

    
        
          The Cursed Crown

        

        
        
          Mohamed Chouni

        

        
          Published by Mohamed Chouni, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE CURSED CROWN

    

    
      First edition. September 4, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Mohamed Chouni.

    

    
    
      Written by Mohamed Chouni.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Sign up for Mohamed Chouni's Mailing List

About the Publisher

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1

[image: ]


The Cursed Crown

Whispers of the Prophecy

The ancient stones of Elarion Castle had seen countless sunrises, each painting the eastern spires with a fleeting blush of dawn. Prince Alaric, however, rarely noticed such beauty anymore. His gaze was often fixed on the distant, jagged peaks of the Serpent’s Tooth Mountains, a line of formidable sentinels that guarded the western borders of his kingdom. A cold dread had begun to coil around his heart, tightening its grip with each passing night, stealing the peace that should have been his birthright.

His chamber, vast and adorned with tapestries depicting the glorious triumphs of his ancestors, felt more like a gilded cage than a sanctuary. The heavy silence of the early morning hours often amplified the restless thrumming in his veins, a low hum of anxiety that had become his constant companion. He was a prince, yes, but the weight of expectation and an encroaching sense of impending doom had begun to fray the edges of his otherwise composed demeanor.

Elarion had enjoyed centuries of relative peace, a golden age whispered about in hushed tones by elder scholars. Yet, beneath this veneer of tranquility, a subtle unease had begun to spread, like a blight on a verdant field. The common folk spoke of strange omens—birds flying south in winter, rivers churning with unusual vigor, and the persistent chill in the air that seemed to defy the change of seasons.
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Alaric dismissed such superstitious mutterings, at least outwardly. He had been tutored in reason and statecraft, groomed to rule a kingdom built on logic and strength. But even his rational mind could not entirely quell the disquiet that seeped into the castle’s very foundations. The whispers were growing louder, not just from the market squares but from the hushed conversations among the nobility.

The royal court, once a bastion of decorum, now crackled with an unspoken tension. Nobles eyed each other with thinly veiled suspicion, alliances shifted with the subtlety of a serpent’s coil, and beneath it all, the phantom scent of ambition and fear lingered. King Theron, Alaric’s father, a man of formidable presence and unwavering resolve, seemed increasingly burdened, his brow furrowed with concerns he did not share.

Alaric understood, intuitively, that something profound was stirring. It was not merely the usual political maneuvering, nor the typical anxieties of harvest or border disputes. This was deeper, older, a primordial tremor that threatened to shake the very bedrock of their existence. He felt it in the way the guards patrolled with a renewed vigilance, in the taut expressions of the castle staff, and most profoundly, in the unsettling silence that sometimes descended upon his father’s study.

For weeks, the nightmares had tormented him. They were fragments, shifting like smoke, yet their core image was always the same: a crown, dark as polished obsidian, shimmering with an inner light that was both alluring and terrifying. It pulsed with a malevolent energy, its sharp points resembling thorns, and from its depths, he heard voices—ancient, guttural, filled with a hunger that chilled him to the bone.

He saw glimpses of a figure wearing it, their face obscured by shadows, their eyes burning with an unnatural fire. The figure raised a hand, and the world around them erupted in a maelstrom of fire and screams. The air grew thick with ash and the metallic tang of blood, a symphony of destruction that echoed in his ears even after he jolted awake, drenched in a cold sweat, his heart hammering against his ribs.

Each morning, the memories faded into a hazy dread, leaving him exhausted and on edge. He tried to rationalize them, attributing them to the pressures of his princely duties, the burden of his future kingship, or perhaps an unsettling dream brought on by a rich supper. Yet, the vividness of the images, the visceral terror, persisted, gnawing at the edges of his carefully constructed composure.

He never spoke of them. Not to his father, who would dismiss them as youthful anxieties, nor to his closest confidant, Sir Kael, whose pragmatic nature would offer little comfort. The nightmares were his burden, a secret weight that pressed down on him, making the daylight hours feel like a fragile truce before the inevitable return of night and its terrifying visions.

The whispers about the crown, he realized with a chilling certainty, had begun to intertwine with his dreams. He had heard the hushed tales in the castle library, from the mouths of ancient, brittle-boned scholars poring over forgotten texts. They spoke of the Shadow Crown, a relic of immense power and unspeakable darkness, forged in an age before recorded history, its true origins shrouded in myth and fear.

According to legend, the crown was crafted by a forgotten sorcerer-king, driven mad by his lust for ultimate dominion. He poured his own corrupted essence into its making, binding dark spirits and ancient curses within its very metal. It was said to grant its wearer dominion over the elements and the minds of men, but at a terrible cost—the erosion of their soul, transforming them into a vessel for the crown’s own insidious will.

