothing. Dark heavy cloth pants, 
leather boots, a grey plaid vest, and a long hooded cape. It was eighty-five 
degrees outside, a clear blue sky, and this guy was under a heavy black cloak. 
Standing there, staring at her. Looking creepy.

It wasn’t his face precisely. Come to think of it, she’d barely seen his face. 
He had kept it hidden in the shadow of his hood. 

Then what makes you think he was looking at you, Sherlock?
If she was honest, Chloe wasn’t one-hundred percent certain. It was just an 

intense feeling of being watched. The way he remained fixed on that spot like 
a statue as people bustled around him, the opening of that hood fixed on her 
like… like what?

Like he thought no one could see him?
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That’s just crazy talk, right? But, now that she thought about it, nobody 
else gave him a second, or even a first, look. Even with the strange clothing. 
He wasn’t just hiding, but hiding in the middle of a crowd. Chloe might have 
tried to pick up a few lessons from him if he hadn’t creeped her out so much.

Come on, Chloe. You sound as paranoid as your father.
The front door opened downstairs making her jolt upright in her bed. 

Almost immediately she heard the beeping of someone pressing buttons on the 
alarm keypad, and she relaxed. It was only her little sister, Una, coming home 
early. 

Then, the Elvis ringtone on her sister’s cell phone sounded from downstairs 
and Chloe bolted out of bed. She got the bedroom door open and rushed into 
the hall just as her sister answered her phone.

 “Yeah, Daddy, I’m home,” Una said. “Cheerleading practice was canceled.”
Chloe tried to signal her sister not to reveal she was already home. 
Una’s eyes met hers, and she smiled. “Sure, Daddy. Chloe’s here.” Then she 

covered the end of the phone and mouthed to Chloe ‘You do the dishes.’
Chloe rolled her eyes, but nodded her acceptance of the terms.
Una held up two fingers. 
Chloe glared at her little sister, but nodded again.
She uncovered the phone. “Yeah, we got here at the same time. Just walked 

in together.” Una listened to her father and then turned to Chloe and smiled. 
“Okay. I’ll tell her. Bye.” She hung up the phone.

“Extortionist,” Chloe said.
“You know if Dad finds out you’re climbing through your window he’ll 

nail it shut.”
“He won’t find out if you don’t tell him.”
“What’s an extortionist?” asked Una.
“A manipulative little shit.” Chloe started back up the stairs.
Una called after her, “You shouldn’t curse. And Daddy said I should re-

mind you to take out the trash and recycling.”
“Fine,” she grumbled.
“He also wants you to make dinner tonight.”
Chloe closed her door harder than necessary and collapsed back onto her 

bed wondering what had happened to her quiet afternoon.
She pulled out her cell phone and sent off a quick text to her friend, Kumiko.

[craptastic pm so far. You were right. DD a better idea]

She punched send and the familiar whoosh let her know the text was on 
its way. 

After school on most days she and Kumi hung out at the Dragon’s Den 
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with their other three friends, Misha, Lexi and Domenick. Misha’s parents 
owned the book and hobby store. It was really Misha’s apartment right above 
the store, or the neighboring coffee shop, Jitter Beans, where they congregated.

If it had just been Kumi, Chloe might have taken her up on it, but she 
wasn’t in the mood to deal with the others today. She was craving solitude, but 
now Chloe was regretting turning her down.  

The three-tone chime sounded from her phone to let her know she had 
received a reply.

[here 2 - ogre is on the juice] 

Uh-oh. Kumi’s dad has been drinking. Not that it came as a surprise. She 
typed another quick note and pressed send.

[ice or fire?]

Her father’s mood would be directly related to what he was drinking. If 
it was beer, he might grumble a lot, but tended to stay relatively mellow. If he 
was hitting the hard stuff… The three tones sounded again and Chloe glanced 
at the screen.

[flame on]

“Shit,” Chloe said aloud as she typed.

[want 2 stay over 2nite?]

As the pause for Kumi’s response passed the minute mark, Chloe’s sense of 
nervousness grew.

[better not]

Chloe chewed at the inside of her cheek. If Kumi didn’t feel the need to 
sleep over, then maybe it wasn’t as bad as she thought.

[k. keep ur head down]

A few seconds later, Kumiko sent a thumbs-up emoji. Chloe replied with 
a heart and placed her phone on the nightstand by her bed.

Chloe heard Una’s door close, and a minute later the sound of Elvis Presley 
singing about his blue suede shoes came pouring through the wall over Chloe’s 
head.

