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To mom, you're very persuasive. Thanks.

Deities

Kormon: God of fire

Nyx: goddess of chaos

Mortem: god of the underworld

Gerben: goddess of nature

Roma: goddess of shadows

Vi: god of lightning 

Xul: god of water

Malum: god of deception

Aitneics: goddess of knowledge

Terra: ruled by king lowan and queen Maryanne

Moonflower: ruled by king frank and queen genna

Alaysia: ruled by king flit and queen tulip

south grey leaf: ruled by king Leonard and queen petunia

north grey leaf: ruled by king dalt and queen Julia

marrens eve: ruled by king Patrick and queen Melinda  

Rules of the kingdom of stars established by lindir vynn


	Relatives of age can attempt to claim the throne if not in line for their own throne

	Women must marry to be sovereign of their own kingdom 

	An heir/heiress must be nineteen years of age to be eligible to become sovereign rulers

	Once king/queen, the ruler has complete control over their kingdom. they are unable to be challenged 

	Punishment for Crimes are an eye for an eye

	A woman may kill her husband if he is unfaithful

	Heirs/heiresses have two days to claim their throne once they turn nineteen

	In case of death of a king, their queen may take over until their heir/heiress becomes of age

	If the heir/heiress is of age at the time of the king’s death, the king's spouse may take over for two weeks while the heir/heiress learns their trade  

	The spouse of a King/queen is obligated to claim the kingdom of their deceased spouse if there is no living/of age heir



Dignitaries of the kingdom of stars

Terra: house of Vynn~

King lowan, queen maryanne, prince johnathan, prince daunt

Moonflower: house of rend~

King frank, queen genna, prince Daniel, princess Isabelle

Alaysia: house of lenter~

King flit, queen tulip, prince bastian, 

south grey leaf: house of casper~

king Leonard, queen petunia, prince Cillian, prince Caleb

North grey leaf: house of lox~

King dalt, queen Julia, prince LAWRENCE, prince eSPEN

Marrens eve: house of vynn~

King Patrick, queen Melinda, princess Scarlett, princess Florence 
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Prologue
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Four Years Ago

Scarlett

“Can you stop running? I can hear your footsteps from my room.” I groan, my head leaning against the door of my bedroom.

“How are you sleeping? Today is the most important day of our lives!” Florence exclaims. 

I roll my eyes and close the door.

I have not been particularly excited about today; I know that once I have my powers, my life will be over, as I'll start my preparation to become queen. I will lose any free will I have, every minute taken up by some lesson.

A knock sounds at my door not a minute later.

“Go away, Florence, I do not wish to be bothered!” I shout.

“Do I look like Florence?” a dark-haired boy asks, leaning against my doorway.

“Get out,” I demand, throwing a pillow at him.

“Are you not excited?” he questions, sitting on my bed.

“Danny, you know I’m not,” I answer.

He shrugs. “I figured you were kidding.”

“Does your mother know you're here?” I chuckle. 

He shakes his head. “My mother never knows where I am.”

“Is that why you’re always bothering me?” I smirk.

He nods, playfully smiling as he flops back toward me. 

***
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LIGHTS TWINKLE, MUSIC fills the room, and people clap as we walk in. 

This is it.

My green satin dress hugs my waist as I sit across from Prince Espen, who looks annoyed as usual, his hair perfectly swept to the side. 

“Princess Florence.” He smiles mischievously, his glance flicking towards my sister. 

I press my finger to my lips, shaking my head. 

“We are gathered to witness the young rulers of our kingdoms receive a gift from the gods: a gift that will help them on their way to becoming the rulers they were born to be,” my father announces as everyone takes their seats.

“The gifts will be given in the order as follows: Danny, Prince of Moonflower; Florence, Princess of Marrens Eve; Scarlett, Princess of Marrens Eve, and finally, Espen, Prince of South Grey Leaf,” he continues.

We all knew that Danny would be the first one to receive a power. My father adores him, as he does not have any sons of his own.

Danny stands, walking slowly to the front of the room where my father stands. 

At the front of the room there is a candle. That very same candle is believed to be the spirit of every god and goddess that once roamed the forests of our great land, the Kingdom of Stars.

Danny’s hands tremble as he reaches for the matches. He takes one and strikes it, lowering the flame onto the wick of the candle. The light flickers to life, then goes out.

The candle suddenly bursts brightly into a stunning blue flame. It dances around him, swirling and whispering past his arms before his chest absorbs the light.

Xul has chosen him.

The crowd cheers as the lights return.

Danny turns, smile wide, a new glow radiating from his body. He shakes my father's hand and runs back towards us.

He squeezes Florence’s hand quickly before she stands, clasping her hands in front of her body, picking the side of her finger nervously.

Our father gives a soft smile as she lights the candle. The flame glows sliver before it flickers to rose. I watch as she quickly realizes it hurts a lot more than Danny let on.

Vi and Aitneics have chosen her.

Florence winces softly as the light enters her body, followed by a surge of tingling attacking her arms. Our father’s hand meets her shoulder, and he smiles again.

“I'm proud of you,” he admits. Florence dips her head, then returns to her seat.

