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    To those who have survived the scary and toxic world thus far, keep fighting. 



This book contains trigger warnings for abuse and violence. 
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Amadeus Black
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Amadeus lifted the shovel of elephant dung over his head as he had done many times before. He had worked at the Circus du Par since he was young, and now at twenty-two, he was still there slaving away, caring for the animals. He left an abusive home only to find himself doing what every kid wanted to do, running away to the circus. At first, it was fun. He sold roasted nuts outside the entrance tent and helped clean up trash at the end of the night, all while getting to watch the show from his little corner by the flap of the tent. But as he got older, he was given more responsibility. Now, a young man, he was to use his strength and youthfulness to muck out the animal pens. It wasn’t a horrible position, but it was a smelly one. He was lucky that they had waist high boots for him to wear or he’d be losing his shoes in elephant muck daily.  

Amadeus would take loads of the muck to a wheelbarrow where it would be put in large, wooden crates and sold as manure to people on the side. It was a smart move, one that Amadeus wouldn’t mind continuing if he ever got the chance to run the circus. That was his dream. He wanted to own his own circus. Be the ring master and control everything. It was better than being a grunt for Jack, the man who was currently overseeing the stables and telling him what to do all the time. He was a larger man with a red face, and belly constantly full of beer. Amadeus hated that man and wish he would get run over by a train already. Jack was constantly yelling at Amadeus when he got drunk and smacking him on the side of the head if he didn’t listen right away.  

Amadeus had run away from his family to get rid of that situation, only to come back to it. He realized then and there that no one was going to be on his side, and that he really was alone in the world. Well, except maybe his brother and sister. He loved them, but they were just as bad as his parents had been, maybe worse. They enjoyed witchcraft and Devil worshiping. They spoke of the woods often, where the Devil himself lived. Amadeus had never seen the Devil but he believed in heaven and hell so he must exist. Growing up, he knew his older brother and sister had killed people before in a sacrifice for Satan. This made him scared. His brother told him one night that the Devil would come collect him, and when he did, to accept his offer so he would always be protected. Amadeus wasn’t sure if that was true, but he had never encountered that level of evil before either so he couldn’t say. He believed only God would save him, or did he? He hadn’t been to church in a long time and wasn’t sure what he believed anymore. He just knew that safety had to come first and that his life was horrible right now. What could he do about it except work till he died like everyone else.  

Amadeus turned his head to the side, day dreaming. He was brought back to reality when he saw the most beautiful woman in the world, Vivienne. She was a trapeze artist and they had been friends, in a manner of speaking. She was kind to him and they talked when they weren’t working but they didn’t go out anywhere together. She was always with Silvanus the lion tamer. This made Amadeus jealous, and he wanted her to notice him. He would think about her constantly and the life they could lead together. Him, the ring master of the Circus Black, and her, his star trapeze artist soaring high above him. They would have children together and their children would look just like them and follow in their footsteps. They would be rich and travel the world together performing for everyone, getting their names in the paper and money thrown at their feet. No one could tell them to muck out stalls or feed all the animals. It'd be the perfect life for them both.  

“Amadeus, get over here boy!” Amadeus snapped out of his thoughts. Jack was calling him, and he rushed over to his side. Jack smacked him on the side of his head. “What took you so long? Been waitin’ here fer ya!” Jack smelled of whisky and Amadeus knew not to talk back when he was on the stronger stuff.  

“Sorry. What can I help you with?” Amadeus asked him, out of breath.  

“Go fetch water fer the animals,” Jack told him, shoving a wooden bucket into his callused hands.  

“But the well pump broke this morning. No one's fixed it yet,” Amadeus told him. They should have it fixed soon but it wasn’t fixed now.  

“I know that ya dummy. I meant from the other well. The one out there in the woods.” Jack pointed out to the trees that were dead from the cold. Winter was coming closer, and all the trees were finally bare, though it hadn’t snowed just yet.  

