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Chapter one







Earth Realm – Manhattan, New York





Franklin Collins had mastered the art of being invisible.





Not in the way that mattered. Not in the way that made heroes legendary, made people gasp and whisper their names in awe. No, Franklin was invisible in the worst way possible.





He was forgettable.





At school, teachers hesitated when calling on him, like they weren’t sure if he was in their class. At home, his father—the President of the United States—was too busy shaping the world. His little sister was a media darling, the kind of kid people called a prodigy. But Franklin? He barely registered.





Because Franklin had no powers.





Not yet.





"Hey, Franklin!"





A voice cut through the noise of the city. He turned to see his classmate, Chad Channing, leaning against a streetlight, twirling his phone between his fingers.





"You're all over the news, bro."





Franklin sighed. "What now?"





Chad grinned, tapping his screen. "Your dad just gave some speech about the future of superhumans. Something about responsibility, new regulations, all that jazz. And guess who they keep showing in the background?"





Franklin already knew the answer.





Him.





Standing beside his father, looking like a lost extra in a movie he didn’t belong in. Cameras had zoomed in on his blank expression, his bored slouch. The headlines were predictable: “President’s Son—A Future Hero or Just Another Rich Kid?”





Franklin pulled his hoodie up. "Great. Love being an embarrassment on a national scale."





Chad chuckled. "Relax, man. At least you’re famous."





"Infamous."





Chad’s smirk faded slightly. "You ever think about, y’know... getting tested? For powers?"





Franklin stiffened.





Of course, he had thought about it. Every night, lying in bed, staring at the ceiling, willing something—anything—to happen. Maybe today would be the day he woke up floating above his sheets. Maybe he’d reach for a glass of water and it would come to him instead. Maybe he’d just blink and suddenly be somewhere else.





But nothing ever happened.





"Nah," Franklin muttered. "Not in a rush."





Chad didn’t push, just gave a shrug. "Well, if you do get powers, try not to go full villain. Would really mess up my betting pool."





Franklin let out a small laugh despite himself. "Noted."





But as they walked, the thought wouldn’t leave him.





What if he was never meant to have powers?





What if he was just... normal?





And worse, what if the world never let him be?











Astralis Realm – Celestia, The Royal City





The sky over Celestia shimmered with hues of lavender and silver, the twin moons casting their glow over the crystalline spires of the capital. Beneath them, the Grand Courtyard buzzed with life—diplomats, scholars, and warriors moving between the towering gardens of glowing flora.





Princess Luna stood at the balcony of the Star Palace, overlooking it all.





She was the crown jewel of Astralis. The perfect princess.





Her mother had sculpted her into an icon—graceful, wise beyond her years, a leader the people could admire. Every movement, every breath, was controlled, measured, flawless.





But inside, Luna felt like a caged bird.





"Luna," a voice called.





She turned to see Elion, her twin sister, stepping into the moonlight. Unlike Luna, Elion wasn’t bound by the expectations of royalty. Her silver hair was wild from the wind, and her emerald eyes burned with untamed energy.





"You’re brooding again," Elion said.





Luna sighed. "I’m thinking."





"You always think," Elion teased, leaning against the balcony railing. "What’s bothering you this time?"





Luna hesitated. She wanted to tell Elion the truth—that she felt trapped, that she feared she would never have the freedom to make her own choices. That sometimes, when she was alone, she felt a power inside of her, something vast and ancient, something that whispered of a destiny beyond what anyone had planned for her.





But instead, she just said, "Nothing."





Elion wasn’t fooled, but she didn’t push.





Below them, the city gleamed under the cosmic sky, a perfect world with a perfect princess.





And Luna, deep down, knew she would have to shatter that illusion one day.











Earth Realm – The Collins Estate





The black SUV rolled to a slow stop in front of the Collins estate, its engine humming quietly before cutting off completely. Franklin barely looked up as the gates—massive steel barriers reinforced with security tech—slid open without a sound.





The house loomed beyond them.





More fortress than home, it was a sleek, modern structure of glass and steel, standing cold and unyielding against the Manhattan skyline. Floodlights bathed the perimeter in white, security drones drifting overhead like silent sentinels. The front drive was paved with obsidian stone, its polished surface reflecting the golden hues of the evening sky.





Franklin stepped out before the driver could open his door.





"Welcome home, Mr. Collins," said Shaw, the lead agent, his voice as emotionless as ever.





Franklin ignored him, shoving his hands into the pockets of his hoodie as he walked up the steps. The marble beneath his sneakers was icy despite the summer air. The second he stepped inside, the house swallowed him whole.





It was too big.





Too quiet.





The high ceilings stretched endlessly, lined with light fixtures designed to be modern but somehow felt sterile. The marble floors gleamed, untouched, as if no one truly lived here. The scent of imported lilies hung in the air, clashing against the ever-present faint smell of expensive cologne.





From the grand living room, he heard them.





His mother’s voice—smooth, controlled, laced with approval.





"Of course, darling. You are special."





Franklin slowed his steps, peering into the room.





His mother sat on the pristine white sofa, her silk blouse crisp, her posture effortless. Beside her, sprawled out with one leg over the armrest, was his little sister.





Valeria Collins.





The golden child.





Phone pressed to her ear, she lazily scrolled through her screen, her expression half-bored, half-satisfied.





"I told them I don’t just do interviews," she said flatly. "I need exclusivity. Tell them that. And no soft lighting—I don’t want to look younger than I actually am."





Franklin clenched his jaw.





His mother ran a hand through Valeria’s golden curls, smiling gently.





"The world is finally seeing your potential," she murmured.





Valeria smirked. "About time."





Franklin exhaled sharply and dropped his bag onto the floor—loudly.





Neither of them looked at him.





Not even a flicker of acknowledgment.





His hands curled into fists, but he said nothing. Instead, he turned and walked down the hall, his footsteps swallowed by the thick silence of the estate.





His room was tucked away in the farthest wing, a place no one ever ventured. He preferred it that way.





The second he stepped inside, the world changed.





The walls were a deep, endless blue, constellations shifting in slow, mesmerizing patterns across the ceiling. A collection of posters lined one side of the room—superheroes frozen mid-battle, cosmic warriors standing against impossible odds. On the opposite wall, his own sketches were pinned up—intricate renderings of planets and galaxies, some imagined, some based on real astronomical phenomena.





And then, his favorites.





A massive Post Malone poster above his desk, the singer caught mid-performance, eyes closed, completely lost in his own world. Next to it, Michelangelo, frozen in time, brush in hand, forever painting the divine.





