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Kylie finds herself reincarnated as a lowly eunuch, serving the equally downtrodden Hostage Prince Vincent. His demeanor towards her is perpetually cold, like a block of ice that never thaws. Initially, her sole aim is to escape the abyssal depths of the palace, cautiously striving for survival while protecting the frequently bullied Vincent. However, as time progresses, those once icy, ruthless eyes of his start to blaze with an intense possessiveness. Before long, amidst rising smoke and shattered walls of the royal city, the humiliated Crown Prince Vincent, bearing the weight of disgrace, leads an army of thousands in a vengeful siege, cleansing his past humiliations. Kylie, who had longed for a different outcome, learns of his ascension to the throne and his impending marriage to a princess of the former dynasty. Disillusioned, she resolves to flee, prompting a frantic search by him throughout the capital. Finally, having found her, he pulls the tearful Kylie into his embrace, whispering intimately, "Kylie, I realize my mistake. Please, don't leave me."
	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

1.

[image: image]


Kylie's ears ring with the cacophony of grating voices, causing her a throbbing ache. Who is speaking? Before she can adjust, a sharp pain pierces her back as someone kicks her repeatedly, shrieking shrilly, "You little wretch, daring to laze around here!" "Did you even complete your tasks from yesterday?" "A bunch of no-accounts, scared of a mere Hostage Prince!" Kylie, feeling utterly drained and dizzy, struggles to open her eyes amidst the ghostly howling that surrounds her. The sharply effeminate, flamboyantly dressed eunuch Steward Shaw glares at her furiously, his gaze seemingly devouring her. "What are you staring at, you runt? Get up and fetch that good-for-nothing!" Kylie, dazed, is abruptly yanked up by her ear by Steward Shaw, who snaps, "You must be muddled from sleep." This unexpected pain jolts Kylie into full awareness. She looks around; dusk is descending upon the palace, and the evening is about to engulf the day. The sight of splendid palace lanterns and Steward Shaw's grotesque face, wrinkled in anger, nearly drives her to tears. Then, the shocking truth dawns on her – she has reincarnated as a eunuch, a despised and lowly one at that. Yet, she feels an odd weight on her chest and is suddenly flooded with unfamiliar memories, those belonging to this body's original owner, a true eunuch from the remote Court Roseann. Hostage Prince Vincent from Krystina resides in this courtyard. Ten years ago, Krystina repeatedly disrupted Granhame's borders. In the ensuing defeat, Krystina ceded territories, paid reparations, and sent young Vincent as a hostage to Granhame, to be imprisoned forever. There, Vincent, because of his status, suffered incessant ridicule from the princes and even from the eunuchs and palace maids. Kylie remembers Steward Shaw's task for the day: to check if Vincent was still alive, especially after he was brutally beaten for retaliating against Fourth Prince Matthew Harris's insults. Vincent, her memories tell her, is a cold, solitary individual. A once vibrant, innocent boy, transformed into a scorned Hostage Prince at a vulnerable age, enduring a decade of physical and emotional torment. Her thoughts are interrupted as she catches a glimpse of Steward Shaw's whip, ready to strike again. In a panic, Kylie dodges and races towards Vincent's room...

In the decrepit and decaying house that lay before her, Kylie gently pushed open the door. A musty smell, mingled with dampness, struck her nostrils so abruptly that she gagged at the entrance before daring to venture further inside. The old bricks, the ancient tiles, and the dark, damaged beams, covered in cobwebs, coupled with two precarious windows whose sills were thick with dust, spoke volumes of their long neglect.

Thankfully, Kylie held a lantern in her hand. Without the firm grasp she maintained on its handle, providing her a sense of safety in this moment, the quiet space would have been considerably more terrifying. As she walked, sweat began to form in her palms, and it was only then that she could vaguely make out a figure sitting motionlessly beside a pile of firewood.

The moment Kylie's lantern shone in that direction, a pair of ink-black eyes glared at her with a murderous intent. Kylie shuddered, nearly kneeling in fright.

"Vincent?" she called out tentatively, placing the lantern on a chipped table. Only then did she clearly see his disheveled appearance. His clothes were torn in several places, some revealing hints of blood. Bruises marked his face, and a scar of about half a finger's length was visible on his right forehead, not quite concealing his handsome features.

Upon noticing the hemp rope tightly bound around him, Kylie rolled her eyes in exasperation. These nobles really had nothing better to do than to treat people so inhumanely. With a burst of compassion, she hurried forward to untie the rope, only to find it knotted tightly. No matter how she tried, she couldn't untie it and resorted to biting it open bit by bit.

However, she suddenly stumbled and inadvertently toppled over Vincent, who was sitting on the ground. The scene looked like an attempt to overpower a virtuous woman. Kylie, instinctively looking down, met Vincent's suddenly opened icy gaze.

His brows were furrowed, his eyes bloodthirsty. Terrified, Kylie tried to lift herself off, but she remained in a position pinning Vincent to the ground, her hands on either side of him, unable to rise due to her trembling legs and overwhelming weakness.

Kylie, expressionless on the outside but crying on the inside, thought it best to be honest, as sincerity is the most basic element in human relationships.

"If I said I slipped, would you believe me?" she asked, her eyes brimming with earnestness.

