

    
        
          A Kingdom Reclaimed

        

        
        
          Selena Virgil

        

        
          Published by Selena, 2025.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      A KINGDOM RECLAIMED

    

    
      First edition. May 7, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Selena Virgil.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231955992

    

    
    
      Written by Selena Virgil.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

A Kingdom Reclaimed

A Kingdom Reclaimed

Sign up for Selena Virgil's Mailing List

Also By Selena Virgil


​[image: image]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​A Kingdom Reclaimed

[image: ]


​The Garden and the Sea

The garden stretched out like a tapestry woven by generations—rows of shrubs, beds of bright tulips, and a fountain gurgling quietly in its center. Susan sat on a carved stone bench beneath a flowery trellis arch, lightly touching the embroidery on her linen skirt. The scent of salt hung in the sea breeze coming from behind the cliffs, mingling with the scent of roses and lavender.

The vastness of the ocean, visible on the horizon, was both reassuring and frightening. When Susan needed to think, or not think at all, she often came here. It was her refuge from the marble halls and the stifling chatter of the palace beyond, from the world of calculated smiles and gentle lies.

Yet the garden didn't bring peace today. She couldn't shake the feeling that something was changing, both in the world and within her. The newspaper headlines her father passed over for breakfast grew increasingly gloomy—talks of protests, grain shortages, and arrests. But none of them touched the property, where time passed slowly, and the air was always scented with honeysuckle. Yet Susan felt it—an undercurrent lurking beneath the tranquil surface of her life.

The sound of footsteps on the gravel path interrupted her thoughts. When she turned her head, she recognized it immediately. Mark.

He was at the edge of the garden, where the cultivated beauty gave way to untamed heath and wild grass. His clothes were simple: a shirt rolled up at the sleeves and trousers patched at the knees. The wind tangled his hair and obscured his expression. “Susan...” he said, his voice low and strained. “I realize speaking now might be risky, but I can’t continue to remain silent.” She stood, smoothing the petals off her skirt. “Mark? What are you doing here?”

“I had to see you,” he said. “I had to say it before it was too late,” I said. She stared at him, her heart pounding with sudden, unfamiliar fear. “What do you mean?”

He leaned closer. "We're on the brink of a revolution. People are no longer willing to starve to death in silence while the wealthy drink wine in candlelit rooms. Things are changing, and fast. I am part of that change."

Her voice was barely a whisper. "Why are you coming to me?"

"Because you're different." He stared into her eyes, steady and honest. "You see what others refuse. When you came to the village, when you spoke to us—not just to the mayor or the merchants, but to the children and the elders—you listened. You were concerned." Susan looked away. The sea shimmered in the sun like a sword. She felt something stirring inside her that day in the village, something she hadn't known was dormant.

Mark took a deep breath. “I want you to be part of this. Not as a symbol or as a nobleman’s daughter offering words of support from afar. I want you to join us. Really.”

The world seemed to hold its breath as she took a second look at him. Did she admire him? Was it his promise to break down the barriers that had surrounded her all her life or the truth in his voice that drew her in? “I don’t know what to say,” she muttered. “Then don’t say anything,” he replied. “Think about it a little. There’s not much time left.” Then he turned and walked back through the garden gate, leaving her with the sea, the silence, and an unanswered question.

​Whispers from Below

THREE WEEKS HAD PASSED since Susan first met Mark.

Her cart stopped in the village square, its wheels clattering against the paving stones worn by time and footfall. As her father met with the mayor to discuss “land issues”—a polite term for rising rents—Susan slipped away from the guards and wandered down the narrow alleys.

The air was filled with the smell of fried onions and woodsmoke that day. Women hung bedclothes on windowsills, merchants announced the day’s prices hopefully, and barefoot children moved between the carts. In a way the area had never seen before, it was alive. She felt eyes on her, of course—curious, wary, and a little resentful. “You’re far from your marble towers, aren’t you?” Mark said. She turned to see him leaning against a broken water pump, his arms crossed, his face reddened by work, the sun, or both. "I guess so," she replied, straightening her stance. "You don't look scared."

What should I do? He gave a small, crooked smile. "Maybe. This isn't the kind of place they teach you about in those finishing schools."

She looked around at the cracked windows, the soot-covered walls, and the children chasing each other with sticks. "No, they don't."

That first conversation had been brief, but something had passed between them—not flirting, not yet trust, but confession. She wasn't afraid of his frankness, and he didn't like her name. Over the following days, she returned twice more, each time claiming to be running errands or visiting a charity. Each time, she found Mark somewhere—repairing a roof, helping an old man push a wheelbarrow, or teaching a boy how to chop firewood without losing his fingers. He never looked for her, but he never pushed her away.