Two artists. Two geniuses.





Centuries apart, but both speaking to something in Franklin.





Something he didn’t understand.





He sank onto his bed, staring up at the glowing nebulae shifting across the ceiling.





He wished he could stay here forever.





But the world never let him.














Astralis Realm – The Star Palace





The halls of the Star Palace shimmered with living magic, walls of enchanted crystal shifting between hues of dawn and twilight. Through the arched windows, Celestia stretched far beyond the horizon—a floating city of spires and bridges woven from starlight and song.





Below, the great forests of Astralis pulsed with energy, their canopies glittering like the galaxies above. Twin moons cast silver reflections onto the waterfalls that carved through the valleys, feeding into the rivers of liquid light that ran through the kingdom.





Luna walked slowly through the palace corridors, her footsteps barely making a sound against the polished floors of celestial marble. Golden sigils flickered beneath her feet with each step, ancient enchantments recognizing her presence.





She reached her chambers and pushed open the silver-etched doors.





Inside, her world was one of pure, celestial beauty.





The walls were woven with glowing vines, their golden petals shifting between constellations. A small waterfall of stardust cascaded in the corner, filling the air with a faint, silvery mist.





Her bed—crafted from silverwood—floated slightly above the floor, suspended by soft waves of magic. Gossamer drapes swayed even though there was no wind, enchanted to respond to her emotions.





Bookshelves stretched toward the high ceilings, their delicate glass covers etched with golden constellations. Every book contained whispers—living spells that hummed softly when touched, waiting to be read. Crystal butterflies, woven from pure energy, drifted lazily around the vanity, their wings casting scattered light across the room.





It was breathtaking.





It was perfect.





So why did she feel nothing?





A gentle knock at the door.





She turned as Queen Malia stepped inside.





Her mother was celestial grace personified—tall, draped in flowing silver robes that shimmered like woven moonlight. Her golden eyes carried the weight of centuries, unreadable, knowing, always watching.





"Luna," she said, her voice smooth as flowing water. "It’s time to prepare for lunch. We have guests arriving soon."





Luna already knew.





The leader of the Holy Knights.





And his family.





Seventeen-year-old Thalion, the golden warrior, the strongest knight of their generation.





And his thirteen-year-old brother, Magnus—brash, arrogant, too loud for his size.





Luna hid her irritation behind a serene expression. "Of course, Mother."





Queen Malia studied her in silence, then reached out, gently brushing a strand of silver hair behind Luna’s ear.





"You are the future of Astralis," she murmured. "Remember that."





And then, she was gone.





Luna exhaled softly, then stepped out into the hall, taking the long route toward the dressing chambers.





She paused.





Up ahead, through the soft glow of the palace corridors, she saw them.





Thalion and Elion.





Standing close. Hands entwined.





A quiet moment.





A secret the world wasn’t supposed to see.





Luna’s breath caught.





Elion, her twin sister. The one person who should have belonged to her entirely.





And Thalion. The one person she wasn’t allowed to want.





Something deep inside her fractured.





She turned and walked away before they noticed her.





Back in her chambers, she closed the door behind her, pressing her back against it.





Her world was beautiful.





Her world was perfect.





So why did she feel so lost?




Echoes of Tomorrow 

Echoes of Tomorrow 



Chapter 2 








Astralis Realm: Star Palace





Luna stood before the mirror, her gaze fixed, but her mind far beyond. She had finished preparing for the royal luncheon—an event that required all the grace and poise expected of a princess—but today, the weight of it all felt too much. Her fingers lightly traced the delicate bracelet on her wrist, a gift from her mother, but it was nothing more than a cold, forgotten piece of jewelry to her now. The glimmer of the bracelet barely registered as her thoughts swirled around her, tugged by something deeper, something unsettling.





Her kingdom, Astralis, would soon be hers to protect, to govern. Her royal duties would soon take precedence, but there was something more to it—a gnawing unease, a tug of doubt deep in her chest. What if she wasn’t ready for all this? The pressure to uphold the honor of her family, to protect her people, to follow the legacy of the divine monarchs of Astralis—was she really prepared for it?





Her thoughts were broken by a knock on the door. Luna's first instinct was to snap at the intruder, but when the door opened and her twin sister Elion stepped in, her irritation faded away instantly. She relaxed as soon as she saw her, Elion’s carefree smile like a balm to her weary heart.





“Everyone’s waiting for you, Luna,” Elion said, her voice warm but laced with concern. Her eyes, usually so lively and bright, showed a flicker of worry as she studied her sister. “What’s going on? You’re not yourself today.”





Luna opened her mouth to speak but stopped herself. There was no need to burden her with her thoughts—not now. She offered her a soft, reassuring smile, one that didn't quite reach her eyes. "I'm fine. Just... thinking."





Elion wasn’t convinced but didn’t press her further. “Come on. Father’s about to lose his patience.”





Luna nodded, allowing her to gently guide her out of the room. As they walked through the palace corridors, Luna's senses were overwhelmed by the familiar sounds of the Star Palace: the distant murmur of servants preparing the feast, the faint clinking of armor from the guards on duty. Yet her mind remained elsewhere. The stone floors beneath her feet were smooth, polished to perfection, and the scent of fresh herbs from the kitchens filled the air, but none of it truly reached her. She was lost in a fog of thoughts that threatened to pull her under.





They entered the grand dining hall together. The long, oval table was set for the royal family and the guests—the Holy Knight's leader’s family, with whom her father was eager to build stronger alliances. Luna’s gaze immediately dropped to the floor. She avoided meeting anyone’s eyes, especially Thalion, the leader’s son. His presence had always unsettled her, though she couldn’t say why.





Beside him sat Magnus, a boy close to Luna’s age, who carried himself with a quiet maturity that was almost intimidating. Across from them sat Elion, her sister’s eyes locked on Thalion, and Luna couldn’t help but notice the faint blush on her twin’s cheeks. Elion wore her emotions openly, unlike Luna, and she felt a pang of something she couldn’t quite name.





As their father began introducing everyone with barely contained excitement, speaking of the importance of alliances and the "community" they would forge between the elves and fairies, Luna’s heart sank further. She tuned out the words, focusing instead on the awkward tension that hung in the air. Her mind wandered again, drifting between her father’s voice and the distant feeling of eyes on her.





The kitchen doors swung open, and the first course was brought to the table—exquisite dishes of spiced vegetables and fine breads. Luna’s stomach churned, but she forced herself to take a bite. Just as she began to push the food around her plate, Elion stood, moving to help the kitchen workers with the plates. Before she could reach them, their mother’s sharp voice rang out.





