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      Maeve Wintergreen Marks- Maeve is a fairy who is a loving mother to baby Alexander. She was turned into a Vampire by Marius and then given to the Shadow King as payment for an undead army. She is Hunter Marks’ wife.

      Hunter Marks- Hunter is married to Maeve but turns on her when she becomes a vampire.

      Alexander Marks- The son of Hunter and Maeve Marks, Alexander, is married to Celeste and has a son named Matthew. Alexander is a wielder of magic and part of a mixed breed of human and fairy.

      Celeste Marks- Alexander Marks’ wife and owner of a local diner. She is also Matthew’s mother.

      The Shadow King (Jonathan)- The Shadow King and ruler of the Shadows across the realm. His plans are unknown at this time.

      Matthew Marks- Matthew, the son of Hunter and Celeste, is the husband of Maurelle. He is Shawn’s biological father and is fighting to get back to his family

      Julian Fairchild- Maurelle, Rose, Nathan, and Annabelle’s father. The Marks’ family hides Justin (Shawn) from him out of fear.

      Maurelle Fairchild Marks- The wife of Matthew and mother to Shawn (Justin), Maurelle, is missing and/or presumed dead.

      Justin Smith (Shawn Marks)- The adopted son of Carillon and Luke Smith, and biological son of Matthew and Maurelle Marks. Justin is fourteen years old at the start of the story.

      Maxwell Lincoln- A homeless man turned into a vampire by Maeve, who becomes her loyal general.

      Libby- Town librarian and friend to Carillon.

      Thomas and Gwen Marks- Only mentioned a few times. They are the children of Maurelle and Matthew to whom everyone, but Maeve, have forgotten.

      Carillon (Cari) Smith- School teacher and the adopted mother of Justin.

      Luke Smith- Town Sheriff and Justin’s adopted father.

      Chance Smith- Infant son to Luke and Carillon Smith

      Elijah- a centaur that Matthew meets in the Shadow Realm.

      Nathan Wintergreen- Maurelle’s brother (presumed dead)

      Annabelle Wintergreen- Maurelle’s sister (presumed dead)

      Rose Wintergreen- Maurelle’s sister (presumed dead)

    

  


  
    
      The Labyrinth- Command over Monsters

      Arena of Loved Ones- Telekinesis- User can influence/manipulate/move objects/matter with their mind.

      The Battle of Souls- Fire and Teleportation

      The Quest for the Castle- Wind - Control, create, manipulate

      Orbs- Weather- Control, create, manipulate

      The Depths of the Ocean- Shadows- Create and Control Shadows

      Darkness for Maurelle- Water- Create, control, manipulate

      A Soul Trade- Raise the Dead
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            MATTHEW’S RETURN
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      A large mansion sat on the outskirts of town. Most people never went there. The residents of River’s Peak were at the funeral for Hunter Marks. No one was near the mansion to see the fire that spewed from the fireplace as a shadow stepped out of the flames. The shadow formed into a man who resembled Matthew, the son of Alexander Marks. He looked over himself in the mirror, admiring what he saw. His skin was red, and he wore raggedy clothes with burnt edges. He had horns protruding from the top of his head. With a flick of his wrist, the man’s clothes changed to a black tailored suit with a maroon tie.

      He admired his face, but he knew he had to blend in. “Well, this won’t work here.” He snapped his fingers, and his horns disappeared as his red skin faded back to his original human pallor. He smirked. “Much better.”

      His large muscles shrank. “Hello, weak body. We meet again.” He laughed. “I will make them pay for what they did. I will find you, Maurelle and Shawn, and we will rule all the realms together.”

      He formed a dome over the town by waving his hand as Maeve had done before. “They won’t know a thing.” Unbeknownst to Matthew, Maurelle’s magic was still affecting the town. She had tried her best to hide her children from her father. Maurelle’s spell was the reason no one remembered Gwen and Tommy. It was the reason they could stay safe for so long.

      Matthew was not aware of Maurelle’s spell, so as soon as his own dome went up, he forgot Maurelle. Everyone forgot her. Her face, her name, her voice, her love, lost to him. Lost to everyone.

      He looked in the mirror once again. His eyes, once filled with love, were now dark and grey. He had lost the love of his life. She was dead, he thought. His anger grew because he blamed his parents for her death. “They abandoned you and Shawn, and I will make them pay.”

