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Author’s Note: 

This is a work of fiction, none of the characters are real or are they based on real people or events. Please do not take the actions or expressions noted in this story as the Author’s outlook on life or respected behavior of anybody alive or deceased.

All Characters in this story are over the age of eighteen!!

Please have fun and enjoy reading these stories. 


Adriel sat in her chair, staring at her father, the King. King Godrian, the ruler of France. The most significant capital in all of the kingdoms.

Most peasants sitting in the seats around the arena loved their King. They adored him. He had brought prosperity and wealth to Frean. What they didn't know was the cost.

Sitting beside the King was Prince Lothan, his father, King Lomar, and most of the other Kings from the neighboring kingdoms were tired of Godrian and his army marching into their realms and taking from them.

The Kings had allied with each other and formed the mightiest army ever known. That army was now just over the ridge.

Godrian had put Frean first and foremost, but at the cost of many other kingdom's peril, and now payment was due.

"I hope you are not planning something," Lothan said as he stared at her father. "If my father doesn't hear from me by the end of each day, your city will crumble."

"I understand," Godrian said, his voice trembling as he looked at his wife.

Queen Neverie's hands were trembling. She knew there was no way out. The army outside her gates had the city surrounded.

Adriel bore a hole through her father. She hated him. She hated everything about him, not because of the trouble he brought onto their city, but because he sent her first love to fight the army. 

Once the rebellion was discovered, Godrian sent his best men to silence it. The first march was decimated quickly, and her lover Christian was sent in the second. 

He wasn't a warrior or a soldier. He was a poet. He wrote love letters to her daily. He brought her flowers of every colour every day.

And because of her father, he was gone. Adriel pictured his body dead on the ground somewhere on a battlefield, with crows pecking at his flesh and eyes. Adriel shook her head as she pushed that image from her mind.

Adriel was promised to Lothan as part of a treaty. Adriel's father had given her away like some beast, some cattle to a butcher.
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