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First Edition

To those who have ever stood at the crossroads of fate and choice,

who have loved without certainty,

and who have fought battles no one else could see—

This story is for you.

May you always have the courage to unravel what was never meant to bind you.

"Fate does not weave a perfect tapestry—

it leaves frayed threads, broken patterns,

and souls brave enough to pull at them."
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Foreword
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Every story bound by fate must, at some point, begin to unravel.

Fate’s Unravelling marks a turning point in the Eclipsed Destinies saga—a place where choices grow heavier, where trust is no longer easily given, and where love begins to tremble under the weight of destiny’s shadow.

In this book, Alina and Prince Sheen are no longer simply survivors of circumstance. They are players in a much larger, older game—one that has shaped empires, rewritten legacies, and stitched their lives together with threads neither fully understands.

Here, trust becomes a weapon. Hope becomes dangerous. And love, fragile and unspoken, becomes both a shield and a wound.

As you turn these pages, you will find that not every battle is fought with swords. Some are fought in the heart. Some are fought in silence. And some battles—no matter how fiercely fought—were never meant to be won.

Welcome to Fate’s Unravelling.

Here, the threads of destiny begin to fray.
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Introduction

[image: ]




When we left the palace walls at the end of The New World, Alina had made a choice that could not be undone: she chose to stay. To stand at the side of a prince the empire had already begun to abandon.

Fate’s Unravelling picks up in the growing shadow of that choice. In these pages, the world around them deepens—layered with prophecy, bloodlines forgotten, and a bond neither of them dares fully name. Here, the threads that held the illusion of safety begin to fray, and both Alina and Prince Sheen must decide who they are when stripped of expectation and pretence.

This volume is the beginning of reckoning.

For truth. For loyalty. For love that was never part of destiny’s design.

As you continue this journey, know that not every answer will come easily. Not every bond will survive untouched. And sometimes, unravelling fate is the most dangerous choice of all.

The court is stirring. The past is awakening.

And the threads that bind them are starting to break.

Welcome back to the world of Eclipsed Destinies.

The real game begins here.
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Preface
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In every story shaped by destiny, there comes a moment when certainty begins to fracture.

Fate’s Unravelling is born from that fracture. It is the story of what happens after the first promises are made, after loyalty is tested, and after two people—bound by fate but divided by secrets—must decide if they will fight for each other or be torn apart by the forces around them.

In this book, you will see Alina and Prince Sheen step deeper into the shadows of prophecy and betrayal. The ties between them will strengthen, strain, and shift under the weight of everything they cannot say aloud. Trust will no longer be given freely; it must be earned—and even then, it may not be enough.

This story is slower, heavier, and more dangerous than what came before. Because here, every thread pulled risks unravelling everything they thought they knew—about the court, about their pasts, and about each other.

And sometimes, the most painful battle is not against fate itself— but against the parts of your heart you were never meant to surrender.
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Prologue
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Before the first oath was broken, before the first curse was cast, there was a story no one dared to tell.

A story of a bond that should not exist.

Of a fate that should have never been touched.

Of two lives stitched together by a world too old to forget and too cruel to forgive.

Long before Alina found herself trapped between prophecy and choice, and long before Prince Sheen learned to wear his crown like a shield, the threads of their destinies had already begun to fray.

This world was never meant to hold them both.

Every breath they share challenges a design far greater than any single life.

And every step they take closer to each other tears at the fabric of an empire built on silence, sacrifice, and blood.

The curse is no longer sleeping.

The past is no longer buried.

And fate—patient, merciless— is finally beginning to unravel.
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Volume I. Prophecy’s Shadow
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Chapter 1. The Seer’s Warning
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The world outside his chambers felt different.

Alina stepped into the cool air, her fingers curling at her sides. The last few days had blurred together—shadows of whispered worries, sleepless nights, and the suffocating fear that Prince Sheen would not wake. But he had. He had spoken.

"You... should not be here."

And yet, he had not let go.

She clenched her hands, pushing the memory aside. She could not afford to dwell on the meaning of his words—not when she could feel something shifting in the air around her.

