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Hello, dear reader. My name is Flora.

Yes, I know what you’re thinking. Flora? That’s an odd sort of name. Maybe a little old-fashioned. Maybe the kind of name better suited to a flower shop than a university student. And honestly, for someone from your world, you would probably be right.

But where I come from, names like mine are perfectly ordinary.

Still, if it makes things easier, my friends call me Flo. Almost everyone does, actually. It helps me blend in a little better among humans, though I’ve never been especially talented at blending in.

You see, I’m not exactly what you would call an average university student.

Oh, I try well enough. I attend lectures, drink terrible coffee during late-night study sessions, and pretend I understand half of what my professors are talking about. I share cramped dorm kitchens, panic before exams, and survive mostly on instant noodles and stubbornness. From the outside, I probably seem normal enough.

But appearances can be very deceiving.

Because I am a Pixie.

Go ahead. Laugh if you want. Most people would.

I know exactly what image popped into your head the moment I said it: tiny sparkling wings, glowing dust, singing with birds, dancing on flowers beneath the moonlight. Something sweet and delicate and harmless.

Something like Tinkerbell.

Trust me, I’ve heard every comparison imaginable.

But Pixies are not the bedtime stories humans tell their children. We are older than your kingdoms, older than many of your gods, and far more dangerous than most people realize. Our courts are built on ancient magic, impossible promises, and bloodlines that stretch back to the first forests that grew beneath the sun.

And me?

I’m not just any Pixie.

I am Flora Everbloom, Princess of Spring, heir to the Vernal Court, daughter of Queen Rosalia herself.

At least... I was.

Funny how quickly a title can stop meaning anything.

This story begins during my second year at university, on a rainy Thursday afternoon that smelled like wet pavement and cigarette smoke. At the time, I was more worried about passing biology than fulfilling ancient prophecies or surviving court politics. I thought the hardest part of my life was keeping my roommates from discovering that the vines growing through our dorm window answered to me when I spoke.

I had no idea that by the end of that week, everything I believed about my family would be shattered.

Because this is the story of how I found my father...

...and lost my mother on the very same day.
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I hate education.

Honestly, I do.

Another term at the most exhausting, overly strict, emotionally draining magic academy in existence. Every year I tell myself I’m not coming back, and every year my mother reminds me that royal daughters do not simply “drop out because the vibes are terrible.”

To be fair, the academy is not technically the worst. In fact, it’s considered the finest magical institution in all the realms. Kings, queens, warlords, and high mages have fought to get their children accepted here. The opportunities are unmatched: ancient libraries sealed with living spells, combat tutors trained by immortal generals, alchemy labs capable of creating storms in bottles, and gateways that connect dozens of magical kingdoms together.

Still, that doesn’t make the endless lectures any less painful.

There was, however, one reason I didn’t completely dread returning each year.

My friends.

Shensi, Luna, Zara, and Tamsyn.

The five of us had somehow found each other during our first term and stuck together ever since, despite the academy’s constant attempts to separate us through rankings, rivalries, and impossible assignments. Individually, we were trouble. Together, we were usually one bad decision away from becoming a historical incident.

And, inconveniently for the staff, we were all princesses.

Shensi walked slightly ahead of the rest of us as we approached the academy gates, her golden eyes fixed forward with that calm confidence she always carried. She was the Princess of Skyrin, the floating kingdom of the Sun Pixies. Her realm had ruled the eastern skies since the end of the Great War centuries ago, when the old fire empires collapsed into ash and Skyrin rose from the clouds to claim dominance. Everything about her reflected her kingdom—warm bronze skin, bright amber hair tied into a high braid, and a faint golden glow that seemed to cling to her whenever sunlight touched her.

Next to her was Luna, quiet as ever beneath the silver hood draped over her dark curls. Luna was Princess of Cielonan, the Moon Realm, a kingdom carved into cliffs of black crystal where night magic thrived. She moved like a shadow even when she wasn’t using magic, graceful and silent enough to unsettle people without trying. Most students avoided eye contact with her entirely. Luna preferred it that way.

Zara, meanwhile, had absolutely no concept of subtlety.

