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    To my precious daughter, Amelia,

This book was written six years before you were born, long before I knew the incredible joy you would bring into my life. And yet, even then, I was unknowingly writing about a strength and resilience that I now see reflected in you. You are already so strong, just like the Amelia in these pages—a fighter, a force of nature, and my greatest inspiration.

You made me a mother, the most beautiful and cherished gift I could have ever received. Every word in this book, every story I will ever tell, is made more meaningful because of you. I love you beyond measure, and I cannot wait to watch you grow into the strong, fearless woman I already know you are meant to be.

With all my love,Mom

      

    


Dedication

To my precious daughter, Amelia,

This book was written six years before you were born, long before I knew the incredible joy you would bring into my life. And yet, even then, I was unknowingly writing about a strength and resilience that I now see reflected in you. You are already so strong, just like the Amelia in these pages—a fighter, a force of nature, and my greatest inspiration.

You made me a mother, the most beautiful and cherished gift I could have ever received. Every word in this book, every story I will ever tell, is made more meaningful because of you. I love you beyond measure, and I cannot wait to watch you grow into the strong, fearless woman I already know you are meant to be.

With all my love,

Mom
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Growing up, I never had the luxury of my parents’ presence when I needed them most. My father, the King of Dent, was always preoccupied with matters of the kingdom, his attention stretched thin between politics and war. My mother, the Queen, was a ghost in our halls—her body weak from a lifetime of failed pregnancies, her spirit dimmed by sorrow. With each miscarriage, she faded further, retreating into a world of quiet suffering where even I, her only surviving daughter, could not reach her.

Instead of warm embraces or whispered bedtime stories, I was left in the care of strict tutors. They filled my days with endless studies, molding me into a figure of intellect and etiquette but never of warmth. My childhood was defined by ink-stained hands, sleepless nights spent memorizing ancient laws, and the echo of my own footsteps in the vast, empty halls of the castle. There was no play, no joy—only an endless pursuit of knowledge that felt more like a chain around my throat than a gift.

My father and mother only acknowledged me when duty required it. Even then, their eyes were always on my older brother, the true heir to the throne—the future King of Dent. He was five years my senior, a boy of strength and charm who was everything a ruler was meant to be. I was merely a girl, a political pawn to be married off for the sake of alliances.

At nine years old, my world unraveled. My mother died from complications of her thirteenth miscarriage. Though we had never been close, her absence was a loss I didn’t know how to process. It was as if the last fragile thread tethering me to family had snapped. I withdrew even further, burying myself in my studies, convinced that knowledge would make me worth something. But deep down, I knew the truth—no amount of intelligence or skill would ever change the fact that I was born a woman in a world ruled by men.

Then, on my fifteenth birthday, fate shifted once again. My brother—my father’s pride and Dent’s future—choked to death during a feast. His death altered the course of my life in a single heartbeat.

Suddenly, I was the heir.

Everything I had been told I could never be was suddenly within reach. For the first time, there was hope—hope that I, Amelia of Dent, would one day be the first ruling Queen in the history of the land.

-Eight Years Later-

I closed the book in my lap, setting it aside on the small wooden table beside me. A deep sigh escaped my lips as I leaned back against the chaise lounge, letting the warmth of the fireplace seep into my bones. The flickering flames cast long shadows across the library, making the towering bookshelves seem even grander.

The familiar scent of parchment and ink surrounded me, comforting in its own way. I let my eyes wander across the vast collection of scrolls and tomes, many of which had remained untouched for centuries. The lower shelves, filled with old, brittle scrolls, drew my attention.

Gliding my hand down my dress to smooth the fabric, I rose from my seat and knelt before the aged documents. My fingers traced the delicate edges of the scrolls, feeling the softness of the worn parchment. As I reached for one, my hand brushed against a scroll that wasn’t wrapped properly.

My brow furrowed.

“This scroll has been used recently,” I murmured to myself.

I pulled it free and, as soon as I did, gravity took over, unfurling the parchment in my hands. My breath caught in my throat as I scanned its contents—battle plans. Detailed strategies from wars fought centuries ago, maps marked with siege points, defensive formations, and supply routes for the lands of Mury. 

My stomach twisted into knots. These weren’t just historical documents. They had been studied, analyzed. My father was preparing for war against the Kingdom of Mury and Fur. 

The sound of the door handle turning made my blood turn to ice.

Quickly, I rolled the scroll and tucked it into my sash. In its place, I grabbed another at random, pretending to read as heavy footsteps echoed through the library. Without looking up, I already knew who they belonged to.

