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WARNING: BE PATIENT! 

Remember to be patient when you read this book, 

don’t simply judge the book base on its cover. The 

answer might seem to be obvious and have been 

revealed in the beginning but it might not be the 

truth. Truth is hidden under layers and layers so if 

you think you already know the answer for certain 

questions, think again, read further, you might find 

another answer hidden in the later chapters or even 

in the future books. Some characters might seem to 

be unnecessary for now but they might be one of 

the most important characters or characters 

significantly affecting certain events that happen in 

the later books of the Blessed of Cursed series, 

since this is the prologue, not the end. Some foils 

and parts of some over-explained conversations in 

this story might be the cause of the chain reactions 

in or Easter eggs for the coming stories. So be 

patient! Don’t try to come into conclusions before 

you finish the whole story or even the whole series. 

Be patient! 
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VOICE 1 

Am I dead? 

 

VOICE 2 

Not quite yet but soon… 
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VOICE 1 

Soon!? Then where is this? Why am I- (is still 
struggling to comprehend the whole situation)   

 

VOICE 2 

Fear not, you are in a safe place now...Your kind 
call it the...um...ah! Bardo! Yes, Bardo! And you are 

at Court Room 13.  

No one can and will harm you here. We only 
require you to speak of the truth. 

（flips open the hardcover of the book that is placed in the 

middle of the wooden table) 

Now tell me. What happened? What do you 
remember?  

 

VOICE 1 

(sounds terrified) 

What do I remember? (pauses, brows pull tight) I only 
remember... that horrible, unbearable, sharp ache 

swelling... churning … and pulsing in every part of 
my body! And that rusty smell and taste 
of...of...blood...and…a woman, no...a 

girl...no...which was that? Who was that? 

 

VOICE 2 

What did this girl or woman look like? 

 

 

 



UNDER HER CURSED SCYTHE 

 

VOICE 1 

I don’t remember… I don’t remember… (places one 
hand on the forehead) She has a mark… I think… 

 

VOICE 2 

A birthmark, you mean? Or a tattoo? 

 

VOICE 1 

I only remember that it was a star…eight 
points…or was it five? 

 

VOICE 2 

Is she your killer? 

 

VOICE 1 

I suppose but-(pauses) 

 

VOICE 2 

But?  

What else do you remember? 

 

VOICE 1 

(frustrated) 

Um...  
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VOICE 2 

Do you remember why you were killed? 

 

VOICE 1 

(sotto voce) 

No… 

 

VOICE 2 

… how you were killed? 

 

VOICE 1 

I don’t- 

 

VOICE 2 

… where you were- 

 

VOICE 1 

(irritated) 

No! I SAID NO! I DON’T REMEMBER 
ANYTHING EXCEPT THE PAIN! I can’t- 

(apologetic) 

Oh...I’m sorry...I don’t mean to… 

 

VOICE 2 

It’s alright. Most humans have syndromes like yours 
when they first come in. It’s pretty normal. (grins) 
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VOICE 1 

What’s happening to me? 

 

VOICE 2 

Your memories are scrambled and hence, there are 
discrepancies regarding your sense of self...It’s quite 

common among your kind. 

As to fixing the problem... 

(hand swirls in the air and an oval-shaped rusty mirror with 
a tiffany blue frame appears on the right and a rectangular -

shaped mirror with a glided frame appears on the left) 

Perhaps, they can assist you on recovering your 
memories. 

 

VOICE 1 

These are? 

 

VOICE 2 

業鏡 

 (gestures at the mirror on the right) 

心鏡 

(gestures at the mirror on the left) 

 

VOICE 1 

What? Pardon me? 
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VOICE 2 

The Mirror of Perfect Clarity and the Mirror of Hearts… 

One reveals the objective aspect of your past life, 
not only from your perspective but also from others 

who are involved in your death; and the other 
reveals the subjective aspect...by reflecting your 

deepest thoughts and feelings.  

With these two mirrors, we can figure out how you 
died and why more thoroughly... 