“Elion, remember, you are a princess too,” she said, her voice laced with a coldness that cut through the warmth of the room. “Leave the servants to their work.”





Elion froze, a slight blush creeping up her neck, and Luna’s heart ached for her. There were times when the rigid demands of their royal status felt suffocating, and this was one of them. But she quickly returned to her seat, and the moment passed. Still, the tension lingered, thick in the air.














Earth Realm: City Streets





Franklin walked through the busy streets of the city, his hands buried deep in the pockets of his hoodie. He kept his head low, the fabric casting a shadow over his face, his movements quick and purposeful. Today, he had skipped school, the weight of routine pressing on him like a vice. The streets bustled with life around him—the hum of cars, the chatter of pedestrians, the neon glow of store signs—but Franklin felt disconnected from it all.





He didn’t know where he was going, but he needed to get away. He needed something to distract him from the endless cycle of classes, homework, and expectations. His mind wandered as he walked, trying to push the thoughts of school, of his father’s constant disappointment, out of his head.





After wandering aimlessly for a while, Franklin found himself in front of a small vinyl record store. The place was dimly lit, the air thick with the scent of dust and old paper. Inside, the quiet hum of a turntable playing an old jazz record filled the space, and Franklin couldn’t help but step inside. His fingers brushed across the rows of vinyls, lost in the comfort of the simple, familiar routine.





But his peace was shattered when the sound of a gruff voice sliced through the air.





“Everyone down! Now!”





Franklin froze, his heart skipping a beat. His gaze snapped to the front of the store, where two men wearing ski masks and holding guns were ordering everyone to the floor. A wave of panic washed over him. The room felt smaller, the walls closing in as his breathing quickened. His eyes flicked to the door, weighing his options. He wasn’t a hero—he was just a kid, no different from the others in the store, and the last thing he wanted was to get caught in this mess.





Then, the air seemed to shift. There was a sudden noise, a loud crash, followed by the rapid thud of footsteps. Franklin turned just in time to see a figure burst through the door—a boy in a homemade suit that barely looked like it fit. But the way he moved... it was like nothing Franklin had ever seen. The boy was quick, faster than anyone Franklin had ever seen, moving like he was untouchable. He climbed the walls with ease, his hands barely touching the surfaces, darting through the air like a blur.





Before anyone could react, the boy had disarmed the robbers, tying them up in a matter of seconds. It was almost too fast to follow, like the boy had read the whole situation and acted before anyone even had time to process what was happening. The robbers were left lying on the ground, securely bound, their weapons discarded in a heap nearby.





The boy didn't pause to bask in his success. Within moments, he was gone, slipping out the door as quickly as he had entered, leaving everyone staring after him, speechless. Franklin’s heart pounded in his chest. He was still processing what had just happened when he heard the distant wail of sirens approaching.





The cops would be here soon, and Franklin realized he needed to leave. His pulse quickened as he darted toward the exit, casting a last, lingering glance at the mess the boy had left behind. Who was he? The question gnawed at him as he stepped out into the street, his mind racing. He couldn't shake the feeling that he knew that boy from somewhere.





The sirens grew louder, the city around him bustling on as usual. But for Franklin, everything felt different now—distant, like the world was suddenly much larger, much more complicated than it had seemed before.











Astralis Realm: Star Palace











The lunch continued, the quiet hum of conversation weaving through the air like a soft melody. The grand dining hall was bathed in the warm glow of sunlight filtering through stained-glass windows, casting hues of violet, amber, and gold across the marble floors. The scent of roasted meats, herbs, and delicate pastries lingered in the air, tempting the guests seated around the table. The lavish decor, rich tapestries draped across the walls, and golden chandeliers overhead were all signs of Astralis' endless opulence. Yet, for Luna, the beauty around her felt distant, a blur that barely reached her senses.


Her father chuckled, his hearty laugh filling the space as he made a joke about one of the knight's sons marrying one of his daughters. The room erupted into laughter, the sound like ripples in a still pond. Luna smiled, but it was forced, and her eyes flicked to Elion. Her sister’s cheeks flushed a deep crimson, the warm glow of the sun catching her delicate features, and Luna’s heart gave a sharp, almost imperceptible twist. The blush on Elion’s face wasn’t from the joke, Luna knew that. It was because their father had unknowingly, or perhaps knowingly, mentioned the possibility of Elion marrying Thalion.


Luna’s gaze lingered on Elion, a soft, almost invisible smile tugging at the corners of her lips. She was happy for her sister—truly, she was—but something else clung to her chest. A sense of longing, of wanting something she couldn’t quite grasp. "In solitude, we are born to grow, yet with others, we learn our true place."


Elion, always radiant in her warmth and openness, was not just her twin but also the light Luna sometimes felt too distant to touch. How could someone so free and full of love, like Elion, belong so easily? Luna, on the other hand, felt a hollow space, where duty seemed to be the only thing she could rely on.


The queen, ever graceful in her royal poise, leaned forward and began recounting an ancient tale—the story of how Elion had been chosen as the next Divine Mother of their realm, a role that would come with great responsibilities and sacrifices. Luna watched her sister’s face glow with pride, her eyes alight with the weight of the tale being told. But all Luna could feel was a strange sort of quiet... "Fate is like a river, flowing ever onward. But we, the travelers, must find the courage to navigate its course."


As the conversation drifted into the past, Elion excused herself and left the table. Luna, feeling a sudden urge to follow, slipped out of her seat and trailed quietly behind her. The corridors of the Star Palace stretched long and serene, the soft echo of their footsteps reverberating in the otherwise silent hallways. The scent of polished wood and lavender oil clung to the air, the coolness of the stone floors contrasting with the warmth of the sunlight streaming in from the palace windows.


Luna caught up with Elion just as she reached a quiet alcove near the palace garden, her breath a little shallow, her cheeks still pink from the earlier conversation.


“Do you think father meant it?” Luna asked, her voice soft but full of curiosity. She could feel her heartbeat quicken as she stood beside her twin, trying to keep her voice steady. “About... marriage?”


Elion turned to her, her smile wide but tinged with uncertainty. “It must be, right? He talked about the future... about bonds. I think he meant Thalion. I mean, we’ve been... growing close, haven’t we?” Her words drifted off, as though the weight of the idea hadn’t fully sunk in yet.


Luna chuckled softly, though her heart wasn’t in it. “I never thought I’d be this nervous about something like that.”


