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Love doesn’t always come at the right time.

Priam has loved Eibhir since they were children. Though they had never met, Priam eagerly awaited each letter the fae prince sent him, falling more and more.

A single letter comes as a cruel awakening. Eibhir dreams of his mate, who [image: ] unlike Priam [image: ] has magic. Knowing he and his best friend can never be anything more, Priam sets aside his love, determined to keep their friendship.

If only fate had bothered to listen. 

With twenty years of friendship, Eibhir is eager to meet Priam and celebrate the man’s wedding. However, when he finds his mate exchanging vows on the altar, the fae forgets all about his friend and steals the groom away.

He never expected the groom would be Priam! 

Eibhir expects joy. Instead, Priam rages. Can the fae discover why the mortal king wants nothing to do with him? Or has Priam finally managed to harden his broken heart?

A Fae Prince for the Mortal King is a wild fantasy gay romance with drama, pining, and adventure as these two fated mates find their way to happily ever after! 
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Chapter One
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Priam waited upon the steps outside the main hall, smiling in the sun as he awaited for his letter to arrive. Eibhir’s letters always arrived early in the morning on Mondays. He wrote weekly. When they were younger, Priam would often write more than once a week, desperate and eager to tell his friend everything that happened, but Eibhir had siblings and twice the number of lessons that Priam had. While they were both princes, Eibhir was a fae. His magic required training, and many of his letters describe the boring and arduous process of learning spell-work despite it being an intrinsic part of fae. 

“You’re lucky,” Eibhir had written. “Having magic is all fun and games if you’re some random magic user, but if you’re royalty, you have to be perfect.”

Priam hadn’t felt lucky. Despite one of his fathers being a warlock, he inherited none of the magic. If he had had magic, Priam could have learned to portal and gone to Faerie; instead, he had to hope and wait for Eibhir to do it, and the fae seemed entirely uninterested in leaving Faerie. 

“Can’t we go visit?” Priam used to beg his dam.

The warlock would shake his head. “Faerie is a dangerous place for mortals. Your father is king, Priam, and you are his only heir. You are safer here.” 

“But then why can’t Eibhir come here?” he questioned, but his warlock father never had an answer that sounded like anything more than a dismissive excuse.

For one reason or another, they could never meet, but as both Eibhir and Priam were born to warlocks who had apprenticed under the same witch, their parents wanted them to be in contact as they were born in the same year — even though fae aged differently. 

“Time moves differently in Faerie,” Eibhir once tried to explain in a letter. “You don’t know it, but there have been times when I was older than you in appearance and others where you aged beyond me.”

This all seemed like a lie to Priam, but he never dared to ask. There were so few people his age in the castle, and the servants never wanted their children to play with the prince. Lords kept their distance, respecting his warlock father but looking at him strangely as if they could see some lack in him for the magic he didn’t have. His fathers were both regale. The people trusted them, and both promised that one day they would treat him the same. Priam rarely believed them. 

“I am always excited when Faerie’s borders grow more solid and allow travel. It is horrible to wait for your letters when you are the only truly enjoyable writer I’ve ever read,” Eibhir used to say when they were younger. He used to be so full of compliments, but lately, his letters focused on the future. 

Only a fool fell in love with what he couldn’t see, but how could Priam do anything else? Though he had never seen Eibhir’s face, no one knew Priam better. They shared secrets in their letters. Talked of everything from lessons to their dreams, so it was easy to imagine the possibility of marriage. They were princes of a similar age. Why else would his warlock father push for a relationship with someone he would theoretically never meet? If they wanted a relationship between the two realms, they might have pushed for Priam to get to know Lihr, Eibhir’s elder brother who was the heir to the throne of Faerie, but they chose the second son — the one who was his age. That had to mean something. 

“You shouldn’t wait on the steps,” his mortal father scolded, standing in the doorway of the main hall. He frowned. “You are the crown prince of Thaemin.”

Standing, Priam brushed off his tunic. “Eibhir’s letter is coming today.” 

“That is no excuse. You aren’t a child,” his mortal father replied, dark eyes studying his son before he shook his head and clucked his tongue like an old fish wife in disappointment. 

As his father walked past, Priam fought to hold back the argument on the tip of his tongue. To his father, he was undoubtedly a disappointment. Not a warlock with magic who could protect the realm with the might of his dam. His body was an illusion of a mortal man — dressed and worked to make his shoulders broad and to build muscle to hide that he shared his warlock father’s ability to carry children even though he could not shift his form the way his dam did. 