She had spent too long by his side, and now the palace had taken notice.

The corridors were no longer as welcoming. Servants glanced her way before turning hurriedly aside. Nobles whispered behind closed doors. She was an anomaly—a foreigner who had defied tradition, who had remained at a prince’s bedside when she should have been dismissed.

But it wasn’t just their scrutiny that unsettled her. It was the lingering weight of the prophecy.

"Two fates were never meant to intertwine... yet the heavens have already cracked."

She hadn’t forgotten the oracle’s warning. If anything, it had grown louder, clawing at her mind in the moments she had dared to rest.

And now, the seer had summoned her once more.

The Temple’s Shadow

The temple was silent when she arrived.

It stood at the palace’s edge, separated from the political heart of the court by winding stone paths and towering walls. A sanctuary—yet one laced with quiet foreboding.

Alina had been here once before. The oracle had spoken to her in riddles, offering no clear answers—only fragments of a fate she could not yet grasp.

This time, the seer was waiting.

The woman sat in the dim glow of lantern light, her robes pooling around her like water. Her face was obscured by the veil she always wore, but Alina felt the weight of her gaze all the same.

“You have returned,” the seer murmured.

Alina swallowed, stepping forward. “You summoned me.”

A pause. Then, “The heavens whisper of change.”

The words sent a shiver down Alina’s spine.

“I don’t understand,” she admitted.

The seer tilted her head slightly. “You will.”

Alina exhaled sharply. “The last time we spoke, you told me my presence in this world was never meant to be.”

Silence.

Then— “And yet, here you stand.”

Something in the woman’s voice made the hairs on the back of Alina’s neck rise.

“You were never meant to be part of his fate,” the seer continued, “and yet, the threads have intertwined. You have already altered what should have been.”

Alina felt her pulse quicken. “Then... what happens now?”

The seer lifted a hand, fingers tracing patterns in the air. “That is the question, is it not?”

A pause. Then, almost too softly— “You seek answers, but fate does not give them freely.”

Alina’s breath hitched. “Then tell me this. If I was never meant to be here, why am I?”

The seer was silent for a long moment. Then, finally—

“Because fate is not as unbreakable as the world believes.”

A Heavy Truth

Alina left the temple with more questions than answers.

Her footsteps echoed against the stone as she made her way back toward the heart of the palace, her mind racing.

"You were never meant to be part of his fate... yet the threads have intertwined."

What did it mean?

Had she changed something by being here? Had she already disrupted a path that had once been set in stone?

The thought sent a chill through her.

Because if fate could be rewritten, then what was the cost?

And more importantly...

Would she survive it?
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Chapter 2. Echoes of Destiny
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The palace library was a sanctuary of silence.

Alina sat at a low wooden table, her hands pressed against the thick parchment of an aged scroll. The scent of ink and ancient paper clung to the air, mingling with the faint traces of the jasmine incense still burning in the far corners of the hall.

It had been hours since she arrived. Hours spent tracing faded ink with careful fingers, seeking something—anything—that could give meaning to the seer’s words.

"Two fates were never meant to intertwine... yet the heavens have already cracked."

She exhaled, pushing back her exhaustion.

The seer had spoken in riddles, but one thing was clear: her arrival in this world was no accident. It wasn’t just some cruel twist of fate. It was deliberate.

But by whom?

And for what purpose?

The library stretched endlessly around her, its towering shelves filled with records of emperors long gone, laws carved into time, forgotten lineages buried in dust. Every scroll she unrolled, every fragile page she flipped, left her with more questions than answers.

But then—

Her fingers paused.

Beneath her touch, the inked characters of an ancient decree blurred under candlelight. A passage buried among records of succession, written in the delicate, flowing script of scholars long dead.

"The heavens do not forgive when blood defies its course. A lineage broken once shall fracture twice, and a third shall call forth ruin."

A chill ran through her.

She leaned in, rereading the words, her heart pounding.

A fractured lineage. A third to call forth ruin.

She had spent weeks entangled in the palace’s politics, trying to understand why Prince Sheen was both revered and feared. Why the whispers of his illness carried more weight than just the weakness of a man.

