

    
        
          The Blade Between Hearts:A Romantasy Novel of War, Magic, and Undone Loyalties

        

        
        
          Nithit Saentaweesuk

        

        
          Published by Nithit Saentaweesuk, 2025.

        

    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Foreword

Copyright

Chapter 1 – A Song Without Sound

Chapter 2 – The Man Who Hears Too Much

Chapter 3 – The Chain of Silence

Chapter 4 – Dinner with the Ghost Prince

Chapter 5 – The Mind-Tether

Chapter 6 – Shadows of the Oath

Chapter 7 – Blades in the Dark Garden

Chapter 8 – You Don’t Know Me, Yet You Do

Chapter 9 – The Veins of Nerathi

Chapter 10 – The Flame You Didn’t Light

Chapter 11 – The Assassin’s Prayer

Chapter 12 – A Moment That Shouldn’t Exist

Chapter 13 – The Sword Remembers

Chapter 14 – The Trial of Vareth’s Blood

Chapter 15 – Treason Wears Her Face

Chapter 16 – The Room with No Magic

Chapter 17 – A Crown of Hollow Fire

Chapter 18 – The Sound that Broke the Stone

Chapter 19 – The Night They Burned the Garden

Chapter 20 – I Loved You When I Shouldn’t Have

Chapter 21 – The Blade Between Hearts

Chapter 22 – The Wall Cracks

Chapter 23 – No One to Bow To

Chapter 24 – And Still, I Choose You

Thank You for Reading

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Foreword
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In every war, there are weapons. In every kingdom, there are lies.

And in every heart, there is a blade waiting to choose its edge.

The Blade Between Hearts began not as a story of love, but of silence — the silence between nations, between orders, between two people forced to become more than what they were trained to be. It is a tale of magic that remembers, of duty that fractures, and of intimacy born in the ruins of old oaths.

This story is not about peace. It’s about what comes after peace becomes impossible — when two souls must decide if choosing each other is worth breaking the world they were born into.

This is a book for those who love enemies-to-lovers slow burn, memory magic, political tension, and moments so quiet they feel louder than war.

I hope you hear its song.


— Nithit Saentaweesuk
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Copyright © 2025 by Nithit Saentaweesuk All rights reserved.


No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in reviews or articles.

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

For permissions, inquiries, or rights information: Contact: ryotaai@gmail.com

First edition, 2025


Cover design and formatting by Nithit Saentaweesuk Published by Nithit Saentaweesuk


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 1 – A Song Without Sound
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The sky above Vareth was too clean.

No ash. No fog. Just cold, blue judgment stretched across the heavens like a blade.

Lyra kept her chin high as the gates opened.

A line of guards in silver-draped armor flanked her, the clinking of their halberds far too ceremonial for what this truly was: the handover of a weapon wrapped in skin and silk. Chains, etched with runes that dulled sensation, bound her wrists, though the real restraint was subtler—buried deep beneath her heartbeat. A silence spell. A leash coiled in the marrow of her bones.

She’d rehearsed this walk. Every step calculated, every glance choreographed to appear diplomatic—docile, even. But inside, the rhythm of her pulse was sharp, syncopated, like a war drum muffled beneath velvet.

The palace loomed.

Vareth’s architecture was made to intimidate. Black stone, veined with silver wards. Spires like spears aimed at the sky. She could feel it already—the hum of containment magic layered over every tile, every window, every breath. Her own magic curled tighter in her chest like a flame starved of air.

A tall man awaited her at the foot of the stairs. Not armored. Not crowned. But unmistakable.

The crown prince.

Kaelen of Vareth.

The Ghost Prince. The Mind-Seer.

The man she’d been sent to study. To earn trust from. To kill—if necessary.

Their eyes met.

Something old passed between them, too quick to name. She could see nothing of his thoughts, but he looked at her like a man reading the spaces between lines.