Vincent, who had been secretly freeing himself and preparing to overpower her, paused abruptly. He pushed Kylie away and sat up, rotating his numb hands and fixing her with a piercing gaze, as if looking at a dead person.

Kylie shivered, the chilling aura and those brooding, bloodthirsty eyes making her legs weaken, nearly causing her to fall. She had never seen such a look before, and it truly frightened her.

"How are you?" she stammered.

Vincent, glaring intently at Kylie, narrowed his eyes and ignored her. He walked straight out of the room towards the residence of Court Roseann.

Kylie watched his tall, lean, and somewhat tragic figure, sighing deeply. Regaining her senses, she had just left the room when she saw him enter another door and shut it firmly behind him.

Kylie paused, slightly dazed, then glanced back at the dilapidated room. Her memory told her that since Vincent had come to Granhame Palace as a Hostage Prince, he had barely spoken, always remaining serious and unsmiling, only retorting when bullied or insulted, which invariably led to a beating and confinement in the room for days.

If she had the power, she would have sent those tedious people far away without a second thought. But now, having inexplicably found herself in this bone-crushing palace, she could hardly ensure her own safety.

She decided it was best to look out for herself. Shaking her head at the closed doors, Kylie returned to the eunuch's quarters, guided by her memory.

Even though Kylie found it hard to accept the cruel realities of the ancient court life, she knew well that "man is iron, food is steel, without a meal, one feels unwell." Eating breakfast at the eunuch's quarters, her mind was still engrossed in pondering her next move when a young eunuch quietly pulled her aside and whispered that Princess Katherine was seeking her presence. Kylie was momentarily baffled. Who was this Princess Katherine, a figure as unfamiliar to her as an unknown vegetable?

Guided by the instinct to avoid trouble, especially now that she had gone from being a true eunuch to a disguised one, she was apprehensive. Discovery could mean losing her head. Reluctantly, she decided to meet with the princess, forgetting her lowly status left her with no right to refuse. Before she could even step out of the eunuch's quarters, she was grabbed by the collar and dragged to a splendid sedan chair waiting outside the palace walls, surrounded by a circle of palace maids dressed in pale blue.

Kylie couldn't help but hold her breath at the sight of the pink-clad figure, instinctively bowing deeply, a full ninety degrees, and standing aside. "Kylie, I need to speak with you. Everyone else, step back," Princess Katherine commanded. Once the eunuch and palace maids had withdrawn, Katherine, dressed in luxurious silk, rushed over to Kylie, her vibrant skirt swirling and making Kylie slightly dizzy.

"Kylie, is he... alright?" Katherine asked in a low voice. Kylie slowly lifted her head, her face full of confusion. Katherine's eyes widened in exasperation, and she quickly pulled Kylie into a corner. "Vincent! I've been detained in the academy by my father and haven't had time to see you. I heard Matthew beat him again... I'm just worried!"

Kylie's lips twitched slightly, wondering what drama was unfolding. As she was about to speak, Katherine produced several bottles and jars. "Here, these are healing ointments from the Imperial Physician. You use them on him. My status doesn't allow it, but you can." Kylie respectfully accepted them. "Your Highness, you are truly kind."

"Isn't it written in the books? Fear not the powerful, disregard status; if there is love, the two will surely unite. I believe, with a bit more effort, his heart will open to me," Katherine said, placing a silver ingot in Kylie's hand and whispering, "There are too many eyes in the palace; I can't come often. Kylie, rest assured, if you do as I say, you will be among those leaving the palace at year's end."

Leaving the palace? Kylie's spirit lifted immediately. "Your Highness, rest assured, I will strictly follow your orders and not disappoint you." In the uncertainty of her situation and not knowing when she might return to her time, it was prudent to keep an exit strategy.

Accepting the role of a messenger in a juvenile romance, Kylie was more than willing to take on this task. Seeing Kylie's understanding, Katherine nodded in satisfaction. A palace maid coughed softly nearby, reminding Katherine of the time. Hurriedly, she instructed, "Class time is approaching... You must take good care of him, or I will hold you accountable!" With that, Katherine turned and walked gracefully towards her sedan chair and left.

Watching her figure recede, Kylie clutched the small porcelain bottles, her smile wide. Princess Katherine was indeed a godsend. As long as Kylie took good care of Vincent and earned his trust, while subtly facilitating the romance between him and Katherine, whether they ended up together or not was immaterial. By then, she would have already secured her freedom from the palace. 
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Outside, the night was perfectly set, with a crescent moon hanging like a hook in the star-studded sky, its light casting faint tree shadows on the ground and juxtaposing the dim, warm glow of the lamps in the courtyard. The cool breeze of early spring seemed to scatter some of the melancholy that had accumulated in her heart.

Kylie pushed open the gates of Court Roseann, only to find the weeds at the entrance had grown knee-high, and the ground was littered with dead branches and leaves, all telling tales of desolation. She knocked on the door of the sleeping quarters, and after a long wait, a gaunt man in grey clothes opened the door. The instant he saw Kylie, his eyes and brows betrayed an unmistakable disgust that he could not hide. Touching her nose in embarrassment, Kylie awkwardly entered.

Though it was a palace, it appeared starkly humble amidst the opulence of the royal abode. The few and pitiful personal items, radiating the glow of antiquity, were meticulously cleaned. There was not a single decorative item or ornament in sight.