And now, this.

A prophecy recorded long before she arrived.

Was it referring to the prince?

Or... to her?

Unravelling the Past

Alina reached for another scroll, her hands moving with newfound urgency.

If this was a prophecy of a fractured bloodline, then there had to be records of those who came before. A line broken once, twice... but what of the third?

The candle beside her flickered, the light shifting over the aged paper.

She scanned the document, her breath catching as she found another passage:

"Of the first, the heavens wept. The heir’s blood spilled, and the dynasty trembled. The throne was held, but the curse was planted."

Her stomach twisted. A curse?

Her fingers trembled slightly as she kept reading.

"Of the second, the kingdom turned away. A child’s fate severed, their name forgotten. The roots of their bloodline withered in shadow, but their destiny remained written in the stars."

A forgotten child. A severed fate.

Alina’s pulse pounded in her ears.

And then—

"Of the third, time has not yet spoken. When the lost and the forsaken cross paths, the heavens will decide."

Her breath left her in a sharp exhale.

This... this was talking about now.

When the lost and the forsaken cross paths.

A tremor ran through her.

Prince Sheen.

And her.

Her hands clenched the edge of the parchment, her thoughts spinning.

She had no royal blood. No ties to this world. And yet, she had been brought here. Forced into a fate that had been written before she had even taken her first breath.

Was that what the seer had meant?

Had she crossed into a path that should have never existed?

A Dangerous Connection

The sound of footsteps echoed from the corridor beyond the library’s entrance.

Alina stiffened, quickly rolling up the scroll.

She wasn’t supposed to be here.

This section of the archives was restricted—reserved for scholars and the royal family. If she was found here alone, digging through records of forgotten prophecies and bloodlines, there would be questions.

And she wasn’t ready to answer them.

She rose swiftly, tucking the scroll into her sleeve. The candle’s flame quivered as she stepped back into the shadows of the towering bookshelves, her heart pounding against her ribs.

A figure appeared at the doorway.

For a breathless moment, she feared it was a noble, or worse—a palace official.

But then the silhouette moved, and she saw the familiar silver-threaded robes.

Prince Sheen.

She had barely seconds, to school her expression before he spoke.

“You shouldn’t be here.” His voice was quiet, but firm.

Alina swallowed, her fingers tightening around the hidden scroll.

She should lie. Say she had lost her way. Say she had simply been searching for a book to pass the time.

But as she looked at him—at the dark shadows under his eyes, the weight of something unspoken lingering in his gaze—she knew he wouldn’t believe her.

And part of her didn’t want to lie.

So instead, she met his eyes and said, “Neither should you.”

A flicker of something crossed his face—surprise, perhaps, or the smallest hint of amusement. But it was gone before she could name it.

He stepped closer, his gaze sweeping over the scattered scrolls and records she had been studying.

“What are you looking for?”

She hesitated.

The truth felt too heavy. Too dangerous.

But wasn’t he, a part of it too?

She inhaled slowly. Then, carefully, she said, “Answers.”

A long silence stretched between them.

Then, almost too softly—

“So am I.”

Alina’s breath caught.

For the first time since she had arrived in this world, she realized something.

She wasn’t the only one searching.

And as their gazes locked in the dim glow of the library, she knew.

She wasn’t alone in this.

Not anymore.
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Chapter 3. Internal Conflict
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The sun had barely begun its descent when Alina stepped out of the palace archives.

A hush had fallen over the corridors, the golden light spilling through the lattice windows casting shifting patterns on the polished marble floors. The weight of the scroll hidden beneath her robes pressed against her ribs, a constant reminder of what she had discovered.

"A fractured lineage... the third to call forth ruin... when the lost and the forsaken cross paths."

She was more certain than ever—her presence in this world was no accident.

And neither was the prince’s curse.

Her pulse quickened at the thought. She should have felt relieved, knowing she wasn’t imagining the invisible threads tying her fate to his. Instead, a different emotion twisted in her chest—one she couldn’t quite name.
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