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Synopsis

In the modern Christian kingdom of Lebowa, tradition is law, kings rule by divine mandate, and the royal bloodline passes only through men. Beneath the glittering ceremonies and sacred rituals of the court of King Tumelo, ambition coils like a serpent.

Childless and aging, King Tumelo prepares for the future by naming his younger brother, Prince Lefa, as Crown Prince. But while Prince Lefa’s sons embody royal duty, his daughter, Princess Palesa, is a scandal wrapped in silk — rebellious, sensual, sharp-tongued and dangerously drawn to forbidden spiritual practices condemned by the Church and monarchy alike.

When Palesa secretly embraces occult traditions and ancient pagan rites, she discovers a terrifying gift: she can heal the dying. Yet every miracle demands a sacrifice. Life taken from one... to save another.

After a shocking assassination attempt leaves King Tumelo near death, the desperate royal court forces Palesa to use her powers publicly for the first time. The king survives — but that same night, Prince Lefa mysteriously dies. Grief destroys what little loyalty Palesa still holds for crown, court and Christianity.

Fearing her growing influence and dark abilities, King Tumelo orders her death.

But Princess Palesa refuses to die.

As rage and supernatural power erupt together, the kingdom descends into betrayal, imprisonment, rebellion and murder. Kings fall. Brothers turn against each other. Princes become tyrants. Faith fractures. Blood stains the throne of Lebowa.

When the smoke clears, Princess Palesa stands alone — the last surviving direct heir of the royal house in a kingdom where a woman is forbidden to rule.

Yet fear is stronger than tradition.

Against the fury of patriarchs, bishops and rival princes, Palesa crowns herself Queen of Lebowa.

Now trapped between enemies at court, ancient spiritual forces she barely understands, and the crushing burden of rule, Queen Palesa must decide who she truly is: servant of darkness, daughter of God, or simply a wounded woman searching for peace.

Then she meets Prince Tau — a distant royal cousin whose quiet strength, deep Christian faith and unwavering loyalty slowly awaken the humanity she thought she had lost forever.

But love at court is never simple.

As conspiracies rise once more around the throne, Queen Palesa must fight for her crown, her soul, her family and the future of Lebowa itself.

Because in the Kingdom of Lebowa, power always demands blood.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1 — The Kingdom of Men
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The Kingdom of Lebowa glittered beneath winter sunlight. From the hills surrounding Lebowakgomo, the royal capital appeared almost heavenly – white church spires rising above modern towers, royal banners snapping proudly in the cold wind, and polished government buildings standing beside ancient stone monuments dedicated to the kings of old.

For outsiders, Lebowa was a miracle – a wealthy Christian kingdom in southern Africa. Stable. Proud. God-fearing. But beneath the gold and prayer, the kingdom trembled, because King Tumelo had no son.

Inside the Royal Cathedral of Saint Michael, hundreds of nobles, bishops, ministers and foreign dignitaries, gathered beneath chandeliers of crystal and bronze. The Feast of Covenant – the holiest royal celebration in Lebowa – had begun. The choir sang in rich harmonies. Incense drifted through the cathedral. Rows of soldiers in dark green ceremonial uniforms stood motionless, beside marble pillars while television cameras, broadcast the service across the nation. 

At the centre of it all, sat His Majesty King Tumelo. He wore white military dress, beneath a heavy royal cloak trimmed with leopard fur and gold embroidery. Though handsome for a man nearing sixty, age had begun settling heavily upon him. The deep lines around his eyes betrayed exhaustion no ceremony could hide. Beside the throne sat his younger brother and heir, Crown Prince Lefa. Where Tumelo radiated authority, Lefa radiated warmth. Courtiers loved him. Soldiers respected him. Priests trusted him. The kingdom believed Prince Lefa would one day, save the monarchy from uncertainty.