(his hands begin to twirl at the mirrors) 

Now, which specific point should we start with? 
Should we simply start from the date of your birth?  

 

VOICE 1 

Wait! There’s something else I remember now. A 
date...there’s a date that keeps buzzing in my head! 

 

VOICE 2 

(raises one of his brows) 

Oh! And what’s that? 

 

VOICE 1 

23rd of...October...2008...8 days before 
Halloween... 

 

VOICE 2 

Well, if that’s the only thing you clearly recall other 
than your pain, then we should start from there…  
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(flicks his hands at the mirrors and images appear on them)  
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 8 DAYS BEFORE HALLOWEEN 
 

♪Stars will always shine to guide you out of there 

Even if the hope is frail, sorrow everywhere 

Just keep on wishing 

Keep on praying 

And believe in...♬  

 

he melodious sounds were travelling fast 

across the place as the musical notes 

bounced off the dark brown pillars, the grey 

marble floors, the silver handrails of the balcony, 

the glass ceiling, the colourful store signs and… 

*BEEP 

Before the notes could bounce any further, the 

music had ceased from playing, all of a sudden. 

T 
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With her glove on, the girl who dressed in all black, 

switched off the cell phone and gingerly slid it back 

into the pocket of the man who was struck mute 

and was now lying on the floor of the empty mall 

with all his muscles locked down, stiff as a flat line 

on a heart monitor.  

But his wide-opened eyes followed her intently, 

remaining “alive”. This had never happened 

before…  

 
Who the hell came up with this shit idea of Miracles 

happening if I pray? The girl wondered.  Screw that! You 

can’t just sit there and pray without doing anything.  

She shook her head at the motionless man at her 

feet whose eyeballs were now directed at the glass 

ceiling above him.  

What’s there to look at? The girl curiously followed 

the line of his gaze. 

I guess you believe in this shit...crap too... She thought 

when she spotted a bright “gem” flowering in the 

dark sky.  

Okay… She folded her arms. Let’s see whether 

“miracles” will come and save your sorry ass then. And she 

too, began to stare at the glittering and sparkling 

figure, waiting to see whether something was going 

to happen or someone would appear suddenly 

before her eyes to prevent her from doing what she 

was about to do.  
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Yet, second by second passed and she heard 

nothing. She saw nothing. There was nothing 

peculiar happening but silence. Just cold, cold 

silence...  

 It’s just bullshit after all! She smirked while her 

eyes casted back to where the motionless man was.  

Then, she kneeled. And the moment she did 

that, the pupils of the paralyzed man immediately 

dilated and his breathing became much harsher than 

before.   

The girl took note of the sign of melancholy.  

“Let’s make this clear first. I don’t have a choice 

either-I never did!” she denoted and extended her 

hand slightly.  

 In reaction, the man’s eyeballs began to dart all 

over the place, desperately hunting for something or 

someone that could bring salvation. 

“Hey! Hey!” The girl slapped at the man’s face. 

“Stop it! No one’s gonna rescue you. It’s destined to 

happen!” she denoted. “It’s your fate! You can do 

nothing about it!” 

Considering that the girl’s words might be true, 

the man’s eyes came back to her, again locking on 

her face with a pleading expression that sent an 

earthquake down the very bones of her soul. 

“Stop it…” she voiced weakly against the man’s 

intense stare. “Stop looking at me like that!”, and 

swiveled away from him, forcing herself to pay no 

more attention to his eyes. 
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She took off the glove of her outstretched hand, 

revealing the antique ruby ring on her right middle 

finger as well as her star-shaped birthmark on the 

back of her palm between her thumb and her index 

finger.  

 “Time of death, 12:00 a.m.” the girl noted while 

looking at the clocks hanging on the wall of a store, 

and lowered her right bare hand, shortening the 

distance between her fingers and the paralyzed 

man’s chest. 

 In doing so, the man’s eyes began to twitch 

rapidly in dread, and frightful tears were trickling 

down his wrinkled cheeks at one point.  

But despite of how fearful he appeared to be, the 

girl didn’t halt her movement.  

