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To the ones who were never crowned—  But carried kingdoms in their hearts.To every daughter who was told to be quiet,  And chose instead to speak through action.  To every son who inherited silence,  And turned it into strength.To the families broken by power,  And rebuilt by love.  To the truths buried beneath legacy,  And the voices brave enough to unearth them.To my own lineage—known and unknown—  Whose sacrifices echo in every word I write.And to the readers who carry this story forward,  Who see themselves in its shadows and its light—  This book is yours.


—  Sello.M
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The introduction of this story was silence.

Not that type that comforts—but the type that conceals. The one that interred names, wiped away bloodlines and rewrote history to give a voice to the loudest one. It is on a silence on which The Crown That Would Not Break was born—and on the denial to allow it to triumph.I had no intention of writing a story about the royalties. I set out to write about truth. Approximately what occurs when one uses power not to guard, but to dictate. Of the folks that come out of it. Who rise from it. Who dare to challenge it.

It is a book of homage to tradition—not that tradition inscribed in gold, but that which is preserved in memory, sacrifice, silent disobedience. It is of a daughter who did not want to be forgotten. A prince who prioritized love above birth. A family ripped to pieces by deception and sewn by the fact.I had to use Microsoft Copilot to help with editing because of financial reasons. What is an inevitable necessity transformed into a partnership.Copilot assisted me in molding the story to clarity, consistency and care- making each word count the emotional value that it bore. AI did not substitute my voice, it only assisted in making it better.This story is a must read to anyone who has ever felt erased.  You know the struggle to take back what is rightfully yours your name, your truth, your place, and this story is yours.  And, whether love can live through power, treachery and silence...  This book is my answer.

Thank you for reading.  

Sello.M
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📖 Prologue
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The crown was not to be put on the tender.

It was smit in fire, and bled in blood, and sharpened in silence. It has been for generations on the heads of those who ruled by iron and terror; and it was the first time that one woman dared to rewrite its meaning.Queen Elira believed in love. In mercy. In truth. And for that, she was erased.She did not die, but it was a strategy. A calculated removal. Her name went to the grave, her children were dispersed, her history was repenned by the sister who was her light-envier.But legacy does not pass away without a struggle. It waits. In shadows. In whispers. To a daughter brought up in exile. In the mercies of a prince who preferred love to breed. Twins that never were supposed to live, in the hearts of.

It is not a tale of principalities and thrones.  It is a narrative of the existence of things when the power is off.  Of the blood that returns.  Of the fact that will not keep its grave.It begins with a lie.  It ends with a reckoning.  And in-between—there is a lady who would not crack.
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Chapter1:The Disappearance of Light 
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Lysandria, the Kingdom of Lysandria, was shining in the late spring sun, the sapphire lakes and marble spires were shining with the centuries of royal splendor. In the middle of this contemporary monarchy was King Alaric-young, charismatic, and passionate in his love to his people. His reign was characterized by sophistication and imagination, a combination of the traditional and the modern. However, his marriage to Queen Seraphina was the one that made the hearts of the nation beat. Their love affair that had its beginnings in childhood friendship and sealed by an extravagant ceremony three years before was the jewel in the crown of Lysandria.

Queen Seraphina was graceful. She was a beloved not only because of her beauty but also because of her kindness; she was the mistress with her raven-black hair, emerald eyes, a voice that even the most agitated courtier could hardly have resisted. She promoted education, organized charity parties and even visited orphanages throughout the kingdom. She entered the palace as sunlight, warm, consistent and life-bestowing. In many ways, Alaric used to say that it was no longer a duty but fate to rule beside her. She was his balance, his fire, his vision, her heart.

Their relationship was even better behind closed doors. They broke silent breakfast in the balcony that overlooked Lake Virelle, whispered dreams under silk sheets and danced in the royal ball hall well into the time when they were supposed to have gone to bed. The palace employees frequently talked about how they used to laugh down the halls like music. Partnership was hard to come by in a political and power-ridden world, but that is what Seraphina and Alaric had achieved. And when spring was turning into summer, there was a secret in the queen, which was going to transform everything: she was pregnant with twins.

The palace doors swung open to the gentle snarling of a black Rolls-Royce Phantom whose shiny chrome was gleaming in the heat of the midday sun. Like her sister-in-law Seraphina, Isolde Virell emerged, wearing a coat of ivory tailor-made and enormous pair of sun glasses, which concealed her storm-colored eyes. She came, much sooner than she ought to have come, and this was not unwelcome, at least on the part of Seraphina, who waked up the great staircase with her bare feet and her silk robes floating round her like wings. You stupid little man, Ishmael, she said in a low voice, extending her arms, her face flushed with pleasure. The sisters hugged each other and their relationship was not affected by the passage of time or space.

Those were trembling words that Isolde uttered explaining why she had suddenly appeared. She said that her betrothal to a rich French financier had been ruined in a scandal, and the press had been ruthless. She had to have space, silence and family comfort. Seraphina, who was always a nurturer, demanded that she should remain as long as she pleased. This is your place, also, she said, and did not realize that something unknown flashed through the eyes of Isolde. The king, which was surprised, silently welcomed him and went back to his meetings with faith in his wife judgment.

