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A Few Words from the Author

My name is Jean Paul Mbarga Mbarga.

I was born to a teenage mother, and life taught me very early that some battles must be fought alone. I have known hardship, silence, loss, and moments when words seemed to be the only place where I could still breathe.

Writing became my refuge. It was my way of healing wounds that no one could see. Every story I write carries a part of me.

Whether through fiction, with The Demon's Spouse, The Surgeon of Love and the Heart, The King of My Heart, or Paris, My Impossible Dream, or through reality in The Bitter Taste of Childhood, each book reflects a fragment of my journey, my dreams, my fears, and my hope.

I have walked much of my path alone, but I have never stopped believing that a single voice, carried by a pen, can reach another heart. If these pages can make even one person feel understood, less alone, or inspired to keep moving forward, then every word I have written will have found its purpose.

More than stories, these books are the legacy I hope to leave behind for future generations—a reminder that even after the darkest nights, hope can still be written.

Thank you for opening this book and allowing a small part of my soul to become part of your journey.

Jean Paul Mbarga Mbarga
GiresseMbarga4796
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TOME I

BLOOD SECRET













To all of you still trembling in the dark.
To those forced to lie about who you are and who you love.
To those disowned by family, hunted by government, condemned by religion.
They taught you to be afraid.
This book is to remind you that you have nothing to apologize for.
Live. Love. Existing freely is not a crime.

"When love becomes a sin, even the heart must choose between survival and truth."

The kingdom feared love.

But love had survived greater monsters than kings."

Preface

Some stories begin with magic. Others begin with a question.

What happens when a kingdom learns to fear love?

What becomes of those whose hearts refuse to surrender?

The Demon's Spouse is more than a tale of demons, kingdoms, or forgotten legends.

It is the story of those who dared to love when the world demanded silence.

A story of courage born from fear. Of hope surviving persecution. Of identities that refuse to disappear, even beneath centuries of lies.

Within the hidden Kingdom of DANnud, ancient secrets awaken, forgotten truths claw their way back to the light, and hearts long condemned discover that destiny cannot be buried forever.

Because no law can erase what the soul knows. No throne can command the heart.

And no darkness can silence love forever. This is not simply a fantasy.

It is a story about freedom. About sacrifice. About identity. About the price of becoming yourself in a world that would rather see you disappear.

If these pages leave you questioning, hoping, grieving, or believing, then this story has found its way to your heart.

Thank you for entering the world of DANnud.

May its echoes remain with you long after you turn the final page.

Jean Paul Mbarga Mbarga
(GiresseMbarga4796)

Dedication

To all of you who still tremble in the dark.

To those who have been forced to hide who they are. To those who have been told that the way they love is something to fear. To those rejected by family, condemned by society, or judged in the name of beliefs they never chose.

You were taught to be ashamed. You were taught to remain silent. You were taught that your existence needed forgiveness.

It never did. May these pages remind you that your life has value. That your heart deserves to love without fear. And that simply existing as yourself is never a crime. Live. Love. Be free.

MAIN CHARACTERS

All characters appearing in this work are fictional. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

	Adrian – A kind-hearted young man whose forbidden love changes the fate of an entire kingdom.

	Sam – Adrian's closest friend, torn between his heart and the laws of DANnud.

	Azaël – The Cursed Prince, known throughout the kingdom as the Demon.

	Zyan – The Crown Prince of DANnud and heir to the throne, destined to inherit a kingdom built on secrets.

	Louana – Adrian’s  devoted Mother.

	Lucie – Adrian's loyal friend, courageous and compassionate.

	Slowne – A faithful friend whose wisdom and loyalty never waver.

	Anna – The blacksmith's daughter, promised to Sam.

	Sam's Father – A royal squire serving the Crown.

	Louana's Grandfather – The keeper of forgotten family memories.

	Adrian's Ancestor – A mysterious figure connected to the kingdom's hidden past.

	The Lost Prince – A legendary royal whose fate shaped the history of DANnud.

	The Servant – The young man whose forbidden love gave birth to an ancient curse.


