 When your world’s burning, nothing seems fair, and the world hates you, you’re driven to become the villain. I was driven to become that monstrosity. I walked the paths of greatness and every step I took, someone smeared my footprints behind me. They took my family’s love, my right to the throne, and my will to care. So I took it all back, and burned them through their cold hearts so they could feel the pain I did. A searing sword, melting through their bodies. They called me a tyrant, an uncontrollable force. They blamed me for becoming what they told me I was. So much hypocrisy.
	By age twelve, Marquess Zeldana’s son and daughter, Barcelle and Mary Zeldana, infiltrated my family and poisoned them with doubt.
—
	“Lillian! Why did you push my sister? Now her knee is scraped and her dress torn! How can she show her face at the tea party later?” Barcelle bellowed so my brother would hear him. My brother is an extreme tattle-tale. Once he caught wind of something out of the rules of etiquette he would run to father immediately.
	“Mary, you’re not hurt, right?” Demetrius held his hand out for her to grab onto. Barcelle quickly thanked my brother for helping his sister up and rushed to her side to support her.
	“I’ve done nothing of the sort, Barcelle, you’re lying on my name, how dare you-” My brother cut me off before I could finish attempting to justify myself.
	“You blame others for your terrible behavior and then threaten them because you got caught? I’m ashamed to be your older brother. I hope father will punish you enough to straighten you up this time.” He let go of Mary and walked hastily down the long, golden hallway. The smell of old books wafted into my nose as he rushed past me. Although two years older than I, he loved to throw around his power and privilege as an older brother.
	“Deme, why must you see me suffer at the hands of others' accusations?” I turned and yelled to him as he walked a quarter way down the hall. My long dark blue, evening dress twisted with me, the ruffles dancing with my feet.
	He stopped and turned to me, like I had asked him a stupid, pitiful question.
	“Do not call me that; you deserve to suffer because you’re evil-”
	“And what makes me so? The lies others have slithering past their teeth? Or is it the hearsay the socialites spat, that I am the cursed child only for my raven hair that’s unlike yours and fathers, beautifully platinum? Shall I pay for the crimes of the wicked as well and be purged by the church?”
	He took a few steps back before answering me, eager to run to father. “You deserve the worst, Lillian. As I’ve grown older and more aware, I can almost sense you’re an illegitimate child!” 

