

    
        
          The Throne and the Broom

        

        
        
          Oratile Ratladi

        

        
          Published by Oratile Ratladi, 2026.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      THE THRONE AND THE BROOM

    

    
      First edition. March 4, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Oratile Ratladi.

    

    
    
      Written by Oratile Ratladi.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Oratile Ratladi

	    

      
	    
          
        
          
	          The Throne and the Broom

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Oratile Ratladi’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Oratile Ratladi

Dedication

Epigraph

Chapter 1

Chapter 2:

Sign up for Oratile Ratladi's Mailing List

Further Reading: Married for the inheritance

Also By Oratile Ratladi

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To the love that defies all odds, and to the courage that makes hearts brave.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Love is not measured by titles or wealth, but by the courage to trust when hearts are uncertain."
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: Arrival of the Prince

Rain drizzled softly over the school courtyard, turning the cobblestones slick and shiny. Students hustled to class, umbrellas bumping and boots slapping wet floors, voices blending into a hum of excitement and chaos. And then he appeared — tall, composed, with a presence that seemed to quietly demand attention without trying.

This was Adrian, though no one here would know his real identity. To them, he was just another transfer student, a boy with neat clothes, polite manners, and an air of mystery.

Inside, he adjusted the strap of his backpack and tried not to breathe too loudly. Every sound — a laugh, a cough, a squeak of a shoe — felt amplified. He had lived a life of luxury, of palaces and parties, yet this was his first taste of normal life, and it was... messy, loud, alive.

Then he saw her.

Amira sat under the wide branches of a jacaranda tree, her head bent over a book. Her hair caught the soft grey light of the overcast afternoon, eyes scanning words with intense focus. She didn’t notice him — not yet — and yet, something about the way she absorbed the world around her made him pause. She was intelligent, sharp, proud. A girl who didn’t waste her time on frivolity.

He forced himself to look away. No distractions. That was the rule.

By the time he arrived at the dormitory, the reality of the school hit him. A mix of students, mismatched beds, posters pinned crookedly, and the faint smell of instant noodles filled the air. He had expected normal life to be boring. He hadn’t expected it to feel so alive, so... chaotic. But he smiled faintly. This was freedom.

That evening, he met Bianca, the girl whose laughter sparkled across the dorm hall. She was glamorous, confident, and clearly used to having the world bend around her. She glanced at Adrian once, eyebrow raised, and smirked — not knowing who he really was. He returned a polite nod. That would be the first of many small encounters.

Meanwhile, Amira settled into her own space quietly, unaware that a prince had just entered her world. Her mother, Miriam, would never have imagined this day either, yet she had always taught Amira to face challenges with courage, and this new boy — this mysterious Adrian — was about to become one.

Over the next week, Adrian’s interactions with Amira were brief but magnetic. A shared desk in the library, a brush of hands over a textbook, an accidental glance in the hallway — each moment small, but heavy with unspoken tension. Amira didn’t notice him too much yet, but Adrian’s interest grew by the hour.

He told himself stories: she was focused, smart, untouchable. He wasn’t supposed to care. And yet, he did.

Then came the first real spark.

In the cafeteria, a group of students argued over seating. Amira hesitated at the doorway, searching for an empty spot. Adrian caught her gaze and gestured toward a free table. For a moment, their eyes locked — sharp, assessing, curious. She gave a faint nod of thanks, almost imperceptible. And that was enough.

A tiny, silent connection had begun — one that would grow, twist, and challenge them both in ways neither expected.

: The First Spark 

The morning sun struggled through thick clouds, spilling pale light across the courtyard. Students bustled about, their voices a mix of laughter, chatter, and the occasional scold from a teacher. Adrian walked carefully through the crowd, backpack slung low, ears alert to the chaos around him. In a world where he was usually the center of attention, here he was just another boy — invisible if he wanted to be.

Then he saw her.

Amira sat under the wide branches of a jacaranda tree, hunched over a notebook. Her hair fell in soft waves, catching the gray light of the overcast morning. Her pen moved quickly, her eyes scanning the page with sharp focus. She didn’t notice him, and yet, Adrian felt himself slowing down, captivated by her intensity. There was something about her — not the type to be easily impressed, not the type to rely on charm or wealth. She was... real.

He shook himself slightly, stepping forward. No distractions. Not yet.

By mid-morning, the inevitable happened: a group of students crowded into the library, jostling for space. Adrian slipped into a corner, scanning the shelves, when he noticed Amira struggling to reach a high stack of books.

He stepped forward. “Here, let me help,” he said, grabbing the top book before it toppled onto the floor.
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Amira looked up, startled, and then hesitated. “Thanks,” she said quietly, her voice calm but cautious. There was no flirtation, no blush, just gratitude — and something sharper, something like assessment.

“I’m Adrian,” he said, offering a small smile.

“Amira,” she replied, eyes briefly meeting his. Then she turned back to her work, as if nothing had happened.

Across the library, Bianca lounged in a velvet chair, pretending to read while keeping one eye on Adrian. Her fingers tapped impatiently on the table. Helping a scholarship girl? She thought. How... predictable. She narrowed her eyes, plotting her next move.

Meanwhile, Amira returned to her notes, unaware of Bianca’s scrutiny. She had noticed Adrian’s calm confidence and subtle intelligence, but she didn’t trust it — not yet. He seemed... too polished, too controlled. She had learned early not to be impressed by charm or appearance.

That afternoon, Adrian and Amira were paired for a history project. They sat across from each other in the library, books spread around them.

“So... teamwork?” Adrian asked, voice low, careful.

Amira raised an eyebrow. “You mean... actually do the work yourself?”

He chuckled. “Not if I can avoid it. But I promise I’ll pull my weight.”

For hours, they worked side by side. Adrian noticed her meticulous notes, her sharp questions, the way she challenged his suggestions politely but firmly. Every small interaction, every exchange of
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