KINGDOM OF DANNUD

DANnud is a prosperous kingdom admired for its wealth, traditions and apparent stability. Its markets are vibrant. Its temples are filled with worshippers. Its future knights train proudly for the crown. Its families celebrate births, marriages and festivals throughout the year. Yet beneath this peaceful appearance lies a different reality. Certain forms of love are forbidden. Ancient truths have been erased. Forgotten names have been condemned to silence. For generations, fear has shaped the lives of countless people. But secrets never remain buried forever.

And sometimes... the past finds its way back.

The Kingdom of Prohibitions

The kingdom of DANnud was magnificent. Its ramparts towered over the valleys, its cathedrals seemed to touch the sky, and its markets overflowed with life. The people spoke of its prosperity, of its bountiful harvests, and of its palace, which was considered among the most beautiful in the realm.

Yet behind this beauty lay a kingdom where everyone lived beneath the weight of the law. In DANnud, everything was regulated. The manner in which one dressed, the trade one would practice, the prayers one was required to recite, and the festivals one was obliged to attend were all dictated. Even feelings seemed to belong to the kingdom before they belonged to men.

For several generations, a law had harshly condemned relations between two men or two women. The priests claimed it protected the kingdom's order and the purity of its bloodlines. The ministers upheld it. The judges enforced it. And the people had come to believe it had always existed, never realizing that those laws served only to conceal their own fears and frustrations. No one dared to question that truth. No one... or almost no one.

At the heart of DANnud lived a fifteen-year-old boy named Adrian. He resided in a modest little house with his mother, Louana, not far from the artisans' quarter. Since childhood, a single passion had set his heart alight: cooking.

Where others dreamed of becoming knights or royal counselors, Adrian spent hours watching the market cooks and his mother's ingredients. He inhaled the scent of spices, learned the recipes of the elders, and imagined dishes no one had ever prepared. His greatest dream was simple: to become a renowned chef. His mother's dream had been to become a Royal Star Chef, a dream she had never achieved. He simply wanted to be a chef, not to serve the powerful, but so that his name might one day be known throughout all of DANnud.

Each morning, before sunrise, he helped his mother with the household chores before attending the culinary school where he trained alongside his two best friends, Slowne and Lucie. Louana often watched him with tenderness. "You will succeed, my son," she would say. Adrian always answered her with a smile.

He did not pursue this dream for himself alone. He wanted to offer a better life to the woman who had raised him on her own. Since his father's disappearance, Louana had sacrificed everything to allow him to study, and he would never let those sacrifices be in vain.

Life seemed to follow its course. At least, on the surface. For Adrian carried a secret he had confided to no one, not even his mother. In this kingdom, where certain people vanished without a trace and others were executed on the scaffold before the entire realm to serve as an example, learning to conceal one's emotions had become a necessity. Everything was governed by law, and he had grown up with that fear: the fear of thinking differently, the fear of feeling differently.

And so he prayed, like every inhabitant of DANnud. Each week, he went to the temple with the other faithful. He recited the same prayers. He lowered his head when the priests spoke of purity. He listened to the sermons condemning those who transgressed the kingdom's laws, never forgetting the Purifier who stood watch for any suspicious behavior.

But deep within him, something refused to find peace. He did not yet know why. He did not yet know that his destiny had begun long before his birth.

Not far from his home, a family had just settled, seeking a life away from courtly affairs. The father was a squire in the king's service. After his wife's death, he had left the palace to raise his son far from that solitude. The boy's name was Sam.

Fate would soon bring their paths together. Neither of them could imagine that this meeting would change their lives. And that beyond the walls of DANnud, an ancient story, buried for centuries, was slowly waiting to be reborn.

The sun rose slowly over the Kingdom of DANnud. The bells of the Great Temple echoed throughout the capital.

As every morning, the citizens left their homes and made their way toward the central square. No one dared to miss the gathering. No one.

Adrian walked among the crowd. His head lowered. His hands trembling. For some time now, a strange sense of dread had never left him. As if something terrible was about to happen

When he arrived at the square, he immediately understood why. A gallows had been erected in the center. Royal guards surrounded the crowd. Priests recited prayers. And in the middle... a young man was kneeling. Bound. His face covered in bruises.