Elion beamed, and the two sat down on the cool stone of the corridor floor, leaning back against the walls as they reminisced about the years they’d spent growing up together. Their shared childhood had been their constant, an unshakable bond forged in laughter, in tears, and in the silent understanding that only twins could have.


“There was never anyone else,” Elion said with a soft laugh, “Just you and me, since the very beginning.”


Luna nodded, her hands folded in her lap as she stared at the intricate mosaics decorating the floor. The patterns blurred together as her thoughts drifted back to their father’s words. She couldn’t deny that a part of her felt lost in this grand, beautiful place, destined to rule a kingdom that would always feel a world away from her.


"I don't know if I can do this alone, Elion," Luna whispered, more to herself than to her sister, the words hanging heavy in the air. "But I have to."


Elion stood up, brushing herself off. "You won’t be alone," she said softly, "You’ll always have me."


Luna looked up at her, forcing a smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes. “I know.”


As Elion walked off, Luna sat there for a moment, watching her twin leave. The corridors were quiet now, save for the distant sound of the servants preparing the evening meal. Luna’s heart felt a little emptier than before. She was meant to rule this beautiful place, this realm of magic and wonder, but she wasn’t sure she could carry the weight. "The crown is a heavy burden, yet it is the only path to enlightenment."














Earth Realm: Collin's Estate 











The front door of Franklin’s apartment creaked open as his mother, still holding a damp dish towel, looked at him with raised eyebrows. “You didn’t get dropped off by the school bus,” she noted, her voice gentle yet firm. “How come you’re home so early?”


Franklin rubbed the back of his neck, a sheepish grin crossing his face as he shuffled inside. He could feel the weight of her gaze, steady and unwavering. "I wasn't feeling well. The school let me go early, and I figured I'd get some fresh air on the way back."


His mother narrowed her eyes slightly, but her voice softened. "I know you think you can handle yourself, but it's dangerous to be out on your own, Franklin. You could've gotten hurt."


He stiffened at her words, a small knot of irritation tightening in his chest. It was always the same with her. She thought he needed protection, that he wasn’t capable of handling things on his own. The truth was, it wasn’t the danger she was worried about. It was his lack of powers.


"Yeah, sure," he muttered under his breath as he pushed past her, heading for his room. He was done with her worrying about him. He slammed the door behind him, the echo of it ringing in the silence of his room.


Sitting on the edge of his bed, Franklin stared at the school yearbook in front of him, flipping through the pages absentmindedly. His fingers traced the glossy photos, his mind elsewhere. He needed to know who the boy from the store was. There was something about him—something that felt so familiar, like he knew him from another life.


His eyes landed on the page with the sophomore class photos, and his heart stopped when he saw it. Miles Rodriguez. The name leapt off the page like a beacon. The photo, blurry as it was, only solidified Franklin’s certainty. This was the boy.


Could Miles help him? Could he somehow unlock the powers Franklin had been waiting for, hoping for, his entire life? He ran a hand through his hair, leaning back on his bed as his mind raced with the possibilities. "In the quiet of one's soul, the power lies dormant, waiting for the moment of awakening."


Maybe this wasn’t just a coincidence. Maybe, just maybe, he wasn’t the only one who had something hidden deep inside.




Tempest 

Tempest



Chapter 3








Earth Realm: Manhattan High School





The air outside was thick with the humid grip of late summer, the kind that made the pavement shimmer and the smell of hot asphalt cling to the skin. Franklin Collins pulled open the heavy double doors of Midtown High, stepping into the cool blast of air conditioning that fought a losing battle against the sweaty press of students inside.





The hallways were already alive with movement—backpacks slung lazily over shoulders, sneakers squeaking against the tile, lockers slamming shut with metallic clanks. Conversations overlapped into an endless hum—gossip, complaints about assignments, laughter from the class clowns, the occasional shouted “Yo, move!” from someone trying to shove through the crowd.





Franklin barely noticed any of it.





His eyes were locked on one person.





Miles Rodriguez.





The guy strolled through the chaos like it barely touched him, moving with an easy confidence that made him stand out without trying. He wasn’t particularly tall, but he carried himself like he took up more space than he did—shoulders relaxed, hands tucked into the pockets of his jacket, head tilted just slightly as he scanned the hallway with sharp, observant eyes.





Franklin hesitated. Then, taking a deep breath, he picked up his pace, weaving through the crowd.





“Miles!”





No response.





Franklin gritted his teeth and sped up, finally catching up just as Miles turned the corner toward their next class.





“You were at the record store.”





Miles barely glanced at him. “Nah.”





Franklin scoffed. “Dude, come on. You think I didn’t see you? You ran up a wall like—like some kind of parkour ninja or something. Took out those robbers like it was nothing. You can try and play dumb, but I know it was you.”





Miles let out a slow, exaggerated sigh, stopping just outside their classroom door. “Listen, man. I don’t know what you think you saw, but I promise you—”





Franklin cut him off, lowering his voice. “I’m not just saying this to mess with you. I need your help.”





For the first time, Miles actually looked at him. His dark brown eyes, sharp and calculating, studied Franklin’s face like he was searching for cracks in his words.





“…With what?”





Franklin hesitated. He could feel the weight of the hallway pressing in around him—the muffled shouts of students down the corridor, the occasional burst of laughter from someone lingering outside a classroom.





“I… I got stuff going on. Weird stuff. And I don’t know how to control it.”





Miles exhaled sharply, running a hand over his short curls. “Man, I—”





The warning bell rang.





“C’mon, we gotta go in,” Miles muttered, pushing open the door.





The classroom was already half full. Desks arranged in neat rows, the walls covered in faded posters about mathematical formulas and motivational quotes that no one ever read. The teacher, Mrs. Peterson, stood at the front, shuffling through a stack of papers with the air of someone already tired before the day had even properly begun.





Franklin slid into the seat next to Miles, but he wasn’t letting this drop.





He leaned over. “Just hear me out, okay?”





Miles didn’t respond.





Franklin nudged his arm. “Please?”





Miles sighed through his nose. “Bro, you’re whispering like you’re in some spy movie. Just say what you need to say.”





“Rodriguez! Collins!”





Mrs. Peterson’s voice cut through the air like a whip.





Both boys froze as the entire class turned to look at them.





“You two want to share with the rest of us?”





Miles, completely unfazed, leaned back in his chair and flashed an easy grin. “Oh, nah, we were just talking about how much we love algebra.”





A few kids snickered. Franklin just stared at his desk, trying to shrink into himself.





Mrs. Peterson sighed, pinching the bridge of her nose. “Get up here.”





Franklin groaned as he stood, following Miles to the front.