Vincent, who seemed to have just bathed, wore an obviously worn-out white garment that was slightly too large for his thin frame, making him appear even more gaunt. Kylie did not deliberately lower her voice as she entered, but Vincent, standing motionless by the window with his back to the door, seemed oblivious to her presence, as if in deep meditation.

Feeling even more nervous than when they first met, Kylie swallowed hard, took out a jar of therapeutic bruise ointment, and approached him, despite his intimidating aura. Stopping a few steps away, she said, "This is the medicine Princess Katherine sent for you." Holding the porcelain jar, she shook it slightly in front of him.

As her hand began to tire from holding the jar aloft, Vincent remained still, not even lifting his head. Kylie awkwardly tugged at the corner of her mouth, trying to sound as gentle as possible, "Princess Katherine is concerned about your injury. She specifically ordered me to bring you this excellent wound healing salve."

The night remained serene, with the wind rustling through the leaves outside. Kylie waited, and waited some more, but he never spoke. Deciding to leave the medicine and go, Kylie was about to put the jar down when she noticed a wound on his ear, slowly oozing blood.

"That... You're bleeding there," she pointed out, her gesture lost on him as he was turned away. Yet, the response was still silence. Seeing the blood flowing freely, Kylie sighed softly, opened the jar, and the faint scent of the medicine spread throughout the room. She scooped out a generous amount and reached towards his wounded ear.

Just as her fingers touched his skin, her wrist was suddenly grasped tightly. Kylie exclaimed in surprise, looking up directly into Vincent's eyes. His gaze was ferocious, like a wolf cornered, sending shivers down her spine. The dark, sharp light emanating from his eyes almost pierced through the stunned Kylie. His extraordinary beauty was overshadowed by the cold frost and thorns that filled his eyes.

Regaining her senses, Kylie quickly tried to explain, "I... I just wanted to apply the medicine..." She moved her almost crippled hand, showing him the ointment as proof of her honesty.

Vincent, however, ignored her, his gaze cutting sharply into Kylie. "Can you let go of my hand, so we can talk properly?" she asked, looking up at him, taller by half a head, and managing a smile more painful than crying.

Vincent's eyes narrowed slightly as he saw Kylie's twisted face of pain, and he released her hand. Kylie, nearly thrown off balance, almost fell face-first to the ground. She looked at her bruised wrist, applying the ointment that hadn't been shaken off her fingers. "This ointment is quite effective; it doesn't hurt as much now. Rest assured, I mean you no harm; otherwise, I wouldn't go through all this trouble to hurt you," she said, pursing her lips and showing him her wrist, indicating how hard he had been on her. Her tone carried a slight reproach.

Vincent, previously icy, seemed taken aback for a moment, his gaze softening slightly as he looked at Kylie. She, oblivious to this change, continued to spread the ointment on her hand, "There's plenty of medicine here. Make sure you don't leave any scars."

As she finished speaking, the last bit of doubt in Vincent's eyes dissipated, and he stepped towards her with an overwhelming presence. "Leave!" he commanded, his voice sharp as an ice blade. Kylie was taken aback by the sudden surge of murderous intent emanating from him.

In the final moments, Kylie scrambled out of Court Roseann, tumbling and crawling. Vincent's overwhelming aura, brimming with an almost tangible desire to pounce and annihilate her, had terrified her to the core, sending tremors through her legs as if they would wither away in fear.

The following morning, under the dim skies of dawn, the night gradually receded, giving way to a streak of dawn light that slowly bathed the royal palace in a golden hue. Kylie, tasked with sweeping the corridors early in the day, listlessly wielded her broom, her head under the palace walls, her thoughts adrift as she watched the willow catkins dance in the air. Her mind suddenly recalled the fiery hatred in Vincent's eyes, his pupils ablaze with animosity. She dared not delve deeper into the past events, blaming her original lowly status for her limited perspective and lack of direct involvement in many crucial scenes and details, which left her unable to fully understand and thus disarm his guardedness. "Indeed, beginnings are always the hardest..." she sighed to herself.

"Caught you lazing around again, you rascal!" Kylie's heart skipped a beat as she was startled by a sudden slap on the back of her head, almost tumbling over. She could hardly bear such frights. Turning around to retort, she met Steward Shaw's cold, wrinkled gaze and instinctively recoiled, meekly responding, "I wouldn't dare!"

Life as a eunuch was fraught with difficulty, constantly walking on eggshells, and always at someone's beck and call. Steward Shaw brushed off his clothes with a sneer, "I heard you got Princess Katherine's ointment and are trying to curry favor with that good-for-nothing. You sure know how to play both sides."

Kylie's heart chilled. Her merged memories indicated that Steward Shaw had a close connection with the original Kylie. Being of few words and timid, what could Steward Shaw possibly want with her? Rapid thoughts crossed her mind as she eagerly approached him with a flattering smile, "I dare not neglect Princess Katherine's orders. I immediately thought of sharing my good fortune with you!"

She hastily offered the silver piece given by Katherine. Watching Steward Shaw nonchalantly pocket it, she added with greater obsequiousness, "As you know, the princess spends most of her time at the academy, visiting here rarely to avoid suspicion. But she's eager for news about him, promising generous rewards... Being of such low status, I'm unworthy of such treasures. They are, of course, meant as tributes to you."

