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      Maeve Wintergreen Marks - Maeve was a loving mother to baby Alexander and a fairy. 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. He is married to Celeste and has a son named Matthew. Alexander is a wielder of magic as well as being part human and part 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 all Shadows across the realm. His plans are not yet known to anyone.

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

      

      Julian Fairchild - Maurelle’s father. Not much is known about him at this time. The Marks’ family fears him and hides Justin (Shawn) from him.

      

      Maurelle Fairchild – Marks - Wife of Matthew and mother to Shawn (Justin). She is missing and/or presumed dead.

      

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

      

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

      

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

      

      Maxwell Lincoln- A homeless man turned into a vampire by Maeve, who becomes the general of her army and her most trusted friend.

      

      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.
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      Many years ago, darkness tore apart the worlds. They called it the Great War, for it was massive and involved all the realms of each world. Enemies on either side grew their armies for battle with heavy casualties. New allies formed out of this bloodshed while old ones crumbled.

      The world of the Faye changed forever as their king descended into madness. His name was Julian. He once was a loving ruler, but those times were long gone. The pages written of him now are full of rage, blood, and hatred. Hatred for his children who grew to love others and revolt against him and his rule. Hatred for his wife, who fled with his children and hatred for all the realms that were not under his rule. Julian needed his children because they were powerful. Each one controlled one of the four elements: wind, water, earth, and fire. Even though his children hated what he had become, they remembered the good in him and were perhaps the only ones besides their mother who did.

      Marius, the leader of the vampires and Jonathan, the ruler of The Shadow Realm, fought alongside Julian, but they did not trust him. Each of these three men was scheming against each other as they all wanted to come out the victor.

      Jonathan had many plans and plots forming in his head, but they all revolved around Maeve. Maeve was a fairy, but she lived in a quiet world. The one world that was protected from the Great War. Jonathan didn’t care what Julian or Marius did as long as it didn’t interfere with his plan but interfere was what they did best. Jonathan had great plans for Maeve and her family, but he knew little of her connections to Julian’s family.

      The Great War might have been over, but another one was looming in the distance, and it all began with a lonely mother named Maeve.
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      Maybe the stress of having a baby was getting to Hunter. He never had much attention from his own family, and when he met Maeve, she gave him so much love and attention. My life was better without Alex. He is stealing Maeve from me. Maybe he thought having a baby wouldn’t change things, but it did. Maeve was always taking care of Alex. Feeding him, bathing him, changing him, and burping him. When she wasn’t caring for him, she was telling Hunter the things Alexander did. I hate this. I lost my wife to a baby.

      He lied to Maeve and told her he had to work on a case. Sometimes he said he was meeting colleagues, other times clients. It didn’t matter because he wasn’t meeting anyone.

      Hunter went to a bar. He sat looking at the mirror across from him as he drank. There must be more. My life should be better than this.

      That night Maeve was making dinner as normal waiting on Hunter. She sighed as she stirred the pot of soup. Where could he be? She always wondered where he was. She never believed his lies. Another meeting. He must think I’m stupid. Her heart sank as she thought of what he was doing. Maybe he found another woman. Could he be cheating on me? The thought killed Maeve. She bit the inside her lip to stop herself from crying. Where did I go wrong? Is it my fault?

      Alex started crying. Maeve turned the stove off and removed the soup from the heat before tending to Alex. “Is someone hungry?” she asked, as she prepared a bottle.

      She heard a sound coming from her front yard. It was as if the wind was carrying her name. She couldn’t turn away.

      Maeve walked to the door and opened it as Alexander continued to cry. The wind carried her name through the trees, and it was getting closer and closer. Then it stopped. Maeve woke from this trance standing in her doorway. She wondered why she was standing there. She shook her head, feeling confused and bewildered.

      Alexander’s cries continued to grow louder. Maeve realized he must have been crying for a while by then and wondered why she didn’t attend to him sooner. She closed the door and locked it. Then turned to Alex. “Shh, Mommy’s here.” She picked him up and rocked him for a moment before sitting on the couch to feed him.

