

    
        
          The Fae King’s Curse

        

        
        
          Mickey Bolton

        

        
          Published by Mickey Bolton, 2025.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      THE FAE KING’S CURSE

    

    
      First edition. February 19, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Mickey Bolton.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8227920461

    

    
    
      Written by Mickey Bolton.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

The Fae King’s Curse

Chapter 1: The Mark of the Fae

Chapter 2: The King of Shadows

Chapter 2: The King of Shadows

Chapter 3: A Leash for a Pet

Chapter 4: The Chains of Fate

Chapter 5: The First Signs of Power

Chapter 6: The Veil Between Worlds

Chapter 7: Whispers of Rebellion

Chapter 8: The Masquerade of Shadows

Chapter 9: Betrayal in the Dark

Chapter 10: The Fall of the Shadow King

Chapter 11: The Truth of the Curse

Chapter 12: A King’s Redemption

Chapter 13: Power Awakens

Chapter 14: Shadows and Silver Flames

Chapter 15: The Shadow King's Secret

Chapter 16: The Truth in Blood and Shadow

Chapter 17: A Reckoning of Fate

Chapter 18: A Fate Rewritten

Chapter 19: The Price of Power

Chapter 20: The Monster in the Dark

Chapter 21: The Breaking Point

Chapter 21: The Breaking Point

Chapter 22: The Choice That Changes Everything

Chapter 23: Into the Wolves’ Den

Chapter 24: The Trap

Chapter 25: A King Unleashed

Chapter 26: A Storm at the Gates

Chapter 27: The Choice That Breaks Everything

Chapter 28: The Truth of the Curse

Chapter 29: The Cost of Freedom

Chapter 30: The Death of Elyria

Chapter 31: A Throne of Ashes

Chapter 32: Freedom is a Lie

Chapter 33: The Curse Takes Hold

Chapter 34: The King Who Refuses to Let Go

Chapter 35: The Price of Breaking the Curse

Chapter 36: The Only Name She Knows

Chapter 37: A War Against Fate

Chapter 38: A Soul in the Dark

Chapter 39: The Final Battle for Her Soul

Chapter 40: The Aftermath of a War Unwritten


The Fae King’s Curse

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: The Mark of the Fae
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The storm arrived with no warning.

One moment, the village of Rellis was bathed in the golden hues of dusk, and the next, the sky darkened as thick clouds gathered overhead, swallowing the last traces of sunlight. A sharp wind cut through the town, ripping loose shutters from homes and sending carts tumbling across the cobbled streets. The air was thick with the scent of rain and burning wood, the wind howling through narrow alleyways like the mournful cries of lost souls.

Elyria ran through the chaos, her cloak whipping behind her, feet slipping in the mud as she pushed toward the center of town. The cries of the villagers filled her ears—shouts of men trying to secure their homes, the frantic calls of mothers searching for their children, the distant wail of livestock caught in the storm. Her heart pounded, but she didn’t stop. She had heard the desperate plea for help moments before, and no matter the risk, she couldn’t ignore it.

As she broke through the gathering crowd in the village square, her breath caught at the sight before her. A young boy—no older than seven—lay trapped beneath the collapsed beams of a market stall, his small frame pinned beneath the heavy wreckage. His mother knelt beside him, her hands trembling as she tried to shift the weight. The boy’s face was pale, his chest barely rising, his body limp.

“Please, someone help him!” the woman sobbed, looking frantically at the onlookers. “He’s dying!”

No one moved. The storm had already left them frightened, but this—this was something worse. They knew there was nothing they could do. The beams were too heavy, and the boy was too fragile. To move him carelessly might end his life instead of saving it.

Elyria’s stomach twisted as she stepped forward. Dropping to her knees beside the child, she pressed her fingers to his wrist. His pulse was weak, fading.

He was slipping away.

She had to act now.

Fear tightened its grip around her chest as she hesitated. She knew what she had to do, but doing it—here, in front of them all—was dangerous. The power that ran through her veins had remained a secret her entire life. But if she did nothing, this boy would die.

She exhaled sharply.

Steeling herself, Elyria placed her hands over the boy’s chest and let her power rise to the surface. A slow, thrumming warmth built beneath her skin, winding its way down her arms like molten silver. The moment it reached her fingertips, a soft glow bloomed, faint at first, then growing brighter.

The crowd gasped.