And then, there was his daughter – Princess Palesa, arrived late. Very late.
The great cathedral doors opened with a violent groan that interrupted Archbishop Baebele, mid-sermon. Every head turned. A collective murmur swept through the congregation. Palesa stood, framed by sunlight like some rebellious spirit summoned from the wilderness itself. She wore black – not royal black or respectful black – sinful black. A sleeveless velvet gown clung scandalously to her figure, the slit exposing most of one long brown leg. Silver chains decorated her waist and throat. Her hair fell wild around her shoulders in thick dark curls threaded with beads and tiny animal bones. Most shocking of all, was the crescent-shaped symbol painted in gold beneath one eye - pagan markings.
Inside the Royal Cathedral, several bishops visibly recoiled. Prince Lefa closed his eyes in despair.
“Oh God...” whispered a noblewoman.
Princess Palesa smiled deliberately, like a woman who enjoyed making holy men uncomfortable. She walked down the cathedral aisle, without bowing her head once. Nobles shifted nervously as she passed. Some looked disgusted. Others looked fascinated. A few young aristocrats looked at her, with outright hunger. Palesa enjoyed that too. When she finally reached the royal platform, King Tumelo spoke without turning his head.
“You disgrace your father.” His voice was soft, dangerously soft.
Palesa lowered herself lazily, into her seat beside her brothers. “Good morning to you too, Uncle.”
Prince Lerato avoided eye contact completely.
Prince Pule smirked faintly into his prayer book. 
Prince Lefa leaned toward his daughter. “You could have dressed appropriately,” he hissed quietly.
Palesa examined her silver rings. “I am dressed appropriately.”
“You look like a witch.” He replied.
She turned toward him with mocking delight. “Perhaps I am.”
“Palesa.” The warning in Lefa’s voice, finally carried genuine anger.
For a brief moment, something softened in her expression. She loved her father. Even now. Especially now. Which was precisely why disappointing him, felt so satisfying.
Archbishop Baebele attempted to continue the sermon, though the atmosphere inside the cathedral had changed completely.
“The Kingdom of Lebowa,” the archbishop declared loudly, “was founded upon the covenant between Almighty God and the House of Bakoena.”
Palesa sighed dramatically. Several heads turned again. The archbishop froze.
“...Is there a problem, Your Highness?”
“Yes,” Palesa replied casually. “this sermon.”
The cathedral went silent – absolutely silent. 
Prince Lerato looked physically ill.
Prince Pule bit his lip to suppress laughter.
King Tumelo slowly turned toward his niece. “What exactly,” the king asked carefully, “is wrong with the sermon?”
Palesa crossed one elegant leg over the other. “It’s boring.”
A gasp escaped somewhere among the diplomats. Archbishop Baebele flushed crimson. “This cathedral is not a theatre for your amusement.”
“No,” Palesa replied, glancing around lazily. “it’s a theatre for fear.”
The bishops erupted instantly. “How dare –”
“Blasphemy!”
“She insults God Himself!”
Palesa laughed softly. That laugh unsettled people. “You preach love,” she said, “yet half the court here spends its time gossiping, stealing or sleeping with each other’s spouses.”
Several nobles, suddenly became very interested in their shoes.
“And you,” she continued, pointing lightly toward one bishop, “own three houses despite preaching poverty.”
The bishop nearly choked.
Prince Pule finally laughed aloud.
King Tumelo rose instantly.
The entire cathedral fell silent again.
“You forget yourself,” the king said coldly.
Palesa stood too. “No, uncle. Everyone else does.”
“You shame your bloodline.” He blurted. 
“Then perhaps the bloodline deserves shame.” She retaliated.
Prince Lefa stood abruptly between them before the confrontation worsened. “Enough.” he snapped. That single word carried enough authority, to silence both king and princess. For several tense seconds, nobody moved. Then Prince Lefa turned toward his daughter quietly.
“Please.” he said. Not as crown prince, not as royal heir - as her father.
The fire inside Palesa dimmed slightly. She sat. The service continued. But peace did not return. The courtiers could feel it – everybody could feel it – The House of Bakoena was cracking from within.
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Chapter 2 — The Black Grove

[image: ]


Night transformed Lebowakgomo into another kingdom entirely. By day, the capital belonged to priests, ministers and kings. By night, it belonged to whispers, secrets, spirits.

Princess Palesa rode alone beneath the moon, her black horse cutting through dry grasslands beyond the royal city. The cold air lashed against her skin, carrying the scent of dust, rain and distant woodsmoke. Behind her, the palace lights disappeared slowly into darkness. Ahead waited the Black Grove. No official map of Lebowa acknowledged the place existed. The Church, called it cursed ground. Villagers called it demon land. But to those who moved quietly beneath the kingdom’s polished Christian surface, the grove was sacred.

Palesa dismounted beside a cluster of towering morula trees, twisted into unnatural shapes by age and wind. Hundreds of black candles flickered between the roots like trapped stars. Figures waited in silence. Women draped in animal skins. Old men with ash painted across their faces. Young initiates kneeling barefoot, in the dirt. No one bowed to her. That was why, she preferred them. Among the pagans, she was not princess – she was merely Palesa. 

A thin elderly woman, approached from the shadows. Her blind white eyes reflected the firelight strangely.
“Mma-Naledi.” Palesa greeted softly.
The old sangoma/shaman touched Palesa’s cheek gently. “You carry anger tonight.”
“I carry anger every night.” Palesa replied.
“Yes,” the old woman smiled faintly, “but tonight it is hungry.”
Drums began somewhere deeper inside the grove – slow and steady, like a heartbeat beneath the earth.
Palesa followed the others toward a clearing, illuminated by fire pits. Bones, herbs and carved wooden idols surrounded a massive stone altar, blackened by age. At the centre knelt a young mother holding a small child. The child, could not have been older than six. His breathing rattled horribly. His skin glistened with fever.
“The sickness worsens.” the mother whispered desperately when she saw Palesa. “Please... they said you can help him.”
Palesa stiffened immediately. “I told you, not to bring me sick people.”
Mma-Naledi stepped closer. “You healed the goat.”
“That was different.” Palesa replied.
“You healed the hunter.” Mma-Naledi stated.
“He was barely wounded.” Palesa replied.
“And yet he lived.” Mma-Naledi noted.
Palesa looked away sharply. The hunter – she still remembered the blood vanishing beneath her hands. The impossible warmth. The terrifying rush that followed. And later that night... A servant girl in the palace collapsing dead, for no reason anyone could explain. Palesa had not slept properly since. 
“I cannot control it,” she said quietly.
The mother fell to her knees. “My son will die.”
The child coughed violently, crimson staining his lips. Something twisted painfully inside Palesa’s chest – she hated children or at least she pretended to. But suffering... Suffering disturbed her more than she liked admitting.
Mma-Naledi lowered her voice. “The spirits chose you.”
“I never asked them to.” Palesa stated. “No one asks fire to burn.”
The drums grew louder. The grove itself seemed to pulse around them. Palesa stared at the
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