My father. King Gerio of Dent was a tall, imposing man, his face lined with scars from battles fought long before I was born. His jet-black hair had begun to gray at the temples, his skin pale from years spent indoors. He was a man of strength in the eyes of the people, but to me, he was a man of weakness—ruled by fear, blinded by tradition.

“Amelia, you are a princess. Get off the floor,” his deep voice commanded, echoing off the high stone walls.

I rose gracefully, letting the scroll in my hands hang loosely at my side. I lowered my gaze, refusing to meet his piercing stare.

“I apologize, Father,” I said softly. “I was retrieving a scroll, and my dress made it difficult to bend properly.”

He scoffed, unimpressed, before settling into the wooden rocking chair beside the fire.

“Amelia, you are twenty-three now,” he said, his voice laced with impatience. “You have denied every noble bachelor presented to you. The church has expressed concern for the future of this kingdom. They have offered a solution—one that I agree with.”

A chill ran down my spine.

He continued, his tone final. “If you refuse to marry, I will remarry and attempt to have another heir.”

The air left my lungs.

“Father, the only reason I have turned down every proposal is because I wish to rule,” I said, my voice firm. “It is my birthright. Please, do not take that from me simply because I am a woman. I have been educated, I have studied law, strategy, diplomacy. I know how to lead. Let me prove it to you.”

I leaned forward slightly, hoping—praying—that he would listen.

He sighed, shaking his head. “I should have stopped you from studying after your mother died. Those books filled your mind with false hope. Now, I have a daughter who believes she is more than what she was meant to be.”

I clenched my hands into fists.

“As you know,” he went on, “Dent’s annual spring ball is tomorrow night. Nobles from across the land will be in attendance, including, for the first time, the King of Grunger and his son. I want you to make a good impression. He will be your future husband.”

His voice softened, as if he were bestowing a gift rather than a death sentence.

“Amelia, all I want is for you to have a bright future. If you were to take the throne, this kingdom would fall. I want what is best for Dent.”

A bitter laugh escaped me before I could stop it. My voice, sharp with anger, lashed out before I could think.

“And how will you dispose of me if I refuse? The same way you disposed of Mother?”

His hand shot up. I flinched, bracing for the strike—but it never came. Instead, his fingers curled tightly around my shoulder, his grip firm and unyielding.

“You will be engaged by tomorrow night,” he growled. “Or you will be sent away. I will have an heir to the throne of Dent.”

With that, he turned on his heel and stormed out, the heavy door slamming shut behind him. The room fell silent.

My chest rose and fell in uneven breaths, my hands trembling at my sides. I collapsed onto the chaise, pressing my face into the cushion, my body wracked with frustration and rage.

“I just want to prove my worth,” I whispered, voice breaking.

But my fate had already been sealed. By tomorrow night, I would be engaged. And my future would no longer be my own.
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The sunset behind the mountains. I fixed the rose that was pinned into my hair.  I looked across the room into the mirror. The tailor had made me a beautiful blue dress that showed off my figure and made my blonde hair pop out. My dull blonde hair was pinned into a few braids and the rest of it was in a bundle of curls. My pale face was covered in the latest fashion of makeup.  I was to attract a young prince, and this was my only chance to please my father. My bedroom door opened, and my Nanny came in.

"Princess Amelia, the ball has begun. You are to enter soon," my Nanny informed me as she waited for me to follow her. I nodded my head. I gathered up my great skirt and headed to the door. I looked at my Nanny with great sadness in my eyes. The tears start stinging my eyes.

"You look beautiful, Amelia,” she started playing with my hair as to calm me. 

"I don’t know if I can do this. I do not want to be married off, it would be against everything I believe in," I wiped the tears away from my eyes before they ruined my makeup. She put a loving hand on my cheek. I looked into her motherly eyes. 

"Cheer up dear. You will do the same as many before you have. Your mother hated your father when they first married, but she ended up falling madly in love with him. Trust me you will be fine," she assured me. I nodded my head. She removed her hand and gestured that I would head to the ballroom to meet my future husband.

I stood in front of the grand staircase. I placed my hand on the railing. The music stopped and everyone stopped talking. I turned to my father who was at the bottom of the staircase waiting for me. He gave me a wide smile to look pleasant in front of everyone. I cleared my throat and turned to the people who were scattered around the ballroom. I put on a fake smile. 

"Princess Amelia of Dent," someone announced to the people. That was my cue to descend the white marble staircase. The ballroom was flooded with hundreds of people from all over the land.  With some hope, I drastically looked around quickly to find my Prince. My eyes fell upon a tall man with very tan skin. I had never seen him before in my life. I could tell his skin was not tan from being outside, but he was born with it. He wore a navy-blue uniform with ribbons decorating the front. He was staring at me as if I were an award. I internally rolled my eyes.

