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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and events are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or to real events or locations is purely coincidental.

This story incorporates historical elements, myths, and legends, which have been fictionalized for storytelling purposes. No claims are made regarding the accuracy of any historical events or figures mentioned. Additionally, this work draws inspiration from Alexandre Dumas’ The Count of Monte Cristo.

This novel is intended solely for entertainment and does not endorse or promote any particular ideology, belief system, or political stance. Readers are encouraged to enjoy it as a work of creative fiction rather than as a source of historical or factual reference.

While every effort has been made to ensure accuracy in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors, omissions, or any consequences arising from the use of the information contained herein.
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​Episode 1 - The Arrival in Palamu
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The dusty roads of Palamu trembled under the hooves of Kunwar Singh’s horse as he rode through the city gates, his arrival heralded by the excited murmurs of townsfolk. The golden rays of the late afternoon sun bathed the streets in warmth, casting long shadows on the sandstone walls of the bustling marketplace. The scent of fresh spices, roasting meat, and wet earth mingled in the air, while vendors called out their wares in voices hoarse from the day’s trade.

Kunwar, clad in a battle-worn but regal armor, was a striking figure—his broad shoulders carried the weight of many battles, and his dark eyes, sharp as a hawk’s, missed nothing. His sword, a curved blade gifted to him by his father, hung at his side, still marked with faint traces of blood from his latest conquest. He had just returned from crushing the remnants of the notorious Kherwar bandits, a victory that had not only secured the kingdom’s borders but also solidified his reputation as an indomitable warrior.

As he passed, men bowed respectfully, and women whispered behind their veils. Young boys ran after his horse, cheering his name. Kunwar barely acknowledged the attention, his mind preoccupied with thoughts of home. His father, Lakhan Singh, a retired general of the Nagvanshi forces, awaited him. And then there was Meherunnisa—the woman who had haunted his dreams during every lonely night on the battlefield. Soon, she would be his wife, and he, her protector.

But as he basked in the warmth of his return, unseen eyes followed him.
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​Episode 2 - The Palace of Palamu
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The court of Palamu was alive with anticipation. Inside the grand durbar hall, torches flickered against intricately carved pillars, their glow casting an eerie dance of light and shadow. The Raja’s ministers sat in hushed conversation, their silken robes rustling as they whispered about Kunwar’s victorious return. Some admired his brilliance, while others, like Dewan Jagat Narayan, saw him as a rising threat.

Jagat Narayan, a man of wiry frame and shrewd mind, leaned back against his seat, rubbing his bejeweled fingers together. Kunwar’s success meant one thing—his rise to power. As the dewan, he had spent years tightening his grip over the court’s affairs, ensuring that his influence remained unrivaled. But Kunwar, with his untainted reputation and military prowess, was an obstacle he had not yet figured out how to remove.

Beside him sat Nandlal Roy, the magistrate, a man with sharp features and an even sharper cunning. Unlike Jagat Narayan, whose power was derived from wealth, Nandlal’s authority came from his ties to the British. He had spent years aligning himself with their interests, ensuring his own survival in a rapidly changing world. Kunwar, with his fierce patriotism and disdain for foreign interference, was a direct threat to his ambitions.

And then there was Firangi Mallik—once a mercenary, now a favored commander in the kingdom’s forces. A man of mixed heritage, with sharp European features but the heart of a warrior, he had long envied Kunwar’s rise. It was not only power he desired but Meherunnisa, the woman promised to Kunwar. Though she had never encouraged his affections, her rejection had only fueled his obsession.

As Kunwar’s name echoed through the halls, the three men exchanged knowing glances. His return was not a moment of celebration for them—it was the beginning of an intricate game.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Episode 3 - The Homecoming
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Kunwar’s house stood on the outskirts of the city, a modest yet proud dwelling of red sandstone. The moment he stepped through the gates, he was greeted by the booming voice of Lakhan Singh, his father.

"My son returns!" Lakhan Singh’s voice was thick with emotion as he embraced Kunwar, his grip strong despite the weight of age. Though his hair had turned silver, his presence remained as formidable as ever.

Kunwar bowed his head respectfully. "I have returned victorious, Baba. The bandits are no more."

Lakhan nodded approvingly. "As expected of my son. But war is a game of endless players, Kunwar. Today, the bandits fall. Tomorrow, new enemies rise."

Kunwar frowned but said nothing. His father had always spoken in riddles, warning him that battles were not only fought with swords but also with words, deception, and unseen alliances.

Before he could dwell on his father’s words, another voice called out.

"Kunwar!"

He turned, and there she was—Meherunnisa.

She stood beneath the carved archway, her silhouette outlined by the flickering torchlight. Dressed in a flowing green lehenga embroidered with gold, her kohl-lined eyes sparkled with a mixture of joy and something else—relief.

Kunwar’s heart tightened. I have returned to you, at last.

She approached, her hands trembling slightly as she reached for him. They were to be wed soon—nothing else in the world mattered more to him.

"You have returned safe," she whispered, searching his face as if to reassure herself that he was truly there.

"Nothing could keep me away from you," he replied, taking her hand in his.

The moment should have been perfect, but something about her expression gave him pause. There was worry in her eyes, a shadow lurking beneath the surface.

