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First Edition

To the ones who held their fire too long —

who burned for justice, for truth, for someone who never said what they meant

until silence hurt more than words ever could.

This is for you.

For your strength, your recklessness, your aching hope.

For the love you gave even when it made you bleed.

And for the strength it takes

to rise again anyway.

Ofelia B Webb

“Fire remembers what the heart tries to forget.

Every unspoken word, every withheld truth,

every touch that never came —

it burns them all into memory.”
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Foreword

[image: ]




By the time you reach this fifth volume, you know that Eclipsed Destinies is not a story of easy victories. It's not about flawless heroes or love that unfolds without scars. This is a story of fire — of becoming, undoing, and rising again through the smoke.

Revenge’s First Strike marks a turning point in the series. Alina, once a stranger in a foreign empire, now moves as a force the court cannot ignore. But power is a double-edged blade, and this book explores what happens when the desire for justice twists into something darker. When the lines between protector and destroyer blur. When love becomes quiet — not because it has died, but because fear has taken its voice.

Here, you will see Alina and Prince Sheen pushed to their breaking points — not just by their enemies, but by each other. Misunderstanding, silence, and restraint become characters in their own right. And beneath every alliance, betrayal, and battle... is the unspoken question: What are you willing to lose in order to win?

If you’ve come this far, thank you.

The flame still burns. But in this book, it will flicker, crack, and nearly go out — before rising again.

Let’s begin.
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Introduction
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When this journey began, Eclipsed Destinies was about survival — a modern woman thrown into a world that didn’t want her, a cursed prince bound by silence, and a destiny written long before either of them could protest.

But by Book 5, survival is no longer enough.

Now, it’s about power — who holds it, who fears it, and who dares to use it even when it costs everything.

In Revenge’s First Strike, Alina embraces what she once feared. She becomes the flame she was always meant to be, not just for Prince Sheen, but for herself. Yet in doing so, the bonds she’s forged begin to crack. Love is tested by silence. Loyalty bends beneath pressure. And vengeance, once a sword aimed outward, starts to cut inward.

This instalment asks harder questions:

Can love survive when pride won’t bend?

Can justice be justice when it demands blood?

And what happens when two hearts still beat for each other... but no longer know how to speak?

This book is both a storm and a stillness.

It will burn.

But I promise, every ember matters.

Welcome back.
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Preface
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Before the curse, there was silence.

Not peace — silence. The kind that grows beneath thrones, inside temples, between hearts. The kind that allows rot to bloom because no one dares speak the truth.

When the first prince broke the sacred vow, the silence became a sentence. A punishment passed from heir to heir, not by justice... but by inheritance.

A legacy of slow unravelling.

And when Alina arrived — flame unmarked by the empire’s history — the silence began to crack.

Not because she was chosen.

Not because she was foretold.

But because she refused to be silent.

This book is the beginning of what happens when someone fights back — not with prophecy, not with fate, but with rage sharpened into purpose.

But the flame that strikes first... also burns first.

And not everything that burns survives.
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Prologue
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"He was the first to rebel.

The first to love beyond what the stars allowed.

And for that, they cursed not his death —

but his memory."

— Seira’s lost scroll

The room was made of stone.

Not marble, not jade — stone older than the palace, older than the empire. It smelled of cold ash and broken oaths. Shadows clung to the corners, even when the torches were lit.

Kael knelt at the centre, breath ragged, blood trailing from his wrists in slow, deliberate drops. Around him, the ritual circle pulsed faintly — not alive, but not yet dead.

He had tried.

He had begged the stars.

He had broken the sacred oath meant to bind his bloodline to obedience, not out of rebellion — but out of love.

Seira’s hand had once reached across this circle.

She had touched his face with fingers that trembled not in fear... but in defiance.

“We can end it,” she had whispered.

“Even if they erase us.”

But they had been found.

And Kael, once the empire’s favoured heir, had become its greatest heresy.

Now, the silence of centuries settled around him — a sentence he would serve not in death, but in forgottenness.

As the final seal was carved into the floor — a mark of exile so complete that even his name would vanish from records — Kael lifted his gaze, lips torn, voice hoarse.

“The flame will return,” he rasped.

“And when it does... let it finish what I could not.”

The priest didn’t answer.

The circle closed.

The curse took root.

And Kael’s memory — the truth of it — began to fade.

In the present, somewhere far above the sealed chamber, a woman’s pendant pulsed faintly against her chest.

And in the reflection of a darkened window,

Kael’s silhouette stirred.

Not gone.

Not forgiven.

Just waiting.
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Volume I. Secret Plans & A Calculated Game
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Chapter 1. The Seeds of Vengeance
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The council’s bells still echoed long after they had fallen silent.

Their mournful toll rippled through the halls of the imperial palace like a warning shot in the quiet before war. Alina stood in the shadows of Prince Sheen’s chambers, her shoulders stiff with a tension she could not release. Her hands, still red from the heat of battle — no, ritual — trembled slightly at her sides.

