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      A Vow of Root & Water is an adult fantasy romance intended for mature readers.

      This book contains mature romantic and sensual content, including steamy on-page romantic intimacy, strong romantic tension, emotional intensity, magical bonds, and adult relationship themes.

      Readers may also encounter darker or more intense fantasy elements, including dangerous magic, poisoned roots, dying forests, sacred waters under threat, political betrayal, attempted violence, blood, injury, magical corruption, old vows, court conflict, power struggles, and kingdoms facing collapse.

      While the story includes rival rulers, difficult choices, ancient obligations, and complicated power dynamics between root and water, the central romance is written with an emphasis on emotional connection, mutual desire, agency, consent, and freely chosen devotion.

      This book is intended for readers who enjoy lush fantasy romance with high heat, sharp banter, dangerous magic, sacred vows, fierce heroines, proud kings, and a happily-ever-after ending.
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            A NOTE TO READERS

          

        

      

    

    
      Welcome to the first vow.

      A Vow of Root & Water is a story of rival magic, ancient wounds, sacred power, and two rulers who were never meant to bend, until love asked them to become something stronger than pride.

      Within these pages, you will find a spring queen who refuses to be owned, a forest king bound by blood and crown, a dying land, a dangerous rot, sharp-tongued defiance, reluctant trust, and a bond that blooms where root and water were taught to fear each other.

      This is an adult fantasy romance with sensual romantic content, emotional intensity, magical danger, political tension, and darker fantasy elements. At its heart, though, this is a story about chosen devotion, healing, consent, mutual desire, and the kind of love that does not demand surrender, but invites truth.

      If you enjoy fierce heroines, proud kings, sacred vows, lush magic, dangerous tenderness, and a happily-ever-after earned through fire, water, root, and want, I hope Avelisse and Renaud’s story carries you somewhere beautiful.
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      Before Lucianea had borders, before Cadian Forest wore a crown, before old men with dry hands learned to turn living magic into treaties, there was a spring that refused to be owned.

      It rose from black stone beneath a willow whose roots drank moonlight.

      It sang at dawn.

      It glowed under stars.

      It healed fever, softened grief, filled empty jars, and drowned any man foolish enough to call it property.

      Queen Avelisse of the First Spring loved it for that.

      At twenty-three, she had already outlived two assassination attempts, three proposals from men who used the word alliance as if it were a scented ribbon and not a leash, and one council elder who suggested, with magnificent stupidity, that Lucianea’s waters might be safer under masculine supervision.

      He had survived the meeting.

      Barely.

      His chair had not.

      Now Avelisse stood barefoot in the sacred pool with her skirts tied above her knees, her warm brown skin glowed softly in the spring light, luminous against the white folds of her robe and the dark braid over her shoulder, and both hands buried wrist-deep in water that had begun, very quietly, to turn cold.

      That was the first sign.

      Not blackness.

      Not blood.

      Cold.

      A spring born from the heart of the earth should never have felt cold unless winter kissed it, and winter was still months away. Yet the water around Avelisse’s ankles had gone sharp enough to bite. Beneath the surface, silver minnows gathered in frightened clusters. The willow leaves above her shivered, though no wind had touched them.

      Avelisse closed her eyes.

      The spring showed her roots.

      Not willow roots.

      Older ones.

      Deeper.

      A forest root pushing through dark soil toward water it had been denied too long. It trembled at the edge of the spring’s underground channel, starved and proud and furious with thirst.

      Then another vision.

      A man’s hand pressed against bark.

      Blood running over knuckles.

      A crown of living green set crooked on dark hair.

      Green eyes, sharp as split leaves, looking toward her spring as if he meant to conquer it or die close enough to insult it.

      The water snapped back.

      Avelisse opened her eyes.

      “Absolutely not,” she told the spring.

      The spring bubbled.

      It had no shame.

      “My queen?”

      Avelisse turned.

      Mirelda, her chief attendant, stood at the edge of the pool with a folded robe over one arm and worry tucked into every line of her face. She was older than Avelisse by twenty years and had spent most of them believing the world would improve if people listened to women before disaster became theatrical.

      She was correct.

      Frequently.

      Annoyingly.

      “The forest banners have reached the eastern ridge,” Mirelda said.

      Avelisse stepped from the water.

      The spring clung to her ankles, reluctant.

      “How many?”

      “Thirty riders. Four root-mages. One royal standard.”