For centuries, the crown had been lost, relegated to the realm of myth, a cautionary tale told to children to encourage obedience. Most scholars believed it to be nothing more than a fanciful allegory, a dark fable designed to discourage tyrannical rule. But now, the legend was resurfacing, not as a fable, but as a dire warning carried on the wind, stirring anxieties that had long lain dormant.

Master Elara, the kingdom’s chief archivist, a woman whose eyes held the wisdom of a thousand years, had been seen more frequently in the king’s private study. Her usually serene demeanor was replaced by a perpetual frown, and she clutched ancient scrolls with an almost frantic intensity. Her presence always heralded discussions of deep import, and her sudden increased involvement was not lost on Alaric.

He recalled an overheard snippet of conversation between her and his father, hushed and urgent. “The portents, Your Majesty,” Elara had murmured, her voice thin with age, “they align with the prophecies. The time of its return is nigh. The Crown... it stirs.” King Theron’s reply had been a low growl, unintelligible, but the tension in the air had been palpable, a stark indication of the gravity of their discussion.

This memory now resonated with a chilling clarity, connecting the threads of his nightmares with the resurgence of the ancient legend. The crown from his dreams, dark and malevolent, was not a figment of his stressed imagination, but a tangible threat, a shadow from the past reaching out to claim the present. The realization sent a shiver down his spine, a cold premonition of trials yet to come.

The kingdom itself, while outwardly prosperous, harbored its own internal struggles. The powerful noble houses, for generations bound by oaths of fealty to the throne of Elarion, were growing increasingly restive. Lord Valerius of House Blackwood, a man of vast lands and an even vaster ego, had been particularly vocal in his dissent regarding the King’s recent taxation policies, seeing them as an affront to his ancestral rights.

Valerius commanded a significant portion of the kingdom’s military strength and had always been a thorn in King Theron’s side. His ambition was thinly veiled, a hungry wolf lurking at the edges of the royal pack. Alaric had often witnessed the tense exchanges between his father and the formidable lord, sensing the brittle peace that held their alliance together was always on the verge of shattering.

Then there was Lady Isolde of House Stonehaven, whose cunning mind was as sharp as her ancestral blades. She controlled the lucrative trade routes to the southern kingdoms and her influence rivaled even that of Valerius. Isolde, while outwardly loyal, possessed a cold pragmatism that made her allegiances shift with the prevailing winds of power, a dangerous trait in times of uncertainty.

Alaric had always found Lady Isolde unsettling, her eyes, the color of winter ice, seemed to pierce through pretenses, revealing the raw ambition beneath. He suspected she was playing a long game, positioning her house for maximum advantage, no matter the cost to the kingdom’s stability. Her recent clandestine meetings with representatives from rival houses had not gone unnoticed by the royal intelligence.

The tension within the court was a suffocating blanket, pressing down on everyone. Every conversation seemed to carry a hidden agenda, every smile a potential deception. The air was thick with political intrigue, and Alaric, despite his youth, felt the immense pressure to navigate this treacherous landscape, to understand the subtle cues and the unspoken threats that simmered beneath the surface.

He often walked the castle battlements at dusk, the cool evening air doing little to soothe his troubled mind. From his vantage point, he could see the sprawling capital, Elarion City, its myriad lights twinkling like fallen stars. It was a city he was sworn to protect, a people he was destined to lead. Yet, the sense of impending chaos, fueled by his nightmares and the growing whispers, left him feeling profoundly isolated.

One evening, as the last vestiges of twilight faded from the sky, Alaric found himself drawn to the oldest section of the castle library, a wing rarely visited, its shelves laden with ancient tomes gathering dust. He sought not knowledge, but a distraction, a brief respite from the relentless cycle of dread that had consumed his thoughts. His fingers brushed against a leather-bound volume, its title worn smooth by time.

It was a collection of ancient Elarion folklore, tales of heroes and monsters, of forgotten gods and curses. He opened it randomly, and his eyes fell upon an illustration—a stylized drawing of a crown, dark and spiky, almost identical to the one that haunted his nightly visions. Beneath it, in faded script, were the words: *“The Shadow Crown, harbinger of ruin, forged in despair, worn by kings undone.”*

A jolt of pure terror shot through him, seizing his breath. It was no longer a dream, no longer a legend, but a terrifying reality manifesting itself in his waking world. The legend was resurfacing, not just in hushed tones but in tangible forms, demanding to be acknowledged. He closed the book abruptly, as if it had burned his fingers, his heart thundering in his chest.

The ancient text spoke of an era of unending night, when the Shadow Crown held sway, and
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