Miles glanced at the whiteboard, then turned to the class. “Alright, y’all, pay attention. This is real simple. You take this number, multiply it by that number, add some math magic—boom, you got your answer.”





The class chuckled again.





Mrs. Peterson didn’t look amused. “Sit. Down.”





As they returned to their seats, Franklin leaned in again. “After school. Your place.”





Miles sighed, rubbing the back of his head. “Fine. But I’m bringing a friend.”





Franklin frowned. “Why?”





Miles smirked. “You’re not the only one with ‘weird stuff’ going on, dude.”








Astralis Realm: The Star Palace Courtyard





The air outside the Star Palace crackled with energy.





Thousands had gathered in the vast courtyard, their voices weaving together in an excited hum. The sky above stretched endless and shimmering, tinged with hues of deep violet and gold as Astralis’ twin suns cast their glow over the horizon. Enchanted lanterns floated in the air, their soft, flickering lights reflecting off the polished marble of the palace’s towering spires.





Everywhere, banners of royal purple and celestial blue billowed in the wind. The crowd was a kaleidoscope of Astralis’ many inhabitants—fae with iridescent wings that shimmered like liquid silver, shapeshifters whose eyes gleamed with barely-contained power, elves in intricately woven garments that spoke of generations of craftsmanship. Dwarves stood with arms crossed, their expressions unreadable, while celestial scholars murmured amongst themselves, dressed in robes embroidered with constellations.





A hush fell over the courtyard as the royal family stepped onto the high balcony.





Queen Malia, ever regal, held her head high, her gown flowing like molten stardust. Elion stood beside her, golden-haired and radiant, his expression unreadable. And then, there was Luna.





She stepped forward, the crowd erupting into cheers as she came into view.





She knew what she was supposed to feel—pride, honor, duty. Instead, she felt like a statue, her heart a steady, hollow beat inside her chest.





Then, a disturbance.





The tension shifted as figures pushed through the gathered crowd.





Rebels.





Vampires with dark cloaks that billowed like living shadows. Werewolves with sharp eyes that flickered between human and beast. Dwarves, their armor battle-worn, their presence a challenge.





The knights moved instantly, forming a barrier between the rebels and the rest of the assembly. The air thickened, a moment stretched too tight—then, the King arrived.





King Aurelion stepped onto the balcony, his robes woven with celestial thread, his presence commanding silence. His deep voice carried effortlessly over the gathered kingdom.





"Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mind."





The words—borrowed from an Earth poet named Shakespeare—hung in the air like an incantation.





"Unity is not found in blood, nor in heritage, nor in history. It is found in the bonds we choose to build, in the bridges we create between one another."





The crowd stirred. Some nodded. Others clenched their fists. The rebels remained motionless.





And then, as the tension began to soften—





"My daughter, Princess Luna, shall soon be wed to Thalion.”





The world shattered.





The courtyard erupted. Gasps, cheers, stunned silence.





Luna’s body went rigid. Her vision blurred as the deafening roar of the crowd swelled around her. Beside her, Elion inhaled sharply.





No one had told them.





Her father had not told her.





She was supposed to smile. She was supposed to look honored, grateful.





Instead, all she could feel was the crushing weight of a decision made for her.





And for the first time, she wondered—was she ever truly free?







Astralis Realm: Elion’s Chamber











Elion's room was shrouded in the quiet kind of darkness that felt suffocating. The silk curtains barely shifted, the open balcony door letting in only the softest whisper of wind. The air smelled faintly of night-blooming flowers, but tonight, the scent did nothing to soothe her.





She was curled against the edge of her bed, her arms wrapped tightly around herself, trying to hold in the broken sobs that kept slipping past her lips. Her hands clutched the fabric of her gown—silver-blue, like moonlight on water—but even the beauty of it felt meaningless now.





Her father had betrayed her.





Not in the way of war, not with violence or exile, but with something far worse.





He had taken the one person she had ever truly loved—Thalion—and given him to someone else.





Her twin sister.





The thought made her stomach twist.





A soft knock on the door barely registered in her mind before it creaked open.





“Elion?”





Luna's voice. Soft, hesitant.





Elion didn’t move, didn’t even glance up as Luna stepped inside. Her sister looked radiant as always, her silver hair cascading in perfect waves, her gown shimmering with each step. It made Elion sick.





“Go away,” she muttered, voice raw.





Luna didn’t.





Instead, she lowered herself onto the bed beside Elion, her touch light but present. “I just spoke to Father.”





Elion let out a bitter laugh, her hands tightening into fists. “Then you know, don’t you?”





Luna hesitated. “I do.”





Elion finally turned, her violet eyes burning with emotion. “Then tell me, Luna, did you agree?”





Luna’s face fell. “Of course not.”





“Then refuse him,” Elion pleaded, her voice breaking. “Tell him you won’t do it. You don’t love him—I do.”





A heavy silence stretched between them.





Finally, Luna nodded. “I won’t marry him.”





Relief flooded Elion’s chest, but it was short-lived.





Another knock.





The door swung open, and Queen Malia entered.





Her presence was effortless, regal. Her sapphire robes billowed as she moved, the golden circlet resting lightly against her forehead. Her expression was composed, but as her gaze fell on Elion—her tear-streaked face, her trembling frame—her eyes softened.





“Elion,” she said, a note of concern in her voice. “What’s wrong?”





Neither sister spoke.





Malia’s gaze flickered to Luna. “Come, child. Your fiancé and his family are waiting for you.”





Elion’s breath hitched.





The words crushed down on her like stone.





Malia’s lips curled into a pleased smile, oblivious—or perhaps uncaring—of the way Elion’s world was falling apart.





Luna stood slowly, her expression unreadable. She hesitated, looking back at Elion.





For a split second, Elion thought she would refuse now, right here, in front of their mother.





But then Luna turned away.





And the room felt unbearably empty.








Earth Realm: Manhattan → Brooklyn











The glow of the Manhattan skyline blurred past the car window, the neon lights streaking against the glass. Franklin leaned against the leather seat, his fingers tapping absently against his knee.





His father’s driver was silent, eyes fixed on the road as they weaved through the upper-class streets. The smooth hum of the engine, the quiet of the car, the order of it all—it felt suffocating.





His mind wasn’t here.





It was in Brooklyn.





With Miles.





And if Franklin wanted to get there, he needed to make a move.





He glanced at the driver through the mirror. The man didn’t even look at him.





Perfect.





Slowly, Franklin reached for his bag, pretending to shift in his seat. With one fluid motion, he yanked open the door and jumped out onto the sidewalk.





