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To those who have supported my journey in writing... thank you for being there for me. And to my readers, who I owe all my dreams to. Thank you for sticking with me through this self-discovery. 
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Dario shivered in the cold, night air. Even though it was almost summer he couldn't get warm. Amadeus had stripped him down to nothing but shorts and a shirt, no shoes so he couldn't run, and kept him locked up in a metal cage at all times. He missed Luna and the others. He wished he hadn't gotten caught, but as it turned out, he didn't plan for Amadeus to invite his siblings to the circus to watch him kill a man. Not just any man, Silvanus, one of the people he was supposed to protect. There was no time for Dario to mourn the loss of his dear friend either. Amadeus's sister Cordelia was cruel to him, and he was glad she was gone, but it was nothing compared to what Dominic and Amadeus were doing to him now. Amadeus's brother was called the Puppet Master for a reason. But Dario refused to call him that. 

Dominic could make people do things they normally wouldn't do. He could make you bend into shapes that you didn't know you could, control you and make you say or do things that were against your will. His moths were the key to everything. They would attach themselves to someone and control them through his will. They were more than that though. They were also his spies. They could follow you wherever you went, just as Amadeus's shadows did, and report back what is seen once they land on Dominic's hand. Dario hated that. He knew that he would never escape Amadeus and Dominic. These two were cruel and he knew they wouldn't let him go. 

Every day, Margaret, the nurse that treated Silvanus when he was injured, and again when he passed, would often come to visit Dario and bring him water and medicine. She risked being caught by Amadeus and his brother at every turn, but she told him the risk was worth it. She wanted to help him escape but the cage was protected by magic and Dario's powers were now gone. That was the first thing Amadeus took after his sister left. Though, to be honest, his powers wouldn't work anyways because the cage repelled any magic coming from inside of it. That meant even with his powers, he couldn't do anything. He was back to being just an ordinary party magician. A slight of hand here, and a fake flower there, was all he could produce now. That is if he hadn't lost his gift for that too. What would Luna say if she knew? 

Luna.

He was glad she was safe and far away from here hopefully, but he wanted to see his wife again. He missed her a great deal. It was worth every ounce of torture he had to endure to know she was ok, but would he ever see her again before he died? He hoped so. There were many times he felt as if he would pass this life. Dominic tried to control him into drowning once when he asked for some water. Amadeus told his brother to keep him alive so they could try and use him to get Vivienne back. Amadeus was still after her even though Vivienne had made things very clear upon leaving, she was not going to be with him no matter what. 

Dario who was sitting down on the floor of the cage, shifted from one side of his body to the next. His legs no longer went numb, they just were all the time. He can't remember the last time he actually got to stand up using his legs and not being dragged around by Dominic or Amadeus. He wanted to lay down and stretch out, but there was no room. He was constantly in a ball no matter what position he tried to be in. He still decided to lay down and get some sleep before Amadeus and Dominic showed up to torment him again. 

Alexander

"Come catch me!" Sylvia yelled from across the yard. Alexander was tired of chasing her around, but she seemed to have an endless supply of energy. 

"Can we please take a break?" Alexander whined from the lavender field. Sylvia shook her red curls and tagged him on the shoulder. 

"Not till you catch me," she sang as she rushed through the lavender flowers, arms outstretched. 

"Fine. But this is the last time I play. I need a break." Alexander was tired. He'd be out gardening all day till his sister wanted him to play a game of tag. They had just moved to this cottage about a week ago when they left their home above the bakery. Both he and his sister were growing so fast that you wouldn't be able to tell they were only two weeks old. Alexander chased after Sylvia and finally caught up to her. 

"HA! I got you now," he said, tackling her down in the soft flowers. 

"Finally. I thought you never would," she laughed, slugging him on the arm. 

"Only because you let me!" he chuckled.

"Yeah, but you are getting better. Mom said I should let you catch me every so often. Says it's good for a boy's... ego? Whatever that is."

"Mom is weird. Now can I go back to planting stuff?" he asked her. 

"Sure. But make sure you plant something good. I was thinking tomatoes this time. We haven't had those yet," she said. Alexander agreed. They were still trying out new fruits, vegetables, and breads. The two of them constantly ate and they were glad they were on a farm now, where things could grow. On top of them maturing incredibly fast, Alexander and Sylvia had other gifts too. Sylvia was fast, full of energy, and could communicate with animals. Alexander could grow things and predict the future in his sleep, literally. Both of the twins, though aging rapidly, also had infinite lives, at least according to Cassia who read their palms. They were immortal. 

Alexander didn't want to be immortal, though he didn't quite know what that meant exactly. He had the body and brain of a ten-year-old boy right now. All he knew was that he liked growing things and was easily annoyed by his sister, who never stopped buzzing around him, much like the bees she played with in the garden. He preferred the calm and quiet moments in life, and she thrived on chaos and busy. Alexander watched as Sylvia picked some of the lavender he grew. She took the bouquet over to Vivienne, their mom, and she put them in a cracked milk bottle they found in the cottage when they first moved there. Lavender was the first thing Alexander learned how to grow, and it sprung up easily in France. 

