
Agreements and Curses

Johannes T. Evans


Table of Contents

Title Page

Agreements and Curses

Agreements and Curses

More from the Author

A young man is dispatched to a fae land and joins the princes’ retinue.

20k, rated M, M/M. As part of an exchange program between the magical city from which he hails and the fae island state of Einsamal, a young man is sent as a child to explore fable and adventure, and in the process falls in love with one of the princes. The prince, a child of Loki, faces his own trials.

Some slow fantasy, a bit of romance and Norse trouble and emotions and angst. Introducing Princes Loptr and Fenris, Boniface Nottingham, aaaand with some more of Loki at his usual mischief.
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Boniface had spent much of the journey from Virtue lying on his side in the small berth that had been assigned him — only three times over the course of the three-week journey had he actually managed to get himself to his feet and get out on deck, and while the sea breeze would soothe him for a little while, it would be a short-lived relief before the sea sickness gripped him again.

When he alighted on Einsamal, it was a member of the king’s court, a healer named Is, who came to meet him. He was fairly sure he looked awful already, but her look of horror made him quite certain.

“I’m sorry,” he muttered as he followed after her, slow and a little clumsy on his feet. “They kept saying I’d get used to it, but I just... didn’t.”

“Sit,” said Is, bringing him to sit down at a table and bench overlooking the port, and Boniface looked out to the ship as the crew kept climbing off of it — they’d bound the sails down, tied them up, and now they were passing cargo down the gangplank. The rest of it. The cargo that wasn’t Boniface himself.

Is disappeared but returned with a plate of smoked meats, cheese, and a thick, grainy bread, and he ate ravenously — he was hungrier than he’d ever been in his life, unbelievably relieved to actually be able to chew and swallow without immediately gagging or feeling dizzy, and he knew it was impolite, that he should have been talking, but he was starved.

He’d met Is a few months ago, when Boniface’s name had been drawn from the lottery, at least, so it wasn’t as if she was a complete stranger.

“How was the ceremony?” she asked.

“Good,” said Boniface. “She seems nice, Kari. She seemed tremendously... refined.”

“It’s part of the agreement that we exchange children of roughly equal value to our communities, that they might serve appropriate roles as they change places, assuming they grow into the community, stay there.”

“She seemed like a princess,” said Boniface, and Is laughed, shaking her head.

“She isn’t a princess,” she said. “But Kari is of noble birth — her mother is a commander in Einsamal’s navy, and her father serves alongside myself, in his majesty’s court.”

“And that’s equivalent to a cardiothoracic surgeon and the Head of the Treasury?”

“It was argued,” said Is, “that Virtue might think we were cheating them, sending Kari instead of someone in line for the throne.”

Boniface looked down at the surface of the table, feeling his cheeks burn. He didn’t like it, being told how valuable he was based on what his parents did — and he absolutely didn’t like being told how valuable someone else was, that they were less valuable than him. It felt wrong, felt unpleasant and almost dirty, somehow. He knew that it wasn’t like that, exactly — he’d been given a very stern talking-to about it, that it was about value to the community rather than a monetary worth or something similar, but something about it didn’t taste right to him, didn’t sit well.

“Lady Astrid and Amund are sailing at the moment,” said Is. “They’ll be back before dark — you’ll be raised in their household, under their purview, as Kari is being raised in yours. You understand?”

“Yes,” said Boniface. “I’m very grateful, of course.”

“Have you eaten your fill?”

“Yes, thank you.”

“Then we’ll walk up the hill,” said Is. “You’ll meet his majesty now, and his sons.”

Boniface felt the blood drain out of his face, his stomach doing a flip, and he looked down at himself in his battered trousers and corded jumper, thought about the glimpse he’d got of his reflection, the mussed and dirty state of his hair, the bags under his eyes, how pale he was, how unwell he looked.

“Are you sure?” he asked.

“It’s why I came to meet you,” said Is. “You are to act as a noble’s son — the princes are your peers now, Boniface.”

“Princes,” repeated Boniface helplessly.

“Come,” said Is.

He was still clumsy walking up the hill, and he felt out of place in the clothes he was wearing — he’d been told his clothes would be alright, but he didn’t see anybody else wearing clothes like his, clothes that you’d buy in shops with zips on them: everyone was wearing handmade pieces, many of them wearing tunics with layers of fabric and shawls rather than actual jumpers. He didn’t see so much as a pair of jeans — the closest he saw were leather breeches, and that was some man going by on horseback.

