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Three figures were standing in the dark at the edge of the forest. A sea of graves before them. They watched silently for a moment, scanning the area around them, turning towards every noise. “Where is she?” a tall man with pointed features finally asked. 

“She is delivering the child now, then they will arrive,” a plump woman in a purple dress replied.

“She's giving it life? Is she mad?” The man was shocked.

“Please, Alastor. It’s her child. Don’t be angry about her choice to keep it alive. The child is only dangerous if it falls to Him. It is still innocent and of no use right now. We have nothing to fear till it reaches fifteen. It is our responsibility to ensure its safety. For now, it is nothing but a baby.” The woman in purple gave him a stern look. Then the other man spoke.

“How will we protect the child once it is born, Delia?” a balding man asked. He was a foot shorter than the others.

“We will come to that when we need to, Warren. Making sure that the baby is delivered safely is the main priority now. When we get word from Cassie and Richard, we will make our own moves. We have the plan to follow,” Delia replied. Alastor huffed in a corner while Warren looked up at her through watery blue eyes, nodding in understanding.

“Do they have a guard at least?” Alastor asked.

“William, James, and Sarah are with them now. They brought some others from our coven too. They should arrive here soon.” Delia looked worried though. 

It took a long time for them to arrive. The baby was predicted to be born at midnight, but only if she was the right one. They stood there in silence, the wind rustling through the trees. Midnight was getting closer, and they could feel the magic coursing through their veins. The closer it got to midnight, the more magic they had. Witches and wizards alike would grow in power at midnight. The child that was to be born was already a powerful being considering her parents were part of the original witches and wizards in their coven. Magic ran deep in their family’s veins. She would fix the past, present, and future for them all. That is... if she was the one, they were hoping she would be. The time of her birth would tell. But according to Delia’s predictions, she would be. Delia could confirm now that this child was a female but didn’t tell the others. They would find out soon. She closed her eyes and located them in her mind. She couldn’t see anything else around them, but something didn’t feel right about this vision. She opened her eyes, feeling nervous. 

“Something isn’t right. I can’t tell just from this vision, but I can feel it. Something is going on and I have a feeling someone is blocking my view.” 

“We have to find them,” Warren said, his tiny figure jumping into action. He was ready to fight. 

“We can’t. If we leave, who will take the child?” We have to stay put. We can’t move from this spot without putting them in danger if they aren’t already,” Delia said. They all paced around for a moment, trying to decide what to do now. Midnight passed. They were all on edge. Finally, Alastor spoke. 

“I think I see someone,” he said, pointing across the cemetery. There was a figure, stumbling in the dark, racing and weaving between the head stones, carrying a bundle that could only be the baby. The man burst into the woods.

“They’re dead,” he stated, out of breath. Delia let out a gasp while Warren looked shocked. Alastor’s face seemed to say, ‘I told you so.’

“What do you mean, they’re dead?” Delia asked, though she knew quite well what had happened now.

“They found Cassie and Richard. We tried to get them out of there. Richard was protecting Cassie and the baby while me, Sarah, and James fought them. We had some of the others with us, but it wasn’t enough. Richard tried to carry Cassie out of the room and get her to safety. They got her first though. Richard ran, but they chased him too. It was The Coven of the Silver Circle. We couldn’t find Richard’s body though. I don’t know what they did with him. We had to get her out of there,” William said, presenting the baby to Delia, who took her. 

“I am sorry. Where are the others?” she asked.

“They lead the group away so I could take the baby and bring her to you. We must hurry. If they find out that she isn’t with them, they will come looking for me.” Delia handed the baby over to Alastor, who looked at her, frowning.

“What do you want me to do with her?” he asked. They had a plan, but he didn’t think he was going to be in charge of a baby.

“Follow the plan. Take her to the fire station and hide her there. Let her get adopted but watch her and follow her. Don’t lose her,” Delia said. 

In the distance, they could hear shouting. The Coven must have found out they didn’t have the baby. 

“Alastor, let’s go!” They turned to run away, but Delia turned back to William, who was standing, ready to fight. 

“What is her name?” she asked William.

“Addison. Addison Elizabeth Fry,” he said. The others disappeared through the trees into the darkness.

“YOU WILL NOT TAKE HER!” William shouted as a group of witches and wizards came straight towards him. 