      He knew he had a wife; he knew he had a son, but he couldn’t remember Maurelle’s face or her name. His blind hatred of the town was overtaking him. Why can’t I see her? You will pay for what you did to my wife? I will kill you and leave you to rot in The Shadow Realm. He fell to the floor crying and vowing revenge.
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            THE SNOWY TOWN
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      The snow fell heavier than earlier. It didn’t bother him, but he knew others would think it strange if he did not wear a coat. He waved his hand, and his clothes transformed into long corduroy pants and a sweater. He knew these clothes were not enough, so he waved his hand again, and a long black coat appeared. He pulled the collar up and put his hands in his pockets while he walked. This is better. No one will suspect.

      He walked past several stores, but there was no one anywhere. Where is everyone? He came to the church, and he read the sign:

      “Memorial Service for Hunter Marks at 6 pm Tuesday night at the River’s Run Memorial Cemetery.”

      Matthew laughed. You worthless piece of shit. He had hated Hunter for years, ever since he was a child. I could have never left Shawn the way you left your family. What a worthless piece of shit you were! I would have liked to kill you myself, but this is the next best thing. 

      Matthew walked through the town as snow fell. How will my parents react when they see me? He laughed out loud. What will they say when they see my true form? I must be cautious. They need to trust me. They need to believe me. His thoughts went back to her. He could not see her, but he could still sense her. I will find you. I will know you when I see you. But now, I must focus on Shawn. I must get back to him.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 3


          

          
            HUNTER’S FUNERAL
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      They covered the gravesite in flowers, which surprised Matthew. Maeve always loved flowers. Even as a vampire, she loved to look at them, though she could not smell them. Through the last year, Maeve and Hunter spent together the rest of the family heard stories of their love. They learned that Hunter used to bring gardenias to Maeve when they dated. They were her favorites. She liked roses and violets, but gardenias were her favorites.

      The pulpit was at the front of a few rows of white chairs divided by an aisle down the middle. Hunter’s coffin was in the front of the pulpit, ready to be lowered into his grave. Little did any of the mourners know that the coffin was, in fact, empty. 

      In the front row sat Hunter’s family. His son Alexander and his daughter-in-law, Celeste. There was an open seat next to Hunter, Matthew wondered who that seat was for. 

      Matthew stayed in the back, hiding from the mourners. Why were there so many mourners? Why were so many crying over this fool? 

      As warm rays of the setting sun overcame the mourners, several candles were lit, illuminating the aisle. Matthew watched as a rushing mist came up the aisle and stopped to rest at the edge of the tree line. Now, what are you supposed to be?

      The mist transformed into Maeve as the last remnants of the sun’s rays faded away. 

      Matthew gasped. “Maeve! What the hell are you doing here?” He watched her from where he stood. She hates Hunter. Why is she here?

      Maeve walked up to the lighted aisle and took her seat next to her son, Alexander. She looked at him and took his hand. “This is amazing. It’s perfect. I know he’s watching over us.” 

      Alexander pulled his mother into a hug.

      Celeste looked back and saw Shawn sitting with Carillon and Luke. Shawn was the adopted son of Carillon and Luke, but the biological grandson of Celeste and Alexander. She waved to them. I love getting to know him. Too much wasted time. I must get used to calling him Justin.

      Matthew watched the service, but his attention was on Shawn. He could have sworn that they called him Justin. He couldn’t take his eyes off him. “My son... soon you and I will rule the Realms, and you will help me find your mother. The three of us will rule all,” Matthew whispered to himself. He smiled, imagining this world. 

      Alexander needed Maeve’s help with the ceremony. Maeve would be the one to share, not Alex. 

      He knew little of Hunter. He knew little of the loving and kind Hunter that Maeve knew. Growing up, Alex didn’t have many fond memories of Hunter. His father was always sad and angry or drinking. 

      I always wished I knew the Hunter Maeve knew. Whenever I find him, fate finds a way to take him. Alex tried to keep his composure. A small tear fell from his eyes as his lips quivered.

      Celeste noticed, then reached over to take her husband’s hand and squeezed it.

      The pastor stepped up to the pulpit. “It is said when one of his church members was dying, John Watson, the Scottish preacher of Edinburg knelt and whispered into the person’s ear, ‘In my father’s house are many rooms.’ Then, with a contented sigh, the person slipped away. If we could see the glory of Hunter’s homecoming, no one would call him back to the limits of his aged body. We will miss Hunter, but there’s something peaceful in his departure. The glory of God shines brighter than the sun in his radiance, and his face is now glistening in that glorious light. The earthly journey has ended, and a heavenly one has begun.”