      Alex cooed in her arms as she fed him. Maeve couldn’t help but smiled as he yawned in her arms, but Maeve was far from happy.

      “Oh, Alex, what did I do wrong?” She woke up every two hours to care for Alex. During the day, she tried to clean and cook. She went through life in a trance. Is this my life cleaning, cooking, and caring for Alex? Is this my life? Does Hunter still love me? Maeve cried as she held Alex. As much as she tried to fight the tears, she couldn’t. She knew she was losing Hunter. He was slipping away from her.

      The voice came back again. I must be crazy. The voice was so soft and sweet. It beckoned to her to come.

      “Maeve. Maeve. Come, my love,” the voice called to her.

      Maeve picked up Alex and set him back in the bassinet. She then walked to the door and opened it. The night air hit her face, but it didn’t wake her from her trance. The voice was closer now, and it continued to come closer as it traveled through the air. The closer the voice got, the colder the air became.

      A milky mist formed along the tree line. Maeve watched as the mist began to form what resembled a man. He moved toward her. Run, Maeve. Close the door, lock it. Scream, run, Maeve. But she didn’t do any of those things. Instead, she had the strange urge to please this man. The closer he got to her, the more she wanted to please him. A smile came across her face. He’ll make everything better. He will make me happy. I can make him happy. Why am I thinking about these things? Run, Maeve!

      “Hello, Maeve,” he said, with a sinister smile.
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      After a while, Maeve could speak. “How do you know me?”

      Marius took her hands in his. “They wrote your name long ago, my dear. You will be a great power. One people will fear.”

      Maeve flinched as he held her hands; they were freezing. She could see her breath but not his. Was he breathing? He smiled, and to Maeve, his smile was captivating. She smiled back.

      “Come, Maeve. You are an especially important woman.”

      Maeve didn’t think she was important, so the words made her proud. She wondered how she could be important, but it didn’t matter. She loved the attention and care he was giving her, but it was more than that. Maeve had no control. Alex cried, and she needed to care for him. Her heart knew what she needed to do, but her body didn’t move. Inside she was crying for her son, but there she was standing with this man. I need to get to Alex, but why can’t I move.

      Her hands trembled in his. “Please, my son.”

      Marius smiled. “You won’t care for him much longer.”

      He moved her hair away from her neck and kissed it. No! I love my son.

      Maeve moaned as he kissed her. It had been so long since Hunter was affectionate to her. He never touched her anymore. She wanted to pull this man close. She couldn’t understand the connection she felt to him.

      He whispered, “Shh, save your heart. There is another who longs for you.”

      Maeve didn’t understand, but she woke from her trance. “Alex!” She knew she needed to turn and run from this man.

      As Maeve turned, Marius grabbed her arms and pulled her towards him, causing bruising on her arms. This time he didn’t kiss her neck. Instead, he bit her. He sank his teeth into her neck and feasted on her blood.

      Maeve screamed and tried to fight. As the pain of the bite wore off, her body filled with warmth. She moaned as her body ached for more. The pain was erotic and sensual. She didn’t understand how, but she craved more of it. He continued to drain her as she held onto him.

      Marius laid her on the ground as he drained her. He stood over her and admired his work as he wiped her blood from his lips. Maeve laid on the ground, motionless. Her eyes were wide open as she stared off into the woods. Her skin was white and striking compared to her bright red hair.

      He knelt next to her. “I will call upon you again to finish our business, my dear.” With that, he left her and walked into the woods.

      Maeve could see and hear everything that was going on, but she couldn’t move. She watched as Marius turned into mist, and then the mist floated into the woods.
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      A few hours later, a drunk Hunter stumbled along the road on his way home. As he came close to his house, he could hear Alexander crying, but it was more of a scream. Hunter wondered where Maeve was and why she wasn’t caring for him. He ran up to the house along the long, familiar path. As he turned towards his house, he saw Maeve lying on the porch.

      She laid there with her eyes still open, staring off into the woods.