He waved his arms, casting a spell, but there were too many of them. They blasted him off his feet and into the trunk of a tree. He was out cold. They followed the trail that led into the woods, hoping to track down Addison Fry.

Alastor dashed off ahead of Delia and Warren followed closely behind. Alastor had Addison in his arms and was trying to keep hold of her as he stumbled through the woods. They burst through the thicket at the end of the woods and onto a road leading to the city. He dashed across the road into the woods at the other side while Delia and Warren led them down the road away from the city. They chased Delia and Warren into the darkness. Alastor slowed down and headed in the other direction. He hoped the others would make it. They weren’t the target. But who knew what they would do to them when they found out the baby wasn’t there.  Alastor slipped into a car that had been placed further down the road for this very thing. They had planned to escape this way, just in case. He drove off towards the city, still clutching Addison to his chest, not wanting to let her go now. He stopped at a fire station that had a baby drop box outside the front door.

“You are trouble, little one,” he whispered to her. 

She had been quiet the whole time he carried her, and he couldn’t be more thankful for that. That may have saved them both. He took one last look at her. She had the most beautiful blue eyes, just like her mother's, but she had her father's nose. Alastor’s heart softened slightly for the child. Now was not the time to mourn for his two best friends. Alastor pushed forward to a building in the distance where he found a safe place to put her. He took out a pen and paper from his coat pocket and wrote a note with her name on it, then he put her in the Safe Haven box and closed the door, hiding in the shadows. He couldn’t leave her alone, even though he wanted to help the others. They would have to fight the others off till his job was complete. Addison was more important right now. This baby was going to be the start and end of a war.

Addison

Addison rolled over in bed. Her alarm clock was loud as heck, and it annoyed her early each morning at five. She slammed her hand down on top of it, hitting the snooze button instead of the off button. She sighed and picked it up, fiddled with the settings a bit before finally getting it to stay off. Addison set it back on the table and rolled out of bed. She got dressed quickly and headed downstairs. She had to make breakfast before her parents woke up. The Lau's weren’t her real parents. She had been adopted after birth, which is a fact they never let her forget. She was to cook, clean, and basically take care of everything they didn’t want to take care of.  According to them, she was the bane of their existence, but if so, then why did they keep her around? Was it because of the money they got for her each month, which never really went for things she needed. Or maybe it was the fact they wanted a housekeeper to take care of all their crap. They were messy and sloppy people. She hated that, but maybe it wouldn’t be so bad if they weren’t so mean about it. All Addison knew was that she couldn’t wait to be older so she could get away from them. The second she turned 18, she knew she would be out of there.  

Addison grabbed a frying pan out of the cabinet and started making eggs, bacon, and hashbrowns. While those were cooking, she cut up berries and made home squeezed orange juice. They refused to buy the store brands. She made up both their plates, hiding some of the food in the oven on a third plate for herself, where they wouldn’t find it. If they could help it, Mr. and Mrs. Lau wouldn’t feed her at all, but after almost four days of no food one time, and her passing out on them, they found they had no choice but to throw her a few scraps. It wasn’t the best, but Addison made do with what she had. All of her clothing was hand me downs or something bought secondhand or found on the side of the road. Her parents only let her have dollar store products for hygiene purposes, and only because they didn’t want to smell her. She was allowed ten minutes for a shower every other day, but she needed more. The cheap shampoo never really cleaned her hair, and the deodorant never smelled of more than just vanilla. She was very self-conscious at school and knew people didn’t like her because of the way she looked and smelled. Addison felt that she was made for more, but her own parents didn’t want her so who would? 

Addison could hear the Lau’s fumbling around upstairs now. She knew they were finally awake. The shower turned on and she knew it was only a matter of time before they came down those steps, insulting her and giving her a list of chores to do before school started. She put the salt and pepper on the table and started working on the dishes. If she could clean the kitchen before they came down, she might not get hurt as badly today. They beat her if she didn’t do things their way. She rushed around, making sure that everything was tidy and neat, and that the food was the right temperature for them. Then she opened the oven door, took a quick bite of eggs, and closed it again, just in time for Mr. Lau to sit at the table. 

“Good morning Mr. Lau,” Addison said. This was part of their routine. 

