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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 ruler of the Shadows across the realm. His plans are unknown at this time.

      

      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. 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 now 15 years old.

      

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

      

      Maxwell Lincoln- A homeless man turned into a vampire, but he becomes Maeve’s loyal general.

      

      Libby- Town Librarian

      

      Thomas Marks- Son of Matthew and Maurelle Marks

      

      Gwen Marks- Daughter of Matthew and Maurelle Marks

      

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

      

      Chance Smith- Infant son to Luke and Carillon Smith

      

      Nathan Fairchild- Maurelle’s brother

      

      Annabelle Fairchild- Maurelle’s sister

      

      Rose Fairchild- Maurelle’s sister

      

      Marius- The vampire who turned Maeve.
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      Maurelle couldn’t sleep that night. Her side still hurt from being thrown. If only her head didn’t hurt, so she could heal herself. She tossed and turned but sleep never came.

      Matthew made a fire to keep them warm. They didn’t have much else in the way of a camp. They stayed behind while the rest of the family went back through the portal to Rivers Peak. Maurelle didn’t understand why they stayed behind, but Matthew requested it, and Maurelle conceded.

      So, Matthew sat by a fire made with twigs, sticks, and anything else he could find. They were still in Magistica, sitting in the middle of the woods, while the rest of his family, besides Maurelle, were home in Rivers Peak. He could have gone through the portal.

      She imagined Matthew and Maurelle sitting on the couch in the treehouse with the fire from the fireplace blazing in front of them. She could imagine the warmth and comfort of her home. She knew now that it was her home since the curse was broken and all her memories came back.

      Matthew couldn’t go home after all he had done. How could he ever go home again? He was a stranger to her now. So much had changed. How would they ever get back what they had before, and was that even what she wanted?

      She lay on the cold hard ground looking up at the stars. They were different in Magistica than in Rivers Peak. She never saw stars so bright and large. Tears warmed her face looking at them. They were so bright, and yet the darkness destroyed this land. Darkness destroyed her own life, but there was hope. The stars showed her light. It was possible to have light in a world of darkness.

      She struggled to sit up, but when she did, she saw Matthew poking at the fire. His eyes reflected the flames, and she could see the blaze dancing in his eyes. Without looking up, he said, “You should be sleeping. I’ll keep the fire going.”

      “We should go back,” she said with pain in her voice. “The treehouse is better than the ground.”

      He tried to hide his feelings, though he knew it was difficult to hide anything from her. Matthew tried to stay stoic, but she was his wife. She could see his pain.

      She rose and walked over to him with one hand at her side. She placed her free hand on his shoulder. “What are you doing?” she asked as she watched him tending the fire. “You should sleep too,” she added.

      She knew he thought he was weak, but she didn’t believe that. Matthew was struggling. He thought his magic and power were gone, but that wasn’t true. Maurelle knew this. Matthew had magic. He always had magic, but not to the same extent he had with the darkness.

      Matthew didn’t look at her. He was too ashamed of his actions. Matthew put her in a lantern made of silver and iron, which burnt her. How could he do that to the woman he loved?

      He just repeated himself again. “Get more rest. You need it. I will keep the fire going.”

      “You need to rest too,” she said.

      The only thing Maurelle needed was to get back to her family. She wanted to be home with Shawn and find Tommy and Gwen. It didn’t appear this was what Matthew wanted. She was growing annoyed by Matthew ignoring her.

      “Matthew, we can go home. We don’t need to stay here. Shawn needs us. Gwen and Tommy need us. I need you.”

      “You can go and leave then,” he said with disdain in his voice.

      “Just leave?” She was angry as her voice grew louder. “You want me to leave?” Her teeth clenched, as did her fists. “After all of this, you want me to leave?”

      Matthew shook his head. “How can I go back? Not after everything I’ve done. I can’t face them. I can’t.” He looked at Maurelle with tears in his eyes.

      “But you have to go back. We have to be there for Shawn. Matthew, I love you, and so do they. They will forgive you.”

      Maurelle knew that she would not be able to find Gwen and Tommy on her own. She needed his help.

      “They will never forgive me,” he admitted, but that wasn’t his biggest fear.

      He feared Maurelle wouldn’t ever be able to forgive him.