“Again?” she shouted and banged on the wall. “Can’t you give it a rest for 
one day?”

She picked up her phone and shot off another text to Kumiko.

[i h8 elvis]

She waited several minutes for a reply, but none came. That was fine. Kumi 
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had worse things to deal with today than Chloe’s hate affair with Elvis Presley.
Una had discovered The King the previous fall. Then, for Christmas she’d 

received a three CD collection of his greatest hits from their father. Chloe had 
laughed and tried to point out that people no longer used CDs. She wasn’t 
laughing anymore. For the past three months the sound of Elvis blared through 
her walls at high volume throughout most of the day. It wouldn’t have been so 
bad, except Una had her favorite songs, and she liked to play them on repeat 
for hours at a time. It was enough to drive anyone crazy.  Chloe thought if she 
had to listen to “You ‘Aint Nothin’ But A Hound Dog” one more time, she’d 
burst into her sister’s room and snap every one of those fucking CDs in half.

Well, she thought, if her father expected her to fix dinner tonight, she’d 
better get busy with her homework. She rolled off the bed and grabbed her 
backpack.

Chloe gazed out the window, her unfinished homework scattered over the desk 
in front of her. She caught sight of her reflection in the floor-length mirror in 
the corner and realized she was rubbing the hairless gap that cut through her 
right eyebrow—a habit she’d acquired whenever she grew preoccupied—and 
forced her hand onto her desk. It was a habit she’d been trying to break because 
it only drew attention to the blemish.

The scar, a memento of the accident that killed her mother, had been 
caused by a piece of flying glass. It narrowly missed the eyeball itself, but left 
a thin line of puckered pink skin from the center of her forehead to her right 
cheekbone. Chloe had only been four years old at the time and had no memory 
of the crash at all. The glaring souvenir, however, made sure she never forgot 
that it had happened—or what it cost her.

Chloe didn’t remember her mother any more than the crash. There were 
the occasional vague glimmers of a face, details as blurred and washed out as an 
old Polaroid photo. Not that there were pictures of her mother in the house to 
compare to the memories. When she was about seven Chloe began to notice 
that her friends had family photos hanging on the walls at home. When she 
asked her father why they didn’t have any pictures of her mother, he gave an 
uncomfortable, half-mumbled reply about water damage. It was his ambiguous 
response more than anything that stirred her curiosity. A curiosity that had de-
veloped into a burning desire to learn everything she could about her mother.

She didn’t think much about the scar itself anymore. It was only noticeable 
in a certain light. When she was younger, and the scar more pronounced, she 
believed it made her ugly. Kids, being the little shits they are, had made fun of 
her sometimes. At least, they did until she gave them a black eye. As she grew 
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older, and the scar faded, she discovered most people didn’t take much notice, 
and cared even less. It also never stopped guys from asking her out, so how bad 
could it be, really? One guy even called it cool, saying it made her look like a 
warrior princess, which quickly ended any potential relationship. Warrior she’d 
take, princess, not so much. Only her father called her princess. That was ir-
ritating enough. 

Most of her relationships fell apart after a month, anyway. The guys started 
out hot and interesting, but after a few weeks they only got on her nerves.

She leaned against her window and let her gaze drift back to the deep 
shadows of the redwoods behind the house. A sad smile crept onto her face. 
The forest had once held so much mystery and magic for her as a child.

Chloe was nine years old the first time she and Una went in the woods 
together. They had only wanted to go exploring as kids do. By the time their 
father had found them forty minutes later, he had been in a panic. When they 
had gone in again a week later, he caught them after ten minutes—and he 
was furious. After a long line of lost privileges still didn’t keep them out, he 
accepted the inevitable and decided that laying down a few basic ground rules 
was the better tack. And so, adventures in the forest became a part of their 
regular playtime.

At least until middle school when Chloe found less time to devote to her 
sister. Una wanted to play in the woods without Chloe, but their father was less 
inclined to allow either of them to go in there alone. 

That was when she and her sister began growing apart. She suspected that 
Una never quite forgave her for that betrayal. Now that her sister was getting 
close to the same age Chloe had been when their adventures had stopped, the 
friction between them had started to ease, but their lives were moving in 
separate directions now. 

Chloe wore black clothes and tried to blend in to her surroundings. Una 
became Miss Popularity. Her sister got involved in clubs, was just elected class 
president for next year, and had gone out for cheerleading.

