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PROLOGUE
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When you have a seemingly perfect life and trials appear in your way, it may be more difficult and hard face them than by who has been hardened by life. I learned that, often, fear can make us want to give up, want to forget everything that has happened. But forgetting isn't the correct way to move on. If you believe in your power, that can give you courage. You can have the world at your feet and, on the other, to discover that your world is just an illusion. Who was once at the top, becomes just another somewhere in the crowd. This is where you have to prove, not for others, but for yourself, that fear can turn into courage, and your power can be used to change the world. Maybe the world you dream of exist can be really built, as long as you have the courage to be this catalyst.
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PART 1 – WORLD OF ILLUSIONS
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Chapter 1

The Royal Palace was a really old place. It had been built years before imperial wars which named Panlasia the Mother City. That was a time when peace was not yet ruling absolutely and wars consumed each part of the Cities which would become Sisters. For this reason, in the Royal Palace there were dozens of escape tunnels constructed for the protection of the Royal family. Each of these tunnels led to exits or secret rooms, both for protection inside the Palace itself as to confuse the enemies who didn´t know the secret ways. Currently, these rooms were no longer used as a time of unity between all kingdoms governed under the command of the crown, and few knew or had ventured along these paths. All these tunnels were situated next to the royal accommodations, therefore, of absolutely forbidden use when without a real authorization.

The eldest King´s daughter was in one of the tunnels next to their own accommodations. She knew that that hall wouldn´t finish in an exit, but in one of the secret rooms that, at the time, wouldn´t serve to confuse any enemy. The last thing she wanted was someone to find that particular room. Lavinia was absolutely assured that only she knew that place. She and someone else very reliable.

When seeing the door at the end of the corridor, she was able to distinguish a silhouette blocking the entry, but it wouldn´t be a hindrance. A smile appeared in the corner of the lips of the Princess when identifying who was waiting for her. 

– Right on time, Jacob – the Princess said upon arriving at the door.

– You know that whenever you call me I will be by your side, my Princess – answered the man bowing humbly before His Sovereign.

Lavinia was trying to understand how he could act like a madman and cater to her every whim. Whatever it was that she needed or wanted, he was always ready to help her achieve her goals. Jacob was a very handsome man and, above all, one of the Royal Guards, the greatest privilege that a man who had no noble blood could achieve. The Royal Guards were the King's order and strength, ensuring that peace would last for many years. Jacob was considered a prodigy among them. Tall, fast and smart, in few years he got to have direct access to the Royal Palace and could escort the King himself, but his choice was to follow the older daughter, even though knowing that his true feelings would never be matched. Lavinia always knew exactly how to get him doing whatever. And at any price.

– Sometimes I think only you're really always by my side, Jacob. – She held one of his hands, staring into his eyes. – I can't tell anyone else here.

– What are you saying, my Princess? – Jacob thrilled with the demonstration of affection of the possible heir to the throne. – You are much loved by your sister, by your father and, of course, by all your subjects.

Jacob shook Lavinia´s hand and approached slowly. Contrary to what he would have guessed, she didn´t turn away. In his mind, that gesture would demonstrate that maybe she was giving a new chance to his heart, and he wouldn't miss this opportunity. In her mind, that moment was necessary because she what she wanted him to do was more than he had done in any situation, and the risks were incalculable. 

– You are right in saying that my people and my subjects love me, but I don't think my dad loves me. – She purposely didn´t mention her sister´s name. Jacob understood immediately and not enquired her.

–Why you say this about Our King? – I am the eldest daughter. I should be the successor to the throne without any doubt from my father, but Sara is obviously his choice. – The serenity that Lavinia had demonstrated when arriving was fading slowly, and her eyes began to shine. – Do you think if my dad loved me he wouldn't give me the right to the crown, knowing how much I desire it?

Jacob felt his heart clench every time he saw tears rolling down his beloved Princess’ eyes. She deserved the throne more than anyone if it would make her happy. He'd do anything to see the radiant smile on her lips. If he could, he would tear the crown of the King's head with his bare hands, if it did his princess Queen.

