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  A Kingdom of Silver and Mischief

  
  




“Catch me if you can, Mama!” Nathaniel squealed, darting past the royal fountains, his bare feet barely skimming the cobblestone path.

Queen Isabella Veridian III, her swollen belly a reminder of her seventh month of pregnancy, didn’t hesitate. She was a mother of four sons, and yet the sound of her youngest, the mischievous Prince Nathaniel, was enough to send any queen into a pursuit of laughter and exasperation.

She narrowed her eyes. “You’re mine, little rascal!”

Her voice, though teasing, had a hint of authority. She was the Queen of Silver Falls, after all—matriarch of a powerful kingdom, descendant of a long line of queens who had ruled with wisdom and grace. But today, her kingdom felt a lot smaller. Today, she was just a mother chasing her son, a future ruler who could already run circles around her.

Nathaniel glanced back, his face twisted in delight. “Try and catch me, Mama! I’ll be the best king Silver Falls has ever known!”

“Best king? If you don’t stop running, I’ll make you the best prince of the kitchen instead!” Isabella’s voice held the weight of playful threat, though she couldn’t hide the smile tugging at her lips. She never could. Nathaniel had that effect on her.

He took a sharp turn, laughing as he skittered past the market stalls where the merchants scrambled to avoid him. Fabrics in every shade of silver and blue fluttered in the air as he passed. The smell of fresh bread, ripe fruit, and spiced wine filled her senses. This was Aqualumina—the bustling heart of the kingdom—and she had always loved it. But today, the city felt too big. Too wide. Too full of people who were oblivious to the tightrope she was walking. The pressure. The weight of her responsibilities.

And Nathaniel, her sweet, maddening fourth son, was her only moment of reprieve.

With a determined push, Queen Isabella broke into a run, her gown whispering against the stone beneath her, her breath ragged as she forced her legs to keep pace. She wouldn’t let him win, not today.

As she reached the gates of the castle, she scooped up Nathaniel in a swift motion. “Got you!”

“No!” he gasped, squirming in her arms, but his giggles were unmistakable. “You’re cheating!”

“I’m the queen,” she replied with a mockingly haughty tone, winking. “I make the rules.”

Nathaniel kicked his little legs, pouting. “I’ll make better rules when I’m king!”

“Oh?” Isabella raised an eyebrow, a playful spark lighting up her tired eyes. “Well, I’ll be the one teaching you how to be a good king. Starting with keeping your mischief under control, young prince.”

As they entered the royal chambers, she set Nathaniel down, but he darted off again, running into the room where King Maximilian waited. The King, her steadfast husband, was sitting at his desk, deep in thought, his silver hair gleaming under the sunlight streaming through the grand windows. His brows lifted when he saw his son’s exuberant entrance.

“What is it now, my dear boy?” Maximilian asked, a smile creeping onto his lips despite the seriousness in his tone.

Nathaniel, hands on his hips, puffed out his chest. “I want a sister! Someone to help me be as mischievous as I am.”

The King’s smile faltered for just a moment. “A sister?”

“Yes!” Nathaniel nodded vigorously. “I’ll teach her how to play tricks and tell secrets.”

The Queen, ever the diplomat, stepped in before the situation could spiral. “Nathaniel,” she said, her voice soft but firm, “your father and I have been hoping for a daughter for quite some time.”

Nathaniel tilted his head, his curiosity piqued. “Why?”

“Because,” she said, her tone slipping into something softer now, something more wistful, “the throne of Silver Falls needs a queen, my darling. And there has been no queen for many generations.” She gave him a pointed look. “No offense, of course, you are very good at being a prince. But you cannot rule the kingdom as a prince, now can you?”

Nathaniel’s eyes lit up, but his youthful innocence couldn’t quite grasp the deeper implications of her words. “I don’t want to rule the kingdom anyway,” he said with the kind of finality that only a child could muster. “I just want to have fun. Will my sister have fun with me?”

The King chuckled. “Ah, perhaps you’ll teach her more than you think.”

But Isabella’s smile faded as she watched her son prance around the room. Her eyes lingered on him for a moment longer, filled with thoughts she couldn’t share. A daughter—the daughter. She’d longed for a girl to carry the kingdom forward, to continue the legacy of powerful queens. But after four sons, she feared time was slipping through her fingers, and her hopes seemed like whispers against the loud demands of her family and her duty.