He shared new information with her. About how the price of bread doubled in a year, how factory owners cut wages to buy new machinery, and how a single illness could bankrupt a family.

And how, despite all that, people still sang.

In the evenings, they gathered in quiet corners, sharing stories and songs so old they were hard to trace. Mark sometimes sang too, his voice hoarse but alive. He spoke of the revolution as if it were a kind of hope, not destruction.

Suzanne had listened then. Just listened. Now, back in the château with its endless corridors and perfumed halls, she was haunted by the echo of those village whispers. Her governess had noticed. One morning, over tea, she said, “You seem distracted, my dear.” “Is it the temperature?” Susan misspoke, “Yes.” “The climate.” But she wasn’t weighed down by the sky. It was the memory of barefoot children running across the stones. The way Mark looked at her—not with admiration, but with expectation. As if she were destined for more than just sitting among the roses and sipping porcelain. That late night, Susan stood at her window, watching the dark, moonlit sea. Somewhere out there, people were dreaming of change—and for the first time in her life, she wasn't sure which side of the gates she belonged on.

​A Dangerous Conversation

MARK RETURNED THE NEXT evening just before sunset. The garden was cast in long shadows as the sun set, casting an amber glow on the sea. Susan returned, as if she'd known he would come, even though she'd convinced herself otherwise. There was an open book on her lap, unread. The words had evaporated hours ago—overwhelmed by thoughts, memories, and questions she had yet to express.

Mark didn't hesitate as he entered the garden through the gate. His eyes fell on her immediately.

"You came," she said, rising slowly.

"I needed this." His voice was quieter than before. Perhaps he was tired. Or burdened. She looked up at him. There was a speck of dust on his jaw and shirt. "Have you worked recently?" Mark half nodded. "We're building barricades. Quiet people. Not for today, but for what's to come."

Susan looked up at the mansion, its silhouette sharp and golden in the fading light. “You talk about war as if it’s inevitable.” “It is,” he said simply. “They don’t pay attention to peaceful protests anymore. There’s been silence for long periods. Too many hungry, neglected individuals.” She sat down again, and he moved to stand near the fountain, his arms crossed as if to restrain himself.

“You want me to be a part of this?” Susan said. “I want to.”

“Why?” she asked, more pointedly than she intended. “I’m the daughter of a man who profits from your misery. My family owns land, controls rents, and enforces rules that are being fought to destroy.”

Mark leaned closer. “Because you see it. Because you care. That’s more important than the name you were born with.”

Susan was silent for a long moment, torn between her heart and her heritage.

“I was raised to believe that order is the highest good,” she spoke slowly. “This rebellion was madness. If the poor are suffering, then that’s the natural order of things—and kindness is enough.”

“And now?” he asked.

“I’m starting to think that kindness without justice is just... window dressing,” I said. Mark’s eyes softened. “So you know more than most people,” she admitted, “but I don’t know what I can do.” “I can’t build barricades or give speeches. I’ve never had to fight for anything.”

He knelt beside the bench so they could talk to each other instead of bowing to her. “You don’t have to be like the others,” he said. “Your voice carries a weight they can’t ignore. You can be a bridge—or a shield. You can give us time, space, and information.”

Susan gasped for breath. Now she understood the depth of his inquiry. A risk, not just sympathy. A real danger. “If I help you,” she said, “there’s no going back.” “No,” he agreed. “There isn’t.” She stared past him toward the sea, the horizon darkening indigo. A gull circled overhead, hooting as if to warn her.

But deep inside, something stirred. Not fear, but determination.

"When?" she asked.

Mark exhaled, a look of relief crossing his face. "Soon. I'll be back when the time is right." He gave her one last look as he stood up. "Thank you, Susan. For refusing to look away." Then he disappeared again, disappearing into the shadows of the tree-lined path, leaving her with the wind, the scent of salt and roses, and the burden of making a decision.

​The Palace Walls

THE PALACE GREW COLDER the next morning. Susan wandered through its marble halls, running her fingers along the gilded moldings, listening to the silence that echoed louder than any sound. The chandeliers above glittered like frosted stars, and the tapestries whispered of long-gone ancestors—war heroes, judges, and empire builders. She realized, however, that none of them had ever questioned their











​Letters in the Dark
















​Whispers and Guards


















​Fire in the Square




















​The Fractured Court



















​Secrets Beneath the Stone
















​Oath and Ashes















​The Garden Is Replanted
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