– If I could do anything, my Princess, anything to end that suffering of yours, I would.

Even with watery eyes, in any moment Lavinia did turn her eyes from Jacob´s. She knew he would never betray her, but she was afraid. If he didn´t have the courage and reveal the truth, she wouldn´t be Queen and could never be anything else in that Kingdom. Her own father would take care so that her punishment would be more severe. 

– You know, Jacob – said Lavinia again, trying to look calm, drying the tears, but keeping one hand attached to the man´s in front of hers. – The night of the full moon, if my father names Sara Queen, whatever happens, I can never assume the throne of Panlasia. Sara will be the Queen of the Mother City and I'm going to be just another member of the royal family forever.

– My Princess thinks it has any chance of your father doesn´t choose Sara as Queen, or not making the announcement on the night of a full moon?

– I'm sure my father will choose Sara as Queen – she responded in definitive tone.

– So, what can we do? Say, my Princess, I will do everything for you.

Lavinia smiled for a second time to Jacob in that hall. That was the moment, she knew it. Everything should be fast and accurate, there couldn´t be glitches. And, if there was, she couldn´t be involved. 

– The only way of Sara not be crowned Queen, – said Lavinia cautiously –, is if my father didn't make the announcement on the full moon night.

– So, if the King would not appoint his successor until the full moon, he could no longer do it? – asked Jacob, hopeful.

– Of course, he can appoint his successor when he wants. He is the King of the Mother City. There's nothing you can't do. Lavinia took a deep breath to control; she didn't want to show her irritation.

– I don't understand, my Princess. What can we do?

– If my dad doesn´t make the announcement-, said Lavinia calmly, almost slowly, so that every word would be absorbed by Jacob – as the eldest daughter, I will be crowned Queen, and nothing and no one, not even my little sister, will be able to stop me from taking the throne and wear my father´s crown. But for that to happen, he cannot do this announcement, or at the next full moon, or ever again.

– My Princess – started Jacob. Lavinia noticed the astonishment on his face to begin to understand her words.

– Call me Lavinia. You don't have to call me Princess – said holding more tightly their hands and closing almost intimately from his most loyal subject. – I think we can end these titles, after all, we're so close, Jacob, and we can be even more when I am crowned Queen.

Lavinia waited Jacob drafted some reaction before her words. She knew that he had understood every word said, and also the unspoken. His heart was pounding of nervousness; however, she had always been very skillful at hiding their emotions and, while waiting for a response from her most loyal soldier, seemed a quietness and calmness that really didn't feel. Her future would be decided at that time, and the only person she could trust to achieve their goals was the man who held her hands. 

Jacob appeared to halt infighting. What the Princess asked him was the biggest atrocity that someone could commit against the Kingdom. If he was discovered, he wouldn´t only be exiled to the city of betrayal. He would get the worst punishment that a man could be convicted. His crimes would be paid every day for eternity. But, if all went well, his Princess would be crowned Queen and he would be the one who was always at his side. He would be the man who has done what no other would do. And, of course, Lavinia would know that even "he" would have done so much for her. 

– What do you say, Jacob? – said Lavinia, with firm voice, but her hands almost imperceptibly shook. 

– I shall make you our Queen, Lavinia. No matter what it takes. I promise you.

Jacob knelt in front of Lavinia and kissed each of her hands gently. She hasn't outlined any reaction, neither seemed to have noticed the gesture of her subject. Looking toward the door, a smile appeared on her face. Jacob stood up and Lavinia recovered from her trance. She smiled lovingly and he went back down the hall toward the center of the Palace. Lavinia accompanied him with her eyes until he disappeared completely. Right now, turned to the door and touched her gently. 

– Not long now, my love – said fondly, with lips nearly kissing the cold metal. – Soon, I will be Queen and on that day I will do my best to get you back to me. 

She moved away from the door and, for a moment, faced it firmly, as if looking for someone. Moved away further and followed the same direction as her servant, with her heart full of anxiety.

