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To those who carry burdens unseen, who bleed in silence yet endure.

To every heart that has chosen love, even when love demands surrender.

And to the ones who believe that even curses can become crowns.

This book is for you.
Blood remembers what the heart tries to forget.

Poison may silence the body, but the curse speaks louder than death.
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Preface




There comes a moment in every tale when silence is more dangerous than war, when secrets poison faster than blades, and when the weight of blood cannot be ignored.

This is the story of what follows after the fall. The Council, once cloaked in shadows, now bares its fangs in open defiance. Betrayal seeps through familiar walls, and the boundaries between loyalty and treachery blur. The cursed blood, long whispered of in dread and prophecy, begins to awaken, refusing to be shackled.

Alyssa lies at the edge of death, her strength tested beyond reason, her fate tethered to poison and sacrifice. Noel, bound by a power he neither asked for nor understands, becomes both weapon and target, hunted for the very curse that flows through him. Together, they walk a path where choices wound as deeply as any sword, where every step forward demands something be left behind.

What does it mean to love when love itself may destroy? What does it mean to rule when the crown is nothing but chains of gold?

This book does not begin with triumph. It begins with loss. And from that loss, the fire of war is kindled—against enemies outside, against the darkness within, and against destiny itself.

Here, in the third chapter of their tale, survival is not victory. It is only the beginning of a greater curse.


Prologue




The massive iron gates of the royal palace creaked open, their sound rolling like thunder across the vast courtyard. Beyond them stretched a garden that looked almost unreal under the night sky—rows upon rows of flowers, each blossom glowing faintly in the moonlight, their colours shimmering as though they carried the light of stars themselves. The air was heavy with fragrance, but the beauty of the scene could not mask the tension pressing down on the arriving company.

The palace doors loomed ahead, towering and engraved with ancient crests of the royal bloodline. As they opened, the echo of heavy footsteps filled the grand hall. A group emerged from the shadows—figures clad in armour and robes, their pace measured, reverent. At the centre of them all, a man carried Alyssa in his arms. Her silver hair cascaded limply over his arm, her face pale as porcelain, her body utterly still.

Every servant, every knight, every attendant they passed bowed their heads low, not daring to lift their gaze. A mixture of awe and sorrow stirred in the air, for the sight of the unconscious princess being borne through the halls was enough to silence even whispers.

At last, the procession reached the golden door at the heart of the palace. The two royal guards standing vigil there immediately straightened, their spears striking the floor in salute. Without hesitation, they pulled the heavy doors open and bent into deep bows, heads lowered until the group passed.

The others remained behind. Only the man carrying Alyssa stepped through. His strides slowed as he crossed the threshold into her private chamber, the hush of the palace seeming to settle heavily upon him.

With great care, he laid her fragile body upon her bed of ivory and gold. The silken sheets shimmered faintly as he drew them over her form, tucking her in as though she were no longer a warrior or princess, but simply his daughter—his child who needed rest. His hand lingered at her temple, brushing away a strand of hair from her face.

“Rest, Alyssa,” he whispered, his voice both stern and breaking. “I will purge the poison from your veins. You will endure. You must endure.”

For a long moment he stood over her, silent, as if willing his strength into her through sheer presence. Then, slowly, he turned away. His back straightened, his shoulders squared, and his face hardened into the expression of a ruler once more.

The golden doors closed with a heavy thud behind him. Outside, the anxious company waited. His voice cut through the silence, deep and commanding, though threaded with urgency.

“Summon the royal physician at once,” he ordered. “No delay. I want the antidote prepared immediately. The poison must be drawn out before it takes further hold.”

His eyes burned, not as a king—but as a father.

“Do not fail me. Do not fail my daughter… Alyssa.”


Chapter 1

Alyssa’s lashes quivered, heavy as though iron chains had been fastened to them. The darkness that had swallowed her fractured at the edges, letting in fragments of a world she no longer trusted—blurred outlines, washed-out colours bleeding into one another, the faint whisper of curtains stirring in a draft she could not feel. For a moment she wondered if she had risen into a dream or sunk deeper into some crueller nightmare. Her lips cracked when she parted them, her throat a barren stretch of sand, and every breath rasped like glass dragged across stone.