      Avelisse took the robe and dried her hands slowly. “Only thirty? Cadian Forest must be feeling shy.”

      Mirelda’s mouth flattened. “Their king rides with them.”

      Of course he did.

      Renaud of Cadian Forest, first crowned king of the living wood, conqueror of the northern groves, breaker of the iron boars, beloved by trees, feared by men, and newly ambitious enough to come sniffing at Lucianea’s spring like a wolf pretending it had discovered architecture.

      Avelisse had never met him.

      She already disliked the shape of his legend.

      Men called him beautiful when they were frightened of calling him dangerous. They said he could wake roots with his blood, command vines into bridges, and make spears bloom from the ground beneath an enemy’s horse. They said the forest had chosen him.

      Avelisse had always wondered whether the forest had been asked.

      “What does he want?” she asked.

      Mirelda looked toward the eastern ridge.

      The willow leaves shivered harder.

      “He claims our spring is poisoning his roots.”

      Avelisse stared at her.

      Then laughed once.

      It was not a happy sound.

      “How refreshing. War has decided to arrive wearing nonsense.”

      “He has demanded audience before sunset.”

      “Demanded?”

      “Yes.”

      “With what wording?”

      Mirelda hesitated.

      Avelisse smiled.

      It was the sort of smile that made sensible people step back from water.

      “Mirelda.”

      “He said, ‘Tell the woman who calls herself queen of water that the forest king has come to see what she has done.’”

      The spring behind Avelisse went perfectly still.

      Every minnow vanished.

      A blue-white flower opened on the willow branch above her head despite it being entirely the wrong season.

      Mirelda looked at it.

      Then at Avelisse.

      “I will prepare the formal reception.”

      “No.”

      “My queen?”

      Avelisse took the robe, slipped it over her shoulders, and began walking toward the sanctuary steps.

      “We will receive him at the border pool.”

      “That is not formal ground.”

      “He did not send a formal insult.”

      “It may be wiser to meet him in the council hall.”

      “He came accusing water of poisoning roots.” Avelisse looked back. “Let him accuse me where both can hear.”

      Mirelda sighed.

      The sound contained loyalty, disapproval, and the weary acceptance of a woman who had known Avelisse since childhood.

      “As you command.”

      “Do not say it like I am making poor decisions.”

      “You dislike when I lie.”

      “True.”

      The border pool lay half a mile east of the spring sanctuary, where Lucianea’s last clear channel slipped beneath the first shadow of Cadian Forest. No treaty named it. No stone marked it. The land had not yet learned to divide itself as neatly as rulers liked to pretend.

      Avelisse dressed for neither peace nor war.

      She wore white, because Lucianea’s queens had always worn white when standing near sacred water. Over it, she wore no armor. Let the forest king wonder whether that meant trust, arrogance, or better weapons hidden under softer things.

      Her crown was a thin circlet of waterglass, clear as ice, set with three moonstones. It had been her mother’s. Before that, her grandmother’s. It had never sat heavily on Avelisse’s brow because water understood crowns better than men did.

      A true crown did not press down.

      It reminded.

      At sunset, she walked to the border pool with Mirelda on one side and twelve spring-keepers behind her.

      The water reached the pool before she did.

      It flowed faster along the channels, silver-bright, whispering against stone. Tiny ripples moved eastward, curious and indignant. When Avelisse stepped onto the mossy bank, the pool cleared to its deepest bottom, revealing black stones, pale fish, and one forest root hovering just beneath the water like a finger at a forbidden door.

      Avelisse looked at it.

      The root withdrew.

      “Wise,” she said.

      A horn sounded from the trees.

      Low.

      Green.

      The forest opened.

      King Renaud rode at the center of the Cadian party on a black stag-horse with antlers polished like dark bone. He wore no bright metal. Only deep green, brown leather, and a cloak fastened at his shoulder with a clasp shaped like a cedar leaf. A circlet of living gold and green root rested on his brow.

      He was not beautiful in the soft, courtly manner of men painted on marriage screens.

      He was beautiful in the way a storm looked beautiful before it destroyed a bridge.

      Tall. Broad-shouldered. Dark-haired. Brown-gold skin marked with faint lines of green magic at the throat and wrists. His face was composed of proud bones and a mouth too stern to be trusted with tenderness. But it was his eyes that made Avelisse’s fingers curl.

      Green.

      Not like leaves.

      Like roots lit
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