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The castle is quiet today.

Here I am, alone in this vast place of crystal and cold light, a kingdom carved from shades of blue, white, and silver. Even the sky carries that same shimmering palette, as if the world itself is made of frost-kissed glass. Nothing here is ordinary — not the city, not the castle, and certainly not the people who walk its halls.

Only phantoms, half-phantoms, and spirits capable of taking human form can cross these thresholds. The living rarely step foot here, and when they do, they never forget it.

I move down the long corridor, my footsteps echoing softly against the crystalline floor. Stained-glass windows tower above me, their curtains drawn back just enough to let in the pale glow of the sky. Portraits line the walls — past rulers, phantom ancestors, and art that shifts subtly when you’re not looking directly at it. If you were here beside me, you’d feel the air hum with quiet magic.

But you’d also feel the eyes of my phantom guards.

They are loyal, protective, and... easily provoked.

Best not to test their patience unless you’re prepared to face the consequences.

If you must know, I am the young queen of this castle — twenty-five years old, half human and half phantom. My father is a phantom of old lineage; my mother, a human who somehow saw past the veil between worlds. They fell in love, and eventually, I came along — a child who belonged to both realms and neither.

When I came of age, I was given the right to build my own kingdom, shape my own laws, and rule as I saw fit. I haven’t found a king yet, and truthfully, I’m in no rush. My people are safe, my city is thriving, and I’ve kept peace here far better than anyone expected of someone my age.

Not that peace lasts forever.

Every few months, something stirs — a dispute, a disturbance, a threat.

But I handle each one as fairly as I can. I’m still learning, still growing into the crown that rests on my head.

In a couple of days, we’ll be holding one of our seasonal festivals — music, food, a small petting zoo for the children, and performances from both phantom and human entertainers. We host it every few months, but once a year, my parents attend, and the entire kingdom lights up with excitement.

This afternoon, as I turned down the corridor, I saw them — my mother’s warm smile, my father’s faintly glowing form beside her.

“Mom? Dad? What are you doing here?” I asked, surprised but not displeased.

“We wanted to surprise you,” my mother said. “And to see how you’re doing over here.”

My father nodded, his presence filling the hall with a soft, familiar chill.

I smiled, though my mind was already racing with preparations.

“I’m glad you’re here... but I need to start getting everything ready for the event.”

They understood, as they always do.

And so, after a brief embrace, I turned back to my duties — a queen once more, preparing her kingdom for celebration.
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Do I have any siblings?

No... I don’t. Sometimes I imagine what it would have been like — a brother or sister running through these halls, someone who shared my strange half-phantom nature. But imagination is all I have. Others speak of siblings with warmth or irritation, or nostalgia. I only listen.

Still, in my spiritual kingdom, in this little city I rule, I welcome everyone who belongs to the phantom world — full phantoms, half-phantoms, wandering spirits who can take human form. I don’t discriminate. Whether you live here or simply visit, you are safe as long as you respect me, my family, my citizens, and the laws that keep this realm in balance.

But if you ridicule anyone...

If you break the laws...

If you disturb the peace of this kingdom...

Your journey ends here.

And you will not return.

Our annual festival is one of my favorite traditions. It celebrates the heritage of every race that calls this kingdom home. There is food, music, performances, activities, and a small petting zoo for the children. It’s a day where everyone — phantom, spirit, or half-blood — stands together without fear or judgment.

When I was little, living in the human world, I didn’t have that luxury.

I was made fun of for my appearance — my pale hair, my strange eyes, the faint translucence of my skin. I wanted friends. I wanted kindness. I wanted to go to school events and feel normal. But growing up there was... difficult.

One day, I told my parents I wanted to leave the human world entirely.

I wanted to live in my father’s kingdom.

I wanted to continue my studies here, where I belonged.

And I did.

I learned fencing.

I learned to fight with a sword.

I learned to defend myself — and my parents.

Don’t mess with us.

You’ll regret it.

At the end of every festival, we release fireworks — carefully, of course — and then we place handmade jars onto the lake. Each jar holds a small crystal and a battered tealight candle. Some people participate; others simply watch. I never force anyone. Tradition should be chosen, not demanded.