She blinked once. The haze thinned. Twice—and the world sharpened.

Her heart faltered.

There, seated at the edge of her bed, was a figure wreathed in candlelight. Shoulders squared, posture carved from discipline, yet softened by the flickering glow that painted shadows across his features. A face she had not expected, a presence she had not yearned for but could never escape.

Her father. Jeremiah.

The name struck her chest like a blade. Relief surged, sharp as lightning, but tangled instantly with suspicion, fear, and something darker she dared not name. The knot of emotion coiled tight in her stomach until she thought she might retch. She tried to rise, a reflex born of defiance rather than strength, but her body betrayed her. The attempt sent her spinning, the walls tilting, the ground buckling beneath her as though the universe itself had shifted to throw her back down. A low groan escaped her, unbidden, and she pressed trembling fingers against her temple to cage the pounding ache threatening to split her skull.


“Alyssa.”


His voice cut through the fog like a command drilled into bone—low, firm, edged with steel. Yet beneath the weight of authority was something unfamiliar, something almost careful. His hand hovered near her, broad and steady, but it did not close the distance. The gesture was strange coming from him—restrained, hesitant—like a warrior who knew only how to wield weapons, not how to offer comfort.


“Slowly,” Jeremiah said, each word deliberate, unyielding. “You’ve just survived poison. Don’t force yourself.”


Her breathing slowed, each inhale steadier than the last, though her chest still ached with effort. She blinked hard, forcing her vision to settle. The familiar contours of her chamber unfolded around her—the vaulted stone walls looming like silent sentinels, velvet curtains drawn heavy against the window to smother the silver intrusion of moonlight, the faint tang of crushed herbs mingling with the warmer undertone of polished wood.

Her room.

Home.

The word struck her like a misstep on broken ground. It should have steadied her. Instead, it jarred, sharp, alien—as if the very walls had shifted while she was gone.


Her eyes snapped toward him, narrowing, wary. “Why am I here? How… how did I get here?” Her voice rasped with exhaustion, but the edge beneath it was unmistakable—a demand more than a question.


Jeremiah leaned back a fraction, the candlelight sketching the hard lines of his face in gold and shadow. His hands folded together, patient yet imposing, crimson eyes fixed on her with the dual weight of concern and authority—a father’s claim and a sovereign’s command.


“I found you,” he said at last. His voice was calm, but threaded with something darker, a tightness coiled beneath the surface. “Unconscious in that forsaken cottage, sprawled as if the earth had already claimed you for itself.”


His jaw tightened. The flicker of anger that cut across his stoic mask was brief, but it was there.


Alyssa’s breath caught. “How did you know I was there?”


For the briefest heartbeat, silence reigned. A pause, deliberate enough to sting. His gaze hardened, shadows crawling deeper across his features.


“The scent,” Jeremiah said finally, his tone low, precise. “We caught a trace of Pure Blood. Faint. Frayed. Almost lost to the wind. But it was enough. I followed it. And when I arrived…” His lips curled, not into a smile but into something sharper. “You were alone.”



He exhaled slowly, crimson eyes burning as though the memory itself poisoned him. “On the threshold, I found residue scattered across the doorway. Powder.” His voice sharpened to a blade, spitting the word as if it scorched his tongue. “I had it taken at once. And do you know what we discovered? Poison. A strain crafted to cripple even the strongest of us.”


The veins in his temple pulsed, and his fist slammed down against the arm of his chair. The wood groaned in protest, the sound splitting the silence like a crack of thunder.


“The council,” he hissed, eyes glinting like blood in the firelight. “Those cowards dared to use such filth on my daughter. Their hatred festers deeper than even I imagined. They don’t merely want control—they want us erased. The royals, burned out of history. Forever.”


Alyssa bit the inside of her cheek until copper flooded her mouth. The metallic tang steadied her—anchored the tremor in her hands—and she swallowed it down like a vow. Around them, Jeremiah’s anger hummed, dense as thunderclouds, a pressure that made the air taste small and electric. Still, the question she had rehearsed a thousand times rose up, raw and unavoidable.


“Father,” she forced out, each word measured, “the council came for me because of the Pure Blood. That’s why they hunted me, isn’t it?”



