
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          ZØE: The Sovereign's Daughter

        

        
        
          ZØE, Volume 2

        

        
        
          Seán Mícheál

        

        
          Published by Seán Mícheál, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      ZØE: THE SOVEREIGN'S DAUGHTER

    

    
      First edition. February 7, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Seán Mícheál.

    

    
    
      Written by Seán Mícheál.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Seán Mícheál

	    

      
	    
          
	      ZØE

          
        
          
	          ZØE: The Sovereign's Daughter

          
        
          
	          ZØE: A Blessing From Freya

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Seán Mícheál’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


ZOE - The Sovereign’s Daughter.
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Chapter I – The First Tear
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The night the Romans came, I was twelve.

They didn’t ride in like Vikings—no roaring, no axes.

They just... walked.

Rows of iron.

Rows of silence.

By dawn, the village was on its knees.

By dusk—on chains.

And then I saw her.

Zoe.

Standing on the rebuilt pier, arms crossed, cloak fluttering like she’d called the wind herself.

She didn’t run.

Didn’t hide.

Just stared.

At the boats.

At the soldiers.

At me.

A Roman officer—tall, oiled, gold on his neck—stopped in front of her.

He said something in Latin.

Something sharp.

She didn’t flinch.

She answered.

In his own tongue.

Better than him.

The man laughed.

Touched her cheek like she was fruit.

I thought she’d kill him.

Instead...

She blinked.

And one tear—

One single tear—

fell from that goddess-blue eye.

Not rage.

Not fear.

Loss.

The kind that remembers bread.

He wiped it.

Smiled.

“Even queens weep.”

Turned to his men.

“Bring me the girl with the blue eyes.

Both of them.”

I knew then.

The war didn’t start with swords.

It started with salt.

And one tear.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Two – The Key in the Dark
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The soldiers dragged us onto the longship—Roman longship, mind.

Sleek. Cruel. No dragons.

Zoe didn’t scream.

I did.

Until she squeezed my hand—tight, like a promise.

“Quiet, little one.”

Her voice... wasn’t hers.

It was the old one.

The seven-year-old one.

I shut up.

They locked us below decks.

One cage.

Two girls.

One queen.

Hours passed.

Days.

Salt air.

Rotted fish.

The sound of chains.

Zoe never spoke.

Not once.

Just stared at the lantern light playing on the wood.

Then, one night—

I woke to her whispering.

Not to me.

To herself.

“Freya... you bastard.

You took my memories.

Now you want my child too?”

She pressed her forehead to the bars.

And cried.

Proper.

Like the sea gave up.

I touched her back.

She flinched.

Then leaned into it.

“I’ll get us out,” she said.

Voice steady again.

“Not as queen.

As mother.

And when we do...

we burn Rome to the ground.”

I believed her.

Even then.
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Chapter Three – The Fire on the Sails
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Morning came like a knife.

They dragged us out—both of us—onto the deck.

The Roman sun was already hot.

The officer waited.

Gold on his neck, sweat on his lip.

Eyes like a starving dog.

He looked at Zoe like she was already naked.

“Name,” he barked.

Zoe straightened.

Stood tall.

Looked him dead in the eye.

“Queen,” she said.

The Romans laughed.

I wanted to spit.

Couldn’t.

He stepped forward.

Finger under her chin.

Like he’d done it a thousand times to women smaller than her.

“Queens bleed,” he said.

“Queens break.”

Zoe smiled.

Sweet.

Slow.

Like poison.

“Only if you keep them.”

He slapped her.

I screamed.

She didn’t.

Just looked at me.

Right in my soul.

“Don’t flinch.”

Then to him—

“One day, you’ll beg to lick my boots.

And I’ll let you.

Because I’ll be bored.”

The officer paused.

Eyes narrowed.

Then grabbed her by the throat.

“Down there,” he snapped.

“Both.

Let’s see how long the queen lasts.”

They threw us back into the dark.

Door slammed.

Silence.

Then—

Zoe started humming.
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