The driver barely had time to react before Franklin took off.





"Sir—?!"





Franklin didn’t stop.





He disappeared into the bustling crowd, weaving between tourists, businesspeople, and late-night wanderers. The streetlights cast long shadows, the honking of taxis blending into the city’s constant hum.





His heart pounded, but a grin pulled at his lips.





This was freedom.





After catching the subway, Franklin stepped onto the Brooklyn streets, immediately noticing the difference. The air was heavier, filled with the scent of fried food, exhaust, and something faintly metallic. The sidewalks were cracked, littered with cigarette butts and discarded flyers.





It wasn’t clean. It wasn’t polished.





But it was alive.





Music blasted from a nearby bodega, a group of kids sat on the steps of a brownstone laughing loudly, and people leaned against chain-link fences, deep in conversation.





This wasn’t Franklin’s world.





And he wasn’t sure if he belonged here.





But he wasn’t turning back now.





Franklin adjusted his hoodie, stuffing his hands into the pockets as he moved through the streets of Brooklyn. He was used to the quiet luxury of Manhattan—the sleek black cars, the towering glass buildings, the hushed tones of the rich and powerful.





But here?





Here, everything was loud. The streets pulsed with life, voices overlapping in a chaotic symphony. Music blasted from a passing car, laughter spilled from a barbershop, and the scent of fried food and spices filled the air.





His nerves crept in as he turned onto a block that looked nothing like the pristine avenues he was used to. The buildings were older, brick facades covered in graffiti. Sidewalks were cracked, some storefronts had metal grates pulled halfway down, and kids played basketball on a street corner with a hoop attached to a bent stop sign.





His sneakers crunched against scattered gravel as he made his way toward the address Miles had given him. The houses here were packed close together, brownstones with iron staircases leading up to the doors. Some windows had bars on them, others had flower boxes with plants struggling to survive.





Franklin pulled out his phone, checking the location one last time before hesitantly knocking on the door.





A few seconds passed.





Then the door swung open.





Miles stood there, leaning against the frame, arms crossed. He wasn’t dressed fancy—just a hoodie, basketball shorts, and socks, like he had barely made an effort. But his presence was effortless. He radiated confidence, like he belonged exactly where he was.





“Took you long enough,” Miles smirked.





Franklin shifted, suddenly feeling self-conscious. “Yeah, well, some of us don’t know how to sneak out without a driver noticing.”





Miles snorted. “You had a driver? Yo, Lin, rich boy really out here living in a movie.”





A second figure appeared behind Miles, smaller, sharper, with piercing eyes that immediately locked onto Franklin.





Lin Chen.





He looked about their age, maybe a little younger, with short black hair and an easy grin that didn’t quite match the calculating way he sized Franklin up. He was dressed simply—sweatpants, a tank top, and wrist wraps, like he had just finished training.





Lin tilted his head. “This the kid you were talking about?”





Miles nodded. “Yeah. Franklin.”





Lin’s eyes swept Franklin up and down. “Man, you look soft.”





Franklin frowned. “What’s that supposed to mean?”





Lin smirked. “Exactly what I said. You look like you ain’t never had to run a block in your life.”





Miles laughed, slapping Lin’s shoulder. “Chill, man. He’s new to all this.”





Franklin rolled his eyes. “Right. Because sneaking out of a penthouse and taking the train to Brooklyn is totally normal for me.”





Lin raised a brow. “You took the train?”





Miles whistled. “Damn. You really wanted to be here, huh?”





Franklin huffed. “Can we just get to the part where you help me with my powers?”





Miles exchanged a look with Lin before stepping back and motioning Franklin inside. “C’mon, then. Let’s see what you can do.”








The warehouse was empty except for the dim light leaking through the shattered windows. Dust floated in the air, disturbed by their footsteps. The place smelled like rust and old concrete, the echoes of their voices bouncing off the metal beams above.





Lin cracked his knuckles. “Alright, rich boy. Show us what you got.”





Franklin hesitated. “I—I don’t know how to do anything yet.”





Miles raised an eyebrow. “That’s why you’re here, right?”





Franklin exhaled, nodding. “Yeah.”





Miles smirked. “Alright then. Watch and learn.”





Without warning, he vanished.





Franklin blinked.





One second, Miles was in front of him. The next? Gone.





Then—





Zap!





A jolt of bio-electric energy sparked through the air, crackling against the metal beams. Miles reappeared behind Franklin, his hand still faintly glowing with golden energy.





Franklin jumped. “Holy—how’d you—?”





Miles grinned. “Camouflage.”





Lin rolled his eyes. “Show-off.”





Miles ignored him. “That’s just the start. I got super strength, agility, venom blasts, wall-crawling—you name it.”





Franklin swallowed, eyes wide. “That’s… insane.”





Lin smirked. “You ain’t seen my stuff yet.”





With a flick of his wrist, a blade appeared in his hand—thin, sharp, glowing with something that hummed in the air. Franklin felt his heart skip a beat just looking at it.





Lin twirled the sword effortlessly before slashing forward.





A shockwave of energy burst from the blade, sending a ripple through the air that made Franklin’s skin tingle. The ground itself trembled slightly beneath them.





Franklin took a step back.





“Enhanced reflexes. Elemental energy. Energy shielding. Healing factor.” Lin listed his abilities like they were nothing.





Franklin stared at both of them. “Okay. Yeah. I’m definitely out of my league here.”





Miles laughed, clapping a hand on Franklin’s shoulder. “Nah, man. You got something in you. You just need a little push.”





Lin crossed his arms. “And we’re gonna find out exactly what that is.”





Franklin exhaled slowly.





Brooklyn wasn’t what he was used to.





Neither were these guys.





But maybe—just maybe—this was exactly where he needed to be.
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Chapter 4

 



Earth Realm – Brooklyn
Warehouse

 



The air inside the
warehouse was thick with dust and the lingering scent of rust. The single
overhead light flickered, casting long shadows against the cracked concrete
walls. The place felt abandoned, forgotten—except for the three boys standing
at its center.

Franklin stood
with his fists clenched at his sides, his jaw tight. His hoodie sagged slightly
from sweat, the fabric damp from the effort he’d been putting in for the last
ten minutes. Across from him, Miles and Lin watched, arms crossed, both wearing
expressions of mild frustration.

“Alright, man. Try
again,” Miles said, nodding at Franklin.

Franklin exhaled
sharply. He squared his shoulders, focusing every ounce of his will into…
something. He didn’t know what. He just knew that whatever was inside him had
to wake up.

