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Title: A Crown of Fire and Fate

Subtitle: An Enemies to Lovers Romantasy of Dragons, War, and a Cursed Bond
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In the shattered kingdom of Aerithra, war burns along every border and the accusation of sorcery is a death sentence. Magic has been outlawed for a century, dragons have vanished into myth, and the royal line rules through steel and fear rather than wonder. The people whisper that the last time dragonfire touched the sky, an entire empire fell in a single night.

Liora has grown up on the edges of that empire, fierce in spirit yet utterly powerless in a world that worships strength. Branded a commoner and a burden, she has only two things that are truly hers: a stubborn will to survive and a secret she does not understand. Since childhood, she has been haunted by burning dreams, by the echo of wings and an ancient voice calling her by a name no one else can hear. She believes it is madness. She has no idea it is a bond.

When her village is forced to send a “bride-tithe” to the capital, Liora is chosen for a ceremonial selection that will bind one woman to the royal house in a purely political match. The ceremony is meant to be symbolic, a reminder that every life in the kingdom belongs to the crown. Liora expects humiliation and then obscurity as a forgotten consort. Instead, under the vaulted ceiling of the Dragon Hall, her world erupts.

The moment she kneels before the throne, a searing power awakens inside her, answering the dormant call of the last living dragon, a creature chained beneath the palace for a hundred years. Fire races through her veins. Ancient magic shatters the spells that have kept dragonkind imprisoned and reveals a forbidden truth to everyone present: Liora is soulbound to the final dragon, the living heart of Aerithra itself.

That revelation should mean her immediate execution.

Prince Kael of Aerithra has built his legend on killing what she has just become.

Known as the King’s Blade, Kael is the cold, unyielding heir to a throne soaked in dragon blood. Trained from childhood to hunt down any sign of magic, he has personally executed mages, burned villages to stop sorcerous plagues, and carved his name into every enemy that dared call upon the old powers. To the kingdom, he is salvation. To those who remember what was lost, he is a monster. He believes dragons are abominations, the source of all ruin, and he carries the scars to prove it.

The instant Liora’s bond erupts, Kael draws his sword to strike her down. Yet as steel meets heat and the dragon beneath the palace wakes, a deeper enchantment reveals itself. Liora’s life is bound to the dragon’s, and the dragon’s life is bound to the land. If she dies, the last dragon dies with her. If the last dragon dies, the lifeblood of Aerithra will collapse and the kingdom will burn from the inside out. The very legacy Kael has killed to protect would shatter in a single heartbeat.

Killing her would fulfill his vow. Killing her would also destroy everything he has sworn to defend.

Forced into a brutal contradiction, Kael is commanded by his father to keep Liora alive at any cost. Publicly she becomes a royal prize, draped in silks and thorns, declared under the prince’s personal protection. Privately she is his greatest threat, the embodiment of everything he has spent his life eradicating. She is a living weapon that could end the war... or ignite it beyond control.

When a rival kingdom discovers that dragon magic has returned, war surges to Aerithra’s doorstep. Ancient wards collapse. Forbidden cults rise from the shadows, each with their own vision for the last dragon and the girl who carries its fire. The crown no longer controls the story. The entire realm begins to hunt Liora: some to worship her, some to enslave her, others to tear the bond from her flesh.

To prevent Aerithra from falling to outside invasion and internal rebellion, Kael and Liora are sent on a desperate mission. They must slip behind their own fractured lines and journey into the lost places of the world: cursed battlefields where the dead never rest, forbidden cities swallowed by night, and the skeletal ruins of dragon temples buried by royal decree. Their task is to uncover the origin of the bond, its true purpose, and whether it can be severed or turned to the kingdom’s salvation.

Enemies from the moment their eyes meet, they begin this journey with nothing but hatred and necessity between them. Liora sees Kael as the butcher-prince who would have killed her without blinking. Kael sees Liora as a living disaster waiting to happen, a temptation toward the very magic he has cast into the flames his entire life. Yet the road gives them no luxury of distance. Storms, ambushes, and the dragon’s unpredictable power force them into constant, suffocating proximity.

Along the way, the bond that ties Liora to the dragon starts to twist around Kael as well. The dragon’s consciousness presses against her mind, wild and ancient, demanding flight and flame. Every time Liora draws on that power to save them, Kael sees another piece of the world he knows threatened by extinction. Yet he also sees the girl inside the fire: stubborn, compassionate, terrified of herself and willing to burn for people who spit at her feet.

As they traverse haunted passes and living forests, as they bargain with outlaw mages and survive cities where magic devours the unwary, their war shifts from outside enemies to the war inside their own chests. He saves her life despite every oath he has taken. She defies him even when obedience could make her safe. Barbed exchanges turn into reluctant confidences. Shared secrets expose old wounds. In the quiet hours between battles, hatred begins to fray.

What begins as enforced protection becomes an uneasy alliance. Alliance slides into an intimacy neither of them is ready to name.

Yet every step forward uncovers more devastating truths. They learn that Liora’s bond was not an accident but the result of an ancient prophecy shaped and manipulated by royal blood. The crown of Aerithra was once a living thing, forged from dragonfire and fate, designed to unite dragon and ruler into a single will. The slaughter of dragons did not end that magic. It twisted it. Liora carries the crown’s broken legacy, and Kael carries the sins of the kings who shattered it.

They discover that Aerithra’s war-torn present is the echo of a choice made long ago: a refusal to share power between mortal and dragon, steel and flame. Now history bends toward that crossroads again, and both of them stand at its center.

As enemy armies converge on the capital and the dormant dragon beneath the palace claws against the chains of its prison, the bond inside Liora grows volatile. Every surge of emotion threatens to unleash uncontrollable fire. Every moment of closeness with Kael risks pulling him into a fate entwined with dragonkind, a fate that could unmake him or transform him into the very thing he despises.

