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“She’s here, Your Majesty””

Queen Deliah, the kind ruler of the kingdom of Rochalon for centuries, banged her
scepter down on the marble ground, displaying a rare flash of anger.' She looked over
at her husband, King Jacob, who looked equally as stormy’.

“Where is she?”

The messenger bowed low. “The sources say she is at the edge of the kingdom.”

She was closer than they thought. V

Queen Deliah sighed, and signaled for the messenger to be dismissed. The
messenger bowed low once more, her nose almost touching the polished ground, and
scurried® out of the room. As soon as Queen Deliah was sure she was out of the
room, she leaned over and buried her face in her hands, being uncharacteristically less

than regal’.
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“Don’t worry, my dear,” said King Jacob comfortingly. “It must be a ruse®”

“No,” Queen Deliah answered, shaking her head. “She’s here. You know Valene likes
to make an entrance. The only question now is, when will she arrive? We must sound
out alerts and evacuate our people, possibly send them to the planet next door.”

She was panicking®. The Queen never panicked. The creases on King Jacob’s
forehead deepened. Normally youthful and loud, the Queen and King were looking
haggard’. The crisis that had been travelling around the kingdom had been taking
its toll®.

The fairies” were under attack. Queen Deliah, being the fairie Queen, had sent
them into hiding—but she wondered how long they could stay there. What worried
her most was whether or not Lady Valene could be defeated by their army.

Even King Jacob, who was slightly more optimistic than his wife, knew that the
situation wasn't turning in their favor at the moment. He could only hope that Valene
wouldn't arrive unexpectedly. If she did, their chances of winning were slight.

“The crystal is gone,” said Queen Deliah, sighing. “How safe can our people
be now?”

King Jacob shook his head, confirming the worst.

Queen Deliah swept herself up off her feet, gracefully stepping down the stairs.

“I'm going to go check on the children.”

Even more important than her people were her newborn children. They were born
right before the period of distress, and were Queen Deliah and King Jacob’s pride and
joy. Beautiful and cherubic', she couldn’t bear to imagine them unsafe.

She loved her children, but she knew what she had to do. The decision that she
was about to make was only for the best—otherwise, they would get hurt. With a wave
of her hand, she summoned the fairie power bestowed on her and in an instant—her
children had disappeared.

Where they had gone, she didn’t dare to say—she couldn't risk Lady Valene finding
out. In a moment of weakness, Queen Deliah felt the tears spilling out of her eyes, like
large dewdrops'’ as they fell to the ground.
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Lady Valene admired herself in the mirror.

She was every bit what the goddess of the darkness should be. Her dark hair cast
shadows on her face, concealing her eyes. Her red lips curled upwards in a smile as she
felt a surge of power run through her, like a bolt of electricity."

It was perfect.

Everything had gone as planned, and right now, the ball was in her court. She knew
that Queen Deliah and King Jacob were panicking—as they very well should. It didn’t
matter what they planned to do with their so-called army. If all went well, her plan
would be the end of them.

The end of them, and the beginning for her.

Lady Valene was tired of all the light that had streamed into their world for so long.
It was time for darkness to reign'’. And for that to happen, she had to have complete
power. It was all the better that she had no king—that meant no one to share the reign
with. It would be all hers.

She was a combination of beauty and terror.

That was how she liked it—lured in, enticed by the beauty—and then trapped in
by sheer terror. She smiled to herself, pleased.

Admiring herself once more in the mirror, she put her hands together.

It was time to execute her plan.

“You sure the children will be all right?” Queen Deliah wasn’t sure if she had made
the right decision by sending them away. She glanced at the empty cribs', side by side.
It hadn’t even been a day, and she missed them terribly.

“My dear,” King Jacob said gently, stroking'® her wrist. “Anywhere is safer than here”

“Yes, I suppose you're right,” she sighed, tearing her gaze away from the crib.

“Sleep now,” he assured his wife. “We’ll deal with everything tomorrow.”

She removed her crystal crown from her head and placed it on the red velvet
pillow on her dresser.'® Her husband gently kissed on her forehead, and turned off
the light.

In the darkness, she asked once more, “Do you think I did the right thing?”
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“You're doing the best for our children. You'll see them again someday.”

Slightly reassured, she shut her eyes and fell asleep.

Lady Valene laughed quietly from the doorway.

“Your children may be safe, but you most definitely are not.”

It was dark, just the way she liked it. She stroked her poison dagger and held it to
her lips, smirking."”

“My Queen, my King,” she sang, poising the knife over the sleeping pair. “I was
never one to be loyal.”

The Queen awoke with a gasp'®.

“Lady Valene—"

But it was too late. In one motion, she plunged the dagger into the Queen’s throat.
Once satisfied that she was dead, she moved to the King and slaughtered him as well.

Valene smiled at her handiwork and stroked the dead King’s face.