Steward Shaw glanced at her sidelong, his smile deepening. He pompously revealed, "I've long known you've been working for the princess behind the scenes... Considering your compliance and dedication, I'll share a bit with you."

"Granhame and Krystina once waged war; Granhame defeated Krystina, who fled and sought peace. The King, not wanting further bloodshed, agreed, but on the condition that Krystina's emperor send his most cherished son, Vincent, to Granhame as a Hostage Prince. Victor dictates terms, and vanquished has no choice but to comply, hence twelve-year-old Vincent was sent here."

"Crown Prince Vincent, a prodigy renowned across nations, was Krystina's most distinguished figure at just twelve. But even a talent blessed by the heavens had to spend his life in this secluded palace."

Listening attentively, Kylie understood. Vincent, once revered and admired, betrayed by his kin and humiliated by his enemies. Yet, she couldn't help but admire his resilience and inner strength, which others might not have been able to maintain.

"What exactly did the Fourth Prince say to enrage Vincent that day?" Kylie inquired tentatively.

Steward Shaw snorted, "Just a few exchanged words. The Fourth Prince's insults to that wretch were an insult to all of Krystina. In my opinion, being drenched in boiling water, standing in snow, and bound-hand racing are all too lenient for him. But that wretch, stubborn as he is, didn't utter a word."

Kylie felt a surge of anger at the thought of Vincent, once a pampered Crown Prince, now treated less than human in these confines.

Kylie, who abhorred evil, felt both anger and rage swell within her. Yet, at that moment, she had to feign nonchalance, her hands involuntarily clenching into fists. "Hehe, how could a lowly servant like me fathom the hobbies of the masters..." she chuckled hollowly.

The shrewd Steward Shaw, with a twinkle in his eye and feigning benevolence, declared, "From now on, you will officially manage the sundry affairs of Court Roseann. You understand the principle of repaying kindness, don't you?" Kylie quickly adopted a grateful demeanor, "Thank you, Steward Shaw, thank you! I might not have any other talents, but the virtue of gratitude is etched deep in my heart. The princess is so generous for just a bit of information. Should she be pleased in the future, all these rewards will still be yours!"

"You're a sensible lad!" Steward Shaw responded, nodding knowingly before striding away.

Now wielding significant authority, Kylie, as a eunuch, devoted her days to the line of duty between the eunuchs and Court Roseann. Knowing oneself and the enemy ensures victory in every battle. She pondered on gaining a deeper understanding of Vincent's life to better assist Princess Katherine in building a bridge between them. Thus, she was unafraid of being discovered in her almost obsessive surveillance, unusual for someone of her lowly status.

However, she noticed that Vincent spent most of his days confined to his room, rarely even venturing into the courtyard. Often, she saw him seated at his desk by the window, reading from dawn till late into the night. Kylie's gaze would linger on his handsome features until her eyes ached, but he never moved an inch nor glanced outside.

Outside his window grew a pear tree, its blossoms overpowering the crabapples, especially after the vernal equinox. The snow-like clusters of blossoms often fluttered in the wind, obstructing her view of Vincent. Just as she craned her neck to find a better angle to continue her observation, her line of sight was blocked by a grey figure - Lucas, the only attendant Vincent was allowed to bring from Krystina. His fierce and menacing glare sent Kylie fleeing in terror. 
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The following day, Kylie emerged from the eunuch's quarters, making her usual beeline for Court Roseann. However, before she could even push open the gate, a cacophony erupted from within, reminiscent of a raucous scene of vandalism and violence. 

"Vincent, you useless fool! When the prince orders you to pour a cup of tea, you dare to feign deafness and muteness!" a voice thundered. 

"In this palace, you are no better than a dog. Have you ever seen a dog with dignity?" another taunted. 

"Come, crawl beneath the prince like a dog, and you won't have to pour the tea... What are you looking at? What's with that expression? Do you know why Matthew dislikes you? It's because of your captivating appearance, daring to outshine the Crown Prince!"

Upon hearing these arrogant words from an unknown prince, Kylie felt a surge of anger so intense that her entire body trembled. After all, Vincent was a key figure in her plans, someone she defended against injustice. The thought of him being bullied was intolerable.

With a forceful kick, she flung open the door, only to find the courtyard in utter disarray. Lucas was pinned against a wall by several guards, his eyes blazing with fury. Vincent, too, was restrained by guards skilled in martial arts. His left hand was impaled with a dagger, firmly nailed to a column, with thick blood meandering down his wrist, staining his wide sleeve crimson.

Despite Kylie's sudden entrance, Vincent remained indifferent to her presence.

"Who is this little eunuch? Kneel before the prince!" bellowed Sixth Prince Henry, a mere ten-year-old, his youthful face filled with arrogance.

Kylie struggled to contain her urge to pounce on him and give him a thrashing. At his age, he'd likely be a child obsessed with Peppa Pig in the modern world. Reluctantly, she bowed, "I am a servant of Princess Katherine, passing by and drawn here by the melodious voice of the Sixth Prince."

Henry, in his childlike nature, paid little attention to this unexpected eunuch and burst into cruel laughter at the sight of Vincent's bleeding hand. 