He clenched his
hands, trying to summon fire, lightning—anything. His body tensed, his breath
shallow as he waited for some kind of reaction. A spark. A tremor. A shift in
the air.

Nothing.

Lin clicked his
tongue. “Bruh, you look constipated.”

Franklin groaned,
rubbing his temples. “Shut up, man.”

Miles smirked, but
there was patience in his voice. “You gotta relax. Maybe you’re trying too
hard.”

Franklin shot him
a look. “I have never done this before! How else am I
supposed to try?”

Lin sighed and
turned toward Miles. “I’m saying, what if he’s just… normal? We could be
wasting our time.”

Franklin’s stomach
twisted. The words stung more than he wanted to admit.

“I’m not normal,” he muttered, his fists tightening.

“Prove it,” Lin
challenged.

Franklin took a
deep breath and tried again. He shut his eyes, concentrating on the way his
body felt. He pictured energy coursing through his veins, imagined himself
lifting off the ground, sending a shockwave through the floor—anything.

Still. Absolutely.
Nothing.

Lin sighed loudly.
“Yeah, this ain’t it.”

Franklin gritted
his teeth, frustration boiling over. “Man, I swear—”

The sound of heavy
metal doors groaning open cut him off.

The three boys
turned sharply as the warehouse doors swung wide. A figure stepped inside,
silhouetted by the amber glow of the streetlights outside. The sound of
clicking heels echoed against the floor as she strode forward with purpose.

Thandi Kubheka.

Franklin’s stomach
dropped.

She was dressed in
a sleek, dark blue suit, the kind that was tailored to perfection. Not a
wrinkle, not a strand of her neatly braided hair out of place. Her heels
clicked with each step, a slow and deliberate rhythm that made the tension in
the air sharpen.

Lin and Miles
immediately tensed, glancing at Franklin for some kind of explanation.

Thandi stopped a
few feet away, her arms crossed. Her expression was unreadable—polished,
professional—but Franklin could tell by the slight arch of her brow that she
wasn’t pleased.

“Boys,” she said
coolly. “That’s enough.”

Miles, ever the
confident one, tilted his head. “And you are?”

Franklin cleared
his throat, stepping forward. “She’s… my dad’s advisor. And my—” He hesitated
before finishing, “She basically raised me.”

Lin whistled under
his breath. “So you did bring trouble.”

Thandi didn’t so
much as blink. “Franklin, come with me. Now.”

Franklin turned to
Miles and Lin, guilt gnawing at his insides. “Sorry, guys. I didn’t mean to—”

Miles shrugged.
“Ain’t the first time we got interrupted.”

Lin, however, shot
him a knowing look. “Don’t let them tell you what you can and can’t do.”

Franklin swallowed
hard, then turned and followed Thandi to the waiting car outside.

 

Inside the black
SUV, the world outside blurred past in streaks of neon and city lights. The hum
of the car was the only sound between them for a long time.

Then, finally,
Thandi spoke.

“I know how you
feel,” she said, her voice softer now. “Like you’re not enough. Like the world
expects something from you that you can’t give yet.”

Franklin stared
out the window. “You don’t have to say all that to make me feel better.”

Thandi’s eyes
remained steady on the road ahead. “I’m not.”

Franklin sighed,
leaning his head against the seat. “Then why am I such a screw-up?”

Thandi chuckled
lightly. “You’re not a screw-up, Franklin. You’re just becoming
something. And that takes time.”

He exhaled,
frustration still prickling at his skin. “What if there’s nothing to become?”

Thandi glanced at
him, her eyes serious. “You have no idea how powerful you are. You have the
ability to control fate.”

Franklin scoffed.
“Now you’re just hyping me up.”

Thandi smirked.
“Am I?”

Silence stretched
between them.

She had been in
his life for as long as he could remember—long before the presidency, before
the fame. He trusted her more than anyone in his family.

Maybe she was
right.

Maybe he just had
to wait.

 

Astralis Realm – The
King’s Chamber

The Star Palace
was alive with golden light, its walls shimmering with an ethereal glow. The
throne room stretched high above them, lined with banners embroidered in
celestial script. The polished floors reflected the faint flickers of enchanted
candles floating in the air.

At the center of
it all sat King Aurelion, his robes woven with golden thread, a circlet of
silver resting on his brow. Across from him sat Kiepske, the Holy Knight
leader, his dark armor gleaming under the candlelight.

Between them,
seated at either side of a long ceremonial table, were Princess Luna and
Thalion.

The air was heavy.

Aurelion and
Kiepske spoke in hushed but firm tones, their voices blending into the
grandness of the chamber. The discussion was about logistics, ceremonies,
alliances—things that meant little to Luna at this moment.

She couldn’t stop
glancing at Thalion.

He sat with
perfect posture, his golden hair brushed neatly back, his hands resting on his
lap. He looked calm. Composed.

Like this didn’t
bother him at all.

Her stomach
twisted.

Then, Kiepske’s
voice cut through the air, clear and decisive.

“It is the way of
the Order.”

Luna’s fingers
curled against the armrests of her chair. The way of the
Order. It was always about duty, about tradition. Never about them.

But then—

Kiepske exhaled,
turning to the two of them. “That being said, I will not force this if the two
of you are against it.”

Luna’s heart
stilled.

Kiepske looked
between them. “Are you both okay with this?”

Thalion didn’t
hesitate.

“Yes, Father.
Yes.”

The words came too
quickly, too smoothly.

Luna blinked, her breath
caught in her throat.

She turned to
Thalion, searching his face, looking for something—hesitation,
discomfort—anything that told her this wasn’t as effortless as he made it seem.

But there was
nothing.

Luna’s hands
trembled slightly as silence stretched.

Then—

The doors opened.

Queen Malia glided
into the room, her silver robes trailing behind her, her presence commanding.

“I hope I’m not
interrupting,” she said.

Aurelion gave her
a knowing look. “We were just finishing.”

Luna swallowed
hard, then forced herself to sit straight. Her lips parted, and before she
could stop herself, she said—

“Yes. I am okay
with this.”

Malia’s sharp gaze
flickered between her daughter and Thalion. Then she smiled.

“Good,” she said
smoothly. “Because it is time to prepare your wedding garments. The wedding is
in three days.”

Luna’s stomach
dropped.

Three days.

Everything had
already been decided.

And she hadn’t
even realized it.



 

Earth Realm –
Brooklyn Streets

 



The air was thick
with the scent of fried food and exhaust fumes, the streets alive with the
usual symphony of Brooklyn nightlife—distant car horns, music spilling from
open apartment windows, the occasional shout from a group of kids playing
basketball under a dim streetlight. Miles and Lin walked side by side, their
sneakers scuffing against the cracked pavement.

