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Chapter one

 My Godmother Eufemia’s Birthday Is Soon
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“What can you give to a sea witch who has everything? And if she doesn’t have everything, she will just magically create it,” I fretted to Septimus and Tolliver, my friends and helpers in this sea kingdom.   

Tiana's snicker was accompanied by a warm smile, hidden behind her golden tresses, which conveyed the ease and friendship between us. She was one of the sea-fairies assigned to me when I entered the underwater kingdom. Unintimidated by my status as the kingdom's heir and Eufemia's goddaughter, she continued to style my hair and prepare me for dinner. Delicate seashells, reminiscent of iridescent treasures, were fastened to my hair with pearly pins. As a sea-fairy, Tiana's ethereal wings sparkled, a trait shared by my other friends and inherited from my mother's realm. My father's fae lineage also flowed through my veins.

Nearby, Tolliver leaned against the bedroom wall, dressed in a stylish forest green velvet jacket, emerald-green vest, and silver-striped white pants. His wings mirrored the verdant and snowy hues of his attire. When our eyes met, I sought his counsel. "Do you have any gift ideas for my godmother?" I asked. Tolliver responded with a nonchalant shrug and a headshake, his only suggestion.

Turning my attention to Septimus, I found him hovering with his diminutive, blue-stripy wings. He cast a cautious glance toward the closed door, a signal that he harbored a secret meant for my ears alone. Adjusting my posture in anticipation, I encouraged him to share his insight. “What is it?” I asked.

With a flutter of secrecy, Septimus disclosed, “I know of something she would cherish, though it is not easily found.” 

Intrigued, I leaned forward, crossing my hands on my lap, my gaze fixed on him. His eyes surveyed the room, and I noticed the other sea fairies disapprovingly shaking their heads. With silent gestures, Tolliver mouthed a warning: “No, not that.”  

“Don’t mind them, just tell me!” I realized this must be dangerous if the others didn’t want him to tell me. The realms in the sea could be treacherous, but I was also sure I could manage with my friends.

Tolliver vehemently dissented, his disapproval palpable as he vigorously shook his head in protest. “No, no, no,” he exclaimed, his warning resonating through my chamber. Disregarding his objections, I issued a direct command to Septimus, insisting, “Don’t pay heed to him.”

Septimus, caught in the midst of our differing views, darted his gaze back and forth between his fellow sea-fairies, Tolliver, and me, seemingly unsure of where to align himself. The tension in the room was thick as he weighed the consequences of revealing a long-guarded secret. Finally, he turned to face Tolliver with a resolute expression. “I will tell her,” he declared, his voice carrying the weight of a tale shrouded in mystery for far too long. “She should know what transpired in Sharkapulco.” He turned his eyes to me and added, “It was right after you were born and I took you—a time that marked the onset of the war between the faes and our kind.”

Intrigued by the mention of Sharkapulco and the revelation of a historical conflict, I nodded with eagerness, signaling my desire to unravel the intricacies of a narrative that had remained obscured for the entirety of my existence. The underwater realm seemed to hold within its depths not only the enchantment of its present but also the echoes of a tumultuous past that shaped the very fabric of the kingdoms and their existence.








  
  

Chapter two

 Sharkapulco – The Ultimate Holiday Resort For Sea-Fairies
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Septimus let out a wistful sigh, his gaze momentarily lost in the depths of memory. “It’s been so many years since I was in Sharkapulco the last time,” he mused, his voice nostalgic. “I still recall the white sand stretching endlessly in front of my eyes and the luxury hotels standing side by side in the coastal area.” He flew toward me and sat by my feet on a small stool. “Acapulco was the perfect vacation place with the best shark bands and shark singers ever born under the sea.” 

“Shark bands and singers?” I repeated, looking surprised.

“Yes, Sharkapulco had Sharvis, the king of romantic songs, and Sharkarama with top hits like Swim Like a Sharkman and Shark-Venus.” Septimus looked at Tiana and smiled. “Do you remember Sharktations? And Sharkeners?”

Tiana let out a small squeal. “Yes, I loved Sharkerners. Their songs were the best, and the lead singer was so adorable.” She started humming and then singing. I didn’t recognize the song, but I guessed it was a big hit because both Septimus and Tolliver sang with her. It had a nice rhythm, and the lyrics were about a shark boy looking for a special shark girl. 

After they had finished their singing, Tiana sighed. “It was a lovely place. I wish it would come back.”

“Yes, too bad it’s gone. It was destroyed years ago.” As he spoke, Septimus lifted his gaze to meet mine, a hint of sorrow lingering in his eyes. “Sharkapulco was a marvel, partly submerged beneath the crystal-clear waters, and part of it elegantly perched above the sea on a tropical island,” he continued, his words painting a vivid picture of a place that seemed almost fantastical. “You could say it was a layered resort area, designed to cater to the desires of any sea creature, fairy, witch, or even a fae—offering an enchanting escape that fulfilled every whimsical wish.”

Intrigued, I leaned forward in my chair, my eyes locked onto Septimus as he began to unravel the tale of Sharkapulco’s fate. “What happened to it?” I inquired; my curiosity piqued by the somber undertone in his narrative.

Septimus sighed once more, sadness and resignation etched on his face. “The war happened,” he explained. “Your mother’s death marked the beginning of the end, and then there was something else—an event entwined with the fate of Sharkapulco that also involved your godmother.”

Tolliver, standing by the wall with a perpetual frown, interjected with a grumble. “Septimus and his stories,” he muttered, his dissatisfaction evident as he glanced over at us. It was clear he wasn’t thrilled with the idea of Septimus recounting the tale of Sharkapulco, perhaps haunted by the memories of a time long gone.

Yet, despite Tolliver’s discontent, the room was enveloped in hushed anticipation as Septimus unraveled the layers of a bygone world—one where white sands met the sea and a once-thriving haven for magical beings succumbed to the ravages of war and other mysterious forces. I couldn’t help but hang onto every word, eager to uncover the secrets buried within the submerged realms of Sharkapulco.

“Ssh, Tolliver, let Septimus tell the story his way,” Tiana commented, turning her eyes to Septimus, who nodded and started again. 

“Your godmother was a young witch back then, looking very beautiful with her long dark red hair. She was adored by many wizards and mages under the sea, but she had not given her heart to anyone… until one day, in Sharkapulco, she met this one mage.”
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