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To those who have ever stood on opposite sides
with someone they loved—
not out of hatred,
but because truth, loyalty, and pain
pulled you in different directions.

This is for the warriors of the heart—
who loved in silence,
fought without certainty,
and believed that even broken threads
can still be mended.
Some wars are not fought with swords,
but with silence, memory, and the ache of what might have been.

And still—love endures, even when it has no place to belong.

Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Dedication

Epigraph

Foreword

Introduction

Preface

Prologue

Volume I. Political Upheaval and Brewing Rebellion

Chapter 1. A Kingdom in Turmoil

Chapter 2. Whispers of Rebellion

Chapter 3. Allies in Peril

Chapter 4. The Burden of Leadership

Chapter 5. Tensions Mount

Volume II. Revolt and Reflection

Chapter 6. Sparks of Dissent

Chapter 7. A Voice of Rebellion

Chapter 8. Inner Turmoil

Chapter 9. Doubts and Dilemmas

Chapter 10. The Quiet Before the Storm

Volume III. Betrayal’s Echo and The Fractured Alliance

Chapter 11. A Trusted Ally Falls

Chapter 12. The Pain of Deceit

Chapter 13. A Fractured Alliance

Chapter 14. Consequences Unfold

Chapter 15. Determined Resolve

Volume IV. Sword and Solitude

Chapter 16. The Clash Begins

Chapter 17. Solo Struggle

Chapter 18. Alone in the Fray

Chapter 19. The Battle Within

Chapter 20. A Moment of Solitude

Volume V. Desperate Longing

Chapter 21. Haunting Memories

Chapter 22. Echoes of Lost Love

Chapter 23. The Weight of Absence

Chapter 24. Yearning in Silence

Chapter 25. Unspoken Regret

Volume VI. A Fateful Glimmer

Chapter 26. The Chance Encounter

Chapter 27. A Spark Rekindled

Chapter 28. Conflicted Emotions

Chapter 29. The Narrow Bridge

Chapter 30. The Promise of Renewal

Epilogue

Teaser for Book 8: Secrets of the Past...

Afterword

Acknowledgement

About The Author

COnnect With Author

Books By This AUthor


Foreword




By the time you open this book, the thread between Alina and Prince Sheen will have already stretched to its thinnest point.

They have faced curses, secrets, betrayals, and silence.
They have fought side by side—sometimes in perfect sync, sometimes at odds with fate.
But in this chapter of their journey, love alone is no longer enough to hold them together.

This is a story about rising rebellion and personal reckoning.
About what happens when duty demands the unthinkable—
when you are forced to choose between your heart and your people,
between truth and survival,
between the person you once loved and the world you hope to build.

It is not an easy road ahead.
Lines will blur. Loyalties will fracture. Hearts will break.

But even in ruin, some bonds refuse to die.

Welcome to The Rising Storm and Broken Hearts.
May you walk this path with courage—and may you, too, find what endures when everything else falls away.


Introduction




The journey of Eclipsed Destinies has always been one of duality—light and shadow, truth and illusion, love and duty.

In the first six books, we witnessed Alina and Prince Sheen navigate a kingdom bound by ancient curses and a court ruled by secrets. Their connection was forged not in fairy tales, but in fire—tempered by hardship, tested by betrayal, and stretched thin by the burdens they never asked to carry.

Now, in Book 7, the world around them begins to break.

Civil unrest is no longer a whisper behind closed doors—it is a roar that shakes the palace walls. What was once personal becomes political. What was once uncertain becomes inevitable. Rebellion rises. Loyalties are questioned. And the bond that once anchored them now threatens to pull them under.

This book is not a love story in the traditional sense.
It is a story of what love becomes when it is torn, tested, and placed on opposing sides.
It is about choosing what to fight for—and what, or who, you might lose in the process.

As you turn these pages, prepare to enter a world of high-stakes conflict, whispered betrayals, and aching hearts.
Nothing is safe.
Nothing is simple.
But perhaps, in the ashes of everything that falls apart, something new might yet take root.

Let the storm begin.


Preface




Every empire has a breaking point.

For some, it begins with a blade drawn in shadow.
For others, with a truth buried too long.
But more often, it begins quietly—
with a silence that grows between two people who once stood side by side.

In Bonds of Love and Misunderstanding, we left behind a kingdom on the edge, a curse watching from the dark, and two hearts no longer sure how to reach each other. There were no declarations, no clean goodbyes—only choices made in silence and the ache of everything left unsaid.

Now, the storm that has been building finally arrives.

Book 7 marks a turning point in this saga—
where politics and prophecy collide,
where love is no longer safe,
and where the threads of destiny pull harder than ever before.

The rebellion is not just in the streets—it lives in the hearts of those who can no longer accept the world as it is.
And when the dust settles, not all will remain whole.

This preface is not a warning.
It is a promise.

The rising storm will test everything: their loyalty, their strength, and their love.

And only those willing to lose everything will find out what was worth keeping.


Prologue




“The Thread Before the Storm”

There are moments in history when kingdoms fall not with the clang of swords,
but with a choice unspoken.
With a glance held a second too long.
With silence, where once there had been trust.

The wind that passed over the convergence site no longer whispered.
It howled.

The glyphs had faded.
The ashes cooled.
But in their wake, the curse had not slept.
It had waited.

Alina had not returned to the palace since the night of the failed convergence.
Not because she feared what she would find,
but because she already knew what was no longer there.

Sheen’s presence.

His protection.

His silence.

There had been no messengers.
No summons.
No apology, no plea.

And yet, in her chest, something remained—a trembling thread strung between anger and grief,
between betrayal and the memory of a man who once looked at her like she was more than fate’s mistake.

