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    To those who carry ashes in their hearts yet still dare to dream of fire.May you find strength in ruins, hope in shadows, and love even where the world insists it cannot survive.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "From crowns broken rise the fiercest flames,and from desire unspoken, kingdoms fall or are reborn."

      

    

Welcome, dear reader.

As you step into the pages of "Kingdom of Ruin and Desire," I invite you to immerse yourself in a world of conflict, passion, and the unyielding quest for identity amidst chaos. The landscape you will traverse is painted with the scars of war, a stark reminder that beauty often lies in the ruins and rubble of broken dreams. Imagine, if you will, a kingdom that echoes with whispers of betrayal and the weight of legacy, where our heroine, a determined princess, stands at the crossroads of duty and desire.

You’ll soon find yourself walking alongside her, feeling the chill of betrayal brush against your skin and the warmth of a burgeoning love that defies the odds. It’s a story where every character is layered with complexities—people who stumble, rise, and navigate through their tangled emotions and ambitions. You'll chuckle, perhaps even cry, as their journeys unfold with moments of thrilling suspense and tenderness.

In each chapter, the tension will build like storm clouds gathering on the horizon, so unexpected, so delightfully intense. You might find yourself holding your breath as secrets are unveiled and choices tested. Will our princess reconcile her obligations to her people with her yearning for freedom? Will love triumph amidst betrayal and war? 

Engage deeply with every twist and turn, allowing the characters' struggles to resonate within you. Take a moment to savor the sensory details—the aroma of fresh battles, the electrifying brush of skin against skin, the weight of unspoken words hanging heavily in the air. This is not just a story; it's an exploration of desire and sacrifice. A paradigm of what it means to hope amidst despair.

And, oh, expect the unexpected! Just when you think you have it all figured out, a revelation will jolt you, leaving you pondering the true cost of desire and the heavy crown of responsibility. This journey is inherently human, touching on emotions that are at once beautiful and tragic, yet undeniably real.

Prepare yourself for love that sears and friendships that fracture. For in this tale, the path to redemption is riddled with peril, but also with possibilities. So, grab a cozy blanket, perhaps a warm cup of something comforting, and dive into the whirlwind of "Kingdom of Ruin and Desire." May you find within its pages the essence of adventure, the thrill of the unknown, and the courage to face your own shadows.

With heartfelt welcome,  

Sed Filho
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Chapter 1: The Ruined Crown
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Smoke still bled from the stone when Elara reached the manor gates. The southern wall had folded in on itself like wet parchment; a ribbon of soot cut across the courtyard where children once chased swallows. There was no time to grieve the shape of the old life. The wind carried shouts from the stables—short, panicked, wrong.

“Your Highness!” A guard stumbled from the archway, blood darkening the seam of his sleeve. “Looters—or worse. They slipped inside when the fires drew the watch.”

An arrow skittered along the flagstones, spent and harmless; the next one would not be. Elara pulled the guard behind a cracked pillar and took his knife—too light, but sharp, and hers now. “Seal the western gate,” she said, voice low. “Two men on the cistern, and anyone with sense behind stone. We are done feeding chaos.”

She moved through the corridor where her mother had taught her to walk quietly. The tapestries hung unevenly, as if they, too, had lost faith in the walls. A figure darted across the far door—thin, fast, careless with sound. Elara chased. The manor knew her steps; the intruder’s echoed like a confession. At the library threshold she caught the cloak, yanked, and sent both of them into a chair hard enough to cough dust from ancient cushions.

“Please!” A boy, not yet beard-shy, eyes feral with hunger and fear. “We needed grain. They said the princess hoards—”

“Does this look hoarded?” She swept her knife toward shelves spidered with ash, the broken skylight, the rug charred in a perfect rectangle where a table had burned. “Take bread from the kitchen if you must. Take it and go. But if you draw steel here again, it will be the last thing you hold.”

He nodded too fast, tripped to his feet, and vanished with the speed of a creature built for narrow alleys. Elara stood until her heartbeat remembered a slower song. The blade felt less like a weapon than a promise she had not meant to make.

On the terrace, the sky sagged with smoke and late light. From this height the valley read like a ledger: roofs gutted, fields raw, a river running brown with its own banks. Duty pressed on her shoulders in the shape of a crown she did not wear. She could feel the court already, its mirrors and mouths, its clever people wagering on the exact hour her resolve would crack.

“Highness.” The steward, grey at the temples and ash to the elbows, bowed from the waist. “A rider from Lord Alaric. He awaits... an audience.”

Of course he did. Alaric never missed the sweet tooth of opportunity. “Does his message carry sympathy or terms?”

“Both, I fear.”

She almost smiled. “He’s efficient.”

They met in what had been a music room, now a lungful of cold air and scorched plaster. Alaric’s man wore travel-stained velvet and a face set to solemn. He held out a sealed note as if it were a blessing.

“Lord Alaric grieves your losses,” he began, the practiced cadence of condolence falling neatly into place. “He urges a swift return to the capital. Protection, counsel, a united front before the court—”

“—and generous guidance on how much of my inheritance belongs to him,” Elara said. She broke the seal. The script coiled smooth and confident: assurances of safety, the necessity of firm hands, a suggestion that delays served no one. Beneath the sweet, the iron. Return at once.