Chapter 2

The Royal Palace was the oldest and stately building of the whole Mother City and all the kingdoms. In one of the most extensive of its halls, with high windows of stained glass and ornamented with the most expensive and beautiful decorating supplies, there was a long table, where the most noble and wealthy inhabitants of the Kingdom were an exquisite breakfast in the company of the most sovereign of Kings. The King of all the cities of the Kingdom would sit at the head of the table. A refined designed table, so that even during a simple meal King´s power would be always remembered. The King and his family would sit at the top, in a space where the table stood, approaching them from heaven; away from the other members of the Royal Entourage, those who were born to rule an entire Kingdom. Even though taller than the others, at the head of a table formed by the most important minds of their nation, the King´s Chair was an imposing throne. The noblest wood and purest and more exquisite red satin, bathed in gold thread, framed the King almost celestially.

The Regents of all the Sister Cities were present at the Palace for the much awaited event that would happen during the night of the full moon. That night, the most important decisions of a Kingdom would be taken and none of those sovereigns would lose the opportunity to be present, to be reminded when the crown was passed to the next regent.

The Great King and his daughters sat sovereign above all others at that compound, as well as its position in the Kingdom demanded, but, for the curiosity of some and disgust of the eldest daughter, who occupied the right side of the King was his youngest daughter.

The Regents of the Sister Cities, in respect to the royal family, gathered there, not heading directly to the Great King and his daughters without a called straight from their sovereign. They talked among themselves about the wonderful progress of their own cities, being unrelated to the tension present between the three most important people in that room. 

– Why don´t you declare once that Sara will be your successor to the throne? – said his daughter sitting on the left side of the King, with nothing more than a whisper, for others not listen to her, not regents more than their words were full of indignation.

Her face, generally very clear, was blushed, showing nervousness, and her hand, trembling slightly when trying to take a strand of her long black hair that blocked her view. 

– Don't talk like that, Lavinia – replied the King Estevan severely, but also with controlled voice. – You know you owe me respect, especially before the nobles of our Kingdom, and you also know that I haven´t yet declared who will succeed me.

–Forgive me, my Lord, said Lavinia, trying futilely to appear a little more tranquil. – But I'm your oldest daughter, should assume the throne after you, my father.

– That more worthy one who also has more ability to rule this Kingdom will assume my throne – completed the King definitely.

– But, my Lord, I'm sure I can be a good Queen to Panlasia. – The daughter held the King´s left hand, looking at her lovingly.

–I am assured that you will be a good Queen for our people, but we don´t need a good Queen, but a great Queen. 

King Estevan looked away for his youngest daughter, who returned with a loving smile. That smile that so many times made him feel like crying reminiscing the past. Such a beautiful smile, as his late wife Juliet´s. Sara had taken the warm smile and bright eyes, sweet as honey, after her mother, very different from her sister's black eyes. Only her white skin and black hair marked her as his daughter. 

In viewing the exchange of glances between the father and the sister, Lavinia let out slowly the hand of the great King, without wanting to sound rude, but looking sick for that scene. 

– My Lord – started Sara, speaking for the first time that morning. She lowered her eyes for a moment, seeming to try to find a little courage, and looked at the father. – I don't care that you Lord name my sister as the Great Queen. We'll be together, maintaining peace and order, no matter who is crowned, it's not true, my sister?

Sara looked kindly at her sister. Her look would be interpreted as calm and gentle for anyone else who was watching that scene, but for Lavinia the sister was full of remorse and guilt.  

– Of course, my dear. We will always be together. – Lavinia said the last words calmly, as if she was having a vision of how it would happen, but next thing had already their eyes again fixed on her father, waiting for his opinion.

– I really hope that that is not chosen always be here to support the Queen, but the most important decisions of our Kingdom will be only made by that one who wears my Crown, and who will decide who will use that Crown, at the next full moon, it will be me. – The Great King Estevan smiled at the daughters laughing in their looks of concern. – But let's not talk about this subject. If you want to retire, be my guest, princesses.