“The woods are haunted, Jack. I can’t go in there!” Amadeus quivered. The thought of going where he knew his siblings often slaughtered animals and people to appease Satan was scary, even though they always promised him protection.  

“I didn’t ask ya if they were haunted, ya ninny. I already know that. But them animals need water now or they’ll die. They are worth more than your miserable ass. Now git!” Jack snapped at him. Amadeus knew there was no questioning Jack now. He had no choice but to enter the woods and get the water. Worse yet, he’d have to go multiple times with the heavy bucket alone till the barrels in the stables were full.  

Trapsing through the crunchy leaves, the bare trees looked like skeleton hands popping out of the ground. Amadeus could feel doom and anger deep in his core. This place was more than just haunted, it was poison. No one could enter the woods without feeling scared, angry, depressed, alone, or violent towards each other. There were lots of strange things that happened in the woods too. People were found dead there or they went missing all the time. Amadeus hoped he wasn’t one of them. He distracted himself with thoughts about being rich, famous, and married to Vivienne. That’s what he wanted, and that's what kept him moving forward. Cold wind blew through the bare branches, making him shiver. He couldn't wait to get out of there.  

The well came into view after ten minutes, and Amadeus rushed towards it. The well was old and the stones crumbled around it, but it did its job. The water was cold and he was lucky that it wasn’t frozen. He attached it to a frayed rope and lowered the bucket into the well with the crank and wheel, letting it fill up before pulling it back up again. As he untied the rope, a shirtless man was staring at him from the other side of the well, making him jump.  

“Oh, sorry. I didn’t see you there. Can I help you with something?” Amadeus asked the man. 

“No. But I think I can help you, Amadeus,” the man said, his voice hissing like a snake.  

“How do you know my name? Did Jack send you?” He asked him. This man made him feel a type of fear that shook Amadeus to his core.  

“No one sent me, but I know everything. I can help you get what you want.” The man said.  

“How?” Amadeus asked him. He noticed the man was wearing a top hat which also seemed odd. He couldn’t see his feet from where he was standing but as he moved, he sounded as if he was barefoot, or was that a hoof sound?  

“Your dreams of being rich and famous. Of owning the Circus du Par, of...” The man hesitated, “Marrying Vivienne,” he hissed. This got his attention.  

“You could get me Vivienne?” He asked. The man smiled at him.  

“Of course. I can get you anything you want. I could make you the wealthiest man on earth if you wished for it, though that takes some sacrifice on your end.” The man told him.  

Amadeus wasn’t sure about that. What did he mean by sacrifice? “What sort of sacrifice are you speaking of?” He asked him.  

“Life. I desire souls of the living. You bring me people and I will give you what you want.” He told him.  

What did this man want with people? “Why do you need them? Will they get hurt?” Amadeus had a bad feeling about this man.  

“That isn’t your concern. They don’t have to be people you like. They can be people you don’t like. They just have to be mortal.” The man said. Amadeus thought of his family, Jack, Mr. Par who was the current owner of the circus, and Vivienne. If he could gift his enemies to this man then he could have her and the circus. Then he’d have what he wanted.  

“Ok. I will. I know of some people who you can take,” he told him.  

“Good. Here, take this.” The man stepped around the well and handed him a pen with a very sharp tip. “Sign this in your blood.” Amadeus noticed the man was half goat. He was terrified. He knew this was none other than Satan himself. Amadeus took a step back before realizing this was what his brother had been talking about. He mustered up the rest of his courage and took the pen from him.

“Sign in blood? What else do I have to do?” He asked.  

“Give me your first-born son and a few other things.” He pulled out a contract and Amadeus took it and read. There was so much. He had to make up his mind and fast. Satan was waiting.  

“If I do all this for you, I can have Vivienne, the circus, anything I ask for, at the cost of human souls?” He looked into the Devil’s eyes, sinister and red.  