She let the parchment hang between two fingers. “Tell Lord Alaric I will attend the court. Tell him I travel with what I require.”

The envoy’s relief was the small, genuine kind. “He will be pleased.”

“Possibly,” she said, and dismissed him.

When he was gone, quiet reclaimed the room. In the quiet, truth was harder to dodge. She could walk into the great hall tomorrow wrapped in ash and duty and be plucked clean by smiles. Or she could arrive carrying something the court wanted. Leverage. Proof. A key.

Memory cut sideways through the smoke. A chime in the east cloister. A staircase with one shallow step—she had counted them as a child, training stealth like a game. A little room where her mother’s laugh called an iron chest their private dragon. Elara could see her father’s hand guiding hers away from the lock. Not today, sparrow. When you’re older. Death had an ugly way of keeping promises other people made.

A breath moved behind her. Not wind. Not stone. Elara turned, blade ready.

“Forgive me.” Tamsin—steward’s son, soot in his hair, eyes bright the way a mind burns when it is three thoughts ahead. He should have looked like the rest of them: tired to the edge and then over. Instead he looked certain.

“You ghost your steps well,” Elara said.

“You taught me half of it, sneaking into councils you were ‘too young’ to attend.” The corner of his mouth tilted. “I bring news.”

“Choose the kind that can’t be shouted from the terrace.”

He lowered his voice. “The court is splitting along old seams. Beatrice and her soft knives. Alaric and his iron gloves. And beyond them... Eldorin.”

The name made the room cooler. “We have roads with Eldorin.”

“We have roads,” he agreed. “And debts carved into the stones beside them. If you ride to the capital with empty hands, you will be dealt like coin. If you ride with something they didn’t know you had—”

“—I am a player, not a purse.” She sheathed the knife. “I know where my parents kept the pieces they didn’t show. If there is a map out of this, it’s inked in that room.”

Tamsin didn’t ask which room. He had grown up beneath the same ceilings. “There were scavengers near the east wing,” he said. “I drove off the bold ones. The quiet ones worry me.”

“Good,” Elara said. “Let them worry. Tell the men to post in pairs. No heroes. If anyone asks, I am in prayer.”

“And if anyone believes it,” Tamsin said dryly, “we should hire them as storytellers.”

The laugh surprised her with its shape—quick, sharp, almost warm. “Stay near,” she said, and moved.

The east cloister tasted of damp lime and old song. The bell rope had frayed to skeins; one tug and it would give up its ghost. Elara counted the steps by feel: the shallow one at the bottom, the smooth one two from the top where a hundred heels had chosen it without knowing. The door waited where it always had, pretending to be part of the wall.

Her fingers remembered the latch. The little archive breathed when she opened it, the way a sealed room sighs its stale air into the new. Shelves stood where splendor had fallen; the dragon’s iron back crouched under a drift of dust.

Elara touched the lid and felt the old life reshuffle behind her sternum. If she opened it now, she would not sleep. If she waited, the court would try to cut her open instead. Between the two, only one let her choose where the blade went.

A voice carried down the stair—low, careful, not hers or Tamsin’s. She closed the door a finger’s width, stilled, listened. Two footfalls. A pause. A whisper that held the shape of her name without the sound.

She slipped into the passage shadow and waited. The first figure crossed the threshold wrong, shoulders high, hand already searching for treasure. The second moved like someone who had been born between walls.

“Tamsin,” she said, and he ghosted from the side passage to press steel to the intruder’s throat. The man froze. His partner bolted; Elara’s knife lodged in the wood an inch from his ear. He reconsidered flight.

“Names,” she said.

“None worth keeping,” the first man muttered. “Work’s honest. People pay for maps to rooms like this.”

“Then let this be your last commission,” Elara said. “You’ll carry a message instead.”

“We aren’t messengers.”

“You are today,” she said. “Tell your buyer the manor is awake. Tell them the crown they hope to weigh has teeth.”

They went quickly, stumbling in their eagerness to live. Tamsin retrieved her knife, returned it hilt-first.

“You weren’t praying,” he observed.

“I was,” she said, palm flat on iron. “This is the only altar that ever answered.”

The lid’s seam was stubborn beneath the dust. She didn’t force it. Not yet. The court would expect her tomorrow stripped to the soft parts, equal parts pity and proposition. Let them. Tonight she would decide whether to meet them as penitent or partner—or something with sharper edges.

“Give me an hour,” she told Tamsin. “Then bring a lamp that doesn’t smoke and a truth you are willing to die for. We’ll need both.”

He nodded once and vanished into the staircase, a fox returning to brush and shadow.

Elara leaned her forehead against the iron and let the cold climb into her skin until it steadied her. The manor creaked, the way old bones do before a long walk. Somewhere outside, a child laughed—impossible and therefore real. The sound threaded through the smoke and found its way to her mouth, where it became a thin line that wasn’t a smile but knew the road there.

Tomorrow, they would call her to the hall and measure her grief for sport. Tonight, she would decide what, exactly, they were measuring.

She set her hands on the lid.

Open, the future said.

And she did.
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