      This didn’t comfort Maeve. Maeve knew Hunter was not at peace, and she would find him. Jonathan was holding him back. She repeated her wedding vows over to herself, “So long as we both shall live.” She looked up, trying to hold back her tears. “Longer, Hunter, I will live longer.” She didn’t want others to know. Let them believe he is at peace, and then I will find him and give him his peace.

      The pastor called them up to lay a rose on the coffin. Alexander walked up and tossed his flower on the coffin. “I wish I had had time to know you better. The real you. I wish it had been longer.” The last year of Hunter’s life, he spent with Maeve, and Alexander was finally able to see the better side of his father. 

      Justin walked up with his flower in hand. He had so many questions, and he didn’t know who to ask. He placed the flower on the grave and left with many questions yet to ask.

      The rest of the mourners walked up to the grave, giving their blessings. Most said nothing as they passed and placed a flower on his grave.

      As the mourners took their seats, Maeve approached the pulpit to address the thoughts of the town. “I know I frighten many of you, and you have a great hatred for Hunter. You have nothing to fear from me. Hunter might have made mistakes in his life, but he paid for them. He was a good man.” With that, she walked over to Hunter’s grave. She whispered, “I will find you, and I will set you free just as you set me free.” She knelt and cried. Blood scarlet tears covered her face. She took a cloth and wiped them, knowing how the others would react to her face.

      Matthew watched with hatred. These fools. I will make them pay for what they did to us. I will get our son back, and the rest of them will burn. I just wish you were here with me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 4


          

          
            CELEBRATION OF HUNTER’S LIFE

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Celeste prepared a great feast for after the memorial service. She used the counter as a banquet table, setting plates and silverware at the other end. Carillon was in the back helping Celeste. They worked most of the day preparing to make more food than they needed. They made lasagna, plates of pasta, and salads.

      Maeve was sitting by herself in a back-corner booth. Most people were not comfortable being near her, and she knew it. The words the pastor spoke did not ease Maeve’s soul as it did the others.

      “Hunter is in a better place now. He isn’t in pain any longer. He’s at peace.” These words did not soothe or comfort Maeve. She knew Hunter had not moved on as everyone else thought he did. Jonathan has him, and I will find him. 

      Alexander took a plate of food and sat with his mother. “Is there something you are not telling me? I can see it in your expression. What is it?”

      Maeve didn’t want them to worry. She didn’t want them to have this pain. The pain of knowing Hunter was not resting in peace but being tortured in the Shadow Realm by Jonathan. There were things better left unsaid.

      “Mom,” he never called her that, but he was trying to bring out emotions in her hoping she would tell him. “Mom, please, you don’t have to protect me.”

      “I know I don’t, but it’s not you I’m protecting.” She was, in fact, protecting all of them, including Hunter and Alexander. If the rest of her family knew the truth, they would fight to get Hunter back, and Maeve knew that would end horribly for them.

      “Then, who?” He demanded an answer.

      “Alexander, please let this go. Let this be a happy time. Let’s remember Hunter and the good times we had with him.”

      Alexander knew she was hiding something. What is she hiding?

      Maeve knew what he was doing, but she paid no attention to it. “Come, let me tell you the story of when Hunter and I got married. Let me tell you the story of our wedding.”

      The others in the diner smiled but were still cautious around Maeve.

      Justin was not afraid of her. He took his plate and sat next to her. “I want to hear it, Grandma.” He didn’t know what else he should call her. Grandma sounded nice.

      She smiled and was touched that he called her “grandma.” “It was a gorgeous spring day, and I was ready to get married. I couldn’t sleep, as I was so excited.” Thank goodness my mother wasn’t there. For Maeve knew who she was now. 

      “We had such colorful flowers and sweet, smelling gardenias. They are my favorite flowers. Hunter used to bring me bouquets of gardenias.” Such sweet memories. I wish I had you longer, Hunter.

      “You see, when a fairy married someone who is not a fairy, they lose their wings. Hunter had no fairy blood in him, so I had a huge decision to make. Should I give up my wings and my magic to marry Hunter?”