When I made it down to the last stair I waited as my father approached me. I curtsied to him as he made into my view. He bowed to me. 

"My King, I proudly serve your kingdom tonight as your one and true loving daughter."  I stood back up and my father offered his hand to me. Hesitantly I accepted his hand. He led me to the thrones that sat before the grand ball room.

My Father and I stood before the thrones waiting for the proper guest greeting that always occurred before the start of any ball. My father wrapped his arm around mine. The music began again. Couples began to line up to greet my father and me as they always did. The first couple was a Duke and his wife. They bowed to us as they always did. My Father and I nodded our heads and then the couple left.

"You look lovely tonight," he whispered. We nodded our heads to the next couple.

"I thought I would only look the finest for my future husband," I sadly whispered. He sighed and slightly shook his head. By the time I was through with my sentence we had nodded to three couples.

"You should be content that tonight you will meet your future husband," he tried to reason.

"I shall also meet my fate of becoming nothing, but a baby making machine.”

“You will become a Queen as you have always wanted.”

“I wanted to be the Queen of Dent and to lead my people to victory.” 

“Well, when you bear a son then he can lead the people to victory.” 

“I do not even want to get married. What makes you think that I will bear children?” 

“God made you a woman and that is a woman’s purpose. To marry and make the next generation.”

“You belittle females and our true worth. We are more than a reproductive system.” 

“I have never belittled your mother nor you.” 

“All you wanted was children and you kept on going even though she kept on getting sick.”

“There are many things you don’t know about, Amelia.” 

“Like what? How are you forcing me into marriage so you can be rid of me for good?” 

“I am forcing you into marriage because I won’t live forever, and we need an heir.” 

“It’s not like you will die anytime soon.” 

“Not according to the witch doctors.”

I turned to my father. His eyes were focused forward. This whole marriage was to save Dent from becoming weak and falling into despair. This entire time he knew he was sick and now he wanted to marry me off. He had a plan. My gut told me he was doing this for me. I needed to change the topic. Such disagreeable matters should not be talked about in public.

“What if the prince doesn't like me?" 

"You just charm the prince and make him dance. His Father owes me.”

"Why have you never done this before?” I looked at him and he gave me a sincere look.

"I have my reasons, Amelia," he then proceeded to chuckle. I smiled as I realized my father had been kind enough. By the end of his sentence, the King and Queen of Grunger approached us. My Father nudged me as to tell me that these were going to be my future in laws. 

"King Gerio, we are pleased to be in your hospitality," King Felix bowed to us. He was a much older King. His face was defined by wrinkles. His hair was grey and white. His green eyes were small and under them were dark circles. 

"King Gerio, it has been fifteen years," my father replied with great enthusiasm. My Dad let go of my arm and shook King Felix's hand. They both smiled at one another's company.

"May I present my wife Yumi. She was the Princess of a tribe that my soldiers discovered years ago," King Felix presented proudly. His wife was indeed beautiful and breathtaking. She had dark tan skin which was uncommon for these lands. Her shiny black hair curled down to her hips. Her eyes were wide with golden-honey eyes.

"This is our son, Prince Irving," King Felix said as a young man came to his side. Prince Irving bowed to my father and me. Prince Irving had favored his mother in the likes of looks. His skin was tan, and his hair was black as the night sky. When he looked up, we made eye contact. I could not help but stare into beautiful brown eyes. I looked away before he could take notice that I was blushing. My stomach seemed to fill with butterflies.

"This is my daughter Amelia. Her mother and her brother have both passed on from the last time we saw one another. However, Amelia has seemed to comfort my heart with her presence since their passing.” 

"It is a pleasure to meet you all. I hope you find all the comfort you need while staying here,” I welcomed them with a warm smile. 

"You are a beautiful one," King Felix noted. With all the charm in the world, I giggled and bowed my head to him. 

"Thank you," I replied as my head came back up. My father looked at the boy and cleared his throat. 

"Your son looks strong and worthy," my father complimented. I turned to the son and tried not to make eye contact 

"He is of good age. Only twenty-six and already lead captain of the knights. He will make a worthy ruler one day," King Felix boasted as he patted his son’s back. My father looked back at me and smiled.

"My daughter is twenty-three. She has a well-balanced head on her shoulders. Amelia has even snuck her way into my battle room and has structured out a very strategic battle plan.” 

"Your daughter is engaged," the wife asked in a thick accent. My father had to think about what she had just said.

"No, though she is of age I thought it better if she is older to marry. The older they are, the better chance she will have to bear stronger sons or so the rumor goes," my father answered, trying to sell me off to them. 