With a little more will and effort than usual, she 

lifted her palm.  

A white ball emitting warm and shiny rays of 

light like a tiny sun with tiny flares emerged 

instantly, and the moment it attached to her skin, a 

faint sizzling sensation ran through her body like 

gentle waves of a hot spring, spreading comfort all 

over her and urging her to doze off. Yet, she 

managed to stay awake like always by bearing the 

significance of completing this task at hand- in her 

head. 
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The second the glowing orb was extracted, the 

man’s eyes stopped twitching and widened even 

further. Then, the eyelids never came back down 

again. The sparkle in them had become a blank stare 

and what was left was nothing more than a pair of 

icy, coloured marbles.  

Finally! The girl thought. 

“Name-”  

She paused.  

“Who am I kidding?”  

The girl gave a bitter chuckle.  

“What’s the use of mentioning his name now? 

He won’t know I’m not the real deal… I’m just a 

bloody-” 

She broke off, surprised. 

“I’m just a…bloody…” 

She tried to squash down the lump in her throat. 

Queer. She used to get over what she had done 

with simple sarcastic jokes of herself.  

But this time was different: she couldn’t “get 

over it”. Her breath hitched. Her palm tightened on 

the glowing ball. And she knew something was 

wrong. 

Damn it! I shouldn’t have looked into his eyes! I 

shouldn’t have! Damn it!  She showered herself with 
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curses. Then, she thought. Quick! Say those “magic 

words”! Say it and be done with it! 

“I’m sorry.” she mumbled under her breath after 

sparing one final look at the man. 

Then, robotically, she stood up again, thrusting 

the glowing ball into a black oil lantern that held 

several other glowing figures; tapping the top of the 

lantern three times to shrink it back into the size of 

a keychain; sliding it back into the pocket of her 

black hooded jacket; and forced her feet to walk 

away from the dead.  

First step. Second step. Pause. Perhaps, I can still- 

A shot of pity went through her. 

No! She told her brain. 

Third step. Fourth step. Pause. But he doesn’t 

deserve- 

No! She snapped at herself again. 

Fifth, sixth, seventh, eighth… 

Once she was far, that urge of going back wasn’t 

there anymore. Yet, she couldn’t help feeling a tinge 

of tingling sensation which she hadn’t felt for quite 

a while rising up somewhere around her chest and 

uncontrollably seeping into her mind.  

No! Stop it! Stop doing that! Again and again, the 

girl punched her temple with the ankle of  her hand, 

as though doing so could squash down the rush of 

conflicting emotions that were battling space in her 

head and abstain herself from dwelling on certain 

hopeful thoughts. You’ve got to stop it now or else you 
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would ruin everything! Stop it! Stop thinking there’s gonna be 

an alternative! Stop it! We don’t have a choice! We- 

*KATA…KATA…KATA…  

 
The girl straightened up at once and her heart 

leaped like a fish out of water, when sounds that 

sounded like rapid footfalls, unexpectedly echoed 

from somewhere just up ahead.  

Did someone see her? Did they notice the things 

she did? But she had searched every floor of the 

mall twice, sealing every exit and making sure there 

was no one in the mall except for her target. No 

one could have entered the mall during that period 

of time and certainly could not have reached the top 

floor without her noticing!  

Unless it’s a - no, stop it! It’s not real. The girl 

thought as she cast anxious glances around the mall. 

Even if it is, it’s too late. Everything has been settled and 

there’s no going back anymore… 

As the sounds from above became clearer and 

clearer, she accelerated her pace towards the 

balcony of the mall, promptly. 

 “8 more days...” she hissed to herself in 

undertone, attempting to cover up the voice in her 

head that kept on reminding her how much she had 

hated her current life. “8 more days before 

Halloween comes, then I can finally stop doing this! 

8 more days...”  
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Her quick pacing soon evolved into a rapid 

pounding of her feet into the floor as the sounds 

from above had not only become clearer but also 

closer and closer as if they were chasing after her.  