I almost refuse to go up, my heart pounding and my hands shaking. 

The match fails the first time I strike it. Out of all the matches I could have picked, I picked the defective one.

After a few more tries, it lights. 

The flame dances, staying in its natural color for a second before glowing a purple-rose. The energy enters my chest, nearly knocking me over. 

They really don't warn you about how awful this feels. If this is what getting stabbed feels like, no thank you.

My father pats my shoulder, and I return to my seat, a signal for Espen’s turn. 

He walks quickly to the candle and strikes the match perfectly. The flame glows rose, then sputters out. 

The crowd murmurs behind him, and he looks around nervously. The crowd is pointing at the candle, so he turns back.

It’s still out, but now shadows are seeping out of the wick. 

The shadows fill the room, hissing and swirling. The guests scream as the shadows fly towards Espen, knocking him over.

Aitneics and Roma have chosen him.

Nobody tells you the difficulty of controlling your new powers, I’ve learned.

Danny has woken up in a pool of water frozen to his own bed more times than he cares to admit. Florence already electrocuted herself a couple hundred times. I have daily meltdowns about hearing everyone’s thoughts being too loud, and apparently, Espen wakes up to shadows screaming above him throughout the night.

The only relief we get is when we have events with other people, where they receive a bracelet that mutes our powers temporarily.

However temporarily, though, a flood of pain -—actual pain -—inevitably follows.

This is what it means to grow up in the Kingdom of Stars.
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Chapter 1
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Two Years Ago

Florence

“Focus on the world around you. You're not focusing, and it’s affecting your powers,” Thorne Amos, Florence’s mentor, mutters, placing his hands on her shoulders from behind.

“I am trying to focus,” she demands, squeezing her eyes shut. Her stomach grumbles, breaking her focus.  

Thorne sighs. “Of course.” He drops his hands. “You're hopeless. How do they expect me to train you if you're so unfocused?” he mutters to himself.

“I'm sorry, okay? I'm not Scarlett. I can't just block the entire world out the second my eyes close!” she shouts.

“Yes, I am very aware that you are not your sister. I am trying incredibly hard to continue training you, but until you can get yourself concentrated, I do not see how I am to continue,” he admits.

Florence’s sister, Scarlett, walks in.

“Ah, the golden child. Allow me to leave. I wouldn't want to disturb you,” Florence announces. 

Scarlett raises an eyebrow at Florence as she passes by her. “Hey, do you want to—-” 

She slams the door shut behind Scarlett.

That was strange...

“Scarlett, you're late.” Thorne sighs.

“What is wrong with her?” Scarlett asks.

He shakes his head. “She is unfocused and childish. I am finding it difficult to continue her training.” 

“She isn’t like me; she can't sit still. You must be patient and calm with her,” Scarlett explains, sitting on the cushion in the middle of the room. 

Usually, Thorne would have her meditating, but this time, he has her training against somebody.

The door flies open.

Oh gods.

“Sorry I'm late.” Danny smiles. 

“You will be dueling,” Thorne mentions. 

“Okay, wait... That doesn't seem fair. She is twice as strong as me,” Danny demands. 

“Just do what you agreed to.” 

Danny rests his arm on Scarlett’s shoulder. “I thought it would be Florence. I can beat her without any problems.” 

She elbows him in the side. 

“That's rude,” she hisses telepathically.

Danny looks over at her, his eyebrows raising. A smirk spreads across his face. “You're in a bad mood.”

Scarlett glances at him coldly. He is usually on the receiving end of that glare, so the icy daggers do not affect him. 

Until she squeezes his arm. That hurts.

She is, in fact, in a very bad mood.

She walks away.

Danny points towards the door. “I didn’t know she could do that.”

“She does it quite often,” Thorne admits.

Danny nods slowly as he reaches into his pocket. He takes a small, white stone and tosses it at the floor. A blast of hot air hits him in the face through the grey swirling portal. It is summer; the hottest it’s been in a while.

Scarlett and Florence are lucky they get to train inside. Danny’s training building has no walls, and it barely has a roof. 
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Chapter 2
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Two Years Later

Florence

Magic is dangerous. It can be the savior or the downfall of a kingdom. In my case, it’s both. 

I’m the princess of a kingdom sickened by magic, corrupted by a king using it in terrible, torturous ways. But that does not stop me from handling life the way it must be handled.

My hands are tired and bruised, the tree I’m climbing creaking in the wind. 

Please, don't fall. Please, don't fall...

Climbing up the tree is surprisingly harder than climbing down. I am almost to the top when my hand slips. 

Perfect.

My back hits the ground with a thud that rings though my head. Gasping, I roll onto my side. 

“Why me?” I groan, moving to my knees, slowly catching my breath. 

After an exhausting climb back up the tree, my hands grip the window ledge as I heave myself into my room, my face hitting the ground. 

“Florence dear, you’re late for your own party!” my mother shouts from down the hall. I jump to my feet, panicked and tripping over the dress that I am to wear tonight. 

“Mother, it’s not my party. It’s Father’s,” I demand, struggling to tighten my corset and stand up straight. 

