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The servants and maids were rushing in and out of the room, the heavy wooden doors clicking every few minutes. Guards were posted in new, temporary positions for the day. The King sat on his throne, alone and in the dark. He’d never handled things well when it involved his wife, and while he wanted to be there to hold her hand and comfort her, tell her everything would be OK, he also didn’t want his servants seeing him so vulnerable. He left his wife in the capable hands of the servants and maids, and waited impatiently for any news, his knee bouncing up and down as he chewed the fingers of his right hand.

One of the maids, a pretty little brunette with more hair than her hat could hold, rushed out and almost fell to the King’s knees. He stood up and waited for the woman to catch her breath, his heart pounding against the wall of his chest and his face showing nothing.

“You need to go in and see the Queen, Your Majesty. Immediately.” She huffed and straightened her skirts, before turning on her heels and rushing back. No time for a curtsy or a bow or anything formal; the King took this as a sign.

He all but pushed the brunette out of the way as he took long, urgent strides towards the hall to his left, and down to the chambers near the end. Upon reaching the half-opened doors, it was clear the commotion had died down a bit, replaced with a hushed strain in the air of information the King had yet to be told.

There were less maids now, and most avoided eye contact, yet the thing that struck the King the most as odd, was the distant look of fear and panic in the faces of the maids. A look he had not seen before.

He was not a temperamental King by any means. He treated his staff well and had never been angry with them, outside of valid reasons. The look he was seeing from them sent a twang down his spine in the time it took him to push the door open fully and enter the room. A maid with grey curls was standing in the far corner, facing away from him and swaying back and forth. Another maid was at the bedside with a wash rag and the expression of someone who had committed the worst crime imaginable.

A third maid stood by the door with her head down and her hands clasped and rested in front of her. The King didn’t look at her directly but took his crown off and handed it to her. She took it quickly without looking and the King cautiously went to the bedside. The maid was to the right, so he went to the left, and once the thick wooden canopy post had passed his vision, he could see the bed and the woman in it.

His skin turned ice cold, his heartbeat that was already thudding in his chest was now squeezing his chest tight, and he didn’t think he was breathing anymore. His arms hung loosely by his side, and his cheeks flushed. A loud thud echoed the room as his knees hit the wooden floor.

In the bed, laying peacefully and unmoving, pale and as beautiful as when she was alive, was his wife, the Queen, his Marisella. The maid was cleaning her face, her eyes cast away from the King as she focused on the Queen. The King lifted his arms and placed them on the bed. He heaved himself up onto the bed and reached for his beloved wife’s hand, which lay flat and still by her side. He pulled his arm back quickly, saw all the blood on her dress, and on the sheets, the blankets. It was everywhere. He didn’t see it when he first entered the room, but it was caked onto everything, including the maid in the bed. Her arms were covered all the way down to her skirts. The King’s chest tightened some more and out of his mouth came the very faint sound of his voice.

“Leave.”

He didn’t know where his voice was going or what was happening, he couldn’t process anything. All he knew was that he wanted to be left alone with his wife, but no one heard the whisper leave his lips, and he didn’t have the time nor patience or emotional strength to deal with any of it. Instead, his voice suddenly rose and boomed across the entire chamber, the entire castle, and he was quite sure every animal in a 10-mile radius went silent. The maids in the room definitely heard him this time, and they all scattered and shut the door behind them.

As soon as the king heard the door latch close, the tears fell down in waves, and he reached out to his wife’s hand and let out chilling wails that echoed throughout the kingdom and its people. He held his Queen’s hand and kissed her face as he held her body close to him before it became stiff, and he rocked her back and forth. After some time passed, he let her go.

He wiped his face; he brushed the hair back off her face for the last time, placed her hands on top of each other on her torso, and stood up off of the bed. As he looked down at her, he promised they would see each other again, and then left the room, making sure to notify the maids to get back to work. He sent the guards off to their regular posts and then made his way to the nursery across the hall.

Taking a deep breath, the King knocked on the door and almost instantly the pretty little brunette opened it. She was very young, the King knew the other maids were giving her all the jobs they didn’t want to do, but she was standing her own, all things considered. She pulled the door right back and allowed the King to enter, before quickly closing it behind him. The second maid, the grey-haired one who hid in the corner in the other room, was here as well, facing away from the King once again.

“Prince or Princess?” His voice soft, but confident, unwavering like he was raised to be.

The old woman hesitated, her head turning slightly in his direction.

“It’s a girl,” she said, yet the change in her terminology didn’t go unnoticed by the King.

“Give her to me.”

The King stepped closer to the woman, he could feel how tense the brunette beside him had become. He actually turned to look at her this time, she glanced back at him and immediately looked to the older woman, and he saw her jaw twitch slightly.

The old woman turned around, the tiny baby in her hands all wrapped up neatly, her eyes awake and calm.