Jeremiah snapped his head to her like a coiled thing, eyes cutting to her with a predator’s precision. “So it is true,” he said slowly, as if tasting confirmation. “You found it. You found the Pure Blood. No wonder the council moved—no wonder they sent men.” His voice sharpened, incredulous and fierce. “You… you succeeded.”



A memory flickered behind her ribs: Noel’s face pale beneath the moon, weak, trembling. The image hit her like a knife. Her throat tightened; she could not quite keep the tremor from her voice. “Yes.”



The single word scraped out. “Father… it was Vern. He told them where I was.”



At that name, Jeremiah’s whole frame contracted—spark to tinder. Crimson flared in his eyes, dignity curdled into something volcanic. His fingers curled until the knuckles whitened, cords standing out along his forearm. “That traitor,” he ground, each syllable a hit. “Vern—of all people. Royal blood and your best friend. He’d betray his own kin, his own best friend?” The sound of him filled the chamber, heavy as a hammerfall against stone. “Where is he now, Alyssa? Tell me—tell me where he hides and I will—” His hand rose, then faltered, fingers trembling as if he could already feel the heat of revenge.



Alyssa lowered her gaze. The candlelight carved soft shadows beneath her lashes. “No need,” she said, voice small and steady at once. “He’s dead. I killed him.”


Jeremiah went still as a struck column. The words sat between them like a dropped blade. For a long breath, there was no sound but the slow, distant creak of the house settling.


“You… You killed him?” His question was almost a whisper, disbelief and something darker braided together.



She nodded once, jaw locked. “He left me no choice. He killed Augustus.” The confession scraped something raw inside her; the name tasted like ash on her tongue.



At the mention of Augustus the change in Jeremiah was immediate and strange—softening, then sharpening into a new clarity. His fury reconfigured itself into something colder, less immediate: a strategist’s approval wrapped in a father’s grim satisfaction. “Augustus,” he echoed, the name slipping out of him like a confession he’d been waiting for. “Vern killed Augustus?”



“Yes.” Her voice broke at the edges, not from doubt but from memory—of blood on a floor, of a brother like a fallen statue.



Jeremiah let the silence stretch, folding the information into the lines on his face. When he finally spoke, his voice carried the weight of a verdict. “Then you have done what needed to be done.” There was no warmth in it—only the hard acknowledgment of consequence. He rubbed a hand over his face, the movement weary and deliberate. The storm in him did not subside so much as reassign itself; wrath gave way to calculation. “Revenge is taken. That settles one account. But vengeance will not keep us alive.”



He leaned forward, eyes boring into hers with that same unyielding hunger he reserved for maps and plans. “The Pure Blood is still at large—still in the council’s hands. If we do not retrieve it, if we fail to secure it, then every one of us will be exposed. They’ll produce something that will be used against us royals. We must act—and quickly.”


The words were practical, a command wrapped in cold steel. Behind them, the room seemed to shrink: the velvet curtains, the scent of herbs, the moonlight all suddenly smaller, as if the world itself had narrowed down to one stark fact—Noel had to be found, and the cost of delay was a price none of them could afford.

Jeremiah’s hand shot forward, seizing hers with a suddenness that stole her breath. His grip was iron—unyielding, deliberate—as though sheer force alone could chain her heart to his command. Power coursed through his touch, a weight meant not to comfort but to bind.


“I will help you, Alyssa,” he said, his voice low and certain, each syllable forged in authority. “I will give you my best. A cadre of elites—sworn, disciplined, bound by oath. They will guard the Pure Blood with their very lives. Not one of them will dare taste it, no matter how intoxicating its blood may prove.”



Alyssa stiffened, a shiver running down her spine. The Pure Blood. The words slashed through her like a blade. He didn’t speak like he is a human. Not once. To him, Noel was not a boy, not a soul trembling under the weight of chains and scars. He was an object, a relic, a weapon polished for use. It.


Her chest constricted, the ache spreading until it burned. She kept her face still, expression schooled, but inside her heart twisted violently, screaming against the silence she forced herself to hold.

Jeremiah released her hand only to replace it with a cup. The vessel was heavy, its rim cold, and the liquid within reeked of crushed herbs and a sharp metallic tang that bit at her nostrils.