Sara and Lavinia rose and politely bowed, thanking the King. In realizing the farewell of the heirs, the remaining sovereigns stood up in respect, while they withdrew from the room. 

Chapter 3

Sara attended the sister with the look, as she drove away from the Hall after breakfast. She knew how much her sister longed to be Queen and, mainly, Sara knew how much she had already suffered in life, how much deserved some happiness after all terrible. She had that right.

– Don't worry, my dear – said a voice behind Sara, for which she promptly turned around. –Your father is a wise man and he will do the best for our Kingdom.

When she heard that voice, Sara knew exactly who it belonged to. Rose was for most people just more a servant in the Palace but for Sara, she was the only person that came in mind when thinking about someone who represents the role of a mother in her gentle, small appearance with a hug of the size of the world, but her whitish hair didn´t described the strength and courage she possessed. Neither her huge heart. 

– I know my father will always be what's best for everyone – said Sara with the voice so contained that Rose had to get closer to hear. – But the best for my sister would be that she was crowned Queen. She is the eldest daughter and deserves the Crown more than me.

– By being the eldest daughter doesn´t make your sister fairer or wiser than you, and this is exactly the kind of Queen we need. 

Sara headed for a large window in the corridor, in front of the Hall in which her meal had been served that morning. It was possible to see hundreds of people working in the decoration of the town. They all smile and seemed to enjoy immensely with that great occasion. Their hearts were lighter and without a care in the world, the exact opposite of the heart of the newest heir to throne at that time. 

– I'm not as fair or as wise as well, and you know that very well. – Sara faced again Rose and said very firmly. – I'm going to tell the King that if he doesn´t crown Lavinia as future Queen I will not accept the Crown. If he doesn´t want my sister to be Queen, then we won't have any Queen to rule Panlasia.

Rose looked with concern at her beloved Princess. Since the father announced that he would declare his successor, and his sister made it clear how much he wanted the throne, Sara began to demonstrate concern. She knew her reasons very well and would like them not to interfere in his trial. Rose approached Sara and hugged as she always did since she was just a baby, every time she felt lost and helpless. Sara readily accepted the embrace and waited for the wise words that always came from Rose in these moments.

– You can't blame yourself forever for something that happened so long ago. You're just thinking about your sister and this is a commendable attitude, my dear, but as a Princess, before anything, you have to think about the good of your people, and you know your sister can't afford to take care of our Kingdom.

– But I'll be here to help her – said Sara by getting rid of the hug, trying to convince herself that her choice was the right one. – She will not need to handle everything alone.

– Do you really think your sister will accept your help? – asked Rose affectionately. – Do you think she will accept help from whomever? She will rule our Kingdom as a tyrant. You know very well how many times she has suggested to the King that he dethroned all those men who are in this Hall right now and ruled all alone. His father is already the Great King of Kandil and his daughter chosen will be the Great Queen, but still her choice will subdue all. As if a single person could rule every city of Kandil. She will only get a war against our Sister Cities, and the Mother City will fall thanks to her whims. You have to be the next Queen, for all our sakes. Sara sighed wearily, but shook her head resigned.

– You're absolutely right, Rose. But I suffer so much for my sister. I wish we could really rule the Kingdom together. I don't know why our dad has to make this announcement so early; he still has many years ahead of us. – Sara paused to order the thoughts and regain her strength. – But I agree with you, I will not talk to my father. I will leave the decision in his hands.

– That is right, my dear. This is the best to do. 

Chapter 4

Through the high windows of one of the halls of the Palace, it was possible to see the moon on its floating pedestal, glowing, almost completely full, iluminating more happily than the sun the last night for the great day of Kandil. There were so many stars in the sky that it seemed that everyone, including the universe, celebrated that it would be the biggest event in many years. The entire Palace, and the city that surrounded it, already slept with the peace that they deserved, immensely excited and happy with the day that would follow. In one of those windows was the only man who should be awake at that hour, and it was exactly the moon that he looked at.  He seemed mesmerized with its beauty. She lit up so brightly that seemed to be trying to rat out the cold, cruel act that he would commit. 