“Of course. I want what I want and giving you what you want is of no consequence to me. I can do that easily. I have this amulet for you, and we can use it to communicate. It will give you your powers too. I plan to give you great ones to help you collect the souls for me. Just wear it and never take it off or damage it and your wish is my command.” He sneered.  

“Ok,” replied Amadeus. “I’ll do it.” Amadeus used the pen to prick his finger and signed his name at the bottom of the contract in blood. He handed it back to the Devil who, with a grin, handed Amadeus the amulet.  

“There. Now you have powers no other person on earth has. You have money to buy the circus now too. Check your wallet,” the Devil told him. Amadeus took his wallet out of his back pocket and opened it. There was a massive amount of bills inside threatening to make his wallet burst at the seams. “Take it and buy what you want. It will never empty.” Satan smiled at him again.  

“Will Vivienne fall in love with me too now?" Amadeus asked hopefully.  

“Over time she will, but she won’t know it. And I will gift everyone at the circus a little something on the side for you too, just to add to your success.” The Devil told him.  

“Thank you so much!” Amadeus said. He couldn't believe his luck.

“Go back and talk to Mr. Par. You will have what you seek.” Amadeus didn’t stick around to ask him any more questions. He rushed back, forgetting the bucket of water all together, leaving the woods, and headed straight into Mr. Par’s office. 

He threw open the door and shouted, “I want to buy the circus!” The man, who had been sitting behind his desk sorting through paperwork, looked up at him and laughed.  

“You don’t have that kind of money. I know because I pay your wages. Have you started a counterfeit business somewhere or something?” This made Amadeus angry. He withdrew his wallet from his back pocket and out spilled a large amount of money.  

“How much do you want?” He asked as Mr. Par looked on with large, greedy eyes.

"How'd you get so much money?" He asked him, this time more seriously.

"That's not your concern. How much do you want for the circus?" Amadeus asked him again, pulling out another wad of cash that was instantly replaced with another.  

“A million dollars. Son, you don’t have that there in your hands do you?” Amadeus counted. Exactly a million dollars. He shoved the stack at Mr. Par who counted it out loud, placing every bill in front of him, unable to believe what he was seeing. He held the bills up to the light, but all were properly marked.  

“I guess you have yourself... a circus.” Mr. Par said, hesitatingly. He wrote a contract for Amadeus to sign, which Amadeus then shoved in his back pocket for the time being. Mr. Par took the money, piled the papers on the desk for Amadeus, and started to pack his things to leave. Amadeus left the room as he knew Jack would be expecting him back and he didn’t want to miss sharing the good news with his former manager.  

“Where have you been boy? I’ve been waitin' for ya. Don’t you know how to fetch water?” Jack scolded him and smacked him on the head. “Where’s yer bucket?” He asked, spitting some chew on the ground, and covering Amadeus’s shoe with slimy tobacco. He took a swig of beer waiting for Amadeus to respond.  

“You better be careful with how you treat your new boss.” Amadeus told him. The voice was his own, but it had a more sinister tone to it. He was surprised he was even talking back, let alone making it sound like a threat. Was he physically changing too? 

“HA! You? The owner of this here fine establishment?” Jack replied. His beer belly jiggled as he laughed.  

“Yes. I am.” Amadeus hissed. He whipped the contract out of his back pocket and handed it to Jack. He took it with his grime covered hands and read as much as he could before handing it back to Amadeus.  

“My apologies, boss. I’ll clean yer shoes and get back to work.” He grabbed a rag from his pocket and wiped the spit off Amadeus's shoe. When he was done he said, "I will get back to work now, ok boss?" 

Amadeus raised his hand, making Jack pause. “Actually, I have a better plan for you.” He smirked. Jack looked afraid. “Go get the water from the woods.” Amadeus said. Unbeknownst to Jack, he was headed straight into the hands of the Devil. Amadeus's first victim. He would be a thank you for the power and fortune he was given. Amadeus smiled at the thought. That man deserved to die. He left the stables and walked back to his new office. Sitting at his desk he wrote a letter to his brother and sister, letting them know of the deal. They would be so proud that their little brother finally joined the ranks. They’d be one happy, evil family.  