Meanwhile, Vincent kept his head bowed, his face hidden in the shadows, rendering his expression unreadable.

"Vincent, if you don't crawl under me today, I'll render this hand useless!" Henry decreed.

"Men, press his head down!" he ordered.

Kylie, unable to bear it any longer, stepped in front of Vincent. "Your Highness, please wait!"

Henry stared at her incredulously, unable to believe this little eunuch would dare defy him. Angered, he gestured for the eunuchs to advance.

"Your Highness, please hear me out," Kylie stammered nervously, "Vincent is a prince of Krystina. If word gets out..."

"Nonsense, as if our Granhame would fear that defeated nation!"

"Your Highness, since the war ten years ago, neighboring countries have been restless. As Granhame is recovering from internal strife, if Krystina were to learn of their prince's mistreatment here, it could..."

Kylie carefully articulated the potential consequences.

Henry, still a child, was momentarily swayed but felt his pride at stake. "Fine, let him kowtow three times, and we'll call it even."

As the guards prepared to force Vincent's head down, Kylie's patience reached its limit.

"Your Highness, allow me to do it in his stead, for the peace and prosperity of Granhame."

Before Henry could respond, Kylie knelt and forcefully kowtowed three times, the sound echoing through Court Roseann, silencing everyone.

Rising with a dizzy head and a swelling bump on her forehead, she watched Henry leave, relieved to be rid of the pest.

After a while, Kylie stood up, only to be met by Vincent Owen's intense gaze, sending shivers down her spine. Her eyes fell on his hand, still nailed to the column...

"This wretched Henry, so young yet so malicious. He needs modern reformation, to experience the horrors of summer homework, winter assignments, and classroom exercises!"

"Endure it for a moment," she said, her hand hovering indecisively over his injury. "I'll get you some ointment."

However, no sooner had Kylie spoken than she was briskly pushed away by the frosty Vincent. His icy gaze swept over her briefly before his right hand deftly removed the dagger from his left. Splattering blood painted a vivid streak across the front of Kylie's garment.

Stunned, Kylie soon regained her composure and, in a flurry, tore her hem into strips, intending to staunch his bleeding. As she touched his cold skin, the relentless flow of blood instantly dyed her hands red.

"Get out!" Vincent's expression darkened, and he made to push her away. Yet, Kylie firmly grasped his arm.

"I won't!" she declared, her eyes burning with determination as she shouted, "I will not leave!"

Lowering his gaze to meet hers, Vincent observed her furrowed brows and the unwavering resolve in her lively eyes, sensing that this once timid eunuch had found her courage.

After her outburst, Kylie sheepishly lowered her head, acutely aware of his growing impatience. If he were to strike her...

Luckily, Lucas, no longer restrained, came to Vincent's aid, guiding him inside. Kylie, thick-skinned as ever, followed suit. As Lucas fetched a medical kit, Kylie spotted a wooden basin in the corner. She scurried to the courtyard's well and filled it with water.

Setting the basin on the table, she noticed Vincent still standing motionless. "Please sit down. Let me clean your wound," she urged, soaking a cloth to wipe the dried blood from his hand. Just then, Vincent's raspy, yet chillingly cold voice cut through the air, "What exactly are you trying to pull?"

This was the first time Kylie heard him say anything other than "Get out."

"I'm just trying to dress your wound..."

"No need!"

Before Kylie could finish, Vincent curtly interrupted, his impatience palpable.

Feeling somewhat deflated, Kylie quickly regained her spirit, "How can you not need it? Look at the state of your hand..."

"Get out!"

Vincent's patience had run thin, no longer bearing the sight of the scrawny eunuch. His irritation intensified.

Kylie, incensed at the sight of his exposed flesh and blood, snatched the medical kit Lucas was opening. She found a bottle of hemostatic and, ignoring his forbidding expression, forcefully seated him on a stool.

"I can't stand men who are as squeamish as women. Instead of being finicky here, you'd better heal quickly and save your complaints! If you think I, a mere eunuch, am not fit to treat you, forget it. From today onwards, not only will I dress your wound, but I'll also keep an eye on you to prevent self-harm!" she said through gritted teeth.

Vincent frowned, his cold eyes narrowing. Unable to fathom her intentions, he attempted to shake her off, but she clung to him fiercely. Kylie tumbled to the ground, "I kowtowed thrice to save you. Unless you chop off my hands, you can't stop me from treating you!"

Kylie did not expect his attitude to improve towards her and thus didn't mind it much. Seating herself on the ground, she gently wiped the blood around his wound with the cloth.

Truth be told, Kylie felt numb and weak at the sight of such a gory wound. After a short while, she began to feel faint and dizzy.

Simultaneously, Kylie was grappling with immense pressure, occasionally glancing surreptitiously at Vincent's hand, which seemed poised to strike her face at any moment. Vincent, towering above, watched Kylie as she sat before him, meticulously tending to his wound with utmost care, as if afraid of causing him any pain.

As the bloodstains were wiped away, revealing the gruesomely inverted wound, Kylie's brow furrowed tighter, prompting her to apply the ointment even more gently. The moment the ointment touched his wound, Vincent's hand involuntarily trembled. It had been years since his scar-laden body had been treated with such delicate care.