“Dear, let the maids help you with that.” My mother sighs. My hands fall at my sides as a maid pulls at my corset strings, my ribs practically stabbing my lungs. 

“I do not wish to have myself sold to the highest bidder.” I spin to face her, hands on my hips. The maid sighs softly. She scans me, mirroring my stance.

“I’m sorry, is that what you think this is? My dear, we are simply trying to ensure your future,” my mother explains, stroking my hair.

I turn to face her. “Mother, please.” 

“Florence, don’t. Your father and I have been trying very hard to keep you in line for the throne. If you are not married, you cannot take the throne, and if your cousin gets to be of age before you are married, he will take the throne instead,” she explains. 

“And what makes you think that Daunt won’t be a great king?” I scoff. 

“He’s irresponsible. He is not a fit for the throne,” she demands, shaking her head. 

“Mother.” I sigh. “Daunt is not irresponsible. He’s happy. Plus, he is a lot more prepared than I am.” I shrug, grabbing my brush. She lets out a frustrated sigh and grips my hand. I stare at her.

“Please, at least try to have a good time,” she begs, finally tying my corset. The maid gave up because I moved too much.

Adjusting the skirt of my dress, I slide on my shoes and walk out of the door.

As I’m following my mother into the ballroom, a bird flies through the open window and out into the courtyard. 

Danny. 

I slip off my shoes and make a quiet escape to where he has perched himself. 

A tall, brown-haired boy turns to face me, and I run to him, jumping into his arms. 

“So, the bird made it.” He laughs. 

“Yes.” I laugh. “It almost flew into a wall, though.” He puts me down and smiles.

“Have you seen the ballroom?” he asks with a mocking undertone. 

“No.” I groan. 

“It’s beautiful. You should be happy.” 

“About princes and engagement promises?” I scoff. 

“About people ready to celebrate with you.” He grins, grabbing me by the shoulders. 

“What did you do to yourself?” he asks, pointing to the bruise on my neck. I drop my head. 

“It was either falling out of a tree or falling face-first onto my bedroom floor.” 

He pinches the bridge of his nose, laughing softly. “You really are her twin.”

“I wish she were here. This should be for us,” I mention, the mood saddening. 

“I know,” he mutters. “Let’s get to the party.”

Without sounding spoiled, the party is stunning. Hundreds of people, my favorite foods, and the fact that my mother and father are in the same room makes it ten times better.

I scan the crowd, my eyes locking onto the eyes of my young trainee, Darren. His eyes soften as he smiles at me, stuffing a scone into his mouth.

He’s a good kid, but from a broken home. He hasn’t told me much about his past, but I know it haunts him.  

“Florence dear, there’s someone we'd like you to meet.” My mother smiles. I turn my head, looking over my shoulder at her, sipping my strawberry wine. 

“Mother, stop.” 

“Florence, can you just behave?” she mutters. She starts pushing me forward. 

“Mother, you must understand that I have no desire for a—-” 

His green eyes distract me enough to render me speechless. 

“Princess.” He bows, kissing my hand.

My gods... he's beautiful. His dark brown hair obstructs his eyes as he comes back up from the bow. 

“Prince Espen of South Grey Leaf,” he introduces. I bow my head and smile. 

He's changed from the last time I saw him. I forgot how much I still despise him.

A man walks over and whispers something in his ear, causing his expression to become stoic. “If you'll excuse us, I must take care of something.” 

I bow my head once again and he takes my hand, kissing it softly. 

“I will return soon.” He smiles, bowing before he leaves.

“If I didn’t know any better, I’d say you were smitten, my dear.” My mother smirks. My face goes hot as I wipe the back of my hand on my dress. 

“That’s ridiculous, Mother.” I wish she was wrong.

Noticing my father walk over, she grabs my arm and looks at me. “Danny is over there. Save yourself. I heard your father talking to your uncle about having you inspected by healing elves.”  

“And why is that?” I scoff.

“He seems to think your powers will make you unfit to rule,” she answers, rolling her eyes. “Time control is a rare gift. He thinks it may be dangerous.” 

I roll my eyes and make a break for it, heading towards Danny. 

“Who's the guy?” Danny asks immediately, smirking and elbowing me in the arm. 

He knows exactly who he is. Those two have been partners-in-crime since we were tottering infants. 

“Prince Espen,” I answer calmly. 

“He's no good,” a friend of Danny's mutters. I recognize him: Bastian Lenter of Alaysia. 

Before I can say something, Danny nudges him with his elbow, shaking his head. “You looked nervous. We were over here laughing at you.” He grins, swirling his glass of lemon champagne. 

“What do you mean?” I ask, ignoring Danny's comment. 

He shakes his head. “It doesn’t matter,” he answers. 

“It seems Prince Cillian is quite interested in a young woman who strolled through a bit ago.” Bastian smirks.

I laugh. “It's always something with him.”

“Princess, your father would like to speak with you,” Thomas, my father’s advisor, whispers.

“Tell him I’m in the middle of something,” I demand, gesturing between Danny and Bastian. Thomas stiffens. 

“You are to see your father. Now.” 
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