Did they really need cheerleaders in the seventh grade? 
Chloe had joined several clubs in the past four years, but it was only to pad 

her college applications. Most of the groups were pointless, in Chloe’s opinion. 
The kids in them were either pretentious or only there to party with friends.

 Although she wouldn’t admit it to Una, and she’d outright deny it if asked, 
Chloe felt proud of her sister. She even envied her ability to take pleasure in those 
things. Still, deep inside she wondered if Una genuinely was as happy as she seemed.

Chloe spotted her reflection and saw she was rubbing her scar again. She 
dropped her hand with a frustrated exhale.

“What are you staring at?” she barked at her reflection.
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You, her reflection answered in her head.
Chloe chuckled to herself. If anyone saw her carry on conversations with 

herself in a mirror they might think she was crazy, but it was something she had 
done since before she could remember. Whenever she faced difficult choices, 
she’d look into a mirror and ask herself what she should do. It might be a little 
crazy, but more often than not, it helped.

Maybe you are just projecting your own feelings onto your sister.
“What a bunch of psychoanalytical bullshit. What do I have to be unhap-

py about?” She had good friends, a caring, if somewhat over-protective father, 
and a little sister that, despite annoying the hell out of her, would stick by her 
through anything.

So why did you choose UCLA over Stanford and Berkley? 
“What does that have to do with anything?”
Oh, Please. You can lie to yourself, but you can’t lie to me, her reflection 

replied ironically.
Okay, so maybe she was feeling a little lost and unsure. Maybe she had no 

clue what she was supposed to do with her life. She had applied to three top 
colleges in the state and was accepted to all three. Just because she had no clue 
which one she wanted to attend, or what she wanted to do once she got there, 
that didn’t mean she was unhappy. Just because she chose UCLA, the school 
farthest away from home, didn’t mean she was miserable. Did it?

But it was more than a matter of not knowing which college to choose, or 
a lack of career goals. The choices themselves seemed trivial. 

She saw it in people all around her, trying to fill the emptiness with mani-
cured lawns, the latest gadgets, and the fake smiles. Everything had become 
about posting pictures of your dinner, the number of Facebook friends you 
had, and pumpkin spice lattes—not that the lattes weren’t good. One’s life 
could be summed up in a single internet meme. But for Chloe, the problem 
went even deeper. It was the belief that this life didn’t even belong to her. It was 
like she was trying to cram herself into a pair of pre-owned shoes that were the 
wrong size.

She had always felt different from most of her classmates. An outcast.
But that was the definition of a teenager, wasn’t it?
No. This was something else entirely. And a substantial part of that ‘some-

thing else’ was not knowing about her mother.
If truth be told, she didn’t know much about her father, either. For some-

one who insisted on knowing every little detail about his daughters’ lives, he 
had never been forthcoming about his own. Chloe assumed from his name 
and accent he must have come from Norway, or maybe Finland. One of those 
Scandinavian countries, anyway. At some point he moved to Scotland where he 
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met Chloe’s mother. Then they married and moved to the United States. She 
knew he had a passion for history, especially those of Scotland and Norway. 
She knew he worked as a security guard at the local university. She knew his 
accent grew heavier when he was angry, and he sometimes reverted to what she 
could only guess were Norwegian curses.

It didn’t help her understand who he was, but it was a veritable avalanche 
of information compared to what she knew about her mother. It was like her 
father was keeping a huge chunk of Chloe’s identity hidden. A form of paren-
tally induced amnesia.

Sometimes she imagined stories to explain why her father was so paranoid 
and secretive, and why there were no pictures or memorabilia from before the 
accident. Her favorite scenario cast her parents as eco-terrorists. She imagined 
he had gone into hiding with his two daughters after their mother was killed 
while attacking some research facility where they experimented on animals. 
Deep down, Chloe knew it was a ridiculous idea. She couldn’t see him making 
it through the background checks required to become a security guard with a 
bogus ID, or a criminal past. Plus, the idea of her father taking any kind of risk 
was downright absurd.

She had to face the fact that everything happened the way her father said. 
It still left a lot of unanswered questions.

Her desire for information had grown even stronger since he’d given Chloe 
her mother’s bracelet. Usually, Chloe’s questions about the accident or her 
mother would get brushed aside with a promise to talk about it when she was 
older. Then, a couple of months ago, right after receiving the last college 
acceptance letter, her father had come to her with the bracelet.

“I have two pieces of jewelry that belonged to your mother. The necklace 
should go to your sister, but I believe your mother would want you to have 
this,” he had said.