      Justin leaned in to hear the story. Anything about magic fascinated him. It didn’t make sense as Maeve had magic, but she didn’t have wings. 

      “It scared me. What is a fairy without wings? My father said I might still have my magic, but he didn’t know. I loved Hunter enough to put these fears aside.”

      As she spoke, more of the funeral parishioners came over with their plates of food. The more Maeve spoke of her love for Hunter, the less of a monster she appeared to them. They viewed her as a grieving widow now.

      Maeve noticed the increased crowd, but she focused the story on Justin. This was a story for Alexander and Justin, so they would know a happier Hunter.

      She continued, “Hunter looked so nervous, but yet he was so happy.”

      As the doors opened, Maeve looked up and saw Hunter waiting for her.

      They stood at the door for a while as everyone watched them. Maeve knew Hunter was watching her. She knew he was nervous, probably wondering what was taking so long and if Maeve was having second thoughts. However, it was not Maeve who was having second thoughts but her father.

      He held her arm, questioning her, “Maeve, are you sure? Are you ready to give your life up, your wings, your magic for him?”

      “Yes, yes, I am,” she replied with certainty.

      “Then I hope he knows how lucky he is,” her father replied, looking at Hunter.

      Maeve laughed. “No, Dad. I’m the lucky one.”

      Maeve looked up as she could tell Hunter was watching her. She wanted to ease his fears. She hoped a simple smile would do just that.

      “Dad, please let’s continue. He’s waiting for me,” she said, as she looked at Hunter smiling.

      “Ok, dear, if you are sure.”

      “I am, Daddy.” She turned to her father, and he squeezed her hand. “Thank you, Daddy. Thank you for your worries and prayers. I love you.”

      He kissed her on the forehead. “I love you.” He looked towards Hunter. “He’s waiting.”

      Everyone stood as Maeve passed, but her eyes were not on them, they were on Hunter.

      As they made their way to the altar at the front of the church, her father squeezed her hand and then Hunter’s. He whispered into his ear, and Hunter nodded in agreement.

      The pastor began, “We have come together to celebrate Maeve and Hunter in Christian love. This is possible because of the love God has created in them through Jesus Christ. Hunter and Maeve are here to declare that because of Jesus Christ’s love, they, too, can love one another. As God showed His love, Hunter and Maeve will show this God-given love by the giving of themselves to one another. Those who gave them life, love, and provision are and will be a vital part of their continued lives. Their love has borne fruit in Hunter and Maeve. Love and respect for these will continue as they grow in their own love, made possible by their parents.”

      Maeve’s father took her hand and led her to Hunter. He placed her hand into Hunter’s. Maeve blushed, gazing at Hunter.

      “Are you ok?” he whispered.

      “I am.” But she lied. Maeve loved Hunter, but she didn’t know what would happen.

      The pastor turned to Hunter. “Hunter, will you have Maeve to be your wife, to love after God’s ordinance in holy matrimony? Will you love her, comfort her, honor and keep her in sickness and in health, and forsaking all others, keep yourself only for her as long as you both shall live?”

      Hunter smiled. “Longer, and I will.”

      Maeve’s eyes filled with tears as she stood facing Hunter. He held and squeezed her hands, then let go to wipe his own tears.

      The pastor then turned to Maeve. “Maeve, will you have Hunter to be your wedded husband to live together after God’s ordinance in holy matrimony. Will you love him, comfort him, honor and keep him in sickness and in health, and forsaking all others, keep yourself only for him so long as you both shall live?”

      Maeve smiled. “Longer…” she squeezed Hunter’s hands just as he squeezed hers, “and I do.” This is it. This is our moment.

      “Maeve and Hunter have written vows to share with each other.” The pastor motioned for Hunter to begin.

      “Maeve,” he started holding her hand, “I knew from the moment I saw you that I loved you. And I will love you forever.” He was nervous as his voice was cracking when he spoke.

      Maeve cried as she listened to his vows. I hope he can understand me when it’s my turn.

      Her voice trembled as she spoke. “Hunter, I remember seeing you watching me, hoping you were watching me. I was so afraid for so long. You took my fears away. You made me a better person. I can’t wait to spend the rest of my life with you.”

      He took her hand and squeezed it.

      “Hunter, what symbol do you bring as a pledge of the sincerity of your vows?”

      Hunter, while still looking at Maeve, replied, “A ring.”