"I do it for my dear Princess and only because of hers" thought Jacob, taking the courage to finish the task for which he was designated. "When all this is over, she will be the kinder and most beautiful Queen kinder Kandil ever imagined having. No one will remember our King or Sara, because they will be so happy that will idolize her. And it is I who will be at her side. Just me.”

Jacob lowered his eyes and walked quietly towards the huge Palace kitchen. Due to a time of peace and friendship between all the Sister Cities, for many years the soldiers hadn´t been patrolling the Palace at night, so Jacob could reach his goal without any hindrance.

There was no created in the kitchen, everyone had already gone to bed, but some things were left separated for breakfast the next day don't be late. In Kandil, the routine was followed to the letter and all prided themselves of it. In one of the tables in the kitchen there was a beautiful golden tray. It was a very big piece for the few utensils which were lying on it, just a pitcher and a large ornate cup. Both were made of a very thick material that glowed brightly. Jacob raised the cup very easily, despite appearing to be made of a solid material. It was beautiful and made with one of the best technologies from the antiquities of the Kingdom. Only the great King could drink from that cup, and that tradition would be very useful right now.

With the cup in hand, Jacob was a long tense, without outlining any reaction, knowing that that would be the most important act of his life. His Princess Lavinia had entrusted this task. It was him she used when most needed assistance, and it would be him that she would come again when becoming Queen. 

With these thoughts Jacob withdrew a container, about the size of a button, from a golden bracelet attached to his wrist. Thick, sturdy and powerful, this bracelet was the pride of all Palace Guards, because, even when they were without their uniform, it symbolized the importance of those men, since they held a position that they would let them closer to the most important man of the entire Kingdom. 

Holding the button, the cup was again placed in their place of origin. Who came to work in the morning wouldn´t even suspect that the piece had been removed at some point. He carefully opened the container. With much effort, it was possible to see only a small drop of liquid completely transparent. Jacob left the drop dripping into the cup, which, in a matter of seconds, disappeared in its bottom as if it had never been there.

With a last look at the tray, Jacob turned and walked away towards the exit, without even once looking back.

Chapter 5

The happiness of the Mother City´s inhabitants was so big and true that that morning seemed to be the most beautiful ever seen in Panlasia. All agreed too soon and in a good mood for the final preparations of the great event that night, a unique event that would only be seen again many years hence. When the moon appeared in the sky, the new Queen would be declared, the one that would succeed the King when his time in this world to end and he was gone honorably to find his ancestors, after years playing the royal duty for his people. The continuation of the era of peace and harmony for all his subjects would be sealed for many years beyond.

Inside the Palace, all were busy with their routine assignments, in addition to the special for that day, but the organization was perfect. The breakfast was being prepared with care to receive back all the Regents of the Sister Cities, in addition to the Great King and his daughters, to the last joint meal of all the regents before the start of the festivities.

There was an old tradition in Panlasia that said that the Great King has to start his mornings reinvigorating the energies to transmit force to the entire Kingdom. Women, who are the seeders of all life on the planet, have the duty to take the strength to the royal chambers for one more day of reign. As his wife had died many years ago, King Estevan received the renewal cup of one of his daughters every morning, currently the only two women representatives of the Royal House. Lavinia rarely participated of this ritual, so Sara took charge of these crafts, exactly as that morning.

Sara walked through the halls of the royal chambers, holding a huge tray in her hands, but with ease and grace. Only the size itself to obstruct her, its weight was irrelevant. Every day she was doing that task with a huge smile on her face, but this particular day was leaving her extremely distressed. She had spent all night rolling in the sheets without being able to sleep for a minute. She was exhausted, but still very worried about the outcome of that night.

Upon arriving in front of the most important port of the royal chambers, Sara stopped for a minute, hesitating. Her father knew her very well and he would be worried if he noticed the tense expression on her face. Trying to show some happiness she hadn't felt and putting a slight smile on her face, Sara hit lightly on the door and entered the room. 