Now, across the empire, drums beat.

Not ceremonial.

Not sacred.

But heavy. Marching.
Like thunder behind a veil.

Rebellion had found its voice.
And it was loud enough to drown everything else.

In a forest far from the capital, Sheen stood before a scorched tree, fingers curled around the hilt of his sword, listening to the wind and hearing only her name.

He did not know where she was.

But he knew what she had become.

A question he could no longer control.
A flame he could not extinguish.
A storm he had helped shape—but might not survive.

Above them both, the sky held its breath.

And the thread between heir and flame stretched tighter still—

Waiting for the moment it might snap.

Volume I. Political Upheaval and Brewing Rebellion

Chapter 1. A Kingdom in Turmoil




The wind no longer whispered through the woods.

It dragged, heavy and sullen, over the scarred land that had once pulsed with sacred energy. The shrine ruins still breathed with faint traces of warding magic, but the glyphs—once etched with reverence—were now little more than haunted remnants in the dust.

Alina stood at the edge of the overgrown path, just beyond the shrine’s ward line. Her boots sank lightly into moss-covered stone, and her breath clouded the air before her. Though the empire still clung to the last edge of summer, there was a strange chill in the ground beneath her feet. Not cold. Just... ancient. Waiting.

She hadn’t returned to the palace since the failed convergence.

Not because she feared consequence.

But because she could no longer tell if she still belonged inside its walls.

The curse had changed. Grown quieter, darker. No longer content to be an affliction passed through bloodlines. It had become something sentient. A shadow watching through mirrors, testing the seams between worlds. The ritual had disturbed something that could not be undone.

Sheen knew it too.

And yet, he had said nothing. Not after the ritual. Not after she walked away.

They had locked eyes across the dying dusk. No words. No accusations. No surrender. Just a thread strung between pain and defiance, stretched taut.

He let her go.

She let herself go further.

Now, for the past seven days, Alina had taken residence in the outskirts—just beyond the Eastern River, where forest met the low villages. She kept her identity masked, paid for shelter with a mixture of coin and minor healing, and said little to anyone. Here, she didn’t have to be the court’s foreign wildcard. She didn’t have to answer for why she stood beside the prince… and why she’d vanished from his side.

But even in exile, she could not escape the echoes of the city.


The innkeeper’s whispers.
The traveling merchants’ unrest.
The way farmers muttered about grain shortages and border patrols moving “like wolves without teeth.”


Something was unravelling.

And the city was starting to bleed.

She was returning from the woodland spring when she first noticed it—a shift in the air. A silence that wasn’t hers.

The birds had quieted.

The wind no longer stirred the leaves.

She paused, hand on the worn handle of her water gourd, and listened.

Then—movement.

No footsteps. Just the sound of a cloak brushing bark.

Alina turned, hand at her waist, fingers near the hidden blade she no longer wore as openly. But before she could speak, a figure emerged from behind a narrow rise of rock and shadow.

Cloaked. Blue-grey silk. No insignia.

But the stance—poised and regal, even when draped in travel-worn fabric—was unmistakable.


“Lady Ruan,” Alina said flatly. “You're far from your tower.”


Ruan’s hood slid back with a flick of her gloved hand, revealing her familiar icy composure. Her hair, usually pinned in intricate court fashion, was braided and knotted tight for movement. Her eyes scanned the grove before meeting Alina’s.


“I was beginning to wonder if you’d left the empire entirely.”



“Would that have made things simpler?” Alina asked, voice dry.



“For whom?” Ruan replied. “You? Him? Or the thousands who will soon look to either of you for answers?”



Alina exhaled slowly, the mist of her breath fading between them. “Why are you here?”



Ruan stepped closer, but not too close. Respecting boundaries. “Because the palace can’t afford for its ghosts to linger too far from the fire.”



“I’m not a ghost,” Alina said.



“No,” Ruan agreed, “you’re a storm that refuses to be claimed. And right now, we need a storm more than we need a martyr.”


Alina turned back to the path. The wind stirred now, brushing her cloak aside as she faced the place where the shrine’s light had once glowed.


“I told you before,” she murmured, “I won’t fight battles I don’t understand.”



“Then let me give you clarity,” Ruan said, stepping beside her. Her voice was softer now, edged with something almost—tired. “The outer villages have started organizing. A leader has emerged, one the people trust. Trade routes are being interrupted. Food is scarce. And nobles who once vied for luxury now stockpile arms.”



Alina’s eyes narrowed. “And Sheen?”



Ruan hesitated. “He’s... holding the line. But barely. The court is turning on him. They say the curse has clouded his judgment. That your disappearance proves he’s compromised.”



“He let me walk away.”



“He let you choose,” Ruan corrected. “Something the court never forgave him for. And now, without you to temper their suspicions, they’re beginning to believe he’s no longer fit to rule.”



Alina’s pulse thudded dully in her ears. “And you? What do you believe?”



Ruan’s lips twitched, not quite a smile. “I believe that if the two of you break now, the empire will follow.”


A silence settled.

Then:


“There’s an emergency assembly,” Ruan added. “Noon. The council chambers. He’ll speak.”



“And?”



“He hasn’t summoned you. But he left the seat beside him empty.”


That cut deeper than it should have.

Not a command. Not an invitation.

Just... space.


Alina turned away. “He always did prefer symbolic gestures over actual words.”


Ruan moved to leave, but paused at the edge of the clearing.


“He didn’t ask me to find you,” she said. “In case you were wondering.”



“I wasn’t.”


But even to her own ears, the lie felt fragile.

Ruan faded into the trees without another word.

And Alina stood in the grove, hands clenched at her sides, watching the branches sway.
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