"Is something wrong?" he asked.

She hesitated before shaking her head. "No... nothing." But the way her fingers clutched his sent an unease creeping into his chest.

Outside, beyond the laughter and celebration, the city of Palamu stood bathed in moonlight. The streets were alive with music, unaware that forces had already been set in motion.

Kunwar Singh, triumphant and full of promise, had returned home.

But his battle had only just begun.
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​Episode 4 - Blood Bonds and Betrayal
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The night was quiet, save for the distant hum of the city beyond the courtyard walls. A faint breeze rustled the neem trees, carrying the scent of damp earth and burnt incense. Kunwar Singh sat across from his father, Lakhan Singh, in the dimly lit chamber of their ancestral home. The old warrior’s face, weathered with years of battle and hardship, bore a quiet strength, but Kunwar could see the lines of weariness creeping into his features.

Kunwar reached into the folds of his tunic and placed a small leather pouch on the wooden table between them. The soft clink of coins echoed in the silence.

"For the household," he said simply.

Lakhan Singh’s dark eyes flickered to the pouch before settling on his son.

"You have already done enough, Kunwar. I did not raise you to bear my burdens."

Kunwar smiled, shaking his head. "You raised me to be a man of honor, Baba. And a man of honor does not forget the debts he owes—not even to his own father."

Lakhan let out a quiet sigh, his fingers tracing the rim of his brass goblet. Pride and gratitude warred within him. Kunwar had returned victorious, a hero in the eyes of the people. Yet the world of courtly politics was a battlefield more treacherous than any war. He feared that his son, despite all his wisdom in combat, did not yet see the invisible swords that hung over him.

"Tell me," Lakhan said, lifting his gaze. "Your promotion—it is certain?"

Kunwar nodded. "The Raja is pleased with my success. He has spoken of rewarding me with the captaincy."

A flicker of something unreadable crossed Lakhan’s face. "The higher one rises, the more enemies he makes."

Kunwar laughed, pouring himself a drink. "Let them come, Baba. I have faced worse."

Lakhan did not smile.

"You see only the enemies who charge at you with swords," he murmured. "But the most dangerous ones do not fight in open battle."

Kunwar frowned, but before he could respond, a gentle knock interrupted them.
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​Episode 5 - Whispers in the Dark
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Meherunnisa stood in the doorway, her eyes softening as they met Kunwar’s. In the dim torchlight, she seemed almost ethereal, the embroidered patterns of her veil catching the golden glow. Kunwar rose, instinctively reaching for her hand.

"Come," he said, leading her into the courtyard. This was their moment—the promise of a future together, free from war, free from separation.

She tilted her head, watching him. "You are happy?"

"I have never been happier."

A soft smile graced her lips, but something in her expression lingered—an uncertainty she did not voice.

"Kunwar," she began hesitantly, "do you trust the men who stand beside you in court?"

Kunwar’s brows furrowed. "What do you mean?"

Meherunnisa hesitated. She had seen the way Firangi Mallik looked at her, the possessiveness in his gaze. There was something dark brewing in the shadows, and though she could not name it, she could feel it tightening around them like a noose.

"Just be careful," she whispered.

Kunwar smiled, touching her cheek. "Worry not, my love. Soon, we will be married, and nothing will stand in our way."

But even as he said the words, the storm was already gathering.
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​Episode 6 - The Seeds of Treachery
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Across the city, in a lavish chamber adorned with foreign silks and opulent carvings, Dewan Jagat Narayan poured himself a goblet of fine Portuguese wine. The flickering lamp cast his sharp features in shadow as he leaned back into his cushioned seat, listening to the voice of Nandlal Roy, the magistrate.

"Kunwar Singh is an obstacle," Nandlal stated bluntly. "The longer he remains in the Raja’s favor, the harder it will be for us to control the court."

Jagat Narayan took a slow sip, nodding. "The people love him. The army respects him. And soon, he will hold a position of great power." He set the goblet down, his fingers tapping against the table. "Unless we act now."

Nandlal smirked. "And I assume you already have a plan?"

Jagat Narayan chuckled. His true power had never been in the sword but in words, in manipulation, in knowing exactly where to plant the seed of destruction.

"We will make him a traitor."

Nandlal raised an eyebrow.

"The British have grown uneasy with rebellion in the eastern territories," Jagat continued. "It would not be difficult to forge letters, to whisper rumors. To make it appear as though Kunwar Singh has secretly conspired with those who seek to overthrow the crown."

Nandlal’s smirk widened. Accusing a man of treason against the British was the most effective way to bring about his downfall. Once suspicion was cast, there would be no trial—only execution.

"And the Raja?" Nandlal asked.

"Will have no choice but to condemn him."

The two men shared a knowing glance. The trap was set.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Episode 7 - Firangi’s Obsession
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In the training grounds outside the palace, Firangi Mallik stood alone, gripping the hilt of his sword so tightly that his knuckles turned white. His gaze was fixed on Kunwar Singh’s house in the distance, on the shadowed figure of Meherunnisa moving within.

"She should have been mine," he whispered.

He had loved her once, long before Kunwar Singh had returned from his conquests. But love had turned to bitterness, and bitterness had festered into something darker.
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