– Excuse me, my Lord – said Sara when crossing the door and entering the room. – Good morning, my father.

King Estevan was sitting in a comfortable chair in the center of the royal bedroom. That was the room of the King's private visits. The largest room of the Royal Palace was made up of five chambers of which his daughters only knew that. Not everyone was to enter the Great King´s innermost chambers. The few who entered, to make their services, spent years working only in this location, and when retiring trust directly to another person the same tasks. 

A smile appeared on the King´s face when seeing his youngest daughter entering the room. Lavinia rarely participated in that ceremony, and he knew that today would be the last day that she'd like to do it. King Estevan had an untold love for their two daughters, knew how much Lavinia would suffer with his decision, and he would never want to see her suffer, but, as King, it was his duty to think first what was best for his Kingdom, to continue with all that his ancestors had built with so much effort. Estevan knew their daughters well enough to know who would be the best choice for Panlasia.

Sara knelt before the father, as the tradition, and placed the tray on a table beside the chair where he was sitting.  

– How are you, my dear? Looking forward to seeing the full moon shining in the sky?

Sara took the big jar and poured a generous amount in the cup. Its content was a clear, thick and slightly shiny liquid. The appearance of that drink was magnificent and its taste was defined by many in the City as a masterpiece. 

–We all are, father. Today is a very special day. 

Sara delivered the cup gently to the father, without facing him, and lowered her face. King Estevan held the cup, but didn't drink its content, however yearning to feel the taste of the liquid in his interior. He looked at his daughter with concern.  

– I asked you if you are happy, my daughter. – The Great King put the cup back on the tray and held her daughter's face with his hands so that she looked at him directly. – Don't you want to tell your father why you are so unhappy?

Sara heard the question and felt the tears trying to get to her eyes. 

With much effort she managed to contain them, just not to worry the father. She held their hands, kissed them and then laid her head in his lap. 

– I'm just worried, my father. Tonight will change our lives and I couldn't sleep, that's all.

King Estevan stroked the youngest daughter´s hair, wondering how she was mature and responsible for her age. With only twenty years he hasn't even dreamed of becoming the King who was currently. Just 15 years later, when his mother died, he became the Great King. He wouldn't do that to her unless he was sure there were still many years for Sara to take control of all the Cities of the Kingdom of Kandil. He knew she would still have many years to enjoy life before assuming such a responsibility, a responsibility that she even could begin to imagine. But he was sure that, until that day comes, Lavinia would put up with not being the Queen, and help sister to take care of the Sister Cities. 

– Nothing will change, my dear. I will announce that, but when you wake up tomorrow will see that nothing has changed and that your concern is aimlessly.

Sara, for the first time that morning, showed the father a real smile. He was right, everything will continue as before, and his father still would be for many years at the helm of the Mother City. Estevan, satisfied with his daughter's smile, took again the cup and took it to his lips. Felt the sweet and fresh taste that that beverage provided him. His mornings were actually regenerative with that masterpiece. After finishing the cup, he lowered his eyes to the daughter and saw her beautiful smile again. That image seemed paralyzed in front of his. Neither did she move nor outlined any reaction. It was like a picture of a beautiful smile, a beautiful memory, which King Estevan would see through all eternity.

Chapter 6

A long sigh from his father was all Sara heard before to follow with the eye the rolling empty cup to the ground. Quickly, stretched a little arm to reach the bowl and, with a smile still plastered on her face, she looked at his father hoping to see in his face a child smile by oversight, however, all she saw was a blank and distant look, almost staring at her with amazement.

The cup was again against the ground, as the first time, without making the slightest noise, but this time no one bothered to collect the royal item. Sara knelt down, fully upright, before the father to be able to see his face better. No movement was perceived, not least sway of respiration. Open eyes seemed to have stopped in time, without blinking or shaking in any moment. King Estevan seemed such a stone statue that his daughter was afraid to touch it and find out that, actually, his dear father never was in. Sara lifted one hand and lightly noticed it extremely shaky. Ignoring that fact, and all the bad thoughts that passed by her mind, she touched his father´s face lightly.  