His deep eyes observed her honest face – this was the first time he had looked someone directly in the eye. Her clear eyes were focused intently on inspecting his injury, her expression fluctuating between concern and cautious mutterings.

He shifted his gaze away, his eyes filled with an indifferent disdain. He would wait and see the true purpose of this little eunuch.

Kylie, noticing Vincent's lack of resistance, began to wrap his hand with gauze, methodically winding it around. Soon, his hand resembled a bandaged bundle. "Please bear with it," Kylie said with a resigned tone, "At least the bleeding has stopped."

She was quite pleased with her handiwork, contemplating whether to tie the excess gauze into a bow, her lips curving into a satisfied and proud smile, oblivious to Vincent's gaze.

"Can I leave now?" he asked coldly.

"I refuse to!" Kylie retorted.

No sooner had she spoken than Lucas escorted her out of the room. Touching her nose, Kylie consoled herself, reasoning that being escorted rather than thrown out was a sign of improving.
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After days of eager anticipation, Kylie finally received Steward Shaw's order and almost skipped with joy as she hurried to Court Roseann with her belongings. Upon entering the palace gates, she saw Vincent standing under a pear tree in the courtyard. It was the peak of the pear blossoms, with the tree in full, resplendent bloom, its snow-white flowers dazzling in their glory. Occasionally, among the clusters of flowers, a few curled, yet-to-open pear leaves peeked out. Their slender buds, a deep purple due to their delicate nature, shone faintly, gradually blending into the green stems.

Hearing the sound of the gate opening, Vincent turned slightly. He radiated an aura that seemed to keep others at bay, a clear signal of his unwelcoming demeanor. Kylie's eyes met his dark pupils, where the pear blossoms seemed to drift like snow. For a moment, she couldn't decide which was more beautiful – the pear blossoms or Vincent. She was equally uncertain whether the pear blossoms were whiter or Vincent's white robe was.

Lost in thought, Kylie missed the moment Vincent averted his gaze. The arrival of Lucas, who had not been in the courtyard initially, marked a sudden change in the atmosphere. He stood at a distance, eyes fixed on her, filled with wariness and disdain. Kylie's heart, which had been beating with excitement, suddenly felt as if doused with cold water. 

Well, after all, no one could easily trust the kindness of a stranger, especially a eunuch from an enemy nation. 

Feeling slightly dejected, Kylie quickly regained her cheerfulness. She trotted up to Vincent, doggedly eager, and asked, "Have you eaten?"

When Vincent suddenly looked down at her, the depths of his eyes, amidst the fluttering pear blossoms, seemed deep and frosty. Kylie felt her ears heat up, the warmth spreading to her neck. He really was strikingly handsome. 

Uncomfortably, she averted her gaze, but upon looking down, she noticed that the bandage on Vincent's left hand had been removed. "Why did you take off the bandage? Is the wound healed?" she asked anxiously, reaching for his hand to inspect the wound. However, Vincent swiftly brushed her hand away. In that brief moment, Kylie saw that the exposed wound looked somewhat white and festering, possibly from getting wet.

She turned to Lucas and scolded, "His hand is like this and you still let him touch water? Quickly, take him inside." Her expression was fierce, her gaze sharp, causing Lucas to freeze in place.

Before she could finish, Vincent had already turned and entered the inner hall. Kylie was pleased, wondering if her words had been so effective. Following Vincent like a shadow, she was just about to step through the door when it swiftly closed on her.

Kylie didn't mind much; after all, she had officially started her duties at Court Roseann, and there would be plenty of time in the future. She pushed the door open and found Vincent, as usual, engrossed in a book. Reluctantly, she went to fetch the medicine box.

She knew that getting a few words out of Vincent was harder than reaching the heavens. The medicine box was still on the small table where she had left it last time, seemingly untouched.

Kylie reached for Vincent's hand to apply the medicine, but before she could touch his sleeve, he snapped, "Get out!" Kylie looked up to see Vincent's eyes slightly reddened. She realized that the skin beneath his eyes was bruised, and his eyes appeared red, as if he hadn't slept well.

Taking a deep breath, she forced herself to calm down, "No matter how much you dislike me or resent being here, please don't mistreat your body."

Suddenly, Vincent stood up, the cold glint in his eyes intensifying. He grabbed her by the collar and dragged her to the door, saying, "Next time, I will kill you." With that, he slammed the door shut.

Kylie stood motionless for who knows how long, her gaze eventually falling on the pear tree. She noticed that several gardenia plants surrounded it. However, it wasn't the flowering season for gardenias, and the plants were just a lush green.

She remembered that in their few encounters, Vincent's gaze often drifted towards these gardenias. She wondered if he was fond of these flowers. Heavily, she walked to the tree and sat down, her head drooping in desolation.

The early spring sunlight cast deep shadows over her forlorn figure, mirroring her current mood. It was a harsh realization: without effort, one cannot comprehend true despair.

Burying her face in her knees, she felt an unprecedented sense of powerlessness. Since her arrival in this world, she had never felt such profound defeat. All her efforts and dedication seemed in vain.

She didn't know what kept her going, what was the force that sustained her resolve. 

Did she yearn to return? 

Of course, she did. 

Yet, without any magical advantages or protective auras, she had to rely solely on herself to carve a path in this abyss-like palace. The lack of response felt like playing a solo game, marching forward with only her own courage to rely on. 

