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First Edition

To those who carry invisible battles within themselves—

the quiet fighters, the silent survivors,

the ones who endure storms no one else can see.

This book is for you.

For the weight you bear, the resilience you forge,

and the love you hold onto, even when it feels like the world would have you let go.

And to anyone who has ever dared to defy a fate written in blood—

may you always find the strength to rewrite your own destiny.

"Not all wounds are written in flesh;

some bleed quietly through the soul,

tethering us to fates we never chose

and destinies we dare to defy."
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Foreword
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In the stories of fate and royalty, we often hear of crowns, victories, and legacies forged through strength. But beneath every throne, there are quieter tales—of pain borne in silence, of battles fought where no one can see, of burdens inherited through blood and prophecy.

The Prince’s Curse is a journey into those unseen wars.

It is about a ruler who wears invisible shackles, and a heroine who dares to reach beyond fear and tradition to save what others have deemed already lost. It explores the dangerous collision between destiny and choice, between loyalty and rebellion, between love and sacrifice.

This instalment marks a turning point—not just for Alina and Sheen, but for the very soul of the kingdom they fight to protect. Here, trust is tested, bonds are strained, and the true cost of standing against the inevitable is laid bare.

As you turn these pages, you’ll find that curses are rarely just about magic.

They are about isolation, about the silent wounds passed from one generation to the next—and about the extraordinary courage it takes to challenge them.

Welcome to the part of the story where survival is no longer enough.

Where the heart becomes a weapon, and hope... becomes the most forbidden magic of all.
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Introduction
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Every journey is marked by unseen battles.

Some are fought on fields of blood and iron.

Others are waged in the lonely chambers of the heart, in whispered fears and fragile hopes no one dares to name.

The Prince’s Curse delves into the quiet suffering hidden beneath a golden throne—the price paid not in glory, but in silence. It is a story of a prince burdened by a legacy he cannot escape, and a heroine who refuses to watch him fall to it.

Here, choices matter more than destiny.

Here, love is not easy, nor safe.

It is a risk. A rebellion. A desperate act of defiance against ancient chains.

In this chapter of Alina and Sheen’s journey, they will stand closer than ever—and yet be divided by the weight of secrets, forbidden knowledge, and forces older than the empire itself.

This is the point where loyalty is tested beyond reason, where saving someone you love might mean becoming something you never intended to be.

Their bond will be their strength.

It will also be their greatest weakness.

Welcome to the cursed court.

Where survival demands more than strength—

It demands sacrifice.
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Preface
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Before this story began, the world believed that strength was something you could see—etched in crowns, forged in steel, paraded before trembling courtiers. But true strength often lies elsewhere: buried beneath silent suffering, hidden behind a gaze that refuses to shatter, whispered in promises that defy fate itself.

In The Prince’s Curse, we step deeper into the unseen wars.

This is not merely a tale of magic or political intrigue—it is a story about survival when the world has already written your end. It is about the slow erosion of hope, the delicate weaving of trust, and the unbearable weight of caring for someone destined to fall.

For Alina, the choice to fight for Sheen will lead her across lines no one is meant to cross. And for Sheen, the choice to allow her into the truth of his suffering will demand a vulnerability more dangerous than any blade.

This book marks the point where love, loyalty, and rebellion begin to blur.

Where every action has a price, and where saving someone you love may cost you the very soul you are trying to protect.

Their fates are intertwined by forces older than memory, but what they choose next will decide whether they are bound by destiny—or break it.

Turn the page, and enter a world where silence is a battlefield, and the greatest fight is for a future neither of them was ever meant to have.
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Prologue
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Long before thrones were carved from stone and names were etched in banners of gold, there was a promise.

A promise broken.

A price demanded.

A curse born.

The blood of kings once ran untainted, proud and fierce, untouched by the sins of their ancestors.

But arrogance breeds downfall, and betrayal—true betrayal—is never forgotten by the forces that shape the world in silence.

So, the curse was woven, strand by invisible strand, binding itself not to flesh, but to the very breath, the very heart of those who dared to rule.

It would not strike with blade or poison.

It would not announce itself with drums or cries of war.

No—

It would wait.

Silent. Patient.

Generation after generation, it would seep deeper into the veins of royal blood, pulling each heir closer to ruin with every heartbeat.

Until, at last, one would rise.

One who carried the full weight of the curse.

One who would either break the chain—

Or be broken by it.

This is not a story of fate easily defied.

Nor is it a story of victories won by strength alone.

This is a story of quiet battles fought in the dark.

Of love stitched from broken trust.

Of desperate defiance against a world already lost to prophecy.

And it begins with a prince who was never meant to survive—

And a girl who was never meant to stay.
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Volume I. Ailing Nobility & Hidden Pain
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Chapter 1. The Silent Suffering
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The great hall of the imperial court was bathed in the soft glow of lantern light, the flickering flames casting elongated shadows across the marble floors. Incense curled lazily toward the high-arched ceiling, filling the air with a fragrance meant to soothe the mind. But today, the scent could not mask the suffocating tension hanging over the gathered lords, ministers, and generals.

Alina stood at the edge of the chamber, keeping her presence deliberately unobtrusive. She had learned in the past weeks that the less attention she drew, the more she could observe—and in the shifting landscape of the imperial court, observation was a weapon as sharp as any blade.