He held out a carved wooden box about the size of a Stephen King hard-
back novel. The wood had darkened with age but was well cared for. The lid 
was inlaid with a delicate gold and silver Celtic knot border around the edges. 
In the center were two mother-of-pearl circles set into the wood. One was a 
bright white, the other had discolored to a pale blue. It was the only flaw she 
could find.

She lifted the lid. The hinges resisted, emitting a squeak of protest. 
In the middle of a deep blue velvet depression sat the bracelet as delicate 
and shiny as Chloe imagined it must have been when new. The band was 
made from strands of a gold and silver intricately woven into a Celtic braid 
nearly three inches wide. Inset in the center medallion were two pearls. 
One white, the other a light blue. Maybe the blue circle on the cover wasn’t 
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a flaw, Chloe thought. Twelve small purple gems encircled the pearls—if 
that was what they were. 

She intended to say thank you. Instead, the words that came out of her 
mouth were, “Why now?”

His forehead wrinkled like it did every time he had something difficult to 
say. “It was important to your mother that you should have it. She valued both 
this and the necklace a great deal. Both have been passed down through her 
family over several generations. It is also worth a fair amount of money, and 
not something for a little girl to play with. I wanted to make sure you were old 
enough before I gave it to you. Perhaps I waited longer than I should have.”

Chloe lifted the bracelet out of the box for a closer look. It was a little 
heavier than she expected. Clearly the gold was real. 

“It’s beautiful.” She slipped in on over her wrist and held it up. The sun-
light falling through the window flashed off the two pearls for a moment. She 
turned to thank her father, but the worried expression on his face made her 
hesitate. “Maybe I should keep it in the box. I wouldn’t want to damage it.” She 
slipped the bracelet off her wrist.

“Perhaps that would be best.”
The odd sound in his voice made Chloe look up again.  “What is it?”
He was staring at Chloe with a look of shock. For a second, she didn’t 

think he would answer, then the smile returned. “Nothing. You just… you 
looked very much like your mother just now.”

“My mother was Goth?” Chloe joked.
He laughed. “No. Beautiful.” He got very serious. “She had a way of at-

tracting the eye of everyone in a room, demanding their attention. Everyone 
who saw her could not help but fall in love with her. It wasn’t just her beauty, 
but her confidence and generosity. She had the ability to inspire others to fol-
low her. A strength of spirit that...” A sadness fell over his eyes. “I have tried to 
raise you and your sister the way… she would have wanted.”

He sat there, lost in the memory. As far as Chloe recalled, he had never said 
this much about her mother at one time. Questions in her mind clamored to 
be let out, but she knew if she said anything he might close up again, and the 
moment would be gone.

“I have grown to love you and your sister very much over the years,” he said.
Chloe wasn’t able to hold back the snort of laughter. “We’re pretty fond of 

you, too.”
He smiled and rose to his feet as he scratched the top of his head where the 

hair was thinning, finishing the gesture by passing his hand down to the back 
of his neck. He turned to leave and paused at the door. “I know you have many 
questions you want to ask, but… not now.”
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“When?” she asked, struggling not to sound disappointed.
“Soon.”
Chloe let out a sigh at the familiar response.
“Before you leave for college,” he added. “The two of us will sit down and 

talk. I promise. I will tell you everything.”
Oh, that’s not ominous.
The dark tone of his voice left little doubt in Chloe’s mind that there were 

secrets he had kept. The old imagined stories crept from the shadowed corners 
of her memory—suddenly seeming less implausible. 

He moved to leave then hesitated once more. “You know… on second 
thought, perhaps you should wear the bracelet.” For several seconds he regard-
ed her from the doorway. Words seemed to hover on the edge of his lips, but he 
simply nodded, gave his head another scratch, and left the room.

Two months later, and he still had not broached the subject of either her 
mother or the bracelet again. 

Hell, he’s had the chance to talk about her for thirteen years and has managed 
to avoid it. Why start now? 

Chloe stared at the bracelet on her left wrist, feeling even more lost than 
ever. Between the bracelet and her scar, she now possessed two things that tied 
her to her mother. One to her life, the other to her death. Yet she was no closer 
to understanding anything about the woman herself.

Chloe slammed her physics book closed and stood up, the familiar anger 
at her father percolating inside her. It was almost six o’clock. She was in no 
mood to cook, but knew she better start dinner before he got home. Maybe 
there were some hot dogs and baked beans. Yeah, that would work. Her father 
hated hot dogs.