When she finally reached the handrails of the 

balcony, she ceased her footstep. She started to 

mumble an ancient language and at the same time, 

ripped the skin of her left index finger with the 

sharp end of a pin on her jacket, smudging the 

blood oozing out over her ruby ring.  

 
A gust of cold harsh wind brushed against her 

cheek as she outstretched her neck and observed 

from the balcony on the 4th floor of the mall.  

She took notice of the cold, hard concrete 

ground far below her, without any soft bushes or a 

green lawn. Still, she fell back a few steps, heaved 

her shoulders and charged towards the balcony.  

When she was a foot away from it, the sprint led 

to a jump as if she was leaping over a hurdle. And 

afterwards, she was arrowing down with blinding 

speed.  

The concrete ground grew closer and closer by 

second but the feeling of “warping” seemed slower 

than before. There was a second when her head was 

alarmingly close to the ground. A sense of concern 

crawled up in her chest and she wondered whether 

she had spoken out the right words.  

Nevertheless, before her head hit the concrete, 
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she vanished into thin air. 

 
Shortly after the girl disappeared, a group of people 

cladded in cloaks, came bustling into the scene.  

When they came across the dead body, they 

ceased from running on the instant. 

“No!” someone howled. 

A boy who was veiled by a white cloak walked forth, 

shaking his head. All the while, he looked at the 

dead body with subtle ache and grief in his eyes. 

“We are too late, aren’t we?” came another voice. 

The boy inclined his head after placing his hand 

above the dead man’s chest and scanning it with 

soft blue light projected from his palm.  

“He’s gone, too...” he exhaled in disbelief and his 

voice filled with a bit of fury.  

“How many tonight?” 

“Five…” someone gasped. “Five including this 

one…” 

 
After they had gathered around, lowered their heads 

and muttered a few words of condolence, the boy in 

the white cloak kneeled down again before the dead 

body and searched it, investigating for clues that 

might help them for their next chase.   

 “Same as the others?” a girl who enveloped herself in 
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a purple cloak inquired as the boy in the white cloak 

lifted the dead man’s chin. 

“All I can say is that this is definitely not the 

work of the vampires or werewolves cos there’s no 

bite marks…just like the others.” the boy in the 

white cloak replied in a disappointed tone. “It 

would be much easier if they were the reason for 

these deaths.” 

“It can be one of the Witches or Warlocks, 

right?” 

“I wouldn’t say ‘no’ for sure, since they have 

stepped up their game these days. And I only began 

my research on them not long ago... but I must say, 

from all the cases I’ve studied, I’ve never seen one 

who could kill in such a discreet manner. No burnt 

marks, no signs of being strangled or cursed...not 

even a cut to be found!?” 

“What’s wrong with that?” 

“Witches and Warlocks...are usually impulsive 

and mindless when it comes to killing. Careful 

planning and intentional covering aren’t their style. 

But there might be exceptional cases. I’m not sure.” 

“Right...we might need to consult an expert on 

this matter.” the girl in the purple cloak notified the 

people standing behind her.  

“How about the daemons?” someone proposed. 

“Demonology is your expertise, right, Agent 616?”  

The boy in the white cloak nodded his head in 

response. “But if it’s one of the daemons’ work, it 
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wouldn’t have left without marking this body. A 

‘sting’ mark should be found somewhere around 

here…” He fingered at the neck area. “And this 

could have turned into a Forsaken already but…” 

His voice died down suddenly and his pupils 

enlarged. Something that looked familiar to an item 

he’d read in the books the other day caught his eye. 

“Goodness gracious…” he sounded and leaned 

forward to take a closer look of his discovery.  

After scanning the dead man’s chest with the 

soft blue light projected from his upturned palm 

once more, he said, half to himself,  “Why haven’t I 

thought of that before? His soul...” 

“What’s the matter with his soul?”  

The boy in the white cloak looked up at his 

inquirer and answered with a little thrill in his voice, 

“It didn’t just leave the body because this person’s 

time was up, you know, like...naturally! It must have 

been taken out by force!” 