– Father – whispered, applying a little more pressure on the King's face, waiting for a reaction.

The inert face fell to the back of the chair without any resistance. Sara abruptly withdrew her hand and took it to her mouth trying to suppress the dread taking care of her body. Tears started to come to her eyes, without the possibility to stop them. The Princess rose with difficulty and realized that every cell of her body seemed to tremble uncontrollably. His father, seen from above, it seemed just a lifeless dummy, with the head in a position that would be extremely uncomfortable for anyone, but scary to anyone who looked. Sara, carefully, held his head and nuzzled it on a little cushion. 

She was startled in hearing the sound of the fireworks that marked the beginning of all the celebrations that would occur that day, until the big announcement, when the moon was shown up. She looked at her father again and realized she was wasting time. Without any other distraction and with tears slightly disturbing her sight, the Princess came out quickly from the room and ran toward the exit of the royal chambers. Sara knew, with hundreds of people working in the Palace and with the distance of the royal chambers, mainly his father's room; no one listened, no matter how much you scream, until she was close enough.  

The King´s youngest daughter spotted the main staircase that would take to close the area passable of the Palace, where several people would be, and where she could start screaming for help. Sara started racing toward the stairs, stumbling a few times in her long dress and because of blurred vision by tears. Upon reaching the stairs, Sara felt a twinge of relief. She would ask for help, her father was going to be all right, because he had promised her that everything would be fine, nothing would change, and he would always fulfill his promises.

In the middle of the staircase, Sara could see some people. When she opened her mouth trying to ask for some help, she didn't stay focused on her race for the stairs and her step turned out to be higher than it should. In viewing the stairs approaching her face, Sarah closed her eyes and waited for the pain.

Chapter 7

Sara was running through such familiar corridors of the Palace. She was happy and joyful because after many cloudy days, the sun had finally risen, and she could play in the big gardens surrounding her home. Her sister was studying piano with a severe teacher, whose voice Sara was afraid of, and she couldn´t get out to seeing the shiny day. The little Princess ran unworriedly, but anxious to finish that huge aisle and get to the large main staircase.  

Rose ran out of breath, after Sara. She should blame the Princess by running inside the Palace, but couldn´t by seeing the smile of joy that the little one had in his face.  By seeing reaching the stairs, however, feared for what could happen.

– Sara – Rose called her calmly. –Wait.

The child turned anxious and even without leaving the place, couldn't keep still, throwing the weight of her body from one foot to the other.  

– Come on, Rose, you're too slow – said the Princess, slightly grumpy.

– I don't have your willingness, my Princess – replied Rose, laughing, reaching around Sara and stopping to catch her breath. – You can go ahead, but don't run through the stairs and don't forget to hold the handrail. You don't want to have an accident and being unable to play outside, do you?

Sara didn´t answer the question and, despite her annoyance at being barred in the middle of the joke, turned to continue her path with extreme caution. It took her more than necessary to go down the stairs, and that time Rose managed to follow the girl´s pace. After finishing the last rung, Sara looked at Rose and smiled in a way slightly mischievous. Rose shook her head to the Princess, which began again to run radiant toward the gates of the Palace, hearing Rose´s joyful laugh moving away.

Sara opened her eyes and regretted it immediately. Even though completely still, her head felt as if it was going to explode, so she decided not to try either the slightest movement. She closed her eyes again and tried to remember what was going on. The last thing she remembered was falling and rolling along the huge staircase of the Palace. So many times Rose had warned as a child not to run on the stairs, and she never had fallen. It was ironic that that would happen to her now, a grown woman. Sara was going to give a slight smile with this realization when remembered why she was running on the stairs. She was going to ask for help for her beloved father. 

The youngest Princess' eyes widened and this time she ignored the pain and quickly sat down on the bed. Realizing she was in her own room, didn't stop to think who had brought her up there. The only thing that mattered was asking for help. 