It took a few days before Isolde could get into the palace with such unnatural ease. She flattered the servants by her nimbleness, hung around in the royal gardens, with a book which she had no appearance of reading, and started going to state dinners with Seraphina. She moved gracefully, with stature—yet never farther than one step of the queen. And though she never uttered it now, Isolde looked at Alaric with an insatiability which she scarcely acted to hide, and which she saw lingered a moment too long, her laugh was a little too full. She had been brought there as a refuge, yes—but as a much more dangerous thing.

The news was announced at a luncheon in the garden, and the sunshine came in through crystal chandeliers, suspended over the old oaks, and the royal orchestra was playing a light waltz. Queen Seraphina was standing next to King Alaric and her hand was lying lightly touching her stomach with a radiant smile. We are twins, she said and her voice shook with pleasure. Applause, clinking of champagne glasses, petal confetti, fell down upon the crowd. Alaric gave her a kiss on the temple, and his eyes gleamed with pride. It was an hour of all celebration—one that would be marked on the history of Lysandria.

Isolde joined the applause, and her face was well in control. But inside, her heart twisted. Twins. Two heirs. Two characters of a love she had never felt but longed to possess. She saw Alaric twist his hand about Seraphina, murmur something, which caused her to laugh, and experienced a stab of something sharp and bitter. She had gone to the palace to get comfort but now she was drowning in the envy. The love of the king, the radiance of the queen, the worship of the kingdom were all a part of Seraphina. And Isolde wanted it.

Week after week, the pregnancy of Seraphina was the theme of life in the palace. Physicians came every day, presents were received regularly, the royal nursery was redecorated in hand-carved cradles and imported silks. Isolde was nearby ever ready, ever present. She came with tea, read to Seraphina, and had the queen kept in light of her schedule. Behind all this there was calculation. She observed the habits of Alaric, was familiar with his tastes, and placed herself in the nature of a necessity. The queen looked upon an ardent sister. the king had a devoted friend. Isolde saw opportunity.

Seraphina was pregnant and the pregnancy was the heartbeat of the palace as summer progressed. Glow she had, and her cheeks were soft, and she smiled kindly, and she was quiet strength, which made her even more loved. The doctors of the court kept a close eye on her, and each week was filled with novel emotions: the first twitching of muscles, the two little pulses of the heart, the conferring and renaming of names between her and Alaric under the moon-beams of their secret terrace. The kingdom was ablaze with anticipation and the palace was full of gifts, letters, and even flowers both among the nobles and commoners.

Always present, Isolde was the shadow of Seraphina. She handled the appointments, liaised with the members of the royal nursery and even started choosing the fabrics of the twins christening gowns. Her love appeared to be insatiable, and Seraphina—grateful and trustful—was leaning on her more day after day. Alaric also observed the increased role of Isolde. She was effective, graceful, and she never appeared never to be asked what Seraphina required. During times that Seraphina slept, Isolde hung about the king in his study, supplying him with news, and telling him silent little talks that became more and more prolonged with the course of the weeks.

But All beneath the smoothed surface, The thoughts of Isolde darkened. She learned the rhythms of the palace, had committed the habits of the king to memory, and was already picturing herself not as a caretaker—but as queen. The twins would be the only connection that she would use to Alaric her road to power. It was in the best interest of the kingdom, she said to herself, and Seraphina would perpetuate herself in her. But when she was alone in her chambers she gazed out of the glass and mumbled the name she would fain make her own: Queen Isolde of Lysandria. And the closer was the crown with every day.

It was twilight over the palace when the first shouts were heard—sharp and urgent, and unmistakably cries. Seraphina was two weeks prematurely in labour, and the court physicians flew to her chambers, with their faces drawn up in alarm. Alaric walked the marble floors without outside with his fists clenched, and his crown on a table thereabouts. Isolde was calm and composed beside him with just her hand on his arm. “She’s strong,” she whispered. “She’ll be fine.” But not even she could lose the alarm which she could feel mounting on the gilded doors.

The state of affairs was deplorable inwardly. The two twins were in pain and the vitals of Seraphina were dropping rapidly. The head physician (a pale and trembling man) introduced the impossible decision, save the queen or save the children. It was not a hesitation with Seraphina, who soaked in sweat and pain. Spare them, she said, and was hardly heard. “They are the future.” Tears followed down her face, and she touched the hand of the nurse. “Tell Alaric I love him. Give news to Isolde... she ought to guard them. Her breathing became slower, and her hold was loosened, and the room was hushpuppy as the first cries of life made their way to the silence of death.

When the news was received, Alaric fell on his knees. The boys and girls were twins with a boy and a girl of high health and beauty. But Seraphina was gone. Isolde embraced him, as he wept, and her eyes were dry, and her face unnatural. That night she entered the nursery and held the babies in her arms and swore them promises in their little ears. I will take care of you, I will, she said. “I’ll be everything you need.” And when the moon came up above Lysandria, Isolde was ready in the shade of the sacrifice of Seraphina—she was ready to take the life her sister had deserted.
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