Caught between the expectations of a terrified kingdom and the feral call of the last dragon, Liora must decide who she is. A pawn promised as a bride. A monster birthed by forbidden magic. Or a sovereign of her own making, crowned in the very flames people fear.

Kael, torn between his oath to destroy magic and his dawning love for the girl who carries it, faces his own brutal reckoning. To protect Aerithra as he understands it, he must end dragons forever. To protect Aerithra as it could become, he must betray every vow that once defined him and accept a world reshaped by fire.

In a final clash beneath storm-blackened skies, Liora stands between a kingdom that would rather die than bow to dragonfire and an ancient power that will not be chained any longer. Old enemies unite under a single banner to crush her. The dragon within her roars for release, promising victory at a terrible cost. If she embraces her full magic, she can end the war in a heartbeat but may reduce Aerithra to ash. If she rejects the dragon’s call, she can save thousands of lives in the present and condemn the land to a slow, inevitable death as the weakened bond finally withers.

Her last choice is as cruel as it is absolute: burn for the world or burn the world.

The climax forces Liora and Kael to decide what a kingdom is truly worth, what love can demand, and whether fate is a chain or a crown that can be claimed and remade. Sacrifice, loyalty, and trust collide with raw power as they confront the brutal truth at the heart of their bond. To unite the realm, something irreplaceable must be lost. To break the old cycle of fear and blood, someone must dare to set the future on fire.

“A Crown of Fire and Fate” is a dark, emotional romantasy about a girl who discovers that the weakness she has always hidden is actually the key to a dying kingdom’s survival, and about the cold prince who must choose between the world he was trained to protect and the woman who teaches him how to dream of another. Filled with slow-burn enemies-to-lovers tension, searing betrayals, forbidden longing, and high-stakes magic, it asks whether destiny is a sentence... or an invitation to burn the old world down and forge something new from the ash.
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Chapter 1: Emberbound at the Edge of Empire

1.1: Bride Tithe and Burning Dreams
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The first scream tore Liora from sleep before dawn, a sound too raw to belong to any animal.

Her body snapped upright on the straw mattress, heart slamming against her ribs. For a moment she did not know where she was. The taste of ash coated her tongue. Heat licked at her skin, as if invisible flames raced along her veins, eager to swallow her whole.

Then the dream’s last image flickered and died.

Wings, vast and shadowed, blocking out the sky. Scales like molten metal. An eye the color of old embers, staring straight into her soul.

Liora dragged in a breath that rasped like sand. The low attic room of her uncle’s house swam slowly into focus. Rafters blackened by old smoke. A single window, round and warped, barely letting in the gray wash of morning. The smell of dust and wool and last night’s stew seeping up from the kitchen below.

No fire. No wings. Only her, shaking, with her nightshirt stuck to her back and her palms pressed flat to her chest as if she could cage her heart.

The scream came again, thinner now, from the alley outside.

Definitely human.

Liora swung her legs over the side of the bed, bare feet finding the cold floorboards. The boards always felt colder on mornings after the dreams, as if the world itself remembered the heat that had roared through her and recoiled from it.

She pushed herself up, careful not to let the old frame creak, and padded to the window. Frost feathered the glass even though the harvest sun had not yet surrendered entirely to winter. She wiped a clear streak with the heel of her hand and looked down.

Half the village was already in the square.

Figures huddled together, cloaks pulled tight, breath clouding the air. Torches guttered in iron brackets. The watchbell hanging from the meeting post still swayed, its last echo fading into the narrow streets.

At the center, between the well and the old statue of the first king, stood three soldiers in black and bronze.

Royal colors.

Liora’s stomach clenched. For a heartbeat she forgot the scream, the dream, even the pounding ache behind her eyes. Royal soldiers only came to Southreach for two reasons: taxes and tithes.

It was too late in the year for taxes.

As if summoned by her thought, the tallest of the soldiers stepped forward and unrolled a parchment with elaborate care. Even from up here Liora could hear the crinkle. He raised his chin, expression carved from stone, and began to read.

“In the name of High King Arion, Lion of Aerithra, Protector of the Flame and Shield of the Faithful...”

The words washed over the crowd like icy water. Everyone knew the titles. They were carved above every gate and stamped on every coin. What mattered was which decree followed.

Liora’s uncle stood near the front, his broad shoulders hunched, cap clutched in both hands. Beside him, Aunt Mara’s narrow face was swept pale and tight. Their younger son, Bram, craned his neck to see, earning a sharp swat that did nothing to make him still.

Liora pressed her forehead to the glass.

“...the Bride Tithe is hereby called,” the soldier intoned. “In recognition of the sacrifices made by the crown in defense of these lands, and in order to strengthen the unity of the realm in this time of ongoing war, each village under royal protection will send one eligible maiden to the capital, there to be presented for the choosing of a consort for the royal line.”

A murmur rippled through the crowd. Someone swore softly. Someone else began to sob.

Bride Tithe.

Liora’s fingers curled against the window frame. The old wood bit into her skin, welcome pain cutting through the fading afterburn of the dream.

The Bride Tithe had been a story to her, something that happened in other places, to other girls. Once every few years the crown sent soldiers to distant villages and small towns, sweeping up a handful of women for the court to sort like cattle. One would be chosen to stand at a prince’s side, or at some lesser lord’s table. The rest would vanish into the shadowed halls of the palace, married off for alliances or forgotten behind silk and stone.

It had never come to Southreach in her lifetime. They were too far south, too poor, of too little use.

Apparently war had changed that.

“Eligible maidens will be presented by head of household at sunset,” the soldier continued. “Each village bears the honor of the crown’s notice and will comply at once. Any resistance will be punished as treason.”
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