A shimmer of magic seeped into the boy’s skin, invisible threads of light sinking into his wounds, knitting together flesh and bone. His breathing steadied. His eyelids fluttered. And then—he exhaled deeply, as though waking from a deep sleep.

Silence fell over the square.

Elyria felt the weight of every gaze upon her as she lifted her hands, staring at the fading glow that still clung to her fingertips. For a moment, she let herself feel relief. She had saved him. He was alive.

Then the mother gasped, and the spell of quiet shattered.

“She—” the woman’s voice trembled, her eyes wide with fear. “She used magic.”

The word spread like fire through dry brush.

A ripple of movement surged through the crowd, their earlier fear transforming into something sharper—something far more dangerous.

“Magic,” someone whispered.
“She’s one of them.”
“She’s fae.”
Elyria’s stomach dropped.

A horn blared in the distance, a deep, resonant sound that sent ice crawling up her spine.

No. No, no, no.

The Night Court’s hunters had been searching for weeks. She had heard the rumors—their patrols at the border, the quiet disappearances of those who had been suspected of carrying fae blood. They were looking for someone. For her.

And now, she had just given herself away.

She turned and ran.

She barely made it two steps before a shadow moved in front of her. A gloved hand clamped around her wrist, yanking her backward. Elyria fought, twisting against her captor’s grip, but the moment the cold metal of faebane shackles locked around her wrists, her magic recoiled violently, a sharp pain stabbing through her veins.

She gasped, the energy inside her flickering out like a candle snuffed by the wind.

A low chuckle brushed against her ear, dark amusement woven through its depths. “Did you really think you could run?”

The voice sent a shiver down her spine—smooth, commanding, laced with something dangerously close to amusement.

She turned her head, her vision swimming as she looked up at the figure who held her.

Tall. Cloaked in black, his long coat lined with silver thread, the sigil of a twisted crown embroidered over his chest. His golden eyes gleamed, sharp and assessing, filled with a knowing sort of cruelty. Dark, rain-dampened hair framed sharp cheekbones, a jawline cut from stone. He was fae—there was no mistaking it. And not just any fae.

A warrior. A predator.

The storm raged around them, lightning illuminating the wicked curve of his mouth as he smirked.

“You are far too lovely to be left in a place like this,” he murmured, his fingers brushing over her jaw in a touch that was both curious and assessing. “Pity. I was hoping for a bit more of a chase.”

Elyria yanked away from him, her breath ragged as she glared. “Get your hands off me.”

His smirk only widened, but his eyes darkened slightly, as though something in her defiance intrigued him.

“Oh, little human.” He tilted his head, watching her with the same detached curiosity one might give to a caged bird. “You misunderstand.” His grip tightened, and the air between them seemed to pulse with an unseen force.

“You belong to me now.”

Before she could spit out a retort, his free hand grasped her sleeve and pushed it up, exposing the inside of her wrist.

Elyria sucked in a sharp breath.

The mark.

The swirling silver sigil—an intricate pattern that had been there since birth—glowed faintly against her skin, reacting to his touch.

The fae warrior inhaled slowly, his smirk vanishing as his expression shifted into something colder. More calculating.

His golden eyes met hers, and for a moment, the entire world seemed to still.

He exhaled, almost as if in satisfaction.

“Found you.”
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Darkness.

It wrapped around Elyria like a second skin, thick and suffocating. The scent of damp stone and something rich—spiced and unfamiliar—clung to the air as she stirred from unconsciousness. A dull ache pulsed in her skull, and when she tried to move, the sharp bite of iron against her wrists made her hiss in pain.

Iron shackles.

The realization hit her like a slap.

Her pulse lurched violently as her surroundings came into focus. The walls were carved from smooth obsidian, inlaid with swirling runes that pulsed faintly in the dim candlelight. A thick fur rug lay beneath her knees, so soft it almost mocked the cold chains holding her in place.

She was kneeling in the center of a throne room.

Not just any throne room.

The Shadowkeep.

A sick, twisting sensation coiled in her gut. The Fae King’s seat of power. The place where no human had ever entered and left alive.

Footsteps echoed off the polished black stone, slow and deliberate.

Elyria lifted her head, and there he was.

The Fae King.

Kaelith stood at the top of a dais, his imposing figure bathed in the flickering glow of enchanted torches. His golden eyes studied her with cool indifference, as if she were nothing more than an interesting insect trapped in his web.