“You were a handsome one. Shame, it really is”
She glanced over at the glittering'® crown resting on the red velvet pillow. Her eyes
glowing within the dark shadows of her face, she reached over and placed it on her

own head.
As she smiled in the darkness, she thought she heard a faint crying. Ignoring the

sound, she enjoyed the weight of the heavy crown on her head.
She was no longer Lady Valene.
She was now Queen Valene. €

%+
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CHAPTER ONE

MAKING PLANS

fEep i B, EFRA MM A
Calixte Kohpan 11X ffd iy &f 5F
Calupson Kohpan #F &2 & /0>
IR R - BB ALK B
Grayson (& B —1IBMER &
Xﬂ(' Calixte Eﬂ:]&%‘ ......

It was customary for Calixte Kohpan to sit in class with one hand propped on her
chin, her eyes focused at a point outside the window. Her teachers had long learned
that it was useless to scold her, as she failed to focus in class either way. As long as her
test scores and homework grades remained stellar’, her teachers had no complaints.

However, today, everyone else in the class had adopted a similar pose as Calixte,
watching the football players practice outside. Football was undoubtedly a big deal at
Carver Academy, seeing as all other sports failed to draw in any victories. Thus, all the
football players were worshiped and treated like gods. If anyone ruled the school, it was
unquestionably the football players, and whichever girls were lucky enough to be their
arm accessories.

Calupson Kohpan, Calixte’s twin brother, happened to be the quarterback of the
team, and the one in particular all the girls fawned over.” However, while Calixte was
indeed looking out the window, she was not looking at the athletic boys sweating

up and down the field, as the other girls in her class were doing. In fact, she was not
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particularly staring at a certain point. Looking outside allowed her mind to wander, as
her eyes glazed® over and she began to think.

While every member of her class belonged to a certain clique, Calixte did not.
She had always failed to identify with a certain character, and instead clung to her best
friend, Leila. In terms of academics, she excelled, yet she had no particular passion. She
spent most of her free time listening to music and drawing aimlessly in her sketchbook.
The walls of her room were littered with random doodles* she had begun and forgotten
to finish. Often, she would visit the local animal shelters and play with the stray dogs
or help feed the newborn puppies, but she participated in no other extracurricular
activities, giving her college counselors heart attacks every time they scanned
her resume.’

Her brother had always extended an invitation out to her to eat lunch with the
football jocks and the cheerleaders at lunchtime, but watching the boys scarf down
their food like animals and initiate belching contests was too much for her.®

Calixte sighed and twirled a lock of her dark hair around and around her finger,
drawing sighs from the boys around her.” She paid no attention to them, and continued
staring out the window absent-mindedly. Her face was abnormally lovely, with a
porcelain complexion, a dainty nose, and deep dimples dotting either cheek.’ Many
people claimed that it hurt to look at her, as there was something abnormal about the
beauty of her features. Perhaps it was the violet eyes that conveyed a sense of longing
and sadness, not at all unlike a tragic ending to a beautiful story. Calixte didn’t know it,
as she tended not to pay much attention to her surroundings, but her elusiveness made
her all the more appealing to others.

Calupson Kohpan saw his sister staring out the window, seemingly watching him
on the football field. He wiped the sweat off his brow with his arm, and waved to her.
She did not wave back and kept staring, her eyes wide and unblinking. Calupson waved

once more and ten girls waved back eagerly, none of which were his sister. He shook his
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head, chuckling’, and reminded himself how his sister could be at times. She was often
quiet and aloof™®, but at home, she was open and warm.

As he bent down to tie his shoe, Calupson glanced over at his teammate, Grayson
Taylor. Sure enough, he was paying no attention to practice, and was looking up
at Calixte.

Many boys pursued Calixte, but Grayson Taylor was different from the rest. Aside
from Calupson, who being the quarterback was perhaps the most sought after, Grayson
was extraordinarily popular. He was notorious for his sleek charm and swift mouth."
Calixte, however, had shown no interest whatsoever to him, and that bothered him.
In reality, Calixte did not show any interest in any boy in particular, preferring to keep
mostly to herself, but Grayson took her aloofness personally. And although there was a
long line of girls waiting to date him, Grayson refused to accept that there was one girl
who had not submitted to his charm. Calixte’s unintentional “rejection” proved to be

the main driving force behind Grayson’s never-ending chase for her.

The bell rang, signaling the end of the school day, and the beginning of yet another
glorious, sunny weekend. Calupson quickly peeled off his sweaty uniform, crumpled
it in a ball, and threw it in the corner of his locker."” He ran up from the locker room,
taking the stairs two at a time, to meet his sister and his girlfriend, Victoria. While he
knew Calixte would be willing to wait a few minutes if he were late, Victoria would not
be quite as understanding,

Calixte was just opening her locker as Calupson approached. Seeing as Victoria was
nowhere to be seen, he slowed down and relaxed. Breathing heavily, he leaned against
an open locker door to catch his breath and steady himself.

From the opposite end of the hallway, Graysén was nearing as well. Calupson
had managed to catch his breath, but he lingered for a few extra minutes, and waited
for Grayson to pass him. He had always wanted Calixte to go out on at least one date
with Grayson. He could see no better opportunity for Grayson to ask than now. He
was Calupson’s best friend, and while Calupson preferred that his sister never dated

anyone, he figured that his best friend would be better than any other boy at the school.
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