– Lie down darling, you better not to try – said a voice whispered from one of the corners of the room.

Sara looked towards where the voice came from. Rose was in one of the windows of her room, looking out. The Princess realized it was already dark. The moon was shining majestically in its maximum splendor. 

– Dark already? – Sara stood up and walked toward Rose. – How long was I asleep? I need to go get help, my father is not well, Rose, we have to call someone.

Rose continued looking out of the Palace. Sara surprised her reaction and her body began to tremble again. She came close to the woman against the window, fearing what she might say. 

– Rose? – called Sara with a low and raspy voice.

She turned to Sara and the Princess could see her eyes light up, intensely red. Sara didn't need any word. She began to walk slowly and staggered toward the door. 

– No... – Sara whispered, powerless to say anything else.

The Princess began to walk faster toward the exit of the room.  

– No, my dear, wait, you can't... – Rose tried to stop her, but she reached the door without listening to their protests.

Sara couldn't believe it was true; she had to find her father. He could be sick, but all people got sick, that's why they had excellent physicians. That's why the entire Kingdom spent both with great research into medicines and recovery technologies. It was impossible that her father had something completely incurable. She couldn´t believe that would happen with her dad the same thing that happened with "him".

Sara opened the door, but failed to take any step out of the room. Two guards of the Palace were standing by, each of them with a light stick, together, creating rows of twinkling lights blocking her way. Sara just heard of those devices, never seen one in person; weapons to stop criminals, no longer used in the Mother City. She got scared for a second, but recovered and returned to her goal. 

– But what is happening? – said Sara, by seeing the guards didn´t have any reaction that would let her pass. – Let me out now!

The two guards looked on for a moment and then, as if rehearsed, directed their looks to Sara. She, who throughout all her life had always received the most affectionate and sincere gazes from everyone who lived and worked in that Palace, for the first time received a look of pure hatred. 

– You can't leave – said one of the guards with no ceremony, no calling her by her royal title. – Princess Lavinia's orders.

Sara felt outraged at that moment. She would react to the guard's response when Rose, holding her tenderly, but firmly, pulled her into the room. 

– Please, darling, you´d better come in – she said closing the door, her eyes still oozing.

Sara had her eyes completely dry. Her anger and anguish now prevented her from crying. All she wanted was to understand what was going on. Rose took her back to the bed and sat beside her. 

– What happened to my father, Rose? What's happening? – Sara demanded in a rude tone, which Rose for a long time hasn´t seen her using, but she didn't care.

– My dear – began Rose, holding her hands. – You will need to be strong.

Sara felt her heart stop for a moment. "You're going to need to be strong". She knew exactly what would come after that sentence. She knew what was coming just after seeing the lifeless eyes of her father no longer staring at her, but she didn't want to believe it. 

– Your father's gone, my angel, forever.

Sara felt the trembling body convulsing. Her stomach turned for a moment, before the tears started to wet her face as ever. Rose pulled her to her lap and stroked her head gently, as she often had done when her Princess was just a little girl. But, unlike other times when Rose gently consoled her with a beautiful smile on her face, she couldn't smile and couldn't say fine words thinking how much her little one was suffering, and how much she would suffer.

Sara rose abruptly, frightening Rose. Her face was bathed in tears and expressing untold suffering. 

– I need to see my father. Where is he, Rose? Where have they taken him?

Rose took a deep breath for a moment and dried her own tears.  

– We need to talk, Sara. – Her voice was serious and tense.

– No, first I want to see my father and my sister.

In hearing Sara mentioning the King´s eldest daughter, Rose got up immediately with a severe expression on her face. 

– You can't leave, Sara. Now you will hear me!

Sara felt the anger return to hear those words. His father had gone forever, and she had to see him one last time. She had to console her sister, who should be devastated with this tragedy, and had to understand the reason of everything being happening in her life. 

–Why can´t I leave here? What is happening?

– Sara– started Rose, rallying, trying to again use her gentle voice. – Your father wasn't sick. He was poisoned.
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