"How much longer can I keep this up?" she wondered, as time trickled away and the sunlight gradually shifted. Kylie suddenly lifted her head, fetched a bucket of water from the well, and plunged her face into it, holding it there until she was on the brink of asphyxiation. 

Emerging from the water, the icy sensation cleared her mind. She clenched her teeth and fists, glaring fiercely at the tightly shut door. 

Kylie, with her many flaws, had one significant strength: her thick skin. 

She would not give up until she reached her goal, fighting like a warrior against all odds. 

"Vincent, I'm not backing down," she thought resolutely. 

As evening approached, the setting sun cast a warm, orange glow over the imperial city, painting its layered pavilions and towers in a gentle golden hue. 

No longer residing in the eunuch's quarters, Kylie had moved all her belongings to Court Roseann that morning. Despite its remote and dilapidated state, it offered a peaceful isolation, as if cut off from the rest of the world – that is, if the annoying princes didn't interfere. 

Sitting at the entrance of Court Roseann, Kylie waited for someone to bring her food, her gaze constantly drifting towards the inner hall, occasionally catching sight of Lucas. 

She imagined Vincent must be reading at this time. 

"Crown Prince, Crown Prince!" 

Startled from her dozing state by Lucas's urgent voice, Kylie's drowsiness instantly vanished. Rushing into the inner hall, she saw Lucas helping an unconscious Vincent lie down. 

"What's happened to him?" she asked, quickly approaching the bed. Vincent's hair, damp and disheveled, clung to his temples. His eyes were tightly shut, his brows furrowed as if enduring immense pain. 

Lucas, barely concealing his anger, rummaged through the medicine box. 

"Tell me, what's wrong with him?" Kylie insisted, her anxiety growing as she noticed Vincent's pallor and the sweat beading on his forehead. 

Suddenly, she realized he needed the Imperial Physician. Just as she turned to run for help, Lucas blocked her path, a sarcastic smile on his lips. "What now, calling your backers to further humiliate him?" 

Kylie was taken aback. "What do you mean by that?" 

Lucas's eyes pierced her like swords. "If it weren't for you and your deceitful kind, the Crown Prince wouldn't be suffering like this." 

In the Granhame palace, Vincent lived a life of misery, akin to a struggling ant. The princes mocked and humiliated him daily, with Fourth Prince Matthew being the worst offender. 

The Emperor of Granhame turned a blind eye, indifferent as long as no life was lost. This emboldened Matthew further. 

Jealous of Vincent's fame in Krystina, Matthew's arrogance and insecurity grew, leading to an obsession with tormenting Vincent. 

Lucas's gaze darkened with unspoken truths that were best kept buried. 

Then, Kylie's sudden remark almost made him lose control. 

She said— 
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“That Fourth Prince wouldn't be so envious of his beauty that he did the unspeakable to him, would he?”

“Impossible!” Lucas, his temples throbbing with veins, clenched his fists, managing to squeeze out a voice through gritted teeth.

Kylie also flared up, “Then what the hell are you doing here, running your mouth? Tell me what happened to him, damn it! When I ask, you say nothing. I don’t care who sent you, always guessing and suspecting, aren’t you tired of it?”

Kylie, in a fit of rage, exploded.

Perhaps intimidated by her thunderous roar, Lucas, stupefied, said, “The Crown Prince, he’s been poisoned with venomous insect poison... It was the Fourth Prince who said he wanted to test how lethal this venomous insect is...”

Vincent, restrained and forcibly fed the venomous insect poison, suffered excruciating headaches and heart-wrenching pain every full moon night, unable to find peace in sleep.

But his lowly status in Granhame Palace meant his voice was barely heard, leaving him helpless to watch Vincent endure the torment of the venomous insect poison day after day.

“Where is the Imperial Physician...”

Lucas looked at her as if she were a fool.

Kylie instantly understood.

Given Vincent’s current status, it was impossible for him to have access to an Imperial Physician.

But she refused to sit idly by.

She turned and ran out, not knowing whom to seek.

She wandered through the palace engulfed in night, the lights growing brighter with each step, unsure of her location, with no memory of this place.

Under the night sky, the brilliantly lit palace seemed opulent and luxurious, filled with bustling voices, figures moving in the distance, cups clinking in celebration.

Such grandeur and atmosphere felt utterly out of place for her at this moment.

She turned towards the direction of the lotus pond, the inevitable path to the Imperial Physician’s quarters.

Naively, she thought of pleading with the Imperial Physician’s office, even if just for some medicinal herbs.

“What are you doing?”

Kylie, intent on reaching the Imperial Physician’s office, forgot that in the dead of night, aside from the palace maids, eunuchs on duty, and patrolling guards, no one was allowed to wander without a decree.

Hearing footsteps approaching, Kylie’s heart raced with panic.

She ran towards a rockery, its rugged stones possibly offering a hiding place.

Using all her wits and agility, Kylie dodged wave after wave of guards, finally hiding behind a large rock, barely daring to breathe.

“Who are you?”

A calm, slightly cold male voice sounded beside her, startling Kylie, her hair standing on end, sweat breaking out.

She quickly covered the mouth of the man who had appeared suddenly beside her, her fingertips pressing firmly against his throat, hissing, “Keep quiet if you want to live!”