      The pastor looked at Hunter. “You may now place your ring on your bride’s finger.”

      Maeve held out her hand to Hunter. He slid the ring on her finger, and he gazed into her eyes. For a moment, he forgot they were not alone.

      The pastor then turned his attention to Maeve. “Maeve, what symbol do you bring as a pledge of the sincerity of your vows?”

      “A ring,” she replied.

      The pastor repeated the analogy of the ring to Maeve. “You may now place your ring on Hunter’s finger.”

      Maeve smiled and nervously slid the ring on Hunter’s finger. She was shaking as she became worried again.

      “For as much as Hunter and Maeve have consented together in holy matrimony, and we have seen the same before God and those present, and have pledged their faithfulness, each to the other, and have declared their love by giving and receiving rings and by joining hands. I know by the authority committed unto me as a minister and a priest that Hunter and Maeve are husband and wife.”

      “May the peace and unconditional love of God surround you and remain with you now and forever. Amen. And now, you may seal your vows with a kiss.”

      Hunter pulled Maeve close and smiled. He kissed her on the lips, and then pulled away, Maeve pulled him back to a more passionate kiss.

      “Now, allow me to present Mr. and Mrs. Marks to you.”

      Maeve was careful not to tear up as she spoke. She knew it would make others uncomfortable seeing her cry. Most were not comfortable with seeing her bloody tears. She quickly used a napkin to dab her eyes as to not offend them.

      Alexander took his mother’s hand and squeezed it. He used to flinch when he held her hands due to her being so cold, but it no longer bothered him.

      “I wish I had known this version of him. He was a good man.”
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      Leaves fell as people of the small town of River’s Peak began their day. It was a quiet town that sat next to a harbor. A small river ran through the center of town with a small bridge connecting both sides. The town didn’t have many visitors. A long, bleak, and unpaved road met any traveler on their way to the hamlet. People left town, but they always returned. No one knew why people returned, but they always did. They felt something was missing wherever they went. They couldn’t express what brought them back.

      One morning started the same way many mornings did in River’s Peak. Children running to school, shop owners opening for the day, and people stopping by the local diner to get their coffee and paper.

      Everything kept going as if nothing happened, but for Justin, it was a different story. He walked to school, often in a daze. He wondered about all the things that had happened, trying to make sense of it all. Everything he learned and everything he saw. How can others go back to their normal lives while Justin’s life was filled with questions? Are there more people in the world like him? He couldn’t accept that his family members were the only ones with magic. They couldn’t be the only ones. And when was his time? When would he learn it all? Justin couldn’t wait until his time after school when he talked to his grandparents.

      Justin didn’t pay attention in class anymore. He kept daydreaming and writing questions he wanted to ask them. This was all he thought about. 

      Matthew watched him from the shadows. He disguised himself since he was not ready to reveal himself to anyone. He wondered, though, if anyone besides his parents would recognize him. Still, he stayed hidden, watching Justin.

      Matthew didn’t know how to talk to or approach Shawn. “Shawn,” he said to himself. “I wonder if you even know your real name.”
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      Matthew, who was still watching Shawn, saw his father.

      Alexander walked to the diner without knowing that he was being watched.

      Matthew turned his attention to Alexander. “Well, what do we have here?” he said with an eerie tone.

      Alexander entered the diner. He looked up and smiled when he saw his wife, Celeste. Many people noticed a change in him as of late. He was much friendlier and more compassionate.

      Celeste was standing behind the counter, taking an order for a customer when she saw him. 

      “Good morning, George,” Alexander said, coming to the counter and sat next to George, who had already been sitting there when he came in.  “What is my lovely bride cooking up for you this fine morning?”

      Celeste blushed as she finished taking his order. She grabbed two cups of coffee and poured both men a cup. “Good morning, dear.” She smiled as she handed Alex his cup.

      “Thank you, Celeste,” George said, taking his cup. “Alexander, how are you doing? You’re happier.”

      “Oh, George, I’m old now.” He looked at Celeste and smiled while talking to George. “I have an amazing family and a wonderful wife.” He smiled, thinking about his children. He had lost them all, but he had to think about the family he had now and not the one he lost. He had to focus on Justin. 

      “So true. It’s nice to see you so happy,” George replied.