      “Have you forgiven yourself?” she asked him. “Last night, you said you were weak, but you have never been weak. Now you are worried about forgiveness.”

      She wanted to trust him. She wanted her old life back, but there was this fear. The unknown surrounded Matthew.

      She sat beside him, leaning on him for support as her side still hurt. Matthew placed his hand on her waist, making sure not to touch the side with the injury. His hands slid down her side, and a warmth came over him. It raised his body temperature and reddened his cheeks. What is this? He sat next to her, staring at his hands.

      “Did you feel that?” she asked.

      After an awkward moment of silence, Matthew answered, “Yes, I felt it, but I don’t know what it was. It was warm. I felt warmth.”

      He thought about magic and knew that Maurelle had magic, so he assumed that was what it was. But he hoped it was more than that. He hoped it was love. She said she loved him, but did she really love him, or did she just say that? How could she love him after everything he did?

      A tear ran down Maurelle’s face as she looked at the fire. He watched her, knowing that he caused those tears, and the more he stayed away from her and his family, the more tears there would be. He had to take control of his life.

      I have to make a choice. I have to regain my life. If not for myself, for my family.

      “Maurelle, I know the road ahead of us will be difficult. I know we will have challenges, but we can’t give up on ourselves. We can’t give up on our family. I love you, and I hope you still love me.”

      Maurelle was quiet, and her lips trembled. He caused her so much pain, but then again, she had her own darkness. She was dark for only a brief time with Matthew, but that wasn’t the only time. If he only knew the things she did. Could he still love her if he knew?
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      Justin knew the darkness had left his father, but he couldn’t understand why he hadn’t come through the portal with them. Why did his parents stay in Magistica, and what happened to his grandmother Maeve?

      Maeve was the one who saved his father. Justin knew that was the plan, but he didn’t know what had happened to her. He found himself once again in the dark. No one ever tells me anything.

      When Carillon and Luke adopted him as an infant, they named him Justin, which means a gift from God, and that is how they viewed him. His biological parents, Matthew and Maurelle, named him Shawn.

      When they came out of the portal, they were back at Rivers Peak in his grandparents’, Alexander and Celeste Marks, living room.

      Carillon didn’t know how to react to any of this. The events of the last year were swirling in her head. First, she discovered that magic was real; it opened a new world for her, but then Justin’s vampire grandmother came to town.

      As if that wasn’t enough, Justin’s biological parents came back, and his father, Matthew, succumbed to darkness. Carillon needed to support her son, but why had Luke not been there. He was always involved in the past, but now he was absent. He was distancing himself from them, and she couldn’t understand why.

      “When will they be back? Why didn’t they come back with us?” Justin asked with a look of frustration on his face.

      Carillon went to Justin. She had no idea why Matthew and Maurelle were not there, but she needed to comfort her son.

      “I am sure they just needed time, Shawn. They have a lot to discuss. I am sure they will be back soon,” his grandfather Alexander replied.

      He had previously thought his son Matthew and his daughter-in-law, Maurelle, were dead, murdered by Maurelle’s father. Now they were found to be alive. Alexander assumed his grandson Shawn would get his life back. He would no longer need Carillon and Luke and would be with his real family.

      “And then what?” Shawn asked his grandparents.

      “I guess your parents will want you to move back in the treehouse with them and then find Tommy and Gwen.”

      This confirmed Carillon’s suspicions that she and Luke were being pushed out of Justin’s life. Her face turned pale, and she bit her lip.

      “Justin has a home,” she stated.

      They all looked at Carillon as if they had forgotten she was there.

      Alexander was the first to speak. “While we are grateful for all you and the Sheriff have done, you are not Shawn’s family.”

      Celeste grabbed her husband’s arm. “That will be enough of that. We are all connected now.”

      Justin wished he could become invisible. The conversation became awkward. He knew he had magic, but he didn’t know what he could do with it. He only knew that he could talk to birds, but could he talk to other animals? What would Lily think? Lily had been Justin’s girlfriend in the past. Though things ended, Justin still loved her. He had a difficult time being with her as she was a witch, and at that point, Justin did not know he had magic.

      He always felt out of place, but now he was like her. He couldn’t wait to talk to her and the rest of his friends. I hope she forgives me. During the past year, Justin focused on his family and pushed away his friends. Would they forgive him? Would they still be his friend, and what about Lily?