Last two months of pregnancy had passed, with high anticipation.

The birth of Princess Esmeralda was like the first rays of sunlight after a storm—soft, yet filled with promise. In the grand halls of the castle, the air itself seemed to hum with joy, and the earth beneath Silver Falls bloomed in unison with the newborn’s cries. As the Queen gazed down at her daughter, wrapped in the finest silks, her heart swelled. The room was suffused with the warmth of the flames crackling in the hearth, and the soft scent of lavender and chamomile hung in the air.

“She is perfect,” whispered one of the midwives, gazing at the baby with awe, while another, barely containing her tears, placed a delicate crown of silver and blue flowers atop Esmeralda’s head. Her tiny, delicate features—her full lips, her little button nose, and her wide, curious eyes—told the story of the kingdom itself: a place of beauty, strength, and calm. It was as if the child herself embodied the very essence of Silver Falls.

The Queen’s fingers brushed lightly over her daughter’s hair. “A little queen, born at last.” Her voice trembled with joy as she pressed a kiss to the infant’s soft brow.

And in that moment, it was clear—this child would be cherished by the kingdom. The people of Aqualumina celebrated, filling the streets with music, laughter, and dancing that lasted for days. Vendors piled fresh flowers around the castle, and the skies above were painted with the colors of a thousand fireworks, shimmering like the jewels in Esmeralda’s cradle.

As the days grew into weeks and the weeks into months, the people’s excitement did not falter. Princess Esmeralda’s first smile sent ripples of awe through the kingdom. The royal court was abuzz, as if the heavens themselves had bestowed their favor upon the tiny, radiant child. And her laugh? It was like a song, clear and sweet, that echoed through the halls of the castle.

By her first birthday, Esmeralda had learned to sit up, her blue-silver eyes wide with wonder as she grasped at the toys surrounding her, as if she were already testing the limits of her little world. On her first steps, the world seemed to pause for just a heartbeat as the entire court watched her totter forward, arms outstretched in that fragile, determined way only a toddler can possess.

“Look at her, Isabella,” Maximilian murmured, watching his daughter take a clumsy step and then fall into her mother’s arms. “She’ll rule this kingdom someday, won’t she?”

Isabella’s heart swelled at the sight. “She already has them wrapped around her little finger.” Her eyes twinkled with amusement as Esmeralda giggled, her small fingers tugging at the hem of the Queen’s gown.

But it was not just the royal family who adored her. As the months passed, the city, too, seemed to revolve around Esmeralda. She was more than just a princess; she was the star of Aqualumina. Her giggles echoed through the castle walls, and even the nobility who could not visit her personally found themselves drawn to the stories of her beauty, her laughter, her joy.

The nursemaids doted on her, brushing her golden curls, their eyes filled with pride as the princess grew into the picture of grace and charm. And the servants, well, they would tell tales of how she would crawl into the kitchens, trailing the silks of her royal gowns like a tiny cloud of perfection, her tiny feet pattering as she pulled herself up on the counters, demanding sweet cakes and fresh fruit from anyone who would oblige.

“She has the heart of a queen already,” one of the cooks once whispered, handing Esmeralda a peach. “And the appetite of a dragon.”

It was a truth that could not be denied. Esmeralda’s beauty was as radiant as the shimmering castle towers, her laughter the melody of the kingdom. But she was also becoming something else—something far more than just a little princess.

By the time she was three, she was walking with the poise of a much older child, her little hands already learning to clasp the pearls that adorned her gowns. Her every move was met with adoration, her every word with awe. The courtiers would smile indulgently as she pranced about the royal gardens, her silvery blue gown twirling in the sunlight like a delicate flower in full bloom. Her voice—soft, yet commanding—would issue orders to the gardeners, “That one should be redder!” she’d insist, pointing at a rosebud. “And make the flowers shine brighter.”

It was clear. No one was immune to her charms.

And still, her mother indulged her, no request too much, no desire left unmet. Esmeralda could ask for the moon, and if it were within Isabella’s power, it would be brought to her. Her every wish was treated as if it were law, her every whim an unspoken decree.

Yet, with each passing day, a shift began. Like the subtle turn of seasons, a new side to the princess emerged. The tantrums, at first small, now began to grow in both volume and frequency. At the tender age of five, Esmeralda began to exhibit a sense of entitlement that no one, not even her indulgent mother, could ignore.