      “Maeve!” he yelled as he grabbed her and tried to get her to look at him. “Maeve! Oh my God, what happened?” he yelled again. Hunter picked her up and carried her into the house. He laid her on the couch, and it was only then that he saw the blood. Her neck was covered in blood. Hunter touched it then went to retrieve a cloth from the kitchen. He wet it with water and then returned to clean her wounds. Two puncture holes became visible as he cleaned her neck. What in the world? So much blood. What do I do?

      Hunter assumed that Maeve was in shock, so he pulled a blanket over her and went to make hot tea. She’s in shock. I can warm her. As the kettle warmed, Hunter went to check on Alex. He changed and fed him. “Shh, it’s ok. Mommy will be fine.” He rocked him in his arms and then set him back in his bassinet. Then he walked outside and brought firewood in to make a fire, hoping it would warm Maeve.

      Soon Maeve stirred. She moaned in pain as her neck was still sore. She felt weak from the loss of blood. “Hunter,” she said, as she tried to move. I must tell him what it was.

      He turned to see her struggling. Hunter had been having a rough time adjusting to life with a baby, but that didn’t mean he didn’t love Alex or Maeve. He loved them both.

      He ran over to her to help. “Don’t move.” He sat by her, hoping she could shed light on what happened to her. He felt her head surprised that she was still freezing. “Please drink this.” He helped her up and gave her a cup of tea. He kissed her on her forehead, which always comforted her before, but this time Maeve felt nothing.

      Hunter realized that he was losing her. He had been ignoring her ever since Alex came. Now he was losing her. He sat next to her and held her hand. “Maeve, I’m so sorry.”

      She looked up, wondering why he cared.

      His hands wrapped around her hands as she held her teacup. “Maeve, I know I have been awful.” He moved his hands from hers to wipe his eyes. Hunter had a hard time admitting his wrongs. “Alex… you love him so much and,” he sighed, “I thought you loved him more than me.”

      As much as Maeve wanted to respond, she couldn’t. She looked on as he cried. Maeve tried to fight this control Marius had over her, but she failed.

      She wanted to show Hunter how much she still loved him. She couldn’t move or talk. A single tear formed in the corner of her eye.

      Watching her response, Hunter realized just how much he had hurt Maeve. “I’m so sorry, my darling. I can’t understand it myself. Maeve, my jealousy over the love and the connection you and he had pushed me away. It was my fault. I can see how you look at him and hold him. He took the attention you gave me. I miss our connection. Please tell me it’s not too late.”

      Maeve held his hand. She looked at him, but she couldn’t speak.

      Hunter assumed it was from the shock of whatever happened to her. He hoped he could figure out just what attacked her. He helped her up and into the bathroom, where he undressed her and helped her get into warm pajamas. If there was a fireplace in their room, he could have carried her there, but instead, he carried her to a chair in the living room. “I will get the bed ready and keep the fire going. You’re freezing.” He put a blanket over her to keep her warm as he prepared the bed. Hunter put more wood on the fire and grabbed blankets from the bedroom.

      Hunter took the cushions off the couch and then pulled the mattress out from it. He laid a warm blanket on the mattress, then he picked Maeve up from the chair and moved her to the bed. He covered her with a few warm blankets, hoping that would keep her warm.

      Once the fire was going, he picked Alex up and changed him.

      “Mommy is sick, and we have to do a better job of caring for her.” The infant cooed as his father talked to him. It was the first time he had shown Hunter that much attention. Hunter realized this was his fault and not Alex’s. Alex loved him, and as he spoke, he realized how much he loved Alex, too. Alex listened to everything Hunter said and watched everything he did. His little hands moved toward Hunter’s mouth as he spoke. “I should have paid more attention to you.” He smiled and laughed as Alex cooed at him.

      Maeve moaned in her sleep. Hunter smiled; he knew what he must do now to keep his little family together. “Alex, it’s time for bed. Maybe one day Mommy and I can give you a brother or sister,” he said with a smile.

      He laid Alex in the bassinet and touched his cheek. “Good night, little boy. Daddy loves you.”

      Hunter went to the bedroom and changed into his pajamas. Just then, the voice returned.