Chapter Two

 
FAMILY DINNER

Una

UNA KNEW THERE WOULD BE trouble the moment she saw what Chloe was 
making for dinner. It wasn’t that her father hated meat. He loved it with a pas-
sion Una would never understand. He just didn’t consider hot dogs meat. He’d 
once called them an insult to real sausage. One of her father’s favorite foods 
was a German sausage with a name Una could never remember. She and Chloe 
thought it was disgusting. She’d stick with hot dogs, thank you very much.

Una didn’t mind Chloe’s choice, but it was obvious the only reason she 
chose it was to provoke their father. Trying to stir up trouble had become 
Chloe’s favorite pastime lately. 

She was relieved when he ate the first hot dog without complaint. After he 
finished a second one in complete silence, however, there was no doubt that he 
was upset about something. He was a quiet man, just never at the dinner table. 
To not start up a conversation meant something was wrong. To consume two 
hotdogs in complete silence was a sign of the impending apocalypse. 

Chloe, meanwhile, pushed her baked beans around on her plate, glaring at 
their father, who seemed determined not to notice. Una was beginning to un-
derstand the saying about silence being deafening. It was only a matter of time 
until the bullets started flying. The big question in Una’s mind was who’d fire 
the first shot. She just wanted to make sure she didn’t get hit with a stray bullet.

If things got too bad, she could always retreat to her room and put on an 
Elvis CD. It was one of the few things that helped.

He father’s voice finally broke the silence. “How was school today, my 
Princess?”

The question was so innocuous it took Una by surprise, and it was a few 
moments before she realized his words had been directed at her.

“Oh. Um, fine, I guess.”
“Any homework?”
Chloe sniffed at this. It was a small, humorless sound, filled with con-

tempt, and it set Una’s nerves on edge. Their father seemed to not notice.
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“A little,” replied Una. “I have some math, and I need to read two chapters 
of Speak for English.”

“Why was your cheerleading practice canceled?”
“Both captains on the squad stayed home sick. One of them was supposed 

to teach us a new routine, so the advisor just sent us home.”
“Will they be back tomorrow?”
Chloe slammed her fork down on her plate, and Una jumped as if it had 

been a gunshot.
“Careful,” her father warned. “You’ll break the dish.”
Button number one: activated.
“How is she supposed to know when her friends will be back?” Chloe 

barked. “She isn’t a psychic. They’re sick. They’ll be back when they get better. 
God, why do we have to sit through this interrogation every night?”

Their father’s brow creased. “I’m only interested in my daughters’ lives? It 
isn’t a…”

“Trust me, this is an interrogation. It’s the freakin’ Spanish Inquisition,” 
said Chloe. “Am I going to be next? Go ahead. Ask away. I have nothing to 
hide.”

His eyes narrowed. Chloe’s implication that their father was hiding some-
thing was button number two. Una stuffed a huge forkful of beans into her 
mouth and chewed furiously.

“Go on,” said Chloe. “What do you want to know?”
He set down his fork, and sat up straight, taking on the look of a judge 

preparing to pass down a life sentence. “Alright, fine. Let’s start with why you 
lied this afternoon. Or, rather, why you had your sister lie for you.”

Chloe’s defenses went up. “What do you mean?” she said.
“I know you were already here when Una got home. I also know you came 

into the house through your bedroom window instead of the front door. Yes, 
I know that you disconnected your window from the alarm system—which 
you will reconnect tonight. I assume you did it so you could sneak in and out 
without me knowing.”

“What? Are you having us followed?”
He held up his cell phone. “I’m using a new feature on the cell phone 

service. It allows me to track the other phones.”
“You’re spying on me?” Chloe blurted. “That is so not right.”
Una had to wonder if her sister’s surprise was genuine. Phone apps that 

could track their movements? Of course their father would embrace something 
like that. This was the same man who tied bells to their clothing when they 
were little in case they wandered off at the mall.

“I have a responsibility to keep you both safe, and that means knowing 
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where you are. If I can’t trust you to tell me the truth, then I have to find 
another way. There are dangers out there that you can—”

“Oh, please. Paranoid much?” Her sister cut him off—something else their 
father hated—and managed to combine the old ‘paranoia’ accusation with 
dripping sarcasm.

Una took another huge bite out of her hot dog then picked up her fork, 
questioning why she’d put so many beans on her plate.