Alexander walked out to the back of the house and started digging around. When he first arrived, the place had been full of weeds and a ton of Grand Capricorn beetles. Sylvia rehomed the insects far away from their garden while Alexander hacked away at the weeds, trying not to touch them as they would have grown even more if he had. He always wore gloves now, just in case he accidently touched any plants. It seemed like it was the only way to avoid giving away his gift, and he needed to take that precaution, so he wouldn't raise suspicion. Luckily, he didn't have to wear them at home. 

Alexander placed his bare hands on the earth and thought about a tomato. He read about them and could picture it in his mind. He saw the skin, the seeds, the stalk, the leaves... all of it. Just seeing what it looked like in his mind was enough to call on his gift and make it appear. It didn't take long for the soft earth to break open and a tall, green stalk to creep up from the ground. 

He lifted his hands and grabbed a wooden stake from nearby, loosely tied the plant to it with some twine, then placed his hands on the roots again making perfect round tomatoes appear on the stalk. He picked one and took a bite. The juice was the perfect mix of savory and slightly sweet. He grabbed a few more and took them inside. 

"Here, try this," he said handing one to Sylvia. She took a bite, the red juice dripping on her powder blue dress. 

"This is amazing!" she exclaimed, eyes big with delight. 

"What should we grow next?" Alexander asked her. 

"Maybe some cucumbers, oh and some thyme, maybe some basil and peppermint too!" Alexander laughed. His sister was easily excited over food, and he was more than happy to oblige her when it came to the garden, but he still hadn't mastered growing herbs yet. He could make existing ones sprout up, but herbs were more complex, and it took him a while to grow them from scratch. 

"Slow down. I can't do all of that. Well, cucumbers sound good. Do we have enough sugar to go on top?" Alexander asked. 

"Yup. Just borrowed some the other day," Sylvia replied. Alexander went back outside to start growing cucumbers. They were far from the city and had only been there a short time, but it didn't bother him. They could grow what they needed for now and borrow or trade what they could till they settled in more. 

Alexander put his hands on the ground again and envisioned some cucumbers. Cassia had him studying books on gardening since discovering his gift. It helped him a lot and he was glad he could at least make them some delicious meals this way. He plucked three of them and handed them to Sylvia who took them inside to Luna, who was washing some dishes. 

"You two and your gardening adventures," Luna laughed as Sylvia bounced around her brother singing about cucumbers. Luna took them and gave them a scrub before handing them back. Sylvia grabbed a knife and started slicing them on the wooden cutting board she placed on the table. 

"Where's mom at?" Alexander asked looking around. 

"She's with Cassia at the moment. They are trying to start a business before the war starts," Luna told him. He thanked her and walked upstairs to his room instead of looking for them. War. That's why they were in this time in the first place. He wasn't given full clues as to what happened before he and Sylvia were born, but he knew they were hiding from a bad man and that the middle of a war was the best place to do it. It was barely July 1939, and war hadn't actually broken out yet. He wondered when it would happen, if it even would. Cassia and his mom said that it would, they'd seen it and they had him growing things to can since he discovered his gift. They said that food was going to be rationed, and all sorts of stuff based on Cassia's predictions, so they wanted to be prepared. 

Alexander laid on top of his covers on the bed. He was itching for something to happen. He kept dreaming about destruction, but when he woke, nothing changed. He was still the same kid living in a broken-down cottage in the middle of a lavender field in France. He tried to keep his thoughts positive, plotting in his head the ways he would take down an enemy or use his magic to defeat some unseen force, but that only woke him up tied to his bed in vines. Maybe he just needed to go to the city for a day or two and collect supplies and information. That would keep him occupied. He'd have to wait a few days though. Right now, he was ten, but in a few days' time, he would be sixteen, though he wasn't really allowed outside of their property much. 

He kicked off his work boots and wrapped himself up in his blanket. He was tired of waiting to grow up and not grow up at the same time. In his mind, he was an adult, but to the world and his family, he was still a boy. Whatever made him different was emotionally nagging at him. He couldn't wait for everything to be over, and it would be over sooner than he realized. 

Alex wasn't sure how he knew it, but he knew that once he reached the age of twenty-one, he would be finished growing up. There would be no more aging or feeling stuck in the wrong body. But that would take at least another week. Should he tell everyone? He wasn't sure if Sylvia could feel it in her body yet, or not. All he knew was that he didn't have a childhood, which was probably a good thing. You can't miss what you never had, right? War was coming closer to them and children living in war times never had a childhood either, but at least his body and brain would match how he felt. 