“Drink,” he ordered, pressing it into her fingers. “This will scour the last of the poison from your veins. Once it runs its course, your strength will return—sharper, keener than before. And when it does…” His eyes narrowed, glinting with ambition that burned brighter than the candlelight. “You will go. You will retrieve the Pure Blood. The sooner, the better. The elites wait outside for your word.”


He leaned forward, and for an instant the air shifted. His hand did not strike, his voice did not thunder. Instead, he lowered his head until his lips brushed her brow—feather-light, startlingly intimate. Yet even in that fleeting tenderness, there was no mistaking the command buried in it.


“I trust you, my daughter,” he murmured, though the trust rang heavy with expectation. “Bring back the Pure Blood. Do not fail me.”


Then he was gone. Rising with the effortless authority of a king, his cloak whispered along the stone floor, a shadow that devoured the light in its passing. The door groaned open, spilling a draft of cold air into her chamber. Without so much as a final glance, Jeremiah stepped into the corridor and vanished.

The silence that followed pressed down like a physical weight. Alyssa’s gaze fell to the cup trembling in her hands, the dark surface rippling with the reflection of her pale face. Her father’s kiss lingered on her forehead like a phantom, but his words lingered sharper still.

It.

Her chest tightened, the word echoing again and again, a hollow toll against her ribs.


Noel wasn’t an it.


Noel was breath in the dark, defiance in the silence, warmth where there should have been none.

Noel was everything.


Chapter 2

Noel stirred, his head shifting weakly against a surface that felt cold and metallic beneath him. His eyelids dragged open with effort, heavy as if weighted down by stone. Darkness greeted him, the familiar abyss of his sightless world. Yet it was not empty.

Faint lights moved around him, like threads of smoke glowing dimly in the void. Auras. Dozens of them. They shimmered, pulsed, and drifted, faint traces of existence that pierced through his blindness. Their movements were unnervingly deliberate, like predators circling in silence.

Instinct drove him to lift his hand, to reach for something, anything. But his wrist jolted short, tugged violently back against resistance. Leather bit into his skin. He pulled harder and felt it again—his other wrist bound just as tight, strapped to the bed on either side of him. Panic shot through him as he kicked instinctively, only to find his ankles pinned, each one locked down with thick restraints.

His chest rose sharply, the air catching in his throat. He tried to cry out, to call for help, but no sound came. Something pressed against his mouth, tight and unyielding, sealing his lips. Even his head was held fast, a rigid strap clamped across his forehead, forcing him to stare upward, helpless.

A low groan escaped him anyway, muffled by the gag, trembling out of his chest like the growl of a wounded animal. His body writhed, but the straps dug deeper, unrelenting.

Then he felt them.

Sharp stings in both arms, at the bends of his elbows. Tubes. He could feel the invasive pull in his veins, steady, unnatural, feeding into something he could not see. His stomach twisted with dread, his heart pounding faster, harder.

The auras around him shifted suddenly. Some froze mid-drift, then moved closer, gliding toward him with eerie precision. The air grew heavier, charged with their attention.


“He’s awake,” one of them murmured, voice cool and smooth, its tone curling like smoke in the room.



A hand pried his eyelid wider, cold fingers brushing against his lashes. He flinched, muscles straining uselessly against the restraints. Another voice followed, laced with curiosity. “Interesting… His eyes react. He’s blind, and yet—they respond only to us. He can see nothing else. Only our kind.”


Terror clawed at his chest. His breath came ragged, shallow, his ribs rising and falling too fast. He shook his head, the strap across his forehead biting harder into his skin. He tried to scream behind the gag, but the sound was swallowed, pathetic, powerless.


A different aura leaned closer, speaking softly as though offering comfort, though the words dripped with cruel irony. “Don’t worry. We will not drain you completely. We’ll be careful. Just enough to keep you alive, to keep the blood flowing. You’ll have time to replenish yourself. We need more, so we cannot afford to let you die.”



Noel’s eyes burned. His body trembled, but inside, his fury screamed louder than his fear. His jaw clenched beneath the gag, and in the silence of his mind he swore, I swear… every drop you take, every piece of my blood you steal—it will never serve you. You monsters. I will not let you win.


His vow pulsed through him, desperate and defiant, even as his body betrayed him with weakness.