      Maeve opened her eyes and called out, “Yes, Master.” She had been fighting the control, but hearing his voice was too much for her. Maeve rose from the bed and walked to the door. Her skin was paler now.

      “Open the door, my dear, and invite me into your home,” the voice called out.

      Maeve unlocked the door and opened it, her eyes never blinking. “Yes, Master, enter.”

      Marius walked in. “My dear, you look so pale. I know what you need.” He had waited a few hours so she would be craving blood by then. She would need his blood to survive. He wanted her to lust for blood. He wanted her to drink his blood. “Your poor husband has no clue. You are mine now.” He put his arm out. “Drink, my dear, for it will help you.”

      Maeve had tried to fight, but the feeling, the need for blood had grown. She tried to fight this hunger. “Please, my family.”

      “You fool,” he growled. “He cares nothing for you. He cares only for himself. Worry not, another man loves you, and I will use you to control him. You have fangs, so drink.”

      “Fangs?” She felt her fangs with her fingers. “I have fangs,” she said in almost a trance-like state.

      By this time, Maeve was so thirsty that she didn’t care that she was a vampire. She grabbed his arm and sank her fangs into him. Her brilliant green eyes faded as darkness filled her soul. As she sucked his blood, her energy began coming back to her. She felt alive. In that death, she felt truly alive.

      “Have no fear. I will teach you what you need to know,” Marius said, as he held her in his arms.

      Hunter came back in from the bedroom. “I took more blankets....” He stopped as he saw Marius. He dropped the blankets on the floor.

      Marius hissed at him, then turned to mist and vanished before his eyes.

      Hunter didn’t know what to do. He ran to Maeve just as she screamed out in pain as the vampire’s venom, now completely, surged through her veins.

      She fell to the ground as she screamed as each part of her body felt as if it was on fire. Her veins burned as the venom flowed through it. She couldn’t hear. The only thing she heard was the sound of her heartbeat as it slowed. She looked at Hunter. “I think I’m dying.” What’s happening?

      Hunter picked her up and carried her to bed. Her eyes were black as her body became more rigid with each tremor. He covered her up and called for an ambulance.

      Maeve tried to be still. The more she moved, the more painful it was. The emergency medical technicians raced to the house, but it was too late by the time they got there. Paramedics took Maeve to the hospital, but once there, she was pronounced dead and moved to the morgue.

      I can’t believe she’s gone. Hunter thought back to the figure he saw. He wondered what it was. He knew, though. He knew this man caused Maeve’s death.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 5


          

          
            THE MORGUE

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Maeve opened her eyes, but she could not see. Where am I? She was panicking, but she had more control over it then she did before. In her past life, she was always anxious. These anxiety attacks never made sense. It felt as if she was having a heart attack. There was no real reason to worry, but she did.

      Am I in the morgue? I must be in the morgue. They put me in one of those bags. Maeve ripped the bag open and pushed the freezer door open. Did I die? Maeve climbed out of the bag, still wearing her pajamas. She felt her skin and checked for a pulse but couldn’t find one.

      How long was I in the freezer? I am glad no one was working when I came out of the freezer. Am I undead now? I thought the undead didn’t have feelings. I still love my family. Is it because I am a fairy? I have magic. Maybe that makes me different from other vampires. A vampire, is that what I am?

      Maeve went to the closet and saw a lab coat and a pair of sneakers. She grabbed them and put them on, hoping to sneak out of the hospital.

      Maeve spent many days and nights caring for patients at this hospital. She had grown to love it there, but now she raced through the halls and out the door hiding her face from cameras. Vampires don’t give off a reflection, but Maeve was not thinking about that now. Her only thoughts were about Hunter and Alex.

      She raced home thinking of the last night she had been there. Hunter was so compassionate that night. She was getting her family back, but the response she received from Hunter when she returned was not what she expected.
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      Maeve was in the kitchen, preparing a bottle for Alex. Her hands shook as she made it. She longed to hold her son, to cradle him in her arms. She looked at him, crying in his bassinet. You can do this. He’s your son. You won’t hurt him. She handed the bottle to Hunter to make sure it wasn’t too hot.