      Justin looked at Carillon. “Mom let’s go home. We can just go home.”

      He could see how hurt she was, and Justin knew that Carillon and Maurelle had already spoken. They were friends, so he wasn’t worried about Carillon and Luke not being part of his life. He was worried about Matthew and his grandparents.

      Carillon took a deep breath. She knew Justin was the only one hurting from all this fighting; he was the only one she cared about.

      She nodded to Justin and then looked at his grandparents. “We will talk more when Maurelle and Matthew return but know that Maurelle and I have already spoken.”

      She gave Justin a warm, reassuring smile. “Justin has been through a lot; some rest will do us all some good.”

      Justin took his mother’s hand as they went to the door. This small, simple gesture told Carillon that Justin loved her and was by her side.

      Celeste called back to them as they went to the door. “We will call you when we hear something,” she said as she closed the door behind them and watched them walk down the stairs.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 3


          

          
            ALEXANDER
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      “She has to understand that although we are grateful for all that she and Luke have done, they are not his family,” Alexander said, looking at Celeste, who was still looking at the door.

      She turned from the door and looked over the living room, noticing the family photos had changed.

      “She’s back,” Celeste exclaimed, picking up the photo as she sat on the table examining it.

      Alexander took the photo from her. “Maurelle’s picture is back,” he said, thinking about everything that had happened. He touched his wife’s shoulder. “Celeste, I know what you are thinking, but I am right.”

      “No, no, you are not. We were wrong. We can’t keep Shawn away from them. They are the only family he has ever known. Taking him away from them will only hurt him. They are as much his family as we are.”

      “Hun, I am fine with Carillon. It’s Luke I don’t trust. I don’t know why, but he is not what he appears to be.”

      “I know, but we cannot take Shawn away from them. We need to respect that.”

      Alexander did not like this, but he knew she was right. He didn’t want to hurt Shawn.

      “I don’t want to hurt Shawn,” he made a point to call him Shawn.

      Shawn was the name his son Matthew and his daughter-in-law Maurelle gave him when he was born. When the Smiths, Luke and Carillon, adopted him, they named him Justin. The Smiths didn’t know who Shawn was when they adopted him and only found out he was the grandson of Alexander and Celeste Marks.
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      In Magistica, Matthew was putting out the fire but dreading going home. He took a stick and poked at the fire as the sun rose. He had to go back. But will they forgive him? How can he face them? Will Maurelle ever forgive him? He sat at the fire, poking it until Maurelle woke.

      Her injuries were worse than they were the night before. She groaned as she rolled over on her side and crept into a kneeling position so she could stand. Matthew moved over to help her, careful not to touch her ribs.

      He took her hand. “Please let me help you. It’s all my fault. Let me look at your ribs?”

      He knew she was hurting and trying her best to hide it. He lifted her shirt to expose her bruising. Her side was all red as the bruises were still new.

      “Oh, Maurelle, I am so sorry.”

      “Matthew, this isn’t your fault. You were just trying to come back to us.” She tried to comfort him even though she wasn’t sure if she could forgive him.

      “I just wanted to get back to you and my family, at first. The darkness had such a pull on me. The more I had, the more I wanted. I couldn’t think straight. I just wanted more and more.”

      Maurelle understood this feeling. “Matthew,” she said, but he interrupted her.

      “I screwed up. I have to make this better, but I don’t know how. We have to find Tommy and Gwen.”

      Maurelle grabbed his hand. “We will figure it out together.”

      She knew how he was feeling now that she had all her memories back; she was feeling the same way. How can I have a normal life after all the things I have done? She wanted to push it all away and forget it, but she couldn’t. What would he think of her?

      Matthew could tell there was something Maurelle was worried about.

      “Hey, you know you can tell me whatever it is. I will understand,” he said, smiling at her with his brilliant blue eyes.

      “I know you feel bad for what happened, but you’re not the only one,” she said, biting her lip.

      “Maurelle, I gave you that darkness. It wasn’t your fault. You only had it for a short time,” he said, assuming she was talking about the time he gave her darkness.

      He felt awful for doing it. He was too far gone with darkness by that time.

