It was Hernando who was never afraid.  Jorge just made the spackle - but now there was no use: our casita lay in ruins, just like in my vision.  I’d barely made it out alive.  I’d been [i]so[/i] hopeful that for once something I saw would be altered.  Now, I was out of my second home - the walls, and the family Madrigal was in ruins.  Mirabel hadn’t [i]caused[/i] the disaster any more than I had, but the disaster arrived just as I’d predicted.

And now she was missing.  I managed to hide in the tall grass quickly enough that no one saw me, and I watched as I had for the last decade.  The heartbreak on Julietta’s face - and I didn’t need to see the storm clouds brewing to know what Pepa was feeling.  And Antonio…

I still held the stuffed jaguar he’d given me.  He didn’t need it anymore, he had his own jaguar he’d named Parce.  But as the house collapsed, Antonio’s powers faded too, just a day after getting them, his friends now just animals fleeing to the jungle.  Maybe I could lend him Aunt Selena - she was a friendly enough rat.  But he was still crying in his mother’s arms.

They split up to search for Mirabel, and that’s when I felt the real pit in my stomach.  The only other vision I’d refused to tell the family about.  It was about to happen, and I knew it, as I watched my niece, Isabela, frantic to find her sister, head to the jungle, calling Mirabel’s name.  It was just like my vision.  She’d only been eleven when she’d asked me about her future - Dolores, too.

“Who will be my husband?” she’d asked.

We all knew it would be Mariano, a strapping boy at the time, for Abuela had her eyes on him.  But Isabella had insisted, and so I consulted the sands.  But nothing - nothing happened when I searched for her husband.  Nothing happened when I searched for her wedding.  I didn’t have full control over my visions, you know!  Either she was never going to be married, or the wedding was so unimportant to Isabella as to be inconsequential.  I only finally got my response when I asked [i]why[/i].  [b][i]Why[/i][/b] was she not married?

The vision crystallized but I didn’t need the tablet to verify what I’d seen.  I couldn’t tell her, though I knew it would happen.  And when Antonio got his gift, I felt shivers.  I checked the tablet again and again, but all the spots aligned, every marking, every whisker.

I gasped.

I gagged.

I [i]heaved[/i].

I restrained.

I composed.

I…I shuddered.

I panted.

I [b][i]moaned.[/i][/b]
I saved that shit on my crystalline emerald hard drive when I was done. I also clicked the link to get to the [i]good[/i] stuff here: https://archiveofourown.org/works/52253536