 

Miles stuffed his
hands into his jacket pockets, his breath curling in the cool evening air. “So,
real talk… we keeping this thing up with Franklin, or what?”

 

Lin scoffed,
kicking a stray can out of his way. “I dunno, man. Feels like playing with
fire.”

 

Miles chuckled.
“Literally, if he ever figures out how to actually do something.”

 

Lin shook his
head. “That’s assuming he even has powers. You saw him—dude was struggling.
Maybe he’s just a normal rich kid looking for some excitement.”

 

Miles considered
that. “Nah, I don’t think so. There’s something about him. You ever just feel
like someone’s important?”

 

Lin raised a brow.
“I don’t trust feelings. Feelings get people killed.”

 

Miles rolled his
eyes but didn’t push it. They walked in silence for a while, the streetlights
flickering overhead.

 

Then, Lin
muttered, “That Thandi lady.”

 

Miles shot him a
glance. “What about her?”

 

Lin hesitated.
“You ever get the feeling you know someone, but you don’t know how?”

 

Miles frowned.
“Yeah.”

 

Lin nodded.
“That’s how I feel about her. Like… I’ve seen her before. A long time ago.”

 

Miles thought
about it. Something about Thandi was familiar, but he couldn’t place it. It was
like trying to remember a dream after waking up—it slipped away the harder he
focused.

 

“She’s got that
vibe,” Miles admitted. “Like she’s seen everything.”

 

Lin scoffed.
“Maybe she has.”

 

They reached the
intersection where they usually split. Lin gave Miles a two-finger salute before
heading toward his block. Miles adjusted his bag strap and crossed the street,
his building standing like a worn-out sentinel against the night sky.

 

The moment he
stepped inside, he felt the shift—home. The air was warm but slightly stale,
the smell of rice and fried plantains lingering in the small apartment. The hum
of the refrigerator filled the silence, and the only light came from the
flickering TV in the living room.

 

His mom sat on the
couch, still in her work uniform—navy blue scrubs with a faded hospital logo.
She was rubbing her temples, exhaustion written in every line of her face.

 

She didn’t look
up. “You left the lights on again.”

 

Miles sighed,
setting his bag down. “My bad, Ma.”

 

She exhaled
sharply but didn’t press the issue. “Electric bill’s due next week. I’m already
short on rent.”

 

Guilt settled in
his stomach. He sat across from her, resting his arms on his knees. “I’ll do
better.”

 

His mom finally
looked at him, her eyes softening just a fraction. “I know you will. But,
Miles, you gotta focus. You’re on scholarship. You mess up, we don’t get
another shot.”

 

He nodded, the
weight of those words pressing down on him. He wasn’t just going to school for
himself—he was carrying everything on his back.

 

“I got it,” he
said, forcing a grin. “Straight A’s, honor roll, the whole deal.”

 

His mom snorted.
“Don’t get cocky, niño.”

 

Miles laughed, but
inside, the pressure sat like a stone in his chest.

 

 

Astralis Realm –
The Star Palace

 

The corridors of
the palace gleamed under the glow of floating lanterns, their golden light
flickering against the celestial marble walls. The air was perfumed with the
scent of night-blooming lilies, a soft floral whisper that followed every step.
Queen Malia walked with effortless grace, her silver robes trailing behind her,
every movement exuding command.

 

Behind her, Luna
and Thalion followed in silence. Their footsteps echoed against the polished
floors, the weight of unspoken thoughts settling between them like a wall.

 

Just before they
reached the grand staircase, a voice called out.

 

“Wait.”

 

Elion.

 

Luna turned just
as Elion approached, her expression unreadable. Her violet eyes flickered
between Luna and Thalion before settling on her sister.

 

“Can I come?”
Elion’s voice was smooth, controlled—but Luna saw the tightness in her jaw, the
careful way she held herself.

 

Queen Malia barely
glanced at her. “If you wish.”

 

Thalion didn’t
look at Elion. Not once.

 

Luna felt Elion
brush against her as they walked, then a soft pull at her wrist. A whisper—so
quiet only she could hear it.

 

“Did you tell him
you don’t want this?”

 

Luna swallowed,
keeping her expression neutral.

 

“I haven’t been
given the opportunity.”

 

Elion’s grip
tightened for a second before she let go. Her voice was soft but firm. “I know
you’ll do the right thing.”

 

Luna wanted to
believe that.

 

 

The Royal
Designer’s Atelier

 

 

The atelier was a
masterpiece of artistry and magic. Golden-threaded curtains draped across the
high ceilings, enchanted mirrors lined the walls, shifting between reflections
and swirling visions of fabric designs. The scent of rare silks and fresh roses
filled the air, mingling with the faint hum of tailor’s magic.

 

Luna stood at the
center of it all, bathed in soft light as attendants flitted around her,
adjusting seams, pinning delicate lace.

 

The first dress
shimmered like liquid stardust. A gown of gossamer and silver, adorned with
flecks of crystalline dust that caught the light like falling stars. Her wings
unfolded, glowing faintly, their translucent edges dusted with magic.

 

Elion turned
slightly and caught sight of Thalion.

 

He was staring.

 

His lips were
parted just slightly, his fingers curling against his knee as if resisting the
urge to reach out.

 

Elion looked away.

 

Then Luna stepped
behind the curtain, only to emerge moments later in the second gown.

 

It was
breathtaking.

 

A deep sapphire
dress, woven with golden constellations, fitted at the waist before cascading
into a river of silk. The fabric shimmered with enchantments, shifting like the
night sky itself.

 

Thalion’s breath
hitched.

 

He was enchanted.

 

Elion forced
herself to smile, tilting her head like nothing was wrong. But inside,
something inside her cracked.

 

He’s never looked
at me like that.

 

Then came the
third dress.

 

A soft lavender
creation, delicate and airy, but lacking the brilliance of the first two.
Still, Elion watched Thalion’s reaction carefully.

 

And there it was
again.

 

That same look.

 

Not quite awe. Not
quite devotion.

 

Something else.

 

Elion’s chest
tightened, confusion curling in her stomach.

 

Queen Malia
clasped her hands together, her voice warm with approval. “You look divine, my
dear.”

 

The attendants
echoed the sentiment, nodding, whispering praises.

 

Elion just stood
there, silent, her heart breaking into pieces so small they were dust.

 

Everything she had
ever wanted—everything that had been hers—was slipping through her fingers like
sand.
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