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For every woman who was told she wasn’t enough. You always were.

👑 THE ROYAL HEIR 

Every crown hides a secret. Every heir carries a storm. 

Adjusted to the crown, the press, and the cold war between her and Alexander, Isabella is beginning to settle into her role as Queen of Arvenia. But an unplanned pregnancy, rumors of a coup, and an American woman with designs on the crown (and Alexander’s heart) force Isabella to choose between the kind of queen she wants to be and the kind of life she wants to live.
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Chapter 1: The Secret
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The palace slept, cautiously, not quite wanting to wake before the coming storm. Isabella slept curled in the linen sheets of the royal bed, her eyes fixed on the vaulted ceiling. Shadow and dust from early dawn flickered in the flicker of candles like shadows in memory.

The sky outside, over Arvenia, was an unsettled grey pink, rumpled like an old blanket.

She had not slept. Not truly.

The small white stick lay across the vanity on the other side of the room, unobtrusive and quietly shattering. Positive. Bold as a church bell. She had taken the test in secret—slipping out of the royal bedchambers at dawn while still in her nightgown, unseen by the guards. She had not wanted anyone to know. Not yet. Not ever.

She twitched her fingers under the sheets. She should be happy. She should be brimming with glorious regal things. But all she felt was panic... and a sick knot of guilt and defiance.

She had not told Alexander.

She never told him she stopped taking the palace-prescribed contraceptives three months ago. It had not been any great act of courtly seduction, planned by secret advisors and master-tailors. It had been fear—and then hope—and then fear again. Confusion upon confusion. And now all that confusion was in her womb.

There was a knock at the door, a gentle rapping that was not the loud ceremonial knocking of servants. Not the hushed tap of guards. This was someone she knew.

“Isa?” Alexander’s voice, thick with sleep.

She sat up, the sheet gathered at her waist. “Yes?”

The door cracked open, and her husband was there, hair tousled from sleep, collar undone, and eyes meeting hers immediately. “You weren’t in bed. Are you okay?”

She smiled. It was a smile she had mastered long before she had ever worn a crown. “Couldn’t sleep.”

He stepped into the room, bare feet silent on the cold marble. “You look pale.”

“Council early. And I haven’t had tea yet.”

He looked at her longer than was comfortable. Alexander was many things—a warrior, a statesman, a prince tempered by war. But he was also a man with two daughters, who knew her better than she sometimes let on.

“Don’t forget about the trade delegation today,” he said finally, starting to walk back to the door. “The council will want to see us both.”

She nodded. No more needed to be said. When the door closed behind him, she exhaled. She slipped out of bed, feet cold on the tiles. She crossed to the vanity and regarded her face in the mirror. Pale. Tired. Guarded. Eyes too wide, mouth too tight. She did not look much like a queen at all. The test was still there on the vanity, next to her hairbrush, wrapped in a hand towel like it was contraband.

It was real. All of it. The nausea and the dizziness and the strange dreams. And now this.

She wanted to tear into the drawer—the one she locked three nights ago with all the shaking hands and all the lists of truths and half-truths too painful to say out loud. The one with the letter in it.

She eased it open.

Folded and neat and in her own shaky handwriting:

I’m scared. Not ready. But if it’s ours... if it’s really ours... I want it. Even if the world says I shouldn’t. Even if you’re not ready either.

She stared at the letter for a long time, watching the ink turn sepia in her hands, the words spent before they even had a chance to be spoken.

Isabella struck a match.

She held the flame to the corner of the letter and watched as it burned, blackened, quivered, and then went away in a crackle of orange. She tossed the final corner into the fireplace, where it joined the ashes of a hundred other things she had been forced to bury since becoming queen.

The letter was gone. But the secret wasn’t.

Isabella walked the wide halls of the East Wing with all the ease of a queen with a secret. Her emerald dress trailing like ivy behind her, chin high, and eyes looking forward. The courtiers bowed. The guards saluted. The ladies whispered of the queen’s beauty. No one saw the war behind her smile.

In the council chamber, Alexander sat at the head of the long-polished oak table, ministers and scribes on either side. His eyes met hers as she entered, for a split second. Enough to notice. Enough to reassure.

She took her seat at his side, listening to trade routes and tariffs being discussed. Nodding at all the right moments. Speaking up when necessary. But she wasn’t listening. She wasn’t even there. She was off, thinking of the child growing inside her. Imagining the children she could have. The people who would reduce the existence of those children to statistics and scandal before they ever had a chance to breathe.

She was thinking of Alexander.

Would he be angry? Lied to? Would he feel like she was cornering him into something, even though the answer had never really been that simple, that binary? She remembered the way he had held her at the end of the last state dinner, both of them in that special state of wine and fatigue, whispering about what could be. How close he had been. How gentle.

He would understand. She had to know he would.

The prince, of course. The crown. The palace machine that ground up human error and ground it into scandal. That was another story entirely.
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