Amadeus could feel his fame and power growing each second. He was no longer a scrawny boy who shoveled animal poop anymore. He was rich and powerful thanks to the gifts he received and the contract he signed with the Devil. He could even feel his body physically changing to match the new role. He was becoming taller and buffer. Now, he was like his brother and sister. Now he could have what he always wanted for a small price. Now, he could have what he deserved. He had freedom from those in his life that had harmed him because finally he was the one in control. He was going to make them pay for what they did to him and regret the abuse and torment he suffered. He was finally going to get his revenge on his enemies and get the woman of his dreams.  
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Opening Night
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Vivienne looked into the mirror attached to her vanity in her caravan trailer. She could hear people shouting and chattering away as they passed, the carnival rides playing music in the background. There were people laughing and enjoying themselves while she pressed powder on her pale face. She adjusted the jewels that were carefully placed in her hair. She sprayed them with more hairspray, making sure they wouldn’t fall out of her French twist as she prepared to fly through the air. 

Vivenne stood up and checked her outfit. The gold glitter against the red of her body suit really popped and every strap was in place on her shoulders and across her back. Her legs were bare since she couldn’t wear tights as a trapeze artist. She loved her job, but it was nearing fall, and she was freezing now. She couldn’t wait for these last few shows to end. She smoothed back a few small strands of her blonde hair, making sure everything was perfect, as she shivered slightly in the cold. 

“Chilly night, isn’t it?” A tall, dark man asked her, stepping inside. He put his gloved hand on her shoulder and she looked up at him with a slight smile.  

“Just a bit but I’ll manage,” Vivenne replied. Her boss looked at her for a moment, beaming before catching a glimpse of himself in the mirror, adjusted his top hat, and rested the cane he was carrying on the corner of her vanity. He brushed off some lint that was on the shoulders of his red ring master's coat and turned to Vivienne. 

“You always do my dear. It’s getting closer to show time. Are you ready for it?” He leaned forward to check his teeth in the mirror and a gold and red pendant fell out of his shirt. He quickly tucked it back in. 

“Yes. Mr. Black,” she replied slightly sarcastically. She teased him a bit now, as they had been dating for almost a year. She had to keep him in a good mood. He smiled at her for a moment, admiring how she looked. He always did this before she performed. She was his doll. 

“Good,” he said. “Then let’s get this show on the road!” He snatched up his cane, kissed her on the cheek, and strutted out of the tent. Amadeus Black owned the entire carnival and the circus. No one knew exactly how he became so rich and powerful considering he had been a stable boy for the elephants only two years ago. 

One night, he was in the woods collecting water for the animals, and then he was back with loads of money, purchasing the circus from Mr. Par. He had been scrawny and thin looking before coming back, but now, he looked taller, more handsome, and slightly older than he had when he left. What's worse was that after his return, the performers noticed they had other gifts besides their original talents. The trapeze artists could travel through time, the illusionist could really make people disappear, and the fortune teller could predict the future and see both past and future, and no one knew why... except Amadeus. People asked questions, but this only made him angry, and he would threaten to fire anyone who asked him anything else about it. They eventually stopped asking him what was going on and continued on with the show, learning how to use their new gifts to perform.  

To make things worse, Amadeus Black was in love with Vivenne, or had she fallen in love with him? When Vivienne had to practice her routine with the other trapeze artists, she saw him in the stands below, watching her every move. At first, she thought it was sweet that he cared so much and wanted to make sure the performers were safe. But then he started buying her flowers every day, making her special dinners, and taking her on romantic walks. She felt as if she was under some sort of spell from him. He had fallen for her and her, for him, even though she was already betrothed to Silvanus, the lion tamer.