“Shut up maggot and get me some coffee,” he snapped at her, while Mrs. Lau wandered into the room looking like someone had dumped her in a jewelry box. She always wore too much jewelry.  Addison got his coffee with two creams and one sugar while saying, “Good morning, Mrs. Lau.” Again, part of the act they had to go through, though she knew what the reaction would be. 

“Ugh, you’re still here then? Well, I guess it’s a good thing because it’s laundry day. You know I hate doing laundry.” She laughed and Mr. Lau joined in. It wasn’t really laundry day, but sometimes, at random, they gave her extra chores. The laundry wasn’t that bad. 

“Okay. Anything you need washed in particular?” Addison knew to ask this because the one time she didn’t, she got beat with a belt for not washing Mrs. Lau’s favorite dress that she wanted to wear on a dinner date with Mr. Lau. 

“Nope. Nothing in particular. Just get everything done and don’t ruin my stuff,” Mrs. Lau spat. She glared at Addison as though she wanted to kill her.

“Yes, Mrs. Lau,” Addison replied. 

“I have a list of things for you to do today too. Since tomorrow is your birthday, I thought we would have a party. We need the whole house cleaned up by then,” Mr. Lau said. 

“A party? For me?” Addison couldn’t believe that they remembered her birthday, never mind had the idea for a party. Were they finally going to recognize her hard work? 

“Not for your stupid ass. It’s for us. We took you in and deserve all the parties. You get to be there and serve us and our guests. We might be nice and let you have whatever food is left over though. Since it is your birthday, and we are sooooo generous,” Mrs. Lau said. 

Her heart sank. “Thank you, Mr. and Mrs. Lau,” she replied. That was about as good as it was going to get. She would definitely clean everything up as best as she could, just to make sure she didn’t get in trouble and could eat good food tomorrow night. She spent an hour before school cleaning the entire downstairs of the house. Luckily, there wasn’t much work since both Mr. and Mrs. Lau had places to be. They left and Addison got to work before school. When she did get to go to school, she was always late and invisible to everyone. She felt alone and unwanted. Addison wanted to have a stronger purpose, but this was all life gave her now. 

When the Lau’s finally came home, Addison had a lot of decorations to set up while Mrs. Lau put the food away. They never let Addison put the food away just in case she ‘tried to take something.’ Addison had never stolen from them per say, at least not anything that she didn’t need. She had taken food before, but usually out of the trash cans or other places where it wouldn’t be missed.  Addison hung up the last streamer since Mrs. Lau didn’t want to spend tomorrow decorating the place. She looked at the clock. It was almost midnight. She loved midnight. She felt stronger and more invincible late at night. She didn’t know why. Maybe it was because the Lau’s were asleep or because she was born at midnight, according to some note found with her when she was a baby. She had found it once when she was cleaning Mrs. Lau’s closet. She asked about it and they said that she was found with it and that they kept it in case someone tried to claim her back, just so they would have proof that she belonged to them since she was abandoned.

It was harsh to think about, but she was glad she found the note anyways. It said her real name was Addison Fry and not Addison Lau. That gave her some comfort. She realized there were several hundreds of Fry’s living near her but only one was probably related. She wanted to find them but when the Lau’s found her calling people at random from their phone when she was around eleven, they banned her from the phone for life. She felt trapped. As if there was no way for her to escape the prison she was forced into. Everyone had problems, sure, but most people had control over those problems. Addison felt like she didn’t.

Alastor

Alastor watched the clock tick slowly. Time was going by but not fast enough for him. He stood up in his cottage and paced around the front room. It was almost time for them to rescue Addison and take her away from the Lau's. Of all the families to adopt a child, it would be them. They abused her relentlessly and there was nothing he could do about it. This made it harder to stay put till she had her birthday. Her fifteenth birthday. He promised that he would wait till she was old enough, and the situation was dire enough, to go and fetch her. And where were those idiots?! Warren and Delia should have been there already. They must've been held up or... or...

"Sorry we're late, Alastor. We stopped to get her familiar for her." Delia held up a cage with a black raven inside. 

"Beautiful. He will need to keep watch over us for a few days, make sure he's seen in the area, so we don't draw attention to ourselves. Let him fly around for a few days or longer. He can keep watch while we train her. It will help him to know the area if she's ever in danger, too. I won't have him getting her lost." Alastor was always the practical one and thinking ahead. 
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