“Chloe. A parent has to watch out—”
“Normal parents don’t track their kids’ movements like Big Brother.”
His brow furrowed again. “Who is Big Brother?” he asked.
“Big Brother… 1984? George Orwell?” Chloe shook her head. “Never 

mind. You wouldn’t find it in any of your little history books.”
Una froze, her hotdog hovering halfway between her plate and mouth. Her 

eyes moved from Chloe to the darkening look on her father’s face.
“Belittling your father will not help your argument. There is nothing 

wrong with discovering your heritage. It is important to learn about where you 
come from.”

Chloe’s eyes widened and her mouth fell open. “Wow. I can’t believe you 
were able to say that with a straight face?”

“What do you mean?”
“You tell me I should learn about where I come from? How can I know 

where I come from when you won’t even tell me about my own mother?”
Una had an urgent need to get out of the room as soon as possible. She 

shoved the last bite of hot dog in her mouth and started shoveling the beans in 
after it. She finally understood why Chloe had made the hotdogs, and she did 
not want to be anywhere around when the big blowup came.

Her father leaned back in his chair, his mouth set in a grimace. “So. That’s 
what this is about. I told you I would tell you everything. And I will.”

“Yeah, you’ve made that promise before,” Chloe pointed out. “But it’s 
always ‘some day, Chloe.’ ‘When you’re older, Chloe.’” 

“I promised, and I meant it. When the time is right.”
“Whatever. I don’t believe you anymore,” she declared in a dismissive tone 

that drove their father crazy. Chloe held up her arm displaying her mother’s 
bracelet. “When you gave me this, you told me you would tell me soon.”

“I will.”
“That was eight weeks ago,” she blustered. “You call that soon?” 
“I said I would tell you before you left for college.”
“Better hurry. I graduate in less than three months.”
Her father rubbed his eyes and slumped forward. “I know.” He took in a 

deep breath and let it out slowly. “You’re right.”
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Una stopped eating and looked up at her father. The possibility that he 
might be ready to tell them something about their mother took her by surprise. 
She discovered that her own hope rising. Unlike Chloe who was old enough to 
have at least a vague memory of the woman, Una had only been a baby when 
their mother died. Perhaps her interest was greater than she thought.

Unfortunately, Chloe, wrapped up in herself as usual, hadn’t heard their 
father agree with her. “And clearly I’m not the only one looking for answers.”

Una’s eyes swiveled toward her sister, and she saw Chloe staring back, a 
look of triumph on her face. 

“I... I wasn’t…,” Una stammered. “Don’t make me a part of this.” Una 
turned her attention to the food still on her plate. She wanted to find out about 
her mother. Maybe she wasn’t as desperate as Chloe, but she was curious. Who 
wouldn’t be? But it wasn’t important enough to get between these two.

“Chloe,” her father said. “I will tell you. Not now, but I will tell you every-
thing. You only need to be patient.”

“Why not now?” Chloe pleaded.
Their father’s fists slammed onto the table causing Una to jump. “Tuon’s 

Hammer, girl, but you are stubborn.”
Una started to laugh and almost choked on a mouthful of beans.
After ensuring Una was okay, her father took another deep breath and 

turned to glare at Chloe. “I will not tell you now because your sister is not 
ready to hear this.” He turned to Una before she could protest, “Someday, yes, 
but not right now.”

Chloe stood up and started clearing her plate from the table. “Oh, enough. 
The real reason you won’t tell me is because you’re scared. And I don’t think 
you have any intention of ever telling either one of us anything. So stop using 
Una as an excuse.”

“You need to mind your tone right now,” her father growled in warning.
Una shoveled the last of the beans from her plate to her mouth—choking 

be damned.
Chloe slammed her plate down on the table so hard Una thought it might 

break. “Just because you won’t… no, can’t make yourself talk about her. You 
know what I think? I think she died because of something you did, and you feel 
guilty. You hide behind your books, and your fake promises, and even your own 
daughter. Anything to keep from telling me what happened and admitting it was 
your fault she’s dead. You are nothing but a liar, and a coward, and I—”

Una’s fork stopped inches from her mouth as her sister’s words cut off. The 
weight of the silence that descended on the table felt like it would crush them 
all. She looked up at Chloe’s tear-streaked face, then turned toward her father 
and saw the stony sadness in his eyes.
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Una was stunned. Chloe had never said anything like that to him before. 
He opened his mouth, and for just a moment, Una believed Chloe’s out-

burst might be the key that unlocked the secret vault inside their father, and 
everything that she and her sister had wondered about for so long was about 
to be revealed in a flood of information. Instead, he stood up and carried his 
plate into the kitchen.