 “So you think another Reaper has gone rogue?”  

“I’m not sure. Grim Reaper did update us 

recently about his...you know, ‘mental health 

status’...” the boy in the white cloak gestured. 

“...right?” 

That being said, the girl in the purple cloak 

nodded. “But he didn’t  mention anything 

alarming... do you think…he’s not telling us 

everything?” 

In response, the boy in the white cloak sighed, 
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moving his head from side to side. “I wish he is, so, 

at least, we know what are we up against but 

no…I’m afraid he is telling the truth. I’ve checked 

the statistics recently and there’s neither a rise in the 

Reapers population or any dark spots on the 

radar…So, with that being confirmed, it’s very 

unlikely, this is a Reaper-going-rogue that kind of 

case…” he surmised and rubbed his chin, 

thoughtfully. “But this must be a mistake cos this 

shows that this-no, wait...” He paused when an idea 

tapped him on the shoulder. “If he didn’t mention 

anything special about his status, did he mention 

anything relating to his lost properties?” 

The girl in the purple cloak jerked a thumb 

towards one of the persons behind her. “As for 

that, you will have to ask Agent 106 here.” 

 The spotlight suddenly switched its entire focus 

on the person who wore an emerald cloak but he didn’t 

seem to register that. He had been paying most of 

his attention to the car racing game on his cell 

phone.  

“Hey! They are all waiting for your answer!” 

Someone gave him a sharp nudge in the ribs to 

knock him out of the game. 

“What?” The person in the emerald cloak looked 

up from his phone. “Oh! You were asking?”  

Someone next to him clapped her hand on her 

forehead. “They are asking about Grim 

Reaper...whether he told you anything about his lost 

properties! Stop playing that stupid game and 
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concentrate! We are on a serious mission right 

now!” she rebuked with an annoyed tone. 

“Okay, okay! Let me think for a second!” the 

person in the emerald cloak grumbled, putting away 

his phone. “Ummm...Grim might have mention a 

thing or two when I met him the other day…” 

 “And what’s that?” The rest of the group looked 

at him expectantly. 

“His... ring...I think.” the person in the emerald 

cloak uttered softly in an uncertain tone. “He said 

he has sensed its presence since…um… five years 

ago but it was faint and he was not sure. It was until 

recently...when… what was that again? Oh! When 

something seemed to have discharmed the cloak on 

it for a brief second that he could finally be certain 

that it was his ring… And what else? Oh! That’s 

right!” He cleared his throat and then raised his 

voice, imitating someone’s elegant style of speaking, 

“ ‘I am quite astonished that that ring has not been 

destroyed or discarded by the trepidation and 

stupidity of humanity!’ That’s what he said to me 

before we parted. That’s all I remember. “ 

“A ring? Grim Reaper has a ring?” the girl in the 

purple cloak intoned, puzzled as well as for most 

people at the scene. “Why didn’t you mention it to 

us earlier? This is definitely news to us!” 

“Not to me.” the boy in the white cloak noted, 

abruptly. “Now that you have mentioned it, I think 

I might have read about it from one of the ancient 

scrolls retrieved from those Ancient Fae Kingdoms 
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last week.” he recalled. “They referred it as the 

Reaper’s ring... literally. I’ve checked the records in 

the Armory but this ring was never been mentioned, 

probably went missing and was lost after the 800s.” 

After saying that, he lifted the dead man’s chin 

again and gestured at a point.  “But this must be it. 

This... this  here is the proof of this being the work 

of that ring!” he said it, enthusiastically. “ Or else, 

how can you explain this? There’s no other 

explanation as to why this appears if no Reapers 

have gone mad. I bet the other victims have this too 

but in less apparent places. That’s why we never 

took notice of it.” 

As soon as this was said, everyone else at the 

scene craned their necks and pitched forward 

curiously, attempting to figure out what the boy had 

discovered underneath the lifeless man’s jawline. 

“Isn’t that a ‘sting’ mark?” 

“No, it’s something different. Trust me. No 

‘sting’ mark looks like that.” the boy assured. 