      “No, it’s not that. It was... before with my father.”

      “Your father?” He grabbed Maurelle by her arms, with fear in his eyes and his voice. “Maurelle, what did he do to you?” he asked.

      “No, nothing like that. Let’s go home and get our son,” she suggested.

      Maurelle was not ready to tell her secrets. She was ashamed of everything she did.

      Matthew brushed her hair off her face and touched her cheek. “Whenever you feel you are ready to tell me, you can. Remember, nothing you say will make me love you less.”

      He kissed her on the forehead, leaving his lips there for a moment.

      “Let’s go home,” he whispered into her ear.
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      Maurelle was a fairy, so even though Matthew didn’t have the magic he once had, Maurelle could still open the portal. She looked at him, knowing his grandmother was a fairy as she was.

      “You know you could open the portal yourself,” she said, holding her wand at her side.

      Matthew shook his head, refusing to make the portal. He was afraid that he might lose control if he used his magic again. These thoughts plagued him since he lost the darkness. How could I let it take hold of me?

      Maurelle sighed, waved her hand over an opening in the meadow, and said, “Home.”

      A crack in the world opened and stretched to become a circle. On one side, the treehouse stood, and on the other stood Maurelle and Matthew in Magistica.

      Maurelle stepped through the portal, her hand at her side. She stood in awe, looking at the treehouse. “It’s still here.” She turned to Matthew, who was still on the other side of the portal. “How can it still be here?”

      He was still standing on the other side of the portal, not sure if he wanted to go through or run and hide.

      “Matthew, please. I can’t do this without you,” she begged.

      She still had not decided if she was going to forgive him. Was she even able to forgive him? But one thing was certain she needed him to help her find her children.

      He didn’t hear her. He looked at his hands and then through the portal, seeing his house and Maurelle, his wife, standing there. He couldn’t be without her, but he hurt her so immensely.

      He couldn’t live without her or his kids, and the only way to return to them was to go home. He stepped through the portal and walked over to Maurelle, the portal closing behind him.

      Maurelle smiled at him. She knew what he was going through. She had been there for his most wicked deeds, but he still didn’t know about hers.

      “I don’t know how the house is still here. When my magic was taken, the house should have disappeared,” he sighed. “I was once so powerful, and now I am nothing.”

      “You are my husband and a father! Magic is great, but it’s like anything else. Too much of anything isn’t good. Why do you think you are nothing?” She took his hand in hers. “You had magic before. Maybe it will come back. Maybe it never left, which is why the house is still here.”

      “I’m not sure I want it. What if I lose control again?”

      That was his greatest fear. He needed to build his relationship with his family, and if he lost control again... no, he would not think about it. He would not lose control.

      “Then I will be here to help you. Just like you will be there for me.”

      She had to tell him, but she didn’t know how. She looked into his captivating blue eyes. Oh, how she missed them.

      “I have seen darkness. I have done things that I am not proud of.”

      He pulled her into an embrace. “Whatever happened when you were with your father is not your fault,” he chuckled. “I guess I need to take my own advice.”

      “We need each other. Now more than ever.”

      Matthew took her hand. “Let’s go. This is our house, and soon we will make it a home again.”
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        14 Years Ago

      

      

      With the car flipped over, Maurelle couldn’t see as blood covered her eyes and face. There was a large gash on her forehead, and blood gushed from it.

      “Matthew,” she called, but she could not move.

      Matthew reached for her, but he could not move.

      “Maurelle, Maurelle, look at me! It will be okay.”

      “Shawn, Shawn,” she screamed and tried to reach him.

      Just then, the passenger side door ripped off with horrible scratching sounds, and the door landed with a thud several feet away from the car. Matthew couldn’t see what grabbed her. All he heard was her screams.

      Claws ripped at her, slashing the seatbelt and grabbing Maurelle. The claws sank into her flesh, dragging her away from the car. The pain was excruciating. Maurelle moved her hand, casting a spell over her children. She passed out as she watched her son, Shawn, sleeping.

      The spell fragments surrounded him, glowing green, and she knew her son was safe. She hoped Tommy and Gwen were safe, too. She must have passed out as this was the only thing she remembered.