Whispers began to spread through the crowd.  "It's him..."  "They found out..."  "What a fool..."  "He knew the law..." Adrian's heart tightened. He knew the young man. Not personally. But he had seen him in the streets before. Always smiling. Always quiet.

The High Priest raised his arms toward the sky. Silence fell instantly over the square.  

"People of DANnud!"  His voice echoed across the plaza.  "Today, we remind everyone that the law protects our kingdom from corruption and sin!" The citizens lowered their heads. No one dared to answer.  "This man is accused of maintaining a forbidden relationship!"  "A relationship contrary to our sacred laws!"  "A relationship against nature!"

The crowd began to murmur. Some looked shocked. Others appeared satisfied. Adrian felt his breath catch in his throat. His heart pounded so hard he thought everyone could hear it.

The condemned man slowly lifted his head. His eyes met Adrian's for a brief moment. And despite his fear... he smiled. That smile shook Adrian to his core. Why was he smiling? How could he smile when he was about to die?

The High Priest continued:  "Let this be a lesson to all."  "The laws of DANnud are absolute."  "No one may defy them."

The guards placed the rope around the prisoner's neck. Adrian looked away. He no longer had the strength to watch. A few moments later... the bells rang. One final time. Then silence. A heavy silence. An unbearable silence.

When Adrian looked up again, the square was already beginning to empty. As if nothing had happened. As if a life had not just been destroyed. On his way home, he overheard two men talking.   "He deserved it."  "Yes."  "The law is the law."

Adrian quickened his pace. Every word hurt him. Once home, he shut the door to his room. Then he collapsed onto his bed. Tears streamed down his face before he could stop them.

He kept thinking about the condemned man's smile. His eyes. His courage. A question was born in his mind. Why is it a crime to love?

At that very moment... somewhere in the depths of darkness... a presence was watching Adrian. Silent. Patient. And that presence was smiling.

Broken Loves

The days had passed after that harrowing ordeal. Watching someone lose their life over something as simple as an instinctive gesture—something no one could even control—had deeply shaken Adrian, leaving him unable to stop thinking about it.

Since that day, he kept wondering whether the gods of DANnud truly loved him. Why had they brought him into this cursed land?

He did not yet know an essential truth: these laws had nothing divine about them. They did not come from the gods, but from men. Men consumed by fear, frustration, and an inability to accept difference. Men who had never known true love.

Weeks passed, then months. DANnud, a kingdom more than a thousand years old, remained isolated from the world, sealed behind its towering medieval walls. Adrian did not even know if other lands existed beyond those borders.

Then, with time, the kingdom slowly regained its breath. Spring returned to DANnud. The palace gardens bloomed with flowers. The markets regained their colors. The streets once again echoed with laughter and song.

But Adrian saw none of this beauty. His inner world was different. An empty garden. A heavy soul. And a heart silently screaming toward an impossible love.

Sometimes, only the moments spent with his mother, Louana, brought him a little peace. She seemed to understand him without ever asking questions, as if she could read him without words. Yet she remained silent—perhaps out of fear, perhaps to protect him.

The absence of his father weighed heavily on him as well. A former soldier of the Blood Crown of DANnud, he had vanished, leaving behind a void nothing could fill. Between his mother's silent tenderness and his father's absence, Adrian moved forward as best he could. For some seasons never bloom in the hearts of those who live in fear.

Then a new resident moved into the neighboring house. A squire of the king, who arrived with his son. He had requested a temporary leave from the palace so his child could be closer to the royal knight academy. The son's name was Sam.

At first, Adrian simply helped him out of kindness. Then days became weeks. And weeks became a silent habit. They talked. They laughed. They searched for each other's gaze. And without understanding how, something began to grow between them.

Adrian already knew. He was falling in love. And after every moment spent with Sam, he would pray. He knelt, asking the gods to erase this forbidden feeling. But it was enough to see Sam once more for everything to begin again. Each morning, he searched for his face. Each evening, he thought about his smile. Sam was everything he admired. Kind. Courageous. Sincere. Or so he believed.

Lucie was the first to notice. One afternoon, as they crossed the capital's market, she saw that Adrian could not take his eyes off a certain direction. She followed his gaze, then smiled softly.  "It's him, isn't it?"  Adrian startled.  "Who?"  "The boy you've been staring at all this time."  His cheeks turned red. Lucie laughed.  "You're terrible at lying."  