 
“Can you believe it? It has been here all along! “ the 

boy in the white cloak exclaimed, lifting his head 

and his eyes were blazing. “The most important 

clue has been right beneath our noses all these 

time!” 

“斗...Hang on! I’ve seen this before! There was 

one in...” 

“The Jack Incident!” both the boy in the white 
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cloak and the one in the emerald cloak voiced, 

simultaneously. 

“Yes! Yes! Yes! That was 亢 !” denoted the 

person in the emerald cloak, startled and excited at 

the same time. “The only girl who tried to fight 

Jack! It appeared on her the moment she was killed 

by him! But the power she conjured that night in 

1891, they say it was not something anyone has seen 

before. Do you think-” 

 “Boyz!” The girl in the purple cloak clasped her 

hand together, interrupting the boys’ intense 

discussion. “Is this really the time for this?” 

 
Returning to their previous topic, the girl in the 

purple cloak said, “Let’s say this really is the work of 

this Reaper’s ring. What does it do then? Care to 

enlighten the rest of us?” she signaled at the boy in 

the white cloak. 

“This can only be traced back to the first 

accounts on this ring in the 100-” 

“Agent 616, cut to the point!” she interjected, 

slight impatience in her tone. “This is no time for 

stories and history lessons.” 

“Oh...um…” The boy in the white cloak 

appeared a little bit upset by the girl’s rude intrusion 

but he dared not continue, and obeyed the order. 

“According to what was written on the scrolls, it 

grants someone the ability to harvest souls like a 

real Reaper.” he explained, briefly. “The only 
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difference is… anyone, no matter humans, faeries, 

daemons, Witches, Warlocks, the Forsakens or even 

us… as long as we have that ring, we will be able to 

reap souls!” 

“So it’s practically a magical ring that allows any 

being to become a Reaper even when you are not 

born as one, or are chosen by one of them?” 

“Not everyone, exactly. In order to use the 

powers within, one phrase does suggests that you 

have to be a vir-” 

“It doesn’t matter whether anyone or only one 

person in this world can use it. What matter is...” 

another girl in the group who wrapped herself with a dark 

blue cloak butted. Her eyes looked at the boy in the 

white cloak, grimly. “A ring that has the ability to 

reap souls... It doesn’t just mean someone can use it 

to kill without being caught!” She cast an uneasy 

glance at the dead man. “For sure the non-magus will 

never figure out that this man was murdered. They 

would probably treat it as a heart attack or a 

paralyzing stroke! Nonetheless, this is not our 

greatest concern.” She paused with a sigh and her 

brows creased.  

“What is?” 

“The owner of the ring, of course!” she 

answered. “Since you mention about the Jack 

Incident, it reminds me of an ancient prophecy that 

Grandma Lily once told me…” Having that said, 

she uttered a phrase with a tongue from another 

world. 
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 “One shall...end the Wheel of Life with the scythe of 

Death?” the girl in the purple cloak translated the 

Elvish phrase and her answer got a nod of approval 

right away. 

 “Her tribe thought the prophecy ended with Jack.” 

explained the girl in the dark blue cloak. “But it 

didn’t refer to him. It referred to someone else or 

perhaps, something else.” 

“Don’t tell me you are suggesting-” 

“Why not? Think of this, the power of reaping 

might now be held by an amateur or worse, 

perhaps, a madman. It’s practically like a ticking 

bomb and if we don’t find him...or her as soon as 

possible, who knows when will he or she loses 

control of it, or should I say loses one’s mind...just 

like Jack.”  

Her expression appeared even grimmer. 

“We might not have witnessed that historic 

event ourselves but from the monitoring systems 

and rules they have set specifically for any being 

who holds the power of Death...it shows how serious 

and haunting that incident was even though our 

Senpai eventually took it under control. But who 

knows what will happen this time! If this case does 

go out of hand, it’s not going to be just us failing a 

mission, it’s going to be the end of a lot of lives, 

perhaps… ALL…LIVES!” 
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