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    For my mother, Sasi —
Your love has been my anchor, your strength my guide, and your kindness my greatest teacher.This book is for you — for every sacrifice you made, every word of encouragement you gave,and every quiet way you showed me what it means to be brave.
Thank you for believing in me, always.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Storms will come, But We'll never break. Turn the Tides, turn the Heartache. Dare without Fear and Victory will smile at you. The Real magic is Positive Thinking.      ~ Danika

      

    


Prologue: A Cold Autumn Morning, 1983

The first breath of Marie Vollant’s life arrived with the crisp chill of an early autumn morning. The air was cold enough that the tiny farmhouse windows had frosted over, blurring the view of the French countryside beyond. As dawn crept in, the golden light of the rising sun touched everything it could find — the rough wooden beams of the ceiling, the threadbare curtains that danced with every draft, and finally, the small bundle resting in Claire’s arms.

Marie opened her eyes.

They were a soft shade of brown, as if autumn itself had poured into them. Her lashes, impossibly delicate, fluttered at the new world around her. Claire, only eighteen years old and already wise beyond her years, let out a shaky breath of relief and brushed a strand of hazel hair away from her face. That hair — long, wavy, and warm as chestnuts — framed her tired but radiant smile. She had inherited it from her own mother, Margarette, whose Geneva upbringing had given her a quiet refinement even amidst hardship.

Outside, the countryside of Provence was still waking up. The farm animals stirred restlessly in their pens, and Nicolas, Marie’s father, had already been up for hours tending to them. The smell of hay and woodsmoke drifted in from the kitchen, where Margarette moved about preparing a small pot of café au lait on the stove. The Vollant family was poor — everyone knew it — but they were strong and stubborn and full of love. Nicolas might have calloused hands from the farm, but when he came into the small room and saw his newborn daughter, those hands were gentle as he touched her cheek.

“She has your hair,” he said softly to Claire, kneeling at her side.

“And your smile,” Claire replied with a tired laugh, cradling Marie closer. “Bonjour, ma petite. Welcome to the world.”

Margarette entered then, her silver hair tied back neatly as always, her face glowing with pride. “She’s perfect,” she whispered, her Geneva accent lilting over the words. She kissed Marie’s forehead and then squeezed Claire’s hand. “You’ve done well, my darling.”

Marie’s first morning was not grand or glamorous. The Vollant farmhouse was small and chilly, and the fire in the kitchen stove struggled to warm the drafty rooms. But there was something special about that morning — a quiet strength, a determination that seemed to fill the walls. The Vollants had little money, but they had each other, and they had hope. And that was enough.

As the days turned into weeks, the little family found a rhythm. Nicolas worked long hours on the farm — not theirs, but one owned by a wealthier neighbor — while Claire stayed home with the girls. Money was tight, so Claire learned to stretch every franc, cooking simple meals of soup and bread, making clothes last by patching and mending them late into the night. Yet there was laughter too. Nicolas had a warm, rolling laugh that filled the farmhouse whenever he came home and scooped Marie into his arms, lifting her high into the air until they giggled. Claire would join in, her hazel hair catching the candlelight, and Margarette would smile from her rocking chair, humming old Swiss lullabies.

Autumn passed into winter, and the little family endured the cold together. The Vollant home might have been humble, but it was always filled with the smell of woodsmoke, fresh bread, and love. Claire never forgot those early years — the sacrifices, the quiet moments, the way Nicolas would whisper to baby Marie in the dim glow of the oil lamp, promising her a future that would be brighter than their present.

And as the children grew, the world began to take notice of her spirit. She had her mother’s hazel hair and her grandmother’s poised, thoughtful nature, but she also had a spark all her own. By the time she was old enough to toddle around the farmhouse, Nicolas would joke that she was already the queen of the fields, demanding to be carried outside so she could watch the cows and smell the fresh hay. Claire loved to braid her hair, weaving little ribbons through it, smiling at the sight of her daughter running barefoot through the grass. However, Marie always wanted a little sister. She found it so lonely being the only child.
One fine evening of 1990, after Marie got back from her cousin’s house, she was welcomed with exciting news. She is going to have a baby sister.
Before she knew it, Baby Juliette was born. Marie’s dreams were finally fulfilled.
But life was never simple for the Vollants. There were hard winters when the crops failed and Nicolas came home with worry etched deep into his brow. There were nights when Claire cried quietly over the kitchen table, counting coins and wondering how she would make them last. For her girls. Through it all, Margarette was there — the quiet pillar of the family — reminding them that even in hard times, they were rich in ways that mattered most.

It was in this world — one of struggle, resilience, and deep familial love — that Marie took her first steps, spoke her first words, and began to dream of the life she would one day create for herself. No one could know then that she would grow up to marry into the Dubois family, or that she would become the mother of Alex and Amélie, twins who would each inherit a piece of her fire.

For now, she was just Marie — young, curious, and brand new to the world, wrapped in a handmade quilt and cradled in her mother’s arms as the frost melted from the windows and another day began.

This was the beginning of her story — a story that would span generations, test the limits of love and patience, and ultimately shape the lives of those who came after her.
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Chapter 1: Overload
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The sharp trill of Marie Dubois’ alarm cut through the quiet of the early morning, pulling her out of an already restless sleep. She lay still for a moment, staring up at the ceiling, the faint glow of the streetlamp outside filtering through the curtains. The house was silent save for the soft hum of the heater and the distant patter of rain on the window. For a moment, she allowed herself to simply breathe, to exist in that fragile bubble before the day began.

Then the weight of everything she needed to do pressed down on her, and she swung her legs over the side of the bed. Another day, another race against time.

Marie padded to the kitchen, her hazel hair tied into a loose bun, and started the coffee machine. The rich aroma filled the space almost instantly, grounding her. She took her favorite mug — a chipped ceramic piece Amélie had painted for her when she was eight — and poured herself a generous cup. The warmth of the mug in her hands was a small comfort against the coming storm of responsibilities.

She was a senior manager at a fast-growing tech company, a role that demanded more from her than she sometimes thought she had to give. There were constant deadlines, late-night calls with clients, and endless decisions that felt like they could make or break entire projects. Some mornings, her phone would already be buzzing with overnight updates from her team in different time zones
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