      He took it from her and dipped the formula on his arm. “It’s fine.” He couldn’t bring himself to look at her. I need to get this creature out of my house. The person who stood in front of him was a stranger. Maeve’s once warm green eyes had been replaced by fiendish black eyes. Her complexion was so pale compared to her bright red hair. He took the bottle and walked over to Alexander to feed him. Maeve took his hand to take the bottle from him, but he pulled his hand away. Her skin was frigid as snow. A sick feeling overwhelmed him as he touched her hands.

      Hunter’s reaction hurt her. She knew he couldn’t love her. He hated her. He couldn’t even look at her, even though he promised to fight for her.

      “I want to feed him,” she said.

      He looked at her in horror. “I will never let you near my son.”

      “Your son! He’s my son, too!”

      Hunter snarled at her. “No, he was Maeve’s son, and I don’t know what you are, but you are not my wife. You are not my Maeve.”

      Her eyes turned red with tears. She clenched her fist. “I am Maeve!” she yelled. “He is my son!”

      “Your son! You can’t even feed him without wanting to drink his blood!” He yelled at her and stood in between Maeve and the infant.

      “But he’s my son!” Tears of blood filled her eyes as she cried.

      She could hear indistinguishable sounds coming from the front yard. Maeve pulled the curtains back and saw the flames. The townspeople were coming for her. She could see them coming in the shadows they were making from the torches they were carrying.

      Hunter picked up Alexander. “They are coming for you! They are coming for the monster!” He carried Alexander out the back of the house as the mob of townspeople surrounded it.

      Maeve screamed, “No! Please don’t take him away from me.” She knew she couldn’t run after them. Hunter was right. She was a monster now. She fell to the floor, crying. “He’s my son.” She screamed, and her scream was so piercing it blew out the windows in the house as tears of blood covered her face.

      Maeve saw them surrounding the house. She growled as smoke came in from the fireplace. Maeve assumed it was the smoke from the torches. They were burning the house.

      The smoke-filled the living room, and then a figure formed. Soon Marius was standing before her.

      “Now, my little vampire, you are mine.”

      She looked at him. She hated what she became, and it was Marius’s fault. “You did this... you destroyed my family.”

      Marius raised his hand. “Silence...”

      And with that, Maeve couldn’t speak. She put her hand to her throat and looked up at him.

      “You are my slave now! I am Marius, and I am your Master.” Marius grabbed her and pulled her to the window so she could see the townspeople coming to kill her. “Look at them! Look at them! The town has turned on you!” he yelled, which startled her. Then he whispered into her ear as he held her close. “You are mine now.”

      She felt him hold her. She couldn’t move.

      “My dear, you only have me now.”

      She looked at him, but she could not speak.

      He laughed and said, “Go ahead, you can speak now, my little vampire.”

      “My son. He’s gone?” Maeve explained.

      Marius took her by the waist and pulled her to him. “Look at me, Maeve.” She was reluctant to do this, but she found herself unable to turn away from his gaze. “You are mine now. You will work for me, you will pleasure me, and you will do what I say.”

      Don’t look at him. Maeve, control yourself! But she found herself drawn to him.

      “I will care for you, Maeve. We are a family now.”

      “Me? Why me?” she said as she stared into his eyes as if she was in a trance.

      He smiled. “Someone has requested you.”

      “Requested by who?” she asked.

      “Oh, do not fret, little vampire, you will not be alone.” He put his hand up to her face and caressed it. “He has been watching you for a long time, my dear.”

      “Who?” she asked as she yearned for him. “Who has been watching me?”

      “It won’t be much longer now since he knows I have you.” He still held her and laughed. “He won’t want me holding you so close, but I need the leverage over him.” He kissed her with passion knowing how much it would anger The Shadow King.

      Who is watching me? What do they want with me?

      “I am your Master, remember that! One day, you will give me a large army.” Maeve understood none of this or why she had such a strong allegiance to him. “And one day, you will be free of me as long as your benefactor keeps his end of our agreement.”