“Nice going, Chloe. You should apologize.”
“Shut up,” Chloe hissed as she marched out of the room, leaving Una 

alone at the table.
Una called after her. “You’re supposed to do the dishes tonight.”
The only response was Chloe’s door slamming a few seconds later.
Una felt sick to her stomach. Part of that came from eating too fast, she 

realized, but most of it was what Chloe had just said. And the look in her 
father’s eyes afterward.

Una got up and collected her plate. After a moment’s indecision, she placed 
Chloe’s on top of hers and took them to the kitchen.

Her father stood at the sink, hands planted on the edge of the counter, 
his head hanging down as the water poured, unheeded, out of the faucet. Una 
heard him mumble something but didn’t catch the words. She scraped the food 
from the plates into the trash. The noise made her father start.

“Daddy,” said Una.
Una saw him wipe a tear from his eye as he cleared his throat before he 

turned off the water and facing Una. 
She put the dishes into the sink and wrapped her arms around her father.  

“I love you.” She held on to him for a long time before breaking the embrace.
He smiled. “What was that for?”
“You needed it.”
“Ah, Una, my little princess. Thank you.”
“I’m sure Chloe didn’t mean what she said. Not really.”
His smile faded. “No, Una. She may not have intended to say it, but she 

meant it.” 
With that he turned and walked out of the kitchen. 

Una returned to her room. Might as well, she thought. Everyone else had re-
treated to their corners to lick their wounds. Una was angry. Everyone was an-
gry tonight. She was angry at Chloe for upsetting their father. Chloe was angry 
at their father for… whatever Chloe decided to be angry about this time. And 
their father was angry at himself. Una suspected he was lying on his bed feeling 
like he had failed as a parent.
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Chloe didn’t see it. She was always too wrapped up in her own emotions. 
Una, though, was adept at recognizing that sort of thing. It was a gift, actu-
ally. She had no problems understanding her friends or her father. She even 
understood Chloe’s strange moods most of the time. But, she’d never been able 
to turn that gift on herself. It wasn’t like she was unable to recognize her own 
emotions. She couldn’t figure out why the things that should make her happy 
only made her miserable. Or confused.

Her feelings concerning her mother, for instance. She was curious about 
her, of course. She was her mother after all. But Una couldn’t tell if that curi-
osity came from a real desire to know about her, or if she was only interested 
because it was expected of her. Chloe wanted to know about their mother, so 
she should want to know about her, too. 

Una slid one of her Elvis Presley CDs into her laptop computer. Listening 
to his music would make her feel better. The King made everything better.

As an afterthought, she plugged in her headphones and slipped them on. 
Chloe was already in a crappy mood and she always got worse when Una put 
on her music. How she couldn’t like Elvis was something Una would never 
understand.

She grabbed the wooden jewelry case off her dresser, the latest gift from her 
father, and lay back on her bed as Elvis asked her if she was lonesome tonight. 
It was one of Una’s favorites.

She opened the small jewelry box and took out the gold and silver braided 
chain. In the middle of the chain hung a silver medallion, about the size of a 
half-dollar. Embedded in the middle of the small disc was a round gemstone, a 
few centimeters across. The flawless color was such a vivid blue, Una wondered 
if it was even real. Her father told her it was a rare, valuable stone, and she 
didn’t think he would lie about it. He seemed to believe it.

At one point Una had tried to determine what type of stone it was, and 
how much it might be worth. After an hour or two on the internet, she thought 
it could be a sapphire, but at the size of this stone, it would be worth at least 
$1,000. Maybe more. And that would only be the gem. All the other gold and 
silver would add to the value, not to mention the work of the artist who made 
the necklace. In her heart, she doubted her father would let her wear a necklace 
if it was worth that much.

My mother wore this necklace.
The idea intrigued her, but it didn’t invoke any sense of wonder, nor did 

it imbue the jewelry with any strong emotional value. It was simply a pretty 
necklace that had once belonged to a relative she’d never met. 

The markings on the medallion flashed for a second as it rotated into the 
light from her nightstand. Una brought it closer and saw what she had at first 



24 D. T. Nelson

taken for a simple pattern engraved around the edge of the medallion was, in 
fact, writing. It didn’t look like any language she recognized. Maybe it was that 
Scottish language. What was it? Gaelic? Her mother had been from Scotland. 
And the chain itself was braided like the patterns she had seen in her father’s 
history books about Scotland and Ireland.