Dressed in raven-black armor, edged in silver filigree that caught the firelight, he radiated raw, untouchable power. His coat hung open just enough to reveal the dark tunic beneath, the fabric clinging to his broad chest. Dark hair, slightly tousled from the storm, fell across his forehead, framing cheekbones so sharp they could cut.

And those lips—full, slightly parted, as if always on the verge of a smirk.

A king with a face carved by the gods themselves, but with eyes that promised ruin and war.

Elyria’s heart thundered against her ribs.

He descended the steps slowly, each measured stride making her pulse climb higher. She forced herself not to shrink away as he approached, though every instinct screamed at her to run, fight, do something other than kneel before a predator.

When he finally stopped before her, he tilted his head.

His voice was smooth, a quiet danger wrapped in silk.

“You should be dead.”

She swallowed, trying to steady her breathing. “Then why aren’t I?”

A flicker of amusement crossed his face.

“Because, little human,” he murmured, reaching out and brushing a single gloved finger under her chin, tilting her face up to his, “I’m not finished with you yet.”

Heat shot through her body, infuriatingly traitorous.

His touch was barely there, a whisper of contact that sent a sharp, unwanted shiver down her spine. She hated that he noticed—the faint flicker of something darkly pleased in his expression told her he had.

Elyria yanked her chin away, glaring. “I’m not yours to play with.”

Kaelith let out a low, knowing chuckle.

“Are you sure about that?”

He turned and began circling her, like a lion prowling around its prey, hands clasped behind his back. “You see, your kind does not simply walk into my court, wielding magic that should not exist. No, you are something far more... interesting.”

He stopped behind her.

She felt the ghost of his breath against the curve of her neck, though he never touched her.

“Something I have been hunting for a long time.”

Elyria refused to give him the satisfaction of reacting, though the heat curling in her stomach betrayed her.

She clenched her fists. “I don’t know what you think I am, but I’m no one. I’m just—”

“Just a girl?” he mused, amusement lacing his tone. “A healer with a talent no human should possess?”

Her silence must have pleased him because he chuckled again—a low, dark sound that sent a shiver down her spine.

Then, with unbearable slowness, he stepped around to face her once more. He crouched to her level, golden eyes boring into her as if he could read every secret buried beneath her skin.

“Tell me, little one.” His voice was softer now, cruel in its gentleness. “Do you know what you are?”

Elyria swallowed hard.

She knew what the villagers had said. A witch. A cursed one. A fae.

But none of it made sense. She had been born human. Raised human. There was no reason for her to have magic.

Kaelith studied her for a long moment, then reached forward, catching her wrist in his grip.

Her skin burned where he touched her, though not from pain.

She tried to jerk away, but his hold was unyielding.

“You bear the mark of the old magic,” he murmured, his thumb brushing over the swirling silver sigil that had always been there.

“I don’t know what it means,” she admitted, voice barely above a whisper.

He made a thoughtful sound, his gaze flicking back to her face.

“I do.”

She inhaled sharply, but before she could demand an answer, Kaelith’s attention shifted.

He rose smoothly to his full height, turning toward the Fae nobles who had gathered along the edges of the room.

“My council believes I should kill you,” he said conversationally, his voice carrying through the throne room. “That a creature like you, wielding magic you do not understand, is a threat to the balance of this court.”

A murmur of agreement rippled through the nobles.

Elyria’s stomach twisted, but she refused to let fear show.

Kaelith turned back to her, his golden eyes glinting with something wicked.

“Luckily for you, I don’t always listen to my council.”

Something low and electric passed between them as he took a slow step forward.

“I am offering you a choice,” he said, voice soft but edged with warning. “Help me uncover the secrets of your magic... or rot in my dungeons until I decide otherwise.”

Elyria’s pulse raced.

This was no choice at all.

She could refuse—but that meant slow death in the darkness beneath the castle. Or she could agree—and place herself at the mercy of a king who was far more dangerous than the shadows themselves.

Her throat tightened.

His gaze never left hers, waiting, watching.

Finally, she exhaled and lifted her chin.

“I choose the third option,” she said, voice steady. “Escaping from you.”

Kaelith laughed. A low, amused, utterly devastating sound.

“Oh, little human.” His gaze dropped to her mouth, lingering for a heartbeat too long before flicking back to her eyes. “You will learn soon enough. No one escapes me.”
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