      She looked at him with blank dark black eyes. “Yes, Master.”

      The house burned around them. Smoke filled the house now. The crowd was screaming for the monster to die.

      Maeve was angry. “One day, I will return and kill everyone. I will destroy the town and leave them in despair.”

      Marius smiled. “No wonder why The Shadow King loves you so much.” He was careful not to say Maeve’s admirer’s real name.

      The Shadow King? Who is that? What is Marius hiding from me? But she never asked Marius these questions.

      “Don’t think of it now. Now you are mine.”

      Maeve shook her head. “Yes, Master.”

      “No matter where you are, I am your Master.”

      “Master?” Maeve replied

      “In time, you will learn, vampire. Now come we need to feed. Follow me,” he commanded. They turned into a milky white fog and flew up the chimney and out of the burning house.
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      Leaves fell as people of the small town of Rivers 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 do here in Rivers Peak. Children running to school, shop owners opening for the day, and people stopping by the local diner to get their coffee and paper.

      Sheriff Luke Smith stopped by the diner on his way to work. “Good morning, Celeste. One cup of coffee, please.”

      She smiled, wiped her hands on her apron, covering it with flour, and filled his cup. “Good morning, Luke,” she said as she yawned.

      “Early morning, Celeste?” he said as he sipped his coffee.

      “Luke, I come here every morning at 4 am,” she said with a smirk.

      “Right. You couldn’t afford to come in any later. How would you get your baking done? You know everyone loves your cakes,” he said as he looked at the display of the most delicious pastries.

      She came in early to bake because she knew her pastries and cakes were loved by all. That made the early mornings worth it. “Thank you, Luke. Have a wonderful day.”

      He thanked her for the coffee before turning to leave. Luke was in his late 30s. His hair had just turned grey. Being the sheriff was a stressful job. Luke wanted residents to take walks outside without the fear of being mugged, to let their kids play outside, and to trust him, but he knew the truth.

      As he walked to the door, he saw the district attorney, Alexander Marks, drinking his coffee as he read the paper. His wife, Celeste, was the owner and operator of the diner. Naturally, he had breakfast there often.

      “Good morning, Alexander. Have you looked at the file I sent you?” Luke asked.

      Alexander looked up from his breakfast and then continued to eat, ignoring Luke. “Yes, I have read the files. It’s an airtight case.” He wasn’t an old man, but the years had taken their toll on him. Alexander and Celeste kept much of their personal life to themselves, so they didn’t have many close friends.

      Luke didn’t know how to respond to him. Frustrating old man. He smiled. “Good. We’ll move forward with it then, and Alexander, at least try to have a pleasant day.” He smiled as he headed out of the diner just as Justin was heading in the door.

      “Hi, Luke,” Justin said.

      “Hey, Justin. You’re out early this morning,” he said. Fourteen years and he still can’t call me dad.

      “Carillon and I are getting breakfast before school,” he said as he entered. Justin was an eager 15-year-old boy and Luke’s adopted son. Carillon and Luke adopted him when he was one year old. Still, he couldn’t bring himself to call Luke, Dad. As much as he thought of him as a dad, he still wondered where his parents were.

      Carillon came in behind Justin. She smiled as soon as she saw Luke and kissed him on his cheek. “Do you want to join us?”

      Luke watched her as she spoke. He loved how her long dark raven-colored hair laid on her shoulders. Her porcelain skin was flawless, as was the sweet smile she gave him whenever she saw him. If she only knew the truth.

      Carillon was a teacher at Rivers Peak High School. She was always reading the paper, trying to catch up on current events. That particular morning, she had left early with her Justin to eat breakfast at Celeste’s Diner before school.

      He looked at his phone. “I think I have time.”

      When Luke and Carillon adopted Justin, his hair had been light-colored, but as time went on, it darkened to a chestnut brown.

      Alexander watched Justin as he walked to his booth. “Lovely family you have, Sheriff,” he said with his eyes glued on Justin. Just look at that smile and his hair. He’s the spitting image of how Matthew looked at that age.
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