People were looking at him, and he forced himself to keep his head high and to smile at the people that looked his way, to nod to them, even though he almost wanted to grab at Is’ skirts and hide in them as though he were six instead of twelve.

The palace was sprawling and beautifully designed, but it was set inside the mountain, such that at first you thought you were just going into tunnels, and then you saw the incredible stained glass rooves and windows, letting in light that was turned a hundred beautiful colours by the designs in the glass and left to dapple on the floor.

They were walking on rainbows as they moved further into palace, and Boniface could feel his heart beating hard in his chest as they walked through and then past a room with a great throne in it, instead going out under the open air again. It was a small arena, dirt ground encircled with stone fencing, and Boniface stared at the boys sparring inside it.

They were about his own age, twelve or thirteen, but all three of them were bigger than he was, and stacked with muscle — the largest of them, an East Asian boy with thick brown hair tied up in a bun, moved astonishingly fast for a boy with such brawn on his body, and the two white ones, who were both big but lacked the same bulk their friend sported, were struggling to keep up with him, but made up for being a little slower by working together to try to trip him to the ground.

Looking out over them was a big, bulky man who resembled the biggest boy — he was over six feet tall, taller than Boniface’s own father, and he was nodding slowly as he watched the boys fight.

When he turned his head and saw Boniface, his expression of focused concentration faded to a grinning smile, and he clapped a mighty hand down on Boniface’s shoulder, winding him.

“There you are!” he said, and then frowned slightly, tilting up Boniface’s face. “Fuck,” he pronounced, making him blink a few times in surprise — he didn’t think anyone had ever sworn so obviously in front of him, to him. “Had a hard time on the journey here, did ya?”

“It turns out I get seasick, your majesty,” said Boniface, and King Leon laughed.

“We’ll cure you of that, soon enough,” he pronounced loudly. “Boniface Nottingham, Man of Virtue, well-met!”

He put out his arm, bending slightly so that Boniface could reach, and Boniface straightened his back, gripping the older man’s forearm the way he gripped Boniface’s own, his huge hand utterly enfolding Boniface’s arm.

“Leon Alvisson, King of Einsamal,” he echoed, voice tinny in his own ears. “Well-met.”

There was a part of him that couldn’t really comprehend it, that here was a magical king right in front of him, touching him as casually as if he was Boniface’s very own uncle, because this wasn’t for him. He wasn’t meant to be here, but that was the point, wasn’t it, the exchange?

“It’ll get easier,” the king said quietly, his voice kind, before he clapped his hands together so hard the sound was like a thunderclap, making Boniface flinch. “Fenris, lad, here’s Virtue’s boy!”

He shoved Boniface in the centre of his back, making him stumble into the arena. The boys had split apart from their play with one another, and it was the two smaller ones that approached him at first, both of them staring at him with focus in their eyes, slight smirks pulling at their lips.

They had light brown eyes and dark hair, both of them with natural highlights through the swept back waves — they moved in synchronicity with one another, taking slow, loping steps like wolves or wild cats, and Boniface swallowed, standing still in his place as they approached him, then crossed over right in front of him.

They walked past him on his either side, and he didn’t know if he should look to the left or the right, glancing at one of them and then the other, but the big boy was approaching now, so Boniface looked forward.

He had a serious face, strong eyebrows, a strong jaw, and his eyes were a pale, shining brown that seemed almost solid in colour from this far away. He moved with slow, predatory intent, his lips pressed together, every step utterly silent on the dirt as he came forward, into Boniface’s space.

Boniface had to look up at him — he wasn’t a particularly small boy, was average height, but the prince — Fenris — was big.

He stood right in front of Boniface, his chin up, his expression cold, glaring down at him, and Boniface swallowed hard.

“You’re the exchange?” he asked, and Boniface had almost expected him to rumble in the way that his father did, but he didn’t, had a normal boy’s voice even though he was so big.

“I, yes,” said Boniface, and put out his hand, straightening his back as best he could. His voice cracked slightly as he said, “Well-met.”

The boy stared down at him with such a hardness in his face that Boniface almost shuddered, but then his face changed: all of a sudden, he was beaming, and it was as though the sun radiated out of his face, as though he were pure brightness and shine, and Boniface felt himself relax.

“Welcome!” said Fenris, grabbing his arm, and then he pulled Boniface closer, making
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