“No, Mama, I want the dress that shines like the sun,” she demanded one afternoon, her hands on her hips as she eyed a gown that was being fitted by one of the seamstresses.

“But, Your Highness,” the seamstress protested gently, “this gown has already been chosen for you for the ball tonight. It’s silver, just like the moon.”

“I don’t care about the moon! I want gold, the brightest gold, like the sun! Or I’ll wear nothing at all!” Esmeralda’s small voice, sweet as it was, carried the edge of authority that even the Queen could not dismiss.

Isabella, her hand resting on her belly—now round with her sixth child—looked at her daughter with a mixture of amusement and concern. The room fell silent, the weight of the princess’s command hanging in the air like a cloud.

As the servant tried to appease her, Isabella leaned down, her tone gentle but firm, “Esmeralda, darling, we cannot have everything we want all the time. A queen learns to wait, to listen, and to care for others.”

Esmeralda’s eyes, still wide with the innocence of youth, narrowed, her lips curling into a pout. “I don’t care. I want it now.”




But the world, as it always does, has a way of changing.




As the years passed, the laughter of the kingdom, the adoration that surrounded Princess Esmeralda, began to shift into something else. Something more insistent, more demanding.

By the time she reached her seventh year, Esmeralda’s world had become a stage for her every wish and desire. She had grown accustomed to being the center of attention, the jewel of Silver Falls. But along with her beauty came an air of impatience, a sense that nothing could ever be quite enough. She had everything, and yet, nothing seemed to satisfy her for long.

The royal garden, bright with the morning sun, was the scene of one of Princess Esmeralda’s finest displays of unbridled entitlement. She stood at the edge of the flowerbed, hands on her hips, inspecting the pink roses with the exaggerated concentration of someone who clearly had better things to do.

A servant, offering a tray of honeyed fruit, attempted a polite bow. “Your Highness, would you like some—”

“No.” Esmeralda snapped her fingers, eyes not leaving the roses. “I want the new jewelry set. The one with the sapphires. The one I saw in the royal vault this morning.”

The servant hesitated. “But Your Highness, the jewels were meant for—”

“Not interested. Go fetch the sapphires. Now.”

And just like that, the servant scrambled off, glancing back nervously. The audacity of the little princess!

Isabella, standing nearby with a group of court ladies, exchanged a knowing glance with Lady Verena. “I fear we might need to find another vault to hide those sapphires in,” the lady muttered, her voice dripping with the type of wit only a seasoned courtier could muster.

“Indeed,” Isabella replied, her lips curving into a tight, weary smile. “But it won’t be a vault that stops her, I fear. Only a locked door—and perhaps a dragon or two.”

Across the garden, Esmeralda was now standing on the stone path, arms crossed tightly, eyes narrowing at a butterfly that fluttered by.

One of the gardeners, trying to avoid her growing glare, moved too close to the princess, and she flicked her hand in a dismissive manner. “You’re too close. Don’t stand there like an idiot. Can’t you see I’m trying to admire the butterfly? Now go away.”

The gardener stumbled back, his face pale, but he didn’t dare argue. Not with that princess.

Inside the castle, Queen Isabella was preparing for the afternoon’s royal gathering when Esmeralda appeared in the doorway of her chambers, hair disheveled, cheeks flushed. Her expression said it all. Something had gone wrong.

“I demand to speak with you,” Esmeralda declared, stomping inside like she owned the entire castle.

Isabella glanced at her daughter with a raised eyebrow. “Demand?” She could feel the weight of the word hanging in the air. Demand? From a child who, on the best of days, had the emotional maturity of a spoiled apple.

“Fine,” Esmeralda huffed, sitting down on the plush velvet chair with all the grace of a tornado. “You can at least listen. I’m going to be queen, and I want a crown that doesn’t look like my grandmother’s.”

Isabella pursed her lips. “You’ll be queen when you’ve learned to hold your temper.”

“Tem—” Esmeralda scoffed. “Temper? Mother, I don’t have a temper. I’m simply… impatient with mediocrity.” She raised a hand dramatically. “Isn’t that what great rulers are?”

The Queen pressed her fingers to her temples, feeling a headache coming on. “Esmeralda…”

“Yes, yes, I know,” the girl interrupted, waving her hand in exaggerated dismissal. “Patience—I’ve heard it all before. Humility too. But I’m far too special for that nonsense.”