"Lady Lyra of Nerathi," he said, his voice a perfect blend of cool courtesy and watchful distance. "Welcome to Vareth."

She didn’t bow. Didn’t speak.

The silence stretched. Not long enough to be insulting, just long enough to say I am not afraid of you.

A flicker of amusement—or perhaps caution—crossed his features. Then he turned and walked toward the palace, leaving her to follow.

Inside, the light changed. Cooler. Controlled.

Magic here was not wild. It was bound, refined, institutionalized. Lyra felt it press against her like a second skin, trying to smother whatever remnants of Nerathi still clung to her soul.

She was led down marble halls, past towering mirrors that did not reflect truth, to a high-ceilinged room scented faintly with iron and salt. The walls were carved with runes not meant to be read—only obeyed.

"This will be your residence," said a steward with a voice like dust. “Until further notice.”

Her chains were unfastened. She did not thank them.

When they left, locking the door behind them, Lyra stood alone in the echo of Vareth’s restraint.

And she smiled.

Just barely. Just enough.

Because no matter how many locks, how many wards, how many eyes watched her...

They had let her in.

And deep inside her, beneath the silence spell and the diplomatic lies, a forbidden song stirred.

Not one of melody. But of memory.

And when the moment came... it would not be quiet.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 2 – The Man Who Hears Too Much
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There was something wrong with the silence.

Kaelen sat alone in the listening chamber, where even whispers became truths. The room, circular and etched with amplification wards, was a place built for clarity— designed for him. Every stone remembered the vibrations of speech, every surface carried faint emotional echoes, long after their source had left.

But not today. Not since she arrived.

Lyra of Nerathi moved like a person trained to be unremarkable. But Kaelen didn’t need eyes to perceive people. He could sense guilt like ash in the wind, intent like a low hum of thunder in a still sky. Emotion left residue— friction, tension, color.

She left nothing. No guilt.

No deception. No fear.

And that... was unnatural.

His ability was never perfect, but it had never failed him this completely. He couldn't feel her. Not the way he should. Not the way he needed to.

“Silence can mean many things,” his mentor once told him. “Sometimes it means absence. But more often, it means design.”

Kaelen rose from the stone bench, pacing the chamber slowly. His boots echoed louder than usual. His senses, sharp as they were, returned no answers—only questions. And questions were dangerous here.

There was pressure from the Council. Pressure from his father. Vareth needed peace. Nerathi’s offering—a noble hostage wrapped in diplomacy—was meant to be a solution, a show of trust. But Kaelen had lived too long in the shadows of treaties to mistake a gift for a guarantee.

He’d reviewed Lyra’s file. Well-bred. Educated. Experienced in magical fieldwork. Nothing remarkable on the surface, yet there were redactions too clean, too neat. As if someone had scrubbed the truth until it gleamed like a lie.

He had watched her enter the gates.

The way she held herself, the way she stared straight into his eyes without flinching. That wasn’t courage. That was... equivalence.

A woman who did not see him as superior, enemy, or savior.

Just an obstacle. Or a mirror.

Kaelen walked to the window that overlooked the guest wing. He couldn’t see her from here. But he could feel the hole she’d torn in the weave of the palace’s rhythm.

Everyone else made noise. She made silence.

And silence, Kaelen had learned, was never empty. It was loaded. Waiting. Coiled.

He pressed two fingers to his temple and summoned the faint tether of surveillance magic the stewards had insisted on threading through her chambers.

Most of it was ambient—detecting movement, spell use, escape attempts.

But tonight, he searched for something subtler. Emotion.

Tension.

Flickers of intent. He found none.

Until—there.

Barely perceptible. A vibration that wasn’t spellcraft, wasn’t physical. A shape in the dark where no shape should be. It wasn’t power—it was remembrance. The echo of something once sung, now buried.

He inhaled sharply.

She was hiding something deeper than treason. And whatever it was... it wasn’t just dangerous. It was waiting for him.
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