At the heart of the chamber, Prince Sheen sat upon the raised dais, his expression impassive as his ministers argued before him. His black robes, embroidered with silver-threaded sigils of his rank, hung elegantly over his shoulders, but beneath the regal image, she could see the subtle stiffness in his posture.

Something was wrong.

She had sensed it the moment he entered—his movements too measured, his fingers curling faintly against the lacquered armrest of his seat as if steadying himself. And yet, no one else seemed to notice. Or perhaps they simply chose to ignore it.

A Court on the Precipice

“Your Highness,” a stern voice cut through the hall, dragging Alina’s focus back to the ongoing debate. Minister Xuan, a heavy-set man with a shrewd gaze, stepped forward, his crimson court robes pooling at his feet. “We cannot delay any longer. The war drums of the Northern Territories have already sounded. If we hesitate, the enemy will believe us weak.”

“A display of force is necessary,” another noble interjected. “The army must be mobilized before the Emperor's indecision costs us the borders.”

At the mention of the Emperor, a ripple of unease spread through the hall. Everyone knew the truth—the Emperor had not appeared in court for weeks. His health was failing, leaving Prince Sheen as the de facto ruler.

But now, even the Prince did not look well.

His expression remained composed, his gaze sharp, but Alina saw what others failed to see—the tension in his shoulders, the faint tremor in his fingers when he shifted his hand. The way his breath came just a fraction too slow, as if forcing himself to maintain control.

Minister Xuan took another step forward. “Your Highness, we require your command. The troops await your decree.”

Silence stretched.

For a moment, Alina thought Sheen would answer, but then—

A flicker.

His fingers twitched against the armrest. His breath hitched.

Then, his entire frame shuddered.

The sound of wood scraping against silk rang through the chamber as his grip slackened, his hand slipping from the armrest.

Before anyone could react, Prince Sheen collapsed.

The Moment of Weakness

The hall erupted into chaos.

Nobles gasped. Ministers lurched forward. General Wei barked orders at the guards, who rushed toward the fallen prince. Alina did not think—she moved.

By the time she reached him, Sheen was already on his knees, one hand braced against the marble floor, the other gripping his chest. His breathing was shallow, his usually sharp eyes glazed over.

The whispers began instantly.

“The prince has collapsed—again?”

“He is unfit to lead—”

“If he cannot even stand, how can he command the empire?”

Alina’s heart pounded as she knelt beside him. “Sheen.”

His fingers twitched, as if trying to ward her off. “Don’t...” His voice was barely a whisper, strained and hoarse.

But Alina ignored him. She reached for his wrist, feeling for his pulse. It was erratic, too fast and too weak, as if something unseen was draining him from the inside.

A hand seized her arm.

She turned sharply—Minister Xuan.

“Do not interfere, foreigner.” His voice was cold. “This is a matter of state.”

Alina glared at him, shaking his grip off. “And allowing your prince to collapse in the middle of court proceedings is not?”

Xuan’s eyes narrowed, but before he could reply, another voice cut through the tension—one laced with calculated amusement.

“Minister Xuan is merely voicing what many of us are thinking.”

Duke Han.

Alina’s stomach twisted as she looked up at him. The man who had the most to gain from Sheen’s fall. The same man who had opposed him at every turn, who had subtly maneuverer the court against him.

He stepped forward, his golden robe embroidered with the imperial dragon, a deliberate show of power. His lips curved in something that was not quite a smile. “The prince is ill. His body weak. This is not the first time, and yet he refuses to acknowledge it.” He turned toward the gathered ministers, his voice ringing with well-practiced concern. “How long must we pretend?”

A murmur of agreement rippled through the court.

Alina clenched her fists. They were circling him like vultures.

The Moment of Defiance

Sheen exhaled heavily and, with visible effort, forced himself upright.

The room fell silent.

Even kneeling on the floor, his presence remained commanding. He met Duke Han’s gaze, his voice steady despite the weakness in his limbs.

“Are you suggesting,” Sheen said quietly, “that I relinquish my position?”

Duke Han spread his hands. “Heaven forbids I question Your Highness’s authority. But if the weight of the empire is too much...” He let the words hang.

A challenge.

Alina held her breath.

Then—slowly—Sheen pushed himself to his feet.

His hands trembled at his sides, but his expression remained carved from stone.

The tension in the room was thick, the silence suffocating. Then, Sheen spoke, his voice like the blade of a knife.

“If you doubt my ability to rule, Duke Han,” he said, “then test it.”

A ripple of shock. Duke Han’s eyes darkened, his grip tightening on his robe.

Alina saw it then—the flicker of uncertainty. Sheen might be suffering, but he was still dangerous.

The moment stretched, a battle of will in silence. Then—Duke Han gave a slow, deliberate bow. “Forgive me, Your Highness. I spoke out of turn.”

Sheen did not respond.

Only when Duke Han stepped back did he finally shift his gaze, and for the first time, his eyes met Alina’s.

Something passed between them—something raw, unspoken.

Alina understood.

He was running out of time.

And if she didn’t find the truth behind his affliction soon, there might not be anything left of him to save.
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Chapter 2. Echoes of a Lonely Past
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The night had deepened by the time Prince Sheen returned to his chambers. The confrontation in court had drained him more than he would ever admit. The weight of the empire pressed against his shoulders, but it was nothing compared to the invisible burden clawing at his chest—one that had followed him since birth.

The doors to his private quarters shut behind him with a soft click, sealing him away from the world outside. Servants had long since been dismissed. He preferred solitude, especially on nights like this.
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