      Matthew remembered, however. He remembered the creatures and the blood. He heard the crushing sound of the door ripping off its hinges, the sight of her face covered with blood, and he heard her screams.

      He watched the claws sink into Maurelle’s waist as they ripped her from the car, blood pouring out. Blood covered the passenger side of the car.

      “Maurelle!” he screamed as she watched her body being dragged away.

      The creature was black from what Matthew could see, but he could see his white claws covered in blood. Matthew didn’t pay attention to his injuries. He tried to protect his family to no avail.

      The creature pulled Maurelle out of the car, and Matthew screamed. He knew he couldn’t save her. He turned his attention to his son, who was sound asleep in his car seat. Matthew leaned back to reach him, but the crushed car trapped his legs.

      The more he moved, the more pressure he put on his legs. He screamed out in pain, but the infant still slept despite his screams. Shawn made cooing baby noises as he slept. Matthew didn’t understand until he saw the little green glitter floating in the sky.

      “I should have known Maurelle protected him,” he said as he lost consciousness.

      Off in the distance, he saw the flashing lights coming closer. This must be the end, he thought as his eyes became heavy. He tried to fight it as best he could, but his eyes grew heavier and heavier.

      Before he knew it, he was waking in the hospital bed with his mother and father sitting next to him. He couldn’t remember much, but based on his parents’ faces, he knew the news was not good.
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        14 Years Ago, Julian’s Secret Castle

      

      

      Maurelle woke in a large white bed. She sighed as she lay in this comfortable bed. The bed was strangely familiar to her. She rolled over, not wanting to get up out of bed.

      She moaned. “Just a few more minutes, Matty. Just a few more minutes.”

      She spoke as if she was lying in bed with her husband on a normal morning.

      She opened her eyes, but she could not see it at first. But then she jumped up, remembering the car accident.

      “Shawn!” she screamed. “Matthew!”

      But she was alone. Was it all a dream? She moved her hands to her waist, feeling for her wounds, but nothing was there. She tilted her head, thinking, and then the pain began.

      She put her hand to her head, thinking it was from the cut from the accident, but the cut wasn’t there. The headache confused her memories and made her question the things she remembered.

      She wore a long white gown that looked more like a dress than a nightgown. It was an empire dress, and that went to her knees. It was white with a fitted bodice ending just below the bust, giving a high-waisted appearance, and a gathered skirt.

      Why was she dressed this way? There were no traces of blood from the accident. Her wounds healed, though they looked like they were never there. Her head hurt, though.

      She sat up with her feet dangling off the bed. The bed was enormous, larger than it should be. She sighed and slid off the bed, determined to figure out where she was and where her children were.

      She knew Matthew would be okay on his own, but her children needed her. Shawn was only a baby, and Tommy and Gwen were still so young. They needed her.

      As her feet hit the wood floor, she realized how big the bed was. Maurelle twirled in her dress as her wings opened and shone in the morning light.

      “The bed isn’t large. I’m small.”

      She fluttered her wings, checking them for any damage. Something had to have been damaged. But to her surprise, her wings were intact. She was just in a car accident.

      “There was an accident, wasn’t there?”

      Her mind scrambled. She walked around the room, trying to make sense of it all. She touched her head for the cut but couldn’t feel anything.

      “I don’t understand. Where’s Shawn? Why does my head hurt?”

      It was true her head hurt, but she didn’t know why. Was it because of the accident? But she didn’t even have a cut on her head.

      She looked around the room.

      “It looks familiar.”

      She grew to her human size to get a better look. She rubbed her head again.

      “Why does this room look so familiar?”

      As if she woke from a long sleep, things seemed clear to her. This was her room. She ran to the window as if to make sure of her theory.

      “Please, no. Please. I can’t be here.”

      The window had bars across it. She remembered when her father put them across the windows. She remembered how he was when she was a child and how much he loved his kids. But something infected his heart, and everything changed.

      Through the windows, Maurelle could see hills. Hills and mountains that were once beautiful but now fire and war have destroyed everything. All the animals, plant life, and any sign of life have been destroyed. They were burned, trampled, or cursed.

      Once a brilliant shade of baby blue, the skies were now gray and dark like everything else.