“Do you think they changed professors for Elemental Theory?” she groaned dramatically, throwing her arms into the air. “Because if I have to survive another term with Professor Eldric, I may actually commit treason.”

Leaves spiralled around her boots as she spoke, stirred by her magic and mood alike. Princess of Naturalia, daughter of the Emerald Court, Zara had a connection to the living world so strong that plants practically worshipped her. Flowers bloomed in her footsteps when she forgot to control herself. She claimed it was annoying. Personally, I thought it was unfairly pretty.

Tamsyn walked beside me, bumping her shoulder lightly against mine.

Unlike the rest of us, she carried herself less like royalty and more like someone constantly preparing for a fight. Princess of Tydes, heir-protector to the ocean throne, she had sea-blue eyes sharp enough to cut through lies instantly. Her twin brother, Achen, was the official heir to the kingdom, though everyone who met them agreed Tamsyn was infinitely more intimidating.

“I give it three days before Flo gets detention,” she said casually.

“Three days?” I scoffed. “You have no faith in me.”

“None whatsoever.”

She grinned.

Ahead of us, the academy gates rose from the earth itself.

Most schools had stone arches or iron fences. The Thornspire Academy preferred something more dramatic.

The gates were formed entirely from massive black-green vines twisted together into towering walls that stretched far beyond sight. Thick thorns curved from the branches like hooked blades, each one longer than my hand. Ancient magic pulsed beneath the bark, alive and watchful.

The gates did not simply open for anyone.

They judged you.

Students approved by the academy were allowed to pass safely through the woven vines. Unauthorized visitors were met with a far less pleasant welcome. Rumour claimed a demon prince once tried forcing his way inside without permission.

The vines had nearly torn him in half.

As we approached, the living branches shifted and slowly unfurled before us, creating an archway just wide enough to enter. Warm magic brushed against my skin as I stepped through, recognizing me.

Behind us, the thorns curled shut again with a sharp scraping sound.

Home sweet prison.

The academy grounds spread out before us in all their ridiculous grandeur: towering ivory spires wrapped in glowing ivy, floating lanterns drifting through the air despite the daylight, students from dozens of realms crossing the marble courtyards in uniforms stitched with magical crests. Somewhere in the distance, dragons roared from the aerial training fields.

I had been coming here for three years, and it still looked unreal.

“Well,” Zara sighed, “I already want to leave.”

“You’ve been here twelve seconds,” Luna murmured.

“Long enough.”

Before any of us could continue, a familiar voice drifted toward us.

“Ready for the new term, girls?”

We turned immediately.

Headmistress Merriwether stood at the top of the stone pathway, hands folded neatly behind her back. Most students called her Headmistress Blackthorn when they wanted to be respectful. Everyone else simply called her Miss M, mostly because her full title was terrifying to pronounce correctly.

She was tall, elegant, and carried herself with the kind of quiet authority that could silence an entire room without effort. Dark robes flowed around her like shadows, silver thread glinting along the sleeves. Her eyes, pale and impossibly sharp, studied each of us carefully.

People feared her.

Rightfully so.

She was rumoured to be one of the most powerful witches alive.

“Yes, Miss M,” we answered together almost automatically.

A small smile touched her lips, though it never quite reached her eyes.

“Good,” she said. “Try not to destroy anything important this term.”

“No promises,” Zara muttered.

Miss M definitely heard that.

The headmistress sighed deeply as we hurried past her toward the dormitories, trying—and failing—not to laugh.

By the time we reached our dormitory tower, the sun had begun to dip behind the academy spires, painting the windows gold and amber. The halls buzzed with returning students dragging trunks, arguing loudly across corridors, or reuniting after the summer break. Somewhere down the hall, someone had already set off illegal fireworks, judging by the distant explosion and the faint smell of smoke drifting through the air.

Some things at Thornspire Academy never changed.

Our dorm sat near the top of the western tower, reserved for royal students and noble bloodlines important enough that the academy preferred to keep us all in one place where we could be monitored more easily. The room itself was enormous compared to normal student quarters, with curved ceilings wrapped in ivy, towering windows overlooking the grounds, and enchanted lanterns floating lazily near the rafters.