“Focus on your lessons,” his mortal father instructed. “That is a better use of your time.” 

Left on his own, Priam sagged against the wall, determined to wait. He loved Eibhir. Even if his father didn’t think he was a proper prince — he couldn’t fight the way excitement built in his chest. Falling in love, no one could control how it happened. Perhaps his parents knew — pulled along by some fated string, but hadn’t his own mortal father lamented that he couldn’t feel the pull between them? 

“It was a mystery to me,” his mortal father had once told him, sitting Priam on his knee as a young child. “Your papa knew I was meant for him, but I was a newly crowned king with too much to lose.”

They had found their way together. Wars fought side by side as his warlock father proved himself and his love, but the idea confused Priam. As a child, he lost all sense, trying to figure out the way it destroyed him to believe that love was something to be proved. If love needed proof and earning, then it felt cheapened, but the easy way he recognized the emotion inside terrified him — excited him. 

“Prince Priam,” the messenger called, smiling up at him. “You have a letter.”

Feigning calm, Priam descended, taking the letter. “Thank you, Gregor.”

“My pleasure, as always, your majesty.” 

Priam ached to tear open the letter. To pull it apart and read it right then and there, but he waited, ascending back to his rooms, so that he could set the letter aside with the rest he had kept over the years. Ten years of letters, since Priam turned eight, sat in a chest kept safely beneath his bed. 

Flipping it over, he undid the seal, smiling at the familiar rushed script.

My dear Priam,

You are lucky this letter isn’t delayed. Lihr stumbled across his mate tonight, and everyone is downstairs celebrating. I almost forgot I intended to write you back, but the way Lihr reacted, apologizing and then thanking her after he tripped out near the black swan lake will live on in my mind forever. He’ll never live it down. Covered in bird shit, and he dragged her right down into the mess before he realized who she was to him. 

She is, of course, a fae. Not a noble or anyone of convenience for our parents, but love is love, and the fae place the red string above all else.

Priam’s heart clenched. He had not considered that. Mortals rarely had red strings, and while his father seemed to be an exception, there was little chance that he had a string, and even if by some miracle he did, the odds of it being connected to Eibhir were impossible to calculate. Whatever their parents intended — or whatever he hoped they might intend, it didn’t matter. Pushing the cracks forming in his love aside, he cursed, desperate to fight against the shattering on the edge of his mind. He dared not to believe that this would be how his love ended. 

Love like that seems so cloying. He dreamed of her. That’s how he found the lake and the black swans, so I’ve been thinking that I should pay more attention to my dreams. 

I haven’t told anyone. I wanted to tell you first. I dreamed of a man. He was a magic user. Shapeshifting - or something of the kind. Probably a warlock like our dams. He was beautiful, Pri. Taller than me. Powerful. The sort of man that I always thought would be mine.

Priam put down the letter, stepping away as he paced the length of his room. Outside, the knights trained. He ought to have been in lessons. Was this his punishment? 

It will be so exciting. When I find my mate, we’ll come and visit. He’ll undoubtedly like you as much as I do. We’ll all be fast friends, I’m sure. 

I need to return to the party. I’m sure Lihr is making a fool of himself, and with how much praise our parents are giving him for finding what destiny always intended for him to find, I need to help to keep him grounded. 

Your best friend who you’ll forgive for writing so little because you know how distracted I can get,

Eibhir

Fruitless. Like any other mortal’s first love. His love was pointless and useless. A recreation to be tossed aside because he was mortal in ways even his mortal father wasn’t. His hands held no magic. No red string wrapped around his finger. 

Adding the letter to his collection, Priam returned to his lessons, folding himself into pieces and placing them into boxes in his mind. Fae belonged with other magical beings. Without magic, he had no hope and no reason to believe in something as foolish as their friendship becoming anything else. In silence, he took his meals, not writing a letter in response and refocusing on the man his kingly father desired him to be. It was easy to follow the rules. Easy to pretend he woke one day recognizing the childishness that had him chasing letters when he ought to have focused on learning trade routes and the laws. 

“Priam,” his dam called two weeks later. “You’ve received a letter. Don’t you normally meet Gregor in the hall?” 

Two weeks — Eibhir had likely forgotten about him too. All the celebration stole his friend’s attention, but that was for the best. Pushing down the spite that rose in his chest, Priam smiled. 

“A prince does not wait for messengers,” he lightly commented. “Besides, I have little time and little in
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