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DISCLAIMER

The universe presented in this novel is purely fictional. If certain names or places evoke known realities, it is mere coincidence. The reflections and positions are those of the author alone.
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PROLOGUE
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In the kingdom of Lassa, no one chooses their fate. Some are born to love, others to rule, and sometimes the gods decree that one soul must bear both burdens.
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Chapter 1 — The Stream
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The stream's melody climbed the hills, weaving through the cries of birds homing to their nests. The sun dipped behind eucalyptus groves, flinging gold and copper flecks across the rippling surface.

Mariane tread the path lightly, calabash in hand, bare feet sinking into warm earth. At seventeen, she was womanhood's dawn: graceful steps, satin skin, eyes that shied away yet burned with quiet wonder. Lately, a stranger stirred within her—a nagging ache, a face that lingered uninvited, igniting unfamiliar heat.

Tonight's water errand felt like a reckoning, her heart pounding against her ribs.

Upstream, at the forest's fringe, Douanla lurked. An hour he'd waited, statue-still behind ferns, every twig-snap jolting him. He knew the stakes: ambushing a girl alone meant village exile. But the pull was unbreakable—the raw hunger to see her, to voice the moons-buried words scorching his chest.

Her silhouette crested the slope, and his breath snagged. Vibrant pagne hugged her form, scarf knotted high. Twilight kissed her brown skin, and he swore the Laakam's gods paled beside her.

He willed his voice, but it fled. She knelt streamside, calabash dipping, water coiling around slender fingers. Then, sensing him, she glanced up. Eyes locked.

"Douanla... you startled me. What are you doing here?"

He closed the distance, gaze fused to hers.

"Waiting. Endlessly."

She lowered the calabash, surprise flickering with wariness.

"For me? Why?"

Throat dry, he rasped, "Life without you is torment. Since Yasmine's that day, peace has deserted me."

Mariane looked away. Wind teased leaves; birds erupted skyward.

"You say that to every girl?"

"None," he breathed. "Only you. Forever."

Hush descended, pierced by stream's murmur and their thundering hearts. He offered his hand. She hesitated, then met it—fingers brushing, sparks igniting.

"If you knew my longing..." he whispered.

Her eyes met his, glistening. "What if we're doomed?"

"Gods don't err in syncing hearts."

His palm cradled her cheek, tender as fragile dawn. Eyes closed, lips sought, met—clumsy, electric, world tilting.

Time froze. The stream crescendoed, blessing their oath. Then, dusk pressing, she pulled back.

"Mother awaits."

His smile shadowed with ache. "Go. But my heart shadows you."

Calabash atop head, she vanished uphill, unturning.

Douanla stood rooted, twilight claiming her. His life had shattered—and reformed.

The stream bore their secret downstream.
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Chapter 2 — The Palace Drums
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Secret Flames

Days drifted by, soft and radiant. Since that twilight encounter by the stream, Mariane and Douanla stole moments wherever shadows allowed: at dusk beneath the mango trees, along the field edges when the last light bled gold, or in the hush of early morning mist. A glance. A whispered word. Fingers brushing once, twice—never more. Yet in the spaces between, their love deepened, quiet and fierce, like embers banked beneath ash, waiting only for the right breath to blaze.

Douanla threw himself into his work. Days blurred between the clamor of construction sites alongside Siewe—his brother in all but blood—and long, solitary evenings in the workshop. The growl of machines and the bite of saws drowned out the world, but not the steady throb of his heart. Every plank he planed, every joint he fitted, felt like an act of devotion: carving a future he scarcely dared name aloud.

For Mariane, time stretched in sweet anticipation. She moved through ordinary tasks—washing dishes in the courtyard, braiding her younger sister’s hair—and found herself smiling at nothing, startled by the sudden heat that bloomed in her chest. A single memory—the press of his hand against her cheek—could make her breath catch, her skin flush in the quiet.

The Weeping Drum

For many moons the king had vanished from public view. Whispers in the market claimed he had retreated to the sacred hut to commune with the ancestors. Others spoke more darkly: age and the ceaseless quarrels among the notables had finally broken him.

Then, deep in the night while the village slept, a sound ripped the silence. Slow at first, then grave and resonant: the palace drum. Three deliberate beats, heavy as the pulse of the earth itself—languid, monotonous, suffocating.

Mariane woke with a jolt, heart hammering. She ran into the main room to find her parents already standing, faces taut in the flickering lamplight.

“What is it?” she breathed.

“The palace drum weeps,” her father answered quietly.

“I’ve never heard it sound like this. What does it mean?”

“It announces a great mourning. I must go and learn the truth.”

He seized his coat and stepped into the dark. Mariane, her mother, and her sister sat wordless, each locked in private dread. An hour later he returned, expression grave.

“The king has begun the great journey tonight,” he said. “He has joined the ancestors. The Panther Brotherhood prepares his burial. All will be completed before first light.”

They remained seated in heavy silence for a long time before each withdrew to their room.

At dawn, criers fanned out across the kingdom, proclaiming the sovereign’s death and the iron rules of mourning. In the days that followed, a pall descended. The laughter of girls fetching water fell silent. No drums beat near the church. Even the birds, it seemed, had forsaken the sky. The world held its breath.

Houses remained shuttered. Fields lay forbidden. After nightfall, no one ventured out; the king’s totem panther was said to roam, and any who disobeyed courted deadly encounter. Even the cries of infants, people whispered, had ceased in the dark.

Foundations of Lassa

In the council hall, smoke hung thick and torches cast uneasy shadows along the earthen walls. Outside, the kingdom lay hushed. Inside, its future was being forged.

Mwalaa Monthé, a senior notable whose word carried weight across hills and valleys, rose slowly. His staff struck the ground once—sharp, final. Murmurs died.

“The king is gone,” he declared, “yet Lassa endures.”

His gaze swept the assembly: princes and lineage heads at the center, palace servants and brotherhood representatives ranged behind, elders of the quarters watching from the edges.

“An empty throne does not destroy a kingdom,” he continued, voice rising. “A kingdom falls only when those who sustain it forget their place.”

To the nobles he turned first.

“You, bearers of sacred blood—you are the root. From your line the king rises; from your discipline continuity flows. Ready your councils: the Nine, the Seven, the Princes. Let no ambition splinter what the ancestors bound.”

A low assent rippled through them.

He faced the palace retainers.

“And you—blacksmiths, griots, messengers—without your hands power remains shadow. Let anvils sing true. Let songs preserve what must never fade. Let the royal voice outrun fear, hill to valley. You are the arm, the breath, the memory of rule.”

His tone warmed as he addressed the wider circle.

“People of Lassa.”

Farmers straightened. Traders stilled. Warriors gripped spears tighter.

“You are the living spine of this land. You feed it, defend it, rebuild it after storm. Mend the roads. Clear the channels. Raise the huts. A kingdom that ceases to live is already dead.”

His gaze softened toward the descendants of former captives.

“You carry our history in your craft. Once palace servants, now farmers, hunters, artisans—your skill is not relic, but proof of endurance. Lassa remembers through you.”

To the masked representatives of the confraternities he spoke last.

“You are the unseen shield. When words fail, you enforce justice. You guard borders visible and invisible. You stand against sorcery, against chaos. Heighten your watch. The days ahead demand it.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
,“

3
sl

of the

4 Laakam

— Book 1. —.

Ihe Daughter





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