      It was so magnificent when she was little. The rolling hills with green grass looked like someone had painted each blade. The animals ran around, scurrying about their day. It was so peaceful and calm. All races lived in perfect harmony, and then it all came crashing down. The Great War tore everything apart.
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        Present Day

      

      

      The treehouse was the same and looked just as it looked when they lived here as a family. Maurelle walked into the treehouse with a smile drawn across her face. She moved her hands over the door frame as she entered.

      “It looks the same. Just as we left it.”

      She ran upstairs and to her children’s room. She flung the door open to see the rooms just as they were in her vision when she couldn’t remember.

      Maurelle was lying in bed when she heard the cry. Matthew rolled over and nudged her. “She needs you,” he said.

      Maurelle mumbled something to him and then kissed him. “I know I’m going.”

      He smiled. “I love you,” he said as she was leaving the room.

      Maurelle turned back to him. “Oh yeah, you love that I am the only one who can get up and feed her.”

      Matthew was sound asleep when she said this. She sighed and went toward the crying baby. She stopped and checked the other two rooms. In one room, Shawn slept peacefully with his thumb in his mouth. Maurelle came in and pulled the covers over him. She kissed him on the forehead gently to not wake him and then moved to the next room.

      In the second room, a baby boy was fast asleep. She watched him for a moment until she heard the baby girl crying again. She was crying as she was hungry. Maurelle lifted her up and cradled Gwen in her arms.

      “Shh, Mommy’s here. My little Gwen.”

      The memory gone, Maurelle looked at the empty room. Standing by the door, she curled her lip, and with determination in her voice, she said, “I will find you. I promise.”

      Matthew stood by the front door, peering into his old home. He didn’t know if he could come inside. Resting his hand on the door, he looked at his hands. “How can I go in?”

      As Matthew stood at the door, Justin walked up to the house with Carillon. Justin and Carillon were headed home, but Justin needed to see if the house was still there.

      “Right through here. It should be here,” Justin said, hoping the house was still there.

      He raced ahead and Carillon followed him, praying that the house was still there. The treehouse was magical. It came right out of the trees as if they had carved it out of them, but the trees were not as large as the house.

      The house was much bigger than the trees that made it. Justin never understood how that was possible, but now that he understood magic more, he assumed it was magic.

      “It’s here!” he exclaimed as he ran towards it.

      Matthew was still standing in the doorway when Shawn came running toward the house.
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        33 Years Ago

      

      

      Maurelle could control her wings after a year of training. She was determined because she wanted to play outside and see the animals again. She used to sit outside and watch the birds singing in the bird bath at the castle.

      She studied every day and read. She practiced with her family and learned to write and read the language of the Faye. She worked night and day. After a year, Maurelle was ready. She could read the spell books and practice the spells.

      It was a beautiful day. Maurelle was outside playing on the swings. A bright smile came across her face as she played. She could go outside since she could hide her wings. She could be like everyone else. However, she didn’t stay out too long, for she had more things to study.

      As the sun went down, so did the temperatures. Maurelle ran inside and into the warmth of the kitchen as her mother was cooking dinner.

      “It smells great, mom,” Maurelle said as she entered the house.

      Her relationship with her mom had improved over the past few years. Libby had helped Maurelle as she studied. Her mother was much calmer than she had been. She knew Maurelle could control her powers now and hide her wings.

      Libby wasn’t afraid of Maurelle anymore. She knew Maurelle wouldn’t search for her father, and she wouldn’t flood the town. She had better control over her emotions now. She knew better now. She could hide her wings now and control her emotions to an extent.

      Maurelle went into the dining room and set the table for dinner. While setting the table, she saw two men walking around outside. She went to the window to watch them but couldn’t see what they were doing.

      “Mommy, who are they?”

      But by the time she called her, the house was already filled with smoke. Before long, flames were crawling up the walls. Maurelle was crawling on the floor. She knew smoke rose, so she was trying to keep as low as possible and crawl out to safety.

      However, the smoke was too thick for her to breathe. She coughed and collapsed on the floor.

      A man burst through the front door and ran over to her. He picked her almost lifeless body up and carried her outside. He carried Maurelle across the street and hid from sight. Another man was standing over them. He knelt beside them and took a water bottle out of his bag. He waved his hand over Maurelle. At that moment, she awoke and coughed.