They began their relationship in secret, but Amadeus's jealous side came out from time to time. All the men that saw Vivienne thought she was the most beautiful woman they had ever seen. She was considered the beauty and the attraction of the Circus Black. Men would travel miles just to gawk at her. Before and after the shows, performers were always told to interact with the audience, except her. She was told to stay by his side. 

If she tried to meet others, he would start to argue with her and threaten to leave her. Normally, she wouldn’t care, but there was something drawing her to him in ways she couldn’t understand. So, she stayed right by his side to avoid a conflict and he was happier and more loving when she did. 

Vivenne moved away from her dressing table, hearing more people filling the tent and the rustling of animals being brought in for the opening act. She stretched her arms and legs, making sure she wasn’t going to cramp up in midair before she walked through the door in her caravan, down the path a short walk away, and through a secret flap in the large tent for performers. 

The lights overhead, shone brightly, as the audience filled in the empty seats one by one, talking excitedly, snacks in hand. Young children clung to their mother’s sleeves as they carefully navigated the wooden steps up into the stands. Clowns, acrobats, and dancers walked around greeting guests, scaring them from time to time as they were supposed to since this particular circus was known for its darker dimensions. Animals were painted like skeletons, clowns glowed with the mark of the Devil on their foreheads, and acrobats bent in contortions that made them look possessed. 

Amadeus had turned a fun family event into a place of terror and deceit. He made the world grim and terrifying while captivating the audience and keeping their interests. Often, they would use their powers in the show, but only because it would terrorize the people below. Vivienne and the other trapeze artists would use their powers to save themselves, jumping a few seconds back in time if they should fall. They already scared people just from flying without nets below them. Luckily, Amadeus hadn’t made them use their powers for performing too much. Though it was only a matter of time. Vivienne stood in the wing of the tent, watching and waiting for her time to perform while the rest of the crew socialized.  

“He’s really putting it on tonight.” Vivienne looked at the person next to her. A handsome young man with flaming red hair stepped forward out of the shadows, painted with glowing skeletal markings and fake blood on his neck. He smiled at her as she rolled her eyes at his comment.  

“Indeed, he is. But we are only here to entice and delight people through fear, are we not?” She asked him. He looked sadly at the ground. 

“We are. But Viv, he has become darker and darker by the moment. Whatever happened in the woods has changed him. I just can’t figure out what happened. No one can except maybe you.” The lion tamer looked at her in the eyes. She saw a lot of sadness there but also fear. Everyone was afraid of Amadeus Black. Not just because he ran a circus based off of fear, but because he was violent and aggressive when provoked and because of his immense power and what seemed to be never ending amounts of money.  

“I know, Silvanus. I know. I will try, but I can’t guarantee anything. He doesn’t tell me anything at all. I know everyone thinks he does because I am his girlfriend, but in reality, I hear nothing except when to meet him and when to go on. I'm a puppet not his lover. He has no interest in me,” she replied. Vivenne felt the sting of those words as they left her mouth, and she knew Silvanus did too. There was no excuse for her leaving him for Amadeus except the fact that she was forced to.  

“I wouldn’t be so sure of that.” Silvanus whispered. He was one of the few performers who still asked questions about Amadeus from time to time.  

“What do you mean?” She asked, but he silenced himself, not wanting to say anymore. Vivienne stood in front of him now, staring him straight in the eyes. “Sil, what do you mean?” She put her hand on his shoulder knowing that he couldn’t say no to her touch.  

“He... he plans to ask you to marry him.” Silvanus spat out. He was bitter and it showed, but there was nothing Vivienne could do. She didn’t want Amadeus. Deep down, Vivienne knew this. She was still in love with Silvanus, but she couldn’t be with him. She didn’t want to be with Amadeus, and everything about it felt wrong, but every time she tried to think of or be near another man, she could only see Amadeus and felt a surge of powerful lust towards him. She had no idea why since she was not a lustful person. The war between the two men was wrought inside her and it shook her to her very core. 
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