He thrashed again, chest heaving violently, the leather straps creaking with each frantic tug. His lungs pulled in air faster, harder, until the machine connected to his body shrieked in alarm. Beep. Beep. Beep. The sound spiked wildly, a mirror of his spiralling terror.


“His vitals are spiking,” one of them snapped, irritation flickering beneath the clinical calm. “He won’t last long if this continues.”



“Put him back under,” another commanded, voice cold and final. “He’s of no use to us if he burns himself out.”


Footsteps echoed, soft yet deliberate, approaching the side of the bed. Noel’s heart slammed against his ribs. His breath caught, his entire body stiffening in dread. He tried to jerk away, but the straps held him fast.

A shadow loomed closer in his blurred aura-vision. Then—sharp pain. The bite of a needle punctured his skin, cold liquid flooding into his vein. His body convulsed once in response, a muffled cry strangled behind the gag.

The effect was swift. His limbs grew heavy, the fight slipping from his muscles as though the strength were being drained straight from his bones. His chest rose slower, shallower, the frantic beeping of the machine beginning to ease as his pulse was dragged back down.

The auras above him blurred, their edges dissolving into soft waves of light. Their whispers faded, distant, slipping away into nothing.

His eyes fluttered, sinking shut despite his desperate will to resist.

The last thing Noel felt was the cold pressure of the restraints biting into his wrists and ankles… and the hollow echo of his own vow reverberating in the silence of his mind.

Then the darkness swallowed him whole.

Alyssa sat motionless on the edge of her bed, the goblet heavy in her hands. The liquid inside caught the light of the candle, glinting faintly as it shifted with each tremble of her fingers. Dark, rich, almost alive—it swirled slowly, reflecting her eyes back at her in fractured distortions. She kept staring, as though the surface might somehow hold answers she couldn’t yet grasp.

Her mind was far away.


What are they doing to him now? The thought stabbed again and again, refusing to leave her alone. Noel—fragile, blind, hunted. He had never asked to be born as he was, never sought to carry the weight of a cursed lineage. Yet here he was, shackled by fate and targeted by monsters who saw him as nothing more than a vein to be harvested. The council would bleed him dry, piece by piece, until there was nothing left. And all because he was Pure Blood. Because his existence alone threatened their balance of power.



Her throat tightened. This is so unfair… so unbearably cruel.


She shut her eyes, but behind her lids, she could see him still. The way his world was carved out of darkness, how he’d learned to navigate it with courage that most would never know. And now, that same world would be filled with the sound of chains and the smell of blood. Her nails dug faintly into the silver stem of the goblet.


Her father’s voice echoed in her head, firm, calculated. The Pure Blood. Retrieve him. The sooner, the better.



Her chest ached at the memory. She knew what Jeremiah truly wanted. His help, his elites, his resources—they weren’t for her. They weren’t for Noel. They were to ensure that possession of the Pure Blood fell into his hands, not the council’s. To him, Noel was a weapon. A power to be claimed. The council or Jeremiah—it didn’t matter. To both sides, Noel was the same thing: a prize.



She clenched her jaw. They are all the same.


And yet… she couldn’t deny the truth. The elites her father had provided would be invaluable. Skilled, disciplined, loyal to him above all. With them, breaching the council’s stronghold was possible. Reaching Noel was possible. Without them, it would take her time.

But once she had Noel—once his chains were broken—everything would change. She would not bring him back here. She would not deliver him into her father’s possession. No. She would use Jeremiah’s forces only as far as they served her purpose. And then, she would take Noel and vanish. Disappear from both the council and the royals alike.

Her heart pounded harder as the plan crystallized in her mind. Dangerous. Risky. But it was the only way.


Her lips parted, her voice barely more than a whisper, a vow breathed into the quiet of her chamber. “Noel… wait for me. Please. I’ll get you out. I’ll do everything—everything—to save you. Just… don’t give up on yourself. Don’t give up on us.”


The words broke softly, heavy with both desperation and determination.

For a moment, she simply sat there, the goblet shaking slightly in her grasp. Then she lifted it to her lips. The liquid was bitter, metallic, sharp as it slid down her throat. Warmth spread through her body, coursing into her veins like fire searing through ice. Her strength returned in pulses, her senses sharpening, the faint ache of the poison’s remnants fading into nothing.