The communal area had become ours long ago.

Blankets were draped over sofas in complete disregard for elegance, books were stacked dangerously high across the coffee table, and someone—probably Zara—had added flowering vines around the fireplace over the summer.

The second we entered, bags were abandoned carelessly across the room.

Tamsyn immediately threw herself onto one of the couches with all the grace of a collapsing building. Zara kicked off her boots and curled into an armchair sideways. Luna settled quietly on the rug near the fire while Shensi clapped her hands together and looked around at all of us with a grin that usually meant trouble.

“Well,” she announced dramatically, “another year of academic suffering begins.”

“Tragic,” Zara sighed.

“We should revolt,” Tamsyn added.

“Later,” Luna murmured. “I’m tired.”

Shensi ignored all of us and dropped cross-legged onto the centre rug.

“Sooo,” she said, dragging the word out mischievously, “what did everyone do this summer?” Her eyes landed on me immediately. “Flora, you start.”

I froze halfway through taking off my jacket.

“Oh,” I said carefully, “not much.”

Four pairs of eyes narrowed instantly.

Shensi gasped loudly and pointed at me accusingly.

“Oh, you lie, your highness.”

“Yes, Flora,” Zara added dramatically, leaning forward with delight sparkling in her green eyes. “Tell us everything.”

Luna hugged one of the embroidered pillows tightly against her chest, already smiling in anticipation.

I groaned.

“You’re all unbearable.”

“And yet,” Tamsyn said lazily from the couch, “you love us.”

Unfortunately, she was right.

“Fine,” I sighed. “Okay. I met someone.”

The room exploded.

Zara actually shrieked.

Luna’s eyes widened so much I thought they might genuinely fall out. Shensi grabbed my shoulders hard enough to shake me.

“No.”

“Yes.”

“NO.”

“Yes!”

“Oh my gods,” Zara whispered dramatically, clutching her chest. “Our Flora has game.”

I buried my face in my hands as they all started talking at once.

“Who are they?”

“How long?”

“Where did you meet?”

“Are they attractive?”

“Did you kiss?”

“Tamsyn!” Luna scolded.

“What? Important question.”

“Ooh,” Shensi said suddenly, leaning dangerously close. “Does he know you’re a Pixie?”

I lowered my hands slowly.

“They do,” I corrected.

The room went silent for half a second.

“And they’re not a boy.”

The screaming somehow got louder.

Zara launched herself across the sofa dramatically while Luna kicked her feet excitedly against the rug.

“Oh, Flora,” Luna breathed. “What’s she like?”

Shensi elbowed me repeatedly while wriggling her eyebrows in a way that should honestly have been illegal for royalty. Meanwhile, Zara flicked her wrist and showered me with floating rose petals because apparently subtle reactions were impossible for her.

I tried to act calm despite the warmth spreading across my face.

“She’s...” I smiled before I could stop myself. “She’s cute. Really smart. Terrible at flirting.”

“A disaster lesbian,” Tamsyn declared immediately.

“Absolutely,” I admitted.

The girls burst into laughter.

“And,” I added carefully, “she’s a Royal Guard.”

That earned a collective chorus of impressed noises.

“Ooh, nice one,” Tamsyn laughed. “Bagged yourself a baddie.”

I punched her lightly in the arm.

“Shut up.”

“No, seriously,” Zara said, fanning herself dramatically. “A royal guard? Flora, that is incredibly attractive of you.”

“She carries a sword,” I said before thinking.

Shensi clutched at her heart.

“Oh, she’s gone. We’ve lost her.”

“I hate all of you.”

“No you don’t,” Luna said sweetly.

Unfortunately, again, she was right.

I tucked one leg beneath the other and tried not to smile too obviously.

“So...” I said slowly. “We courted over the summer and, well... she asked Mother for permission to have my hand.”

The room went completely still.

Even Tamsyn sat upright.

“And?” Zara whispered.

I couldn’t stop smiling now.

“Mother agreed.”

For one heartbeat there was silence.

Then suddenly all four of them crashed into me at once.

I barely had time to yelp before I was buried beneath royal princesses and aggressively affectionate hugs.
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