The man, taken aback, obligingly fell silent.

As the footsteps faded away, Kylie relaxed.

But the warmth in her palm reminded her of the trouble still at hand.

She hastily let go, stepping back, and in the moonlight, she finally saw the man’s face.

He appeared to be in his late twenties, tall and slender, dressed in a moon-white robe embroidered with river patterns, a white sash at his waist with a light blue sachet hanging from it. His long black hair was loosely tied, adding a touch of nonchalance.

His face was like fine jade, features gentle, with a high nose bridge, and his eyes, clear as spring water, twinkled with a hint of amusement.

He moved slowly and gracefully, watching Kylie with interest. Seeing her staring, a teasing, carefree smile played on his lips.

Kylie’s heart raced at the aristocratic aura he exuded, realizing she was in deep trouble.

Resigned, she lowered her head, her gaze falling on the brocade box in the man’s hand.

“Do you recognize this?”

Unperturbed by her unrefined demeanor, the man, noticing Kylie’s fixed gaze on the brocade box, lifted and shook it, “I can’t open it.”

Kylie’s mouth formed an ‘O’ in surprise.

Kylie was not so much surprised by the modern craftsmanship of the brocade box, but rather that he referred to himself as "I."

“Crown Prince...” Her heart skipped a beat, trembling, Kylie's face a picture of despair, her words a jumble, “Your Highness, I... this was an accident... I...”

Crown Prince Stephen Harris of Granhame was the Emperor's most cherished son, someone who had never been wronged in his life. While the other princes had tutors from an early age, the Emperor of Granhame personally oversaw the Crown Prince's education, devoting all his energy to it, a testament to his immense value.

But rumors abounded of his cold and capricious nature; palace maids and eunuchs would tremble at the sight of him, fearing a single displeasure might lead to their demise.

“I won’t ask again!”

“I know, I know!”

Kylie, startled by his sudden frostiness, nodded frantically like a pecking hen.

A smile played on Stephen's lips as he lazily glanced at her, his demeanor even more relaxed, “This trinket was a gift from a foreign merchant from the West. He said it can only be opened on a full moon night, in a place with mountains, water, and greenery... I can’t read the inscription. Can you try?”

Kylie, her mouth twitching, could only nod hurriedly and took it with a mixture of awe and fear. Little did she know, the lock of the brocade box clearly had instructions written in a barbarian language: turn left thrice, right twice, and press down twice to open.

“To think a mere eunuch can understand the barbarian language!”

Stephen's eyes, long and lifted at the corners, held a mischievous glint, sending a shiver down Kylie's spine.

“Replying to Crown Prince, before entering the palace, I learned a bit with my master...” Kylie replied, steeling herself.

“That suits me perfectly,” Stephen said, his handsome brows rising slightly, “You’ve solved my puzzle; what reward would you like?”

Hearing this, Kylie hastily bowed deeply, “Your Highness, I am Kylie, serving in Court Roseann. Tonight, the Crown Prince, he... he’s suffering from the venomous insect poison, and I...”

“Venomous insect poison, is it...” Stephen mused, then a slight smile curled his lips, “If you want to save him, why go through such trouble? Your blood should suffice.”

Blood?

“Alright, thank you, Your Highness.”

As long as it didn’t involve risking her life begging others.

Kylie bowed again and, without a second thought, turned and ran off swiftly.

Stephen, fiddling with the brocade box, heard a click as it opened. Indeed, the eunuch’s instructions were correct. Granhame wasn’t as powerful as before, and it was rare for Western foreigners to mingle with their people, let alone appear in the common folk. This eunuch understanding the barbarian language and keeping it hidden in the depths of the palace was intriguing.

Removing the item inside, Stephen's lips quirked slightly, “Interesting.”

His gaze held a playful edge, his voice lazy and somewhat nonchalant. 
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Back at Court Roseann, Lucas had vanished without a trace. Kylie approached the bedside with a solemn expression, fixing her gaze upon Vincent's pallid face. After scanning the room, her eyes finally settled on the dagger that had once pierced his left hand. Without hesitation, Kylie retrieved it, took a deep breath, and then fiercely slashed her palm, allowing the blood to trickle down onto Vincent's pale lips. The night remained serene as the stars shifted their positions. Exhausted from the day's turmoil, Kylie succumbed to weariness and fell asleep by the bedside.

Time seemed to stretch endlessly as Kylie slept, yet when she awoke, Vincent remained unconscious, though the furrows on his brow had somewhat eased. Leaning on her elbow by the bedside, Kylie watched him intently, her eyes unwavering. But nothing changed. Had the Crown Prince deceived her?

Before she could dwell further, Vincent's eyes suddenly flickered open. His purplish lips curled slightly as he spat out blood, his agonized expression giving way to a clarity that was unsettling for someone who had just awakened from slumber. Observing this, Kylie casually wiped her hand on her robe and leaned closer, "Are you awake? How do you feel?"

Vincent lowered his gaze to Kylie's actions, a fleeting complexity flickering in his obsidian eyes, swiftly veiled. He hadn't expected this venomous insect to be so bloodthirsty, nor had he anticipated the remarkable efficacy of her blood. With evident relief in his relaxed features, Vincent seemed to disregard her presence entirely.
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