"Then I insist my son, Irving, take her for a dance," King Felix encouraged. I looked at my father. He nodded in approval. I slipped out of my father's grip and slowly made my way to Irving. He offered his hand out to me. I hesitantly took it. 

He led me to the middle of the ballroom, and we began to sway to the rhythm of the music. Not a word was shared. I had to put on my charm to please my father. 

"Prince Irving, it is a pleasure to have you here. I have heard wonderful things about your kingdom. You must be proud to inherit such a wonderful land," I was trying to strike up some conversation. He gave me a small smile. 

"I have heard much about you, Amelia. I am aware that you intend to become the Queen of Dent. You have turned down many proposals in the last seven years to change your fate. Maybe when your father dies your dream will come true.” 

"Prince Irving, I don’t believe what you have been told is the truth. My Father is a strong individual,” my voice was shaky. How did he know about my father's newly found fate? 

"No, Amelia I know way more than you do," he whispered in my ear. My eyes grew big, and my breathing became hard. Who is this man? What did he know?

"Then if you believe these rumors, why are you dancing with me if you know I will be the future Queen of Dent," I asked him. He moved closer to me so that his lips nearly touched my ear. His heartbeat and his subtle breathing became an echo in my ear. It sent a shudder down my spine. I became uneasy. The enjoyment of having his lips so close to me filled my head with impure thoughts.

"I wanted to meet the twenty-three old maid whose Father had to sell off in honor of his Kingdom. I wonder how much you are being sold off to my parents. I know it's going to be a cheap price."

"I know it won’t be cheap,” I clenched my jaw. The impure thoughts were thrown overboard as I began to question his true intention. Why was he dancing with me? If he did not want me then why was he wasting his time? His presence next to me on the dance floor was increasing my curiosity by the very second. He did not seemed irked by the fact I was to be his wife nor satisfied. 

“If you know that my father is trying to make me your wife then why aren’t you stopping them,” I asked as I tried to pull back from him. He pulled me into his chest and held me there. 

"Maybe it's because I want you to be my wife or maybe it's because I want your Kingdom.” 

"All men are foul creatures.” 

“Shush, Amelia. Not all men are foul.” 

“By taking over Dent and being the King of two kingdoms? Over my dead body.” 

“Princess, I know things that most people do not. Trust me when I say I have no ill intent against you or your kingdom. There is a reason I am here and that is to take you as my wife,” the music stopped and just like that he released me. He bowed to me and then vanished into the crowd. I was left with so many questions. I felt scared, yet safe with his words. It was like I was standing on the tip of a blade. It was exciting!

I made my way back to the thrones where my father sat down watching the crowd. The music started again. I plopped myself down on the throne next to him. I was too dishelmed to dance then. 

“I spoke to King Felix. We have been put into the same mess, both children refuse to marry. With a few subtle agreements if anything were to happen to me you and Prince Irving will rule Dent and then after he passes Irving will go to rule Grunger. Hopefully, you will have an heir by then and can rule Dent until he is of age to rule. King Felix did not seem to be worried about his Kingdom having an heir which is concerning,” my Father ranted to me while he stared off into the crowd. I had never really seen this side of my Father. He was telling me stuff that he would usually keep to himself.

“Prince Irving is an interesting man. I do not know if he will bring me any sort of happiness. It is wise that you made such a deal with him.” 

“Marriage is not about happiness. Your Mother and I were not truly content with our marriage until we had your brother.” 

“And then she had thirteen miscarriages and died. Great marriage Dad.” 

He threw his hand down on the armchair and gave a sigh. I had upset him with my snappy comment. It was not a smart thing to say, but it is how I felt. He never seemed to listen to me.

“After the first miscarriage I did not want to try for another one. I was quite content with what I had, but she kept on insisting. Your Mother found happiness through her children. When she passed away, I constantly blamed myself. After your brother passed away, I was broken.”

“You had me though. I do not know why you ignored me for eight years. I was right here in these very walls. I felt the same way as you did.”

“Why do you think I let you deny all of those proposals? I knew you were hurting. It has been eight years since the church started to urge me to marry you off. It has been eight years, and I am still not ready for you to leave.”

His words made me feel guilty. For years I just thought he was stone cold but now he was showing me his true colors. I had to remind myself that he was living for the first time as well. He went through heartbreak the same as me. 

“I don’t want to leave either.”  

“At the end of the day you and Irving will remain here until the end of my days. Though I will not die until I hear the cries of an heir. That is my promise.”

“In the end only an heir matters,” I whispered under my breath.

“The doctors told me I have two summers left. That said, we agreed on a nice summer wedding.”
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