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​Dedication
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For her — the girl who refused the crown.

Born of royalty, yet she sought no throne. The world offered her gold and power,

but she chose freedom — the open sea, the salt wind, the life she could shape with her own hands.

They called her lost. They called her foolish.

But in truth, she was free.

She walked away from the promises of power and the prison of expectation,

choosing instead the strength that cannot be taken — the strength of becoming herself.

I remember her not as a queen betrayed, but as a soul unbound.

She mastered the sea, silenced the storms, and rewrote her destiny in the language of waves.

She was proof that crowns can weigh more than they shine,

and that sometimes, refusing one is the greatest act of power.

This is for those who walk away from thrones built on fear,

for those who choose peace over pride, truth over comfort, and courage over obedience.

May her name live not in titles, but in the freedom she embodied.

May her story remind us all that strength does not always wear a crown.

—King Razen Iralan, unacknowledged grandson of King Aranor of the Northern Coast region,

​and son of Princess Selene of the Waves, Keeper of the Northern Shore, born in secret.
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​Chapter One – The Child of the Forbidden Bloodline
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The storm began hours before Maya was born.

Dark clouds rolled across the sky, pressing down on the palace like a curse. Servants hurried through the marble halls, whispering prayers under their breath. It was not an ordinary night — it was the night the King’s shame would return home.

Maya’s mother, the King’s only legitimate daughter, Princess Yara, had been banished years ago for loving a man below her station — a fisherman from the lower coast. Her father had called him a commoner, unworthy of royal blood. But love had its own will, and she chose him despite the command of a crown.

When she became pregnant with Maya, the King’s fury was boundless. He cast her out and swore never to see her again. Yet when the time for her labor came, something in him shifted. The palace physician had written that her condition was worsening. Pride fought against conscience, and at last, King Aranor ordered his guards to bring his daughter back. “She will give birth here,” he said. “No royal blood will enter this world outside the palace walls.”

The journey was long and painful. She was weak, her breath shallow, but she obeyed. Perhaps she still longed for her father’s forgiveness, or simply wanted her child born where she once belonged.

By the time she arrived, the storm raged outside. Inside her chamber, the air was thick with rain and incense. The midwives moved quickly, but they could see the life fading from her eyes.

When the child came, there was a moment of silence — a single heartbeat before the cry. Maya entered the world beneath the sound of thunder, her small voice breaking through the storm. Her mother smiled faintly, whispering something no one could hear, and then she was gone.

Her grandfather, King Aranor, stood outside the chamber doors, unmoving. When the midwife placed the infant in his arms, he saw his daughter’s face in the newborn’s eyes. For a brief moment, his heart softened. But then came the memory of betrayal, of disobedience, of the man he still refused to forgive.

“Take her away,” he said coldly. “Let her be raised by her father Kaelen. She bears no name of mine.”

Maya’s father left the palace that same night, carrying his daughter through the storm. Each step through the rain was heavy with fear and hope — a father’s love carrying the promise of a life he would protect at all costs. Behind him, the torches of the royal gate burned dimly, fading with distance. He returned to the sea, to the life he knew — a simple man with a child who carried the mark of two worlds.

Years passed. Maya grew up near the coast, barefoot and curious, her laughter echoing through the waves. Her father told her stories of the mother she never met — brave, kind, and strong. But he never spoke of the palace. He never mentioned the man who had ordered them away.

​Still, sometimes, when Maya looked at her reflection in the tide pools, she wondered where she truly belonged. She could feel it — something inside her was calling, like the whisper of waves against the rocks, a voice she had yet to understand. Something that began the night the storm stopped, and the palace fell silent.
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​Chapter Two – The Girl by the Sea
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The sea raised Maya as much as her father did.

She grew up chasing the tide, her laughter tangled with the sound of waves crashing against the rocks. Her father mended fishing nets by the shore, his face weathered but kind, his eyes always watching her with quiet pride.

He never spoke of the palace, and Maya never asked. She learned early that some questions carried pain. Her father’s silences were heavy — not angry, just full of things that could not be said aloud.

The people of the village knew her story in whispers.

“She’s the one whose mother was the King’s daughter,” some would murmur. “Born in the palace, but raised among the poor.”

Others called her the storm child, believing her birth had brought misfortune to the royal house.

Maya didn’t understand the meaning of their words, only the sting of them. Children her age would stare at her with curiosity — some with pity, others with envy. She didn’t quite belong anywhere.

At twelve, she was sharper than most. She asked questions her father couldn’t always answer.

“Why don’t we visit the city?”

“Why don’t I have a grandfather?”

“Why do people whisper when I pass?”

Her father would smile faintly and say, “Because they see a story they don’t understand.”

And that was all.

At night, Maya often dreamed of the palace — though she had never seen it beyond her first breath. She imagined long halls of white stone, ceilings high enough to touch the sky, and a man standing at the end of it, his face hidden in shadow. Every time she tried to approach him, the floor beneath her feet turned to water, and she would wake up gasping.

One afternoon, as she walked along the shore collecting shells, she met an old woman sitting by the rocks. The woman’s eyes were sharp and knowing.

“You look like your mother,” she said. “She was brave, too — though she paid dearly for it.”

Maya froze. “You knew her?”

The woman nodded slowly. “I served in the palace once. Before you were born.” Her gaze lingered. “You have her spirit, child. But there are those who would rather the world forget you exist.”

Before Maya could ask more, a wave crashed, spraying cold water across the stones. When she turned back, the woman was gone. Only a silver coin lay where she had been sitting, half-buried in the sand — engraved with the royal crest.

That night, Maya didn’t sleep. She turned the coin over and over in her palm, tracing the markings she somehow recognized. It felt alive, like it carried a heartbeat of its own.

From that day, something in her began to change. She started to sense that her life was part of something larger — something hidden and unfinished. The sea still called her, but now so did the silence of the palace she had never seen.
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​Chapter Three – The Weight of Her Name
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Maya grew up watching her father move through life with quiet strength.

He was steady, capable, respected among the fishermen. When storms came, he faced them without fear; when nets tore, he fixed them with his bare hands. To Maya, he seemed unbreakable.
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