She rubbed her thumb over the markings, then across the blue stone. 
It is pretty, she thought.
Una reached out to place the chain back into its box when the gemstone 

flashed, and a distinct voice growled out a single word she didn’t understand. 
Una sat up, her heart thumping against the inside of her chest. That wasn’t just 
light from the lamp passing through the stone. The light came out of the gem 
itself. So did the voice.

Una’s breath quickened. She stood up and the cord on the headphones 
snapped taut, yanking her head backward before the headset slipped off. It skit-
tered across the bed and over the opposite side, coming to rest on the floor. She 
threw the necklace toward the box afraid to touch it any longer than necessary. 
The medallion ended up in the box, but the chain hung outside, coiled in a ball 
like a venomous snake poised to strike.

You imagined it, she lied to herself. 
Sure, it was just the light bouncing off of it… from that dark corner of the 

room. And the voice? That was just something on the CD.
Her first inclination was to go to her father, but he’d react one of two ways. 

He would tell her it was just the light hitting the gem, and the rest was only 
her imagination. His other, and more likely response, would be to freak out 
and start to question her. Then he’d probably begin building a bunker in the 
backyard. Though she hated to admit it, Chloe was right about one thing. He 
was hiding something about his past. Something that troubled him. A lot. That 
past included this necklace. And Chloe’s bracelet.

With a growing reluctance, she realized she had only one choice. She had 
to talk to Chloe. But that meant approaching her while she was in one of her 
moods.

Or you can wait a day or two until Chloe calms down.
But she wasn’t about to go to bed with this necklace still in the room with 

her. Not until she could talk to someone about it, at least. It was freaking her 
out.

Gemstones could reflect light, they could refract light, and some minerals 
could even glow under a UV lamp, but they never, ever create their own light 
like that. She remembered enough Earth Science from the previous year to 
know that. She also knew, without a doubt, that the growling voice she’d heard 
did not belong to Elvis Presley.
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Two horrible possibilities presented themselves. Either she was going crazy, 
or her necklace was possessed by a demon. Of the two, she wasn’t sure which 
she found more appealing. She also had to face it. The only way to find out was 
through the equally unpleasant task of approaching her sister.

“Crap.”
Una stood outside her sister’s door, hesitated a moment, then lightly 

tapped. She waited almost a full minute without a response before tapping 
again a little louder. “Chloe,” she said.

“Go away,” came Chloe’s muffled response.
“Chloe,” Una called again.
“I said beat it, you little toad. I’ll do the dishes later.”
“It isn’t about that. Please, open the door, I need to talk to you.”
Una waited half a minute, and was starting to think she’d have to go to 

their father after all, when the door opened about six inches. Chloe’s face ap-
peared in the gap. Her eyes were red and the room behind her was cloaked in 
darkness.

“What do you want?” Chloe demanded.
Now that she had her sister’s attention she wasn’t sure how to begin. 

When Una didn’t answer right away Chloe voice took on the edge of irritation. 
“What?”

“Did… has your bracelet… the one from Mom that Dad gave you…. Has 
it ever…. glowed? Or… talked to you?”

Even as she was saying it she realized how crazy it sounded.
Well, there you go. You have your answer. It wasn’t a demon. There was no need 

to bother Chloe at all.
Chloe just squinted at her. “What the fuck are you talking about?” 
“Don’t curse. Daddy doesn’t like it when you curse.” Una said, but before 

the words were out of her mouth, Chloe pushed the door closed.
Una walked back to her bedroom. She stood in her doorway for several 

minutes, staring at the necklace lying half in, half out of the box. Unless she 
wanted to sleep on the floor, or even better the couch downstairs, she would 
have to move it off her bed. Una grabbed a pencil off her desk and used it to 
scoop the rest of the chain into the box and close the lid.

When no other alternative presented itself, she scooped up the jewelry box 
using a sock as a glove and tossed it onto the top of her dresser. After staring at 
the box for a full minute—

Are you staring at the box, or is it staring at you?
she opened the top drawer and used the sock to slide it into the drawer. 

Then, for good measure, she tossed the sock in the laundry hamper to wash. 
Just in case, she thought.
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A soft clunk just outside her window sent Una’s heart racing once more, 
but she breathed easier when she realized it was her sister sneaking out of her 
room. The anger bubbled up inside her. For a moment, she thought about tell-
ing her father, but it would only lead to more fighting between them. It would 
also get her sister pissed off at her.

Between her anger at Chloe, her worry for her father, and that necklace 
in her dresser drawer, Una didn’t believe she’d be able to concentrate on her 
homework. She also never had less desire to sleep in her entire life. Even Elvis 
wasn’t holding any interest for her right now.