She exhaled, steadying herself, and set the goblet aside. Rising from the bed, her steps were slow at first, her balance rediscovering itself, until finally she stood tall. The wavering glow of the candle caught the resolve hardening in her crimson eyes.

Without hesitation, she crossed the chamber and pulled the door open. The heavy wood creaked as it swung aside, the cold corridor beyond rushing in to meet her.

They were waiting for her.

Lined in precise formation, the elites stood like statues in the dimly lit hall. Their armour gleamed faintly in the torchlight, their expressions sharp and unreadable. Every one of them radiated discipline, their auras cold and controlled, as though nothing could sway them from their mission.

Alyssa paused, letting her gaze sweep over them. They were her father’s best, his chosen. She felt the weight of their expectation pressing against her skin, and for a moment, she wondered if any of them suspected her true intentions.

No. She masked it well.


Drawing herself up, she stepped forward, her voice clear and commanding. “We leave for the council’s stronghold.” Her eyes narrowed, her tone sharp enough to cut. “Their corruption has gone too far, and they hold what belongs to us. We retrieve it—swiftly, without hesitation, without failure.”


The elites inclined their heads as one, a single synchronized gesture of obedience.


Inside, her heart ached. Her father’s language slipped from her tongue—what belongs to us—but she knew the truth in her own heart. She was not going for her father. Not for the royals.


She was going for Noel.

And she would not stop until he was free.


Chapter 3

Noel lay motionless on the bed, the straps across his wrists, ankles, and forehead digging into his skin, keeping him bound like a specimen instead of a living being. His breathing was shallow, uneven, his chest rising and falling with visible strain. Tubes ran from both arms, the sharp sting of metal needles buried deep in the tender crooks of his elbows. The soft mechanical hum filled the chamber, the tubes pulsing faintly as his blood was siphoned away into glass containers one drop at a time.

Around him, shadows moved—figures cloaked in dark robes, their auras faintly glowing in the endless void of Noel’s blind world. The air was thick with the metallic stench of blood and the sharp sting of chemicals. The faint clatter of instruments echoed in the cold chamber as the council members worked feverishly, like vultures circling over prey.


“Another vial,” one of them muttered, lifting the crimson-filled glass tube into the light. The blood shimmered unnaturally, almost alive, yet when it was poured into the cultivation basin, the reaction sputtered and died, leaving nothing but blackened residue.



A hiss of frustration filled the air. “Failed. Again.”


Another tried a different method, hands steady but their tone betraying irritation. They mixed carefully measured compounds, stirring Noel’s blood into them. The result fizzled, cracked, and dissolved into useless ash.


“Why?” one snarled. “Every time—failure.”


They did not know. None of them could understand that it wasn’t their error. It was Noel himself. The cursed blood inside him, the vow he had made even in silence, was working its way outward, rejecting every attempt to corrupt it. Every drop they stole was touched by the same unseen defiance, poisoned against their designs.


The leader stood at the centre of the room, his aura flaring brighter than the rest. His crimson eyes narrowed, his jaw tight with impatience. “This is unacceptable. We’ve wasted days, resources, and still nothing. Not a single successful serum.” His voice was low but brimming with fury, a predator’s growl echoing through the chamber.



One of the council members glanced at Noel, checking the monitors beside him. “His pulse is weakening,” they reported, their tone cautious. “We’ve taken too much already. If we continue—”



The leader’s gaze snapped to them, his expression icy, merciless. “He’s not dead yet, is he?”



“No… but—”



“Then keep going.” The leader’s voice boomed, leaving no room for dissent. “We said he will not die. As long as he breathes, he recovers. That’s enough. What matters now is results. Take another set. Again and again, if you must. We need one successful serum, and we need it now.” He stepped forward, his presence suffocating, his aura pressing down on the others like a heavy weight. “Our plan cannot wait. When we have it, we will show the royals they are nothing. We will tear apart their illusions of power and remind them we are the true rulers of this world. We are predators. The apex. We should not be grovelling, living in shadows, pretending to coexist with humans.” His lip curled back in disgust. “No more hiding. No more submission.”
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