"You're imagining things."  "Of course..."  But despite her teasing, Lucie never mocked him. She understood too much. Because she, too, hid a feeling for Slowne. That day at the market, elders were telling a story few dared to mention. The story of the kingdom itself.  Long ago, DANnud was not this kingdom of fear and laws. There was once an ancient prince... and his brother. The prince's brother was charismatic, loved by all. Intelligent, handsome, respected. ... et her brother was deeply consumed by jealousy. Because despite his qualities to him, he lived in the shadow of his brother, who was destined to rule."

And her brother fell in love with his own servant. A forbidden love. And his brother made sure that the king discovered this relationship. The king, in his anger and the disappointment of discovering what he never thought his heir son would do—betraying everyone but him—left him in the hands of his brother.

young servant was publicly hanged. The brother was broken, humiliated, and imprisoned by the kingdom's priests on the orders of his jealous brother to take his place. His father lost all hope, and the kingdom fell into the hands of the jealous brother. The servant's execution became the first law: anyone who engaged in relationships of the same nature and the same sex would be hanged in the same manner. »

Then, in the shadows of power, a curse was spoken. An ancient spell meant to erase all trace of the story. But something slipped beyond human control. Because legend says the brother never truly disappeared. His soul still wanders the palace. Searching for his lost love. And so, little by little, the kingdom changed. The laws became stricter. Freedom vanished. And DANnud became a realm without tolerance, without choice, without forbidden love. Listening to this story, Adrian and Lucie remained silent. They went home without a word. A few days later, they stood near the ramparts.  

"Do you still think about him?" Lucie asked.  Adrian hesitated.  "No... it's that story that troubles me."  "The royal family one?"  "Yes."  A heavy silence fell. Then Lucie said:  "Be careful, Adrian. This kingdom is not kind to those who dream too much."  Adrian lowered his eyes.  "I know... but even prayer doesn't help anymore. I feel like I'm sinking deeper every day."

Weeks passed again. And his feelings grew. Like a flame impossible to extinguish.

Then that evening came. Sam had asked him to meet near an old abandoned fountain. His heart was beating so hard it hurt. Sam was already there.  

"Adrian..."  "Why did you ask me to come?"  Sam hesitated, then lowered his eyes.  "Why are you always so kind to me?"  Adrian smiled softly.  "Because you're my friend. «They talked for a long time. Then, for the first time, Adrian opened up more. He spoke about his loneliness, his doubts, his feeling of not belonging in this world. But he kept the deepest part of his heart hidden.

When silence returned, Sam stepped closer. One step. Then another. He gently took Adrian's hands.  "There's something else, isn't there?"  Adrian trembled.  "Yes... but I can't tell you."  Sam stared at him for a long moment.  "Why do your eyes attract me so much? Why do I feel like they are calling me?"  

Adrian had no answer.

Then, in an uncontrollable breath, Sam leaned in. And kissed him. The world stopped. Everything disappeared. Only that suspended moment remained. Then Sam pulled away abruptly. As if he had just realized what he had done.  

"Forget it... forget what just happened."  

And he ran away. Without looking back.

Adrian stayed alone by the fountain. The wind moved through the stones. Night fell over DANnud. And with it, a painful mix of happiness and rejection filled his heart. Silent tears fell.

Moments later, Lucie found him. She sat beside him without saying anything. Then Slowne joined them. No words were spoken. Because sometimes silence understands better than words.

Slowne finally said softly:  "Maybe some suffering is worth the love we feel."  Lucie shook her head.  "No... you shouldn't have to suffer to love."  Then she added more gently:  

"What if we left one day? To find another place... somewhere we could simply live."

They stayed there for a long time, talking, dreaming, trying to forget the harshness of the world. And Adrian, little by little, began to breathe again.

But in the shadows of the night... someone was still watching. Someone who had always known his tears. Someone who had never stopped looking at him. Someone who, too, had been searching for a lost love for centuries. And in the depths of the kingdom... Azaël was waiting.

The Silence After the Kiss

The days that followed seemed to last an eternity. Since
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