      “Here, sweetheart. Drink some water,” the older man said to her as the younger man cradled her in his arms.

      “What’s your name?” the younger man asked.

      She coughed as she said, “Maurelle.”

      Then she took the water bottle from the older man and drank some.

      “Thank you,” she said as she handed it back to him.

      “Don’t worry. We won’t hurt you,” the younger man said, as he could tell she was scared.

      The younger man looked at the older one, who was his father. He whispered, “Is this the real Maurelle?”

      Was this his wife? How was she so young? He was so confused. Did they go into the past? Matthew and his father had been walking in town when a hole opened, and they fell through. It seemed to be the past when they came through on the other side.

      The town looked strange, and it wasn’t until they saw Maurelle that they realized what had happened. Maurelle heard their conversation, and she panicked. What did they mean by the real Maurelle? She looked up and was about to run when the older man grabbed her.

      “Oh nothing, dear. It’s a lovely name, is all.”

      He looked at his son, motioning him to keep quiet. She shook with fear but saw her house on fire and wanted to run back to find her family. The younger man grabbed her.

      “Now stop that,” he said.

      He had seen the two men walking around the house before. He never got a good look at their faces, but Maurelle had.

      “Don’t let them see you.” From their hiding spot, they watched them. “Get down,” he said.

      Maurelle cried. She knew her father had sent those men. Was she the only one who survived? They didn’t know what to do with her.

      “We can’t interfere,” the old man said. They walked away so she couldn’t hear them. “She grew up next door to us. We can take her there,” the older man suggested.

      Matthew was overcome with emotions. “How are we here? This is Maurelle! That’s my wife!” He was pacing. “She told me about this. She told me how two men saved her. How are we those men?”

      “Matty, don’t get too excited. We will figure it all out!”

      “Dad, this is when she lost them all. This is when he killed them all. My wife is crying over there because her entire family was just murdered.”

      “I know, and now we have to help her. Give her hope and show her love, but don’t let on what you know about her future. That could mess up your own future.”

      Matthew nodded. He walked over to Maurelle. “I’m sorry for your loss, but we need to leave.”

      Maurelle stood up and wiped her tears. She seemed to grow up at that moment. She looked at Matthew, not knowing his name or that he was her future husband.

      “I know. I can’t stay here. He will be after me.”

      She knew she was the one her father wanted. She was the most powerful of all of them. He would do anything to have her on his side.

      “Come with me. My father knows of a family that will keep you safe.”

      She nodded. “What’s your name?” she asked as she wondered why they were helping her.

      “Oh, my name is Robert, and this is my father.”

      He took her hand, and as he held it, he had never felt such warmth. It was a strange feeling knowing this was his true love, yet she was just a child.

      Alexander had gone on ahead to plan. He knew his neighbors would take care of her. He knew they had always wanted a child, and now he could give them one and keep her safe.

      As he talked to them, he would nonchalantly wave his hand in front of their faces to make them forget certain things. They would only remember that they had adopted a beautiful little girl. They would never remember who gave Maurelle to them or what she was.

      Maurelle would have to hide her wings and magic from them. As he went to the door, he stopped and turned to them.

      “You will love her as your own and never ask where she came from. You will forget that I was the one who came to you.” With that, he left and went to get Maurelle.

      As Maurelle and Matthew walked up to the house, the old man greeted them. “Now, Maurelle, you know I can’t tell them what you are. You have to hide that. You know he will never stop looking for you.”

      She looked at him with bright large green eyes. She knew far too well what would happen if her father ever found her. “Yes, I know, and they will never know I am a fairy.”

      Matthew nodded and then pointed to one of the houses. “The cream-colored house with the green trim is yours, but do you see the blue one over there? There is a little boy in that house who needs a friend.”

      So much had happened in the past day that Maurelle couldn’t think. She just looked on.

      The old man, Alexander, continued. “When you go into your house, it will be like you have always been there. You will have memories of things that didn’t happen. You won’t forget your real family, but it is imperative that you keep this secret. New memories will come to you as you enter the house. This family will think they adopted you when you were a baby. They will love you as their own. Do you understand, Maurelle?”

      She understood. And as she walked into her house, the memories came rushing to her as Alexander said they would.

      “Hi, mom,” she said as she went inside.

    



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