Outside the window, the morning sun bled through the silk curtains like a slow wound. The palace glittered under the light, as if nothing had changed. As if a prince hadn’t nearly died. As if a curse hadn't woken in fury. As if she hadn’t challenged every sacred law just to keep him breathing.

“They’re going to come for me,” she whispered aloud.

Sheen, still pale and propped against the headboard of his bed, said nothing. But his hand, weak and cold, reached for hers. Their fingers found each other in silence.

They both knew the truth now.

This court was not a place of healing. It was a battlefield dressed in gold and veiled in silk.

And from this moment forward, she would no longer play the bystander.

The Turning Point

Later that morning, Alina stood before the mirror in her borrowed chamber—her reflection pale, eyes ringed with sleepless fury. Her usual braid hung loose at her shoulder, disheveled from a night of tending to the prince. The hem of her robe was stained with tincture, ash, and a single drop of his blood.

Something inside her had shifted.

Before, she had fought to survive, to understand, to heal.

Now... she would fight to destroy.

She lit the incense on her vanity, watching the smoke curl upward like a question waiting to be answered. Her fingers closed around the pendant she wore — the one from her grandmother, the one that had never warmed until the night of the ritual.

A warmth still pulsed faintly against her skin.

“You tried to kill him,” she whispered, speaking not to the mirror, but to the power behind it all — the curse, the court, the faceless nobles who moved in silence like snakes.

“And I will make you regret it.”

A Quiet Meeting in a Forbidden Garden

It was past noon when she slipped into the east courtyard, hooded and quiet, careful to walk with the practiced grace of a servant. Few came here now — the garden had been overrun with crimson ivy, its once-prized moon lilies dying off in the changing season. It was perfect for secrecy.

She wasn’t alone.

A familiar figure waited for her, seated beneath the twisted willow tree that had once been a favourite of the queen herself. Yue, a handmaiden whose allegiance had long shifted from royal protocol to whispered rebellion, stood and offered a single nod.

“You said it was urgent,” Yue murmured, her voice low but clear.

Alina stepped into the filtered light, her jaw set.

“I need names. I need to know who benefits if Sheen dies.”

Yue’s eyes narrowed. “You already suspect Duke Han.”

“I suspect all of them,” Alina snapped. “But I want to know.”

The maid hesitated, then reached into the folds of her sleeves and pulled out a scrap of parchment. “This list is not proof. But it’s a beginning.”

Alina unfolded the paper. On it were three names — all nobles with ties to the council, all of them present the day Sheen collapsed, all of them absent when he was revived.

She committed them to memory.

Sheen had once told her the palace ran on favours and fear. She intended to become both.

The Spark of Strategy

That evening, she returned to the prince’s quarters under the guise of delivering medicine. The guards let her in with barely a glance now — another woman attending to the cursed heir. No one questioned her place.

Inside, Sheen rested but did not sleep. He always seemed half-wary now, as if the curse might creep back into his lungs if he dared to close his eyes.

“I met with Yue,” Alina said quietly as she replaced his bandages.

He didn’t reply, but the twitch of his fingers was enough to signal he was listening.

“I have names. No hard proof, but enough to start pushing.”

At last, his voice emerged — rasping, quiet.

“And then what?”

She paused, her fingers stilling on his wrist.

“Then I make them bleed. Not with swords. With secrets. With exposure. I will turn their own games against them.”

“You sound like one of them.”

She met his gaze — sharp and unwavering.

“Then maybe that’s what it takes.”

There was silence between them.

Then, almost imperceptibly, he nodded.

First Moves in the Game

Over the next days, Alina moved like a shadow through the palace. Not just a healer now — a listener, a watcher, a whisperer.

She left coded notes in the laundry baskets.

She met kitchen boys at the well and paid for rumours with coin and favour.

She watched who entered and exited council meetings, who lingered in corridors too long, who bowed too deeply to the wrong people.

And one by one, a web began to form.

Lady Meizhen, with her sudden wealth and convenient absences.

Lord Daro, always hovering near Duke Han but never directly in his presence.

And then there was the Lady Seorim — elegant, beloved, but known to offer silk veils laced with poison to her enemies under the guise of peace offerings.

Every move she made was a step deeper into the court’s rot.

Sheen remained silent throughout, but Alina knew he was watching.

Every night, she left updates on his bedside — phrases hidden in medicinal instructions, a folded note tucked beneath the tea tray.

He said nothing aloud.

But some mornings, the note would be missing.

Some nights, her door would be guarded.

The Line is Drawn

By the end of the week, she stood once more in the mirror’s reflection, the pendant around her neck faintly warm, her eyes no longer uncertain.

She was no longer the girl swept into this world against her will.

She was no longer the healer begging fate to be kind.

She was vengeance wrapped in silk, a blade hidden behind soft words.

And tomorrow, she would meet with her first true ally — a noble with ties to both the court and the underground.

It would be the beginning of a new game.

And this time, she would not play fair.
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Chapter 2. Gathering Intelligence
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