      The small bell that hung on the door rang as a man who wore his baseball cap low, and his shirt collar up to hide his face and eyes came into the diner. The outside air had gotten frigid as autumn set in, so no one thought his attire was out of the ordinary. Matthew didn’t want anyone to notice him, so he still was using his disguise, hoping his parents wouldn’t see through it. 

      “Good morning,” Celeste said with a smile. She greeted everyone the same, but this man didn’t look up, he walked to the far back booth and took a seat.

       He was still disguised because he didn’t want them to see him yet. Let’s see how this goes. 

      She didn’t recognize this man. I don’t recognize him. I thought I knew everyone in town.

      Celeste held a pot of coffee in her hand as most drank coffee in the morning. As she reached the booth the man was sitting in, her heart raced. She felt overcome with emotions. Her hand was shaking as she filled his cup. “Can I get something for you, sir?” she asked. Who is this? Why am I anxious?

      “Just a coffee. Thank you,” he said, looking at the table.

      She nodded and left him with his coffee. Who is this man? There is something calming and familiar. How do I know him? Then she suddenly knew he reminded her of Matthew. Distracted, she intended to place the coffee pot back on the burner but burnt her hand in the process. Celeste quickly pulled her hand away and ran it underwater. 

      “Celeste, are you okay?” Alexander knew this mysterious man had gotten her distracted. “What did he say to you?” Alexander asked.

      “Nothing.” She properly placed the coffee pot back on the burner and took a deep breath. Celeste turned to Alexander and lowered her voice to speak, so only he could hear her. “He reminded me of Matty.” She blushed as she thought she looked foolish. She tried to control her emotions, but her eyes filled with tears.

      Alexander had the same strange feeling that Celeste had. “Did he now?” he said, walking over to the booth. Both Celeste and Alexander knew their son was returning, but they didn’t know how or why. 

      Last year, Alexander’s mother, Maeve, returned and told him that Matthew was returning. At first, Alexander thought this was impossible. Matthew had died years earlier in a car accident. Both Celeste and Alexander were there when Matthew died. They held his hand when he took his last breath. So how was he returning? They didn’t understand, but Maeve insisted and shared her memories with her daughter-in-law, Celeste. Through these memories, Celeste was able to see her son in the Shadow Realm fighting to get back to his family. Celeste knew Matthew was coming back, and this man, this stranger in her diner, reminded her of her son. 

      Everyone else in the diner thought this was odd behavior coming from Alex. Alex never spoke to anyone. But after a careful glance, they went back to their meals.

      Celeste went to the back room to get some ice for her hand. She placed her healthy hand over her mouth as she sighed and thought. Get yourself together. You know he is coming back, but you can’t think every stranger is him. 

      Both Celeste and Alexander were private people, and up until last year, most people in town didn’t think they ever had children of their own. Today, most people in town knew of their son Matthew, but they still had not told them about their other son. The memories were still too painful. 

      Alex sat in the booth across from the stranger. He could keep his emotions held in. Unlike Celeste, he was stoic. “I’d welcome you to our little town, but something tells me this is more of a welcome home.” Alexander was magical, unlike Celeste. He can tell more than she could, and he had a feeling that this was, in fact, Matthew. 

      Matthew did not look at Alexander. How is this going to play out? I’ve played this reunion in my head many times. I must make them believe I am the same. The old Matthew was emotional and would want to hug them, maybe even cry. I must be as emotional as I was before, or my plan will fail. He needed his parents to be on his side for as long as possible. Matthew needed them to believe him, to still be on his side even when others saw his darkness. Without their love for him, his plan would fail. I will have to kill them. It is all their fault. She is missing because of them. She must be alive somewhere, or she’d be in the Shadow Realm with me. Why didn’t they look for her? 

      Matthew forced himself to show emotion when he looked at his father. Tears welled up in his eyes. He allowed his disguise to fade, showing his father that he was Matthew. He did not show his true form. However, he kept it hidden. His red skin, bulging muscles, and his horn would be too much for them, and of course, they would think he was evil if they saw him like that. He needed them to think he was good, the same old Matthew they lost. 

      Alex’s face turned red, realizing this was his son. “Matty!” he said as if questioning what he was seeing. “Matty?” Alex was now shaking, grabbing Matthew’s hand, and held it tight. He sat, waiting for him to acknowledge him.

      Matthew took a deep breath and squeezed his father’s hand. He looked up, forcing tears to form and one to trickle down his face. “Daddy,” he said softly.
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