The King waited for the woman to bring the baby to him, and she did. When she was close enough, the King was able to see her eyes, her bright, glowing, white eyes. They held no iris, no pupil, no darkness. Just a bright white glow that the King didn’t understand on the surface. Deep down, he had a strong fear that began coursing throughout his body.

“Unwrap her.”

The old woman looked to the brunette, and the brunette looked back.

“Don’t make me ask again,” his voice was stern, his mother’s voice screaming at him from somewhere in the back of his mind the closer he got to seeing his daughter fully.

The maid laid the baby in the crib; the baby was calm and quiet, observing the things around her with those big eyes.

Slowly the maid unwrapped each layer of blanket, and the King’s mind raced as he tried to convince himself everything would be fine, everything would be normal. That his deepest and darkest fear in life wasn’t about to come true.

The final layer of blanket was removed, and the King was no longer waiting for the maid to do what he wanted. He moved closer to the baby, his daughter, his only child and heir to the throne, and gently lifted one side of her off the bed by her arm and turned her away from him.

There it was, everything he had ever been taught growing up, everything he was always meant to be, everything his mother wanted him to be, his entire world, blowing up right before his eyes.

There, connected to his daughter on her back, like any normal organ or limb was a little flat stub in the centre of her back, with two tiny, shiny, crystal fairy wings.

It was that very day, after those very disasters that struck the kingdom of Great Kingsford, that King Sylvian Thalorin pronounced his wife, Queen Marisella Thalorin, and his daughter, named after her mother, dead. A memorial was to be held in the Kingdom for a week to celebrate both of them and then no one was to ever speak of them again; they were to be forgotten.
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Looking out the bars on her window for what felt like the 75th time that morning, Marisella sighed and closed her eyes, enjoying the cool, fresh morning breeze on her pale cheeks, and her soft blue hair tickling them. Her tea sat on the little table getting cold, which was fine because she loved cold tea, but recently she’d been feeling warmer in the days and she didn’t know why. Nothing had changed, nothing she was aware of anyway; she just felt a lot cooler in the night. The days were getting warmer, but they did that every year when summer was starting. Were the summers getting hotter? Who knows.

Marisella pressed her face against the bars as she thought about what different seasons were like on the outside. She had a tutor that came, and she knew all about the outside world, but she’d never experienced it so how could she ever truly know what it was like out there?

And despite being imprisoned by her own father for reasons she’d never understand, she was still given everything she’d ever needed. She’d been treated mostly like the princess she was, only in secret as only a select few people even knew of her existence. If she was hot, they’d fan her, if she was cold, they’d bring warm drinks and extra blankets. She even had curtains all around her cell for privacy. She had everything she’d ever needed, and nothing she’d ever wanted. Even just an escorted walk in some secluded area of the castle would have her set for the next 10 years, though it would never happen.

Sighing again, Marisella pulled her face away from the bars and sat on her bed with a plonk. She sipped her cold tea and reached for her current book of choice next to the tea, but before she could reach it, there was a quiet commotion coming up the stairs.

She put her tea back down and stood up, wondering who was coming up to see her at this time of day.

Two guards appeared, with a frail old lady in handcuffs in front of them; they were escorting her to the empty cell beside Marisella. No one said a word, and Marisella watched with her wide, white eyes as the woman was uncuffed and her cell door closed. The guards stopped in front of Marisella, nodding so subtly she doubted her she even saw it.

“No space in the holding cells so unfortunately, she’s here for a bit. She’s harmless, and committed a small-time crime, so don’t worry.” one of them said and then they both turned and went back down the stairs.

Marisella was shaken, and confused. This had never happened before, no one had been brought up here before. Were the cells that full these days? She turned to the woman, who was sitting on the bed smiling warmly at her, and looking at something.

“Hello,” Marisella said, unsure what to do.

“Hello,” the old woman said. She smelt as old as she looked, like old dusty books and something sour. It was somehow comforting to Marisella. The only other old person she’d ever known was her maid, but she always smelt like cleaning products or hot baked biscuits. A different kind of comforting.

“No one has ever been put in your cell before. Not since I’ve been around, anyway,” she said, sitting in her chair on the opposite wall so she could face the woman.

The woman stood up, frail and unsteady, but capable, and sat in her own chair closer to their shared wall. The sun shone through her window and hit her eyes and Marisella couldn’t figure out what colour they were, they seemed to keep changing.

“My name is Vaila. Due to the wings and white eyes, I presume you are Marisella? King Sylvian’s daughter?”

Marisella’s eyes widened, if they could get any wider, and she stood up and moved closer to the shared wall.

“How do you know me? Not many people do.” She sat on the bed, close to the woman, who leant into her.

“I know a lot of things,” she said quietly, almost whispering. “You’re a very special woman, Marisella. You have a very special future ahead of you, and I’m going to help you get it to the best of my abilities.”

“But what can you do? You’re
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