Alex could sense more changes coming. Not just the war that everyone was discussing on the radio. No. This was far greater than bombs and planes. There were spies around. Alex could see them in his dreams. They were in the shadows and the fields. There were moths in the daylight. Moths never come out in the daylight. Sylvia noticed it too, but she thought they were coming to see her. Maybe they were. Animals and insects could sense her presence. They always seemed to follow both of them around wherever they went. Even Alexander, who had no gift with animals, would sometimes see bugs follow him or be attracted to him more. Probably because he often smelled of lavender and roses. But the moths? Those were unnaturally stalking them. And the shadows moved when people weren't near them. Why?

Alexander stared at the ceiling and let his eyes droop in the warmth of the room. Summer was almost over, and he wanted to enjoy this before the cold came. Sleep took over his body as the clanking and rustling of people downstairs lulled him to sleep. Yes, rest was what he needed. It wouldn't be long before he was called to dinner, but he didn't care. He needed all of his energy to change the course of history. After all, growing immortal boys needed rest too. 

Vivienne

Vivienne stared out the third story window where Cassia set up her room. She could see her children playing in the fields, chasing each other through the lavender as butterflies fluttered around Sylvia's red curls. It made her think of her beloved Sylvanus, who died at the hands of the wicked ringmaster, Amadeus Black. He had murdered him trying to get her, plain and simple. She felt a dull ache in her chest, partially because she felt so connected to her love, that when he was stabbed with the knife, she couldn't help but take his pain on herself, and partially because she knew that he would never come back to her again. Cassia lit some incense and set it on the table near Vivienne, which stirred her from her daze. 

"Are you alright, dear?" Cassia asked her friend.

"Yes, sorry. I was thinking about Syl. I just miss him. I wish he could be here to see his children growing up. He would be so proud of them." Vivienne gave Cassia a weak smile. 

"Ah, yes, he would have loved them greatly. It seems his daughter has his talent for sure. That is a bit of a comfort at least," Cassia said, shuffling her tarot cards. 

"It is. At least both of them look like him. Alexander has his father's bravery in him. I can feel it. He is calm and attentive, while Sylvia has his wild side. They both seem so much like him. I can't help but miss him." 

"It's okay to miss him, but you have to remember that the past is there for teaching and the future is what we need to prepare for now. War is coming soon, and I sense Amadeus will be coming for you again. He hasn't given up and we can't rescue Dario without first defeating him." 

"I know, I know. I just don't know how to defeat him. We have our powers because of him. How will we fight him off when he has the actual power of the Devil and his siblings to go against us? From what Javier has told us so far, we can't fight them off, not yet anyways. We don't have the amulet. Without that, there is no hope for saving our beloved friend or each other. I won't risk losing my children they way I lost their father!" Vivienne cried out. 

Cassia put her hand on Vivienne's. "Then you won't. This is the time we need to be at our bravest. This is the time we need to fight for what's right, even when we stand on our own. Even if that means there's only one of us left to fight." Cassia looked at the ground, but Vivienne didn't notice. She was far too upset. "The world is falling into darkness now. It's no longer about good and evil, it's about bringing good back in an evil world. A world that has seen so much darkness there is very little good left in it at all. We must hold on to that good even if it's by a single thread... and we will. Just trust yourself to make good choices for your children and they will be okay." 

"I'm trying. I'm just scared. How will I know if what we are doing is worth all the pain and suffering it will cause? Will it be worth the sacrifices if I can't get the amulet from Amadeus?" Vivienne stood up and started pacing the room. 

"Everything is worth the sacrifice, as long as you do your best to bring back what's good and right in the world, it will always be worth the risk and loss you endure." Cassia could tell this wasn't helping. She stood and walked over to Vivienne who was leaning against the wall. "I am throwing all of my former predictions out the door starting today!" Cassia said. "I am going to re-read us all, one by one, till I get a clearer picture in my mind of what's coming for us. I want to stay on top of our ever-changing future. Anything I told you in the past, that's gone now. It's done. We are making a new future for all of us. Stop worrying about things and let me read you. Come. Sit down." 

Cassia led Vivienne back to the table and shuffled her tarot cards. Taking deep breaths of the incense as she worked, she began to flip over her cards one at a time, placing them in front of Vivienne. 

"I see the Fool... its reversed. This means you shouldn't make rash decisions right now. You are unstable and wasting creative energy. You need to gather facts and make informed choices. A good one for the situation at hand don't you think?" Vivienne rolled her eyes. 

"The Magician, reversed. You have something preventing you from making these decisions. There is greed or manipulation involved either by you or someone else. This also means that you might not have all the tools needed to develop your plan. Interesting considering our conversation today. The High Priestess. She signifies looking inside yourself for the answers, trust your gut, and your wisdom, compassion, and empathy. Focus on living in harmony. Considering we are about to enter a war... she will be needed. The Ace of Wands, who represents the birth of an idea. You need to follow your inspiration and go for it and seek new opportunities for inspiration and growth. It's a foundation card for success. Ten of Swords. There will be some sort of loss, painful ending, betrayal, or crisis ahead. Betrayal being the most common one. But who will betray you, we have no idea... That is an interesting card to have appear. We will have to watch out for that one then, won't we?" Cassia put her cards away. 
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