I’m twenty-five now, with no boyfriend or husband. I’m in no rush. If love comes, it comes. For now, I’m learning to appreciate my heritage — both sides of it.

Dawn settles over the castle as my parents stay with me for a few days before the festival begins. Their kingdom is far from mine — not impossibly far, but far enough that the distance keeps our bond healthy. Too much closeness can smother; too much distance can weaken. We’ve found a balance.

I walk toward the dining hall where they’re waiting. When I sit down, my father turns to me with a gentle smile.

“How are things over here in your world, Spectra?”

“So far, things have been going well,” I say with confidence. “Everything is under control, even though I’m still learning how to become a better queen.”

“That’s good,” he replies. “If you ever need guidance, don’t hesitate to ask. We will always be here for you.”

My mother nodded eagerly.

“Oh yes, sweetheart. It takes time to learn everything a queen must know. You’ll make mistakes — everyone does — but that’s part of the process. Nobody is perfect.”

We begin eating, and warmth settles in my chest. Their understanding means more to me than they realize.

“Thank you, Mom and Dad,” I say softly. “I want to be the best role model for everyone here. And... there have been times I made mistakes. Times I regretted them.”

My father reaches over, placing a cool phantom-touched hand on mine.

“From what we’ve seen, you’re doing a good job. You’re not someone who gives up when things get complicated. You persevere. Mistakes help you grow — and next time, you’ll know what to do.”

“Exactly,” my mother adds. “Don’t push yourself so hard that you burn out. We’re proud of you, darling. You’ve come so far. Give yourself credit.”

I breathe out, relieved.

“Thank you. You have no idea how much that means to me.”

We continue talking — about their kingdom, about mine, about everything in between.
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Morning sunlight spills through the tall stained-glass windows of my bedroom, painting soft colors across the floor. I’m still asleep until a sudden knock at my door pulls me awake. I blink, sit up, and turn toward the sound.

“Who is it?” my voice is still thick with sleep.

“It’s me, darling,” my mother answers gently.

I rise from my bed and cross the room, opening the door. “Good morning, Mother. Did you sleep well?”

“I did, thank you for asking.” She smiles warmly.

“Is Father still asleep, or is he awake?”

“He’s awake. He wanted to look around outside the castle and explore the town a bit. He was curious.”

I let out a soft laugh. “Oh? And he couldn’t wait until I woke up to show him around?”

“He was excited,” she says, amused. “He couldn’t wait.”

“Shall we go look for him?”

“Let’s go see.”

“Let me get dressed first. We’ll head out in a moment.”

I close the door and change out of my nightwear, slipping into my outer garments, and fixing my hair until I look presentable. When I step back into the hall, my mother is waiting patiently.

“I’m ready now,” I say.

She nods, and together we walk toward the front doors.

Outside, the sunshine warms the stone paths as we make our way through town in search of my father. He’s never been here before, and I can imagine his excitement.

After a few minutes, I spotted him speaking with a group of townspeople.

“Father!” I call.

He turns immediately. “Oh—Spectra! My apologies for not waiting for you. I was too excited to look around.”

Mother and I approach him, and I shake my head with a smile. “It’s alright. I understand. You’ve never seen this place before, and I would’ve shown you around... but it seems you already got a head start.”

“Thank you,” he says. “Everything looks nice and orderly. I spoke with some of the people here. Apparently, you’re one of the kindest rulers they’ve had. A good head on your shoulders.”

The compliment warms me more than the sun. “They said that about me?”

“Indeed.”

“I’m glad I’m making a good impression.”

Mother steps closer. “So, when are you going to start decorating and preparing for the event?”

“Today,” I say. “And if I don’t finish by evening, I’ll continue tomorrow. You’re both my special guests, so I don’t want you worrying about helping.”

“We will always be happy to help you prepare,” she says.

“I appreciate it. Truly. And the event is this Friday... and it’s already Wednesday.”

Before I can say more, one of my citizens approaches with a polite bow.

“Queen Spectra, forgive me for interrupting your family meeting. I wanted to know when you wished to begin preparing for the event.”

“You’re alright,” I assure her. “We can begin shortly.”

My
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