The Queen fought the urge to roll her eyes. “I have no doubt you believe that.”

“Of course I do!” Esmeralda declared with such certainty, you’d think she was discussing a treaty, not her own inflated sense of self. “And I need the sapphires now. Not in a week, not in a month. Now. I’ve waited long enough.”

The Queen’s smile faltered. “Esmeralda, you’ve already had your share of jewels. You can’t keep demanding more.”

“Why not?” Esmeralda crossed her arms and stared at her mother as if this was the most reasonable thing in the world. “You got yours, didn’t you? Now I want mine. And I’m not going to wait another moment.”

There was an awkward pause as the silence lingered. Isabella opened her mouth, closed it again, then tried a different approach. “If you’re going to rule, Esmeralda, you’ll need more than jewels. You’ll need wisdom, patience, and kindness.”

“And I’ll get those… later. First, the jewels.” The princess leaned back in her chair, completely at ease, as though the matter was settled. “Shall we?”

Isabella resisted the urge to knock her head against the stone wall. “Esmeralda, the people of Silver Falls do not bow down to selfishness. Your father and I have worked hard to build this kingdom for everyone.”

“Everyone except me!” Esmeralda scoffed, flicking a lock of hair behind her ear with a flourish. “No one has worked harder for Silver Falls than me. I’m practically the kingdom’s crown jewel.”

Isabella bit back a sigh. How had it come to this?

The next few days followed the same pattern. In the morning, Esmeralda was adored, her every whim catered to. By afternoon, she was a storm in the castle halls, her loud complaints echoing as she demanded more of everything, from sweets to jewels, and most notably, attention.

One evening, while the nobles dined in the great hall, Esmeralda sat at the table, picking at her food with disinterest.

“I’m so bored,” she announced to no one in particular, glaring at her plate. “Do you know what would be truly exciting? A little drama. A grand spectacle. Something that will give everyone something to talk about for years.”

“I thought you were just speaking of the dinner,” Lady Verena said from across the table, a sharp glint in her eye. “Isn’t that enough spectacle?”

“Not nearly.” Esmeralda rolled her eyes. “I want something that makes even you interested.” She pointed a fork dramatically at the room. “Perhaps a duel? Or a noble falling in love with a servant?”

Lady Verena laughed, her voice ringing through the hall. “Ah, the princess, ever the dramatist. Tell me, Esmeralda, how would you make it all so entertaining?”

“Oh, easy.” The princess leaned back, raising an eyebrow. “I’d just make sure the wrong people were involved. Who doesn’t love a bit of chaos?”

The Queen, sitting nearby, felt a smile tug at her lips despite herself. She had to admit, Esmeralda did have a certain… flair. But that wasn’t enough to soften the rising dread in her chest.

The kingdom’s heart was still filled with love for the little princess, and for a while, her antics were amusing. But soon, whispers began to form. Whispers that, though she was beautiful, though she was charming, Princess Esmeralda was becoming… a handful.

The feast had ended, and the nobles had filtered out of the hall, leaving a lingering scent of roasted meats and wine in the air. But even in the dim light, Esmeralda remained as striking as ever, her eyes gleaming with a look of satisfaction.

“Mother,” she began, her voice low and casual, but her words sharp. “I’ve decided—when I am queen, there will be no more dull feasts like this. No more waiting. No more pretending.”

Isabella watched her, her fingers lightly tracing the rim of her goblet, a small sigh escaping her lips.

“Do you understand what I mean?” Esmeralda’s eyes narrowed. “This kingdom is old, tired, and needs… excitement.”

“You have no idea what it means to rule, Esmeralda.” Isabella’s voice, though calm, carried a warning.

The princess ignored the tone, her smile sly and mischievous. “I’ll make them remember me, Mother. They’ll remember my name.”

The Queen’s gaze softened for a brief moment, a flash of the young girl she had once held in her arms, but it vanished quickly, replaced by a resolve that was becoming all too familiar.

“Remember, my dear,” Isabella said slowly, “A ruler can only be loved if they show love in return.”

Esmeralda shrugged carelessly. “I’ll rule my way. They’ll love me, or they’ll fear me. Either works just fine for me.”

Her words lingered in the air, like a challenge, a proclamation, a promise of what was to come. 
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