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To Poison a Fae King


There was a traitor in their midst. 
The castle kitchens were a buzz with activity in the morning, thanks to the invisibility pill none of them paid Ashim any mind as he weaved between each of them and found a cart by the stairs weighed down with a teapot and full fry up breakfast. He wondered if this was for Princess Orison or King Sila. There was no nameplate to indicate who the meal was for. Ashim was under strict orders that the Mortelock burning a hole in his pocket was for King Sila and nobody else.
Since arriving in Fallasingha, he wondered where the afore mentioned princess was being kept prisoner. Though it was against orders, he wondered if he could rescue her from this glorified prison. As the thought crossed his mind, the Runner brand on his chest gave him an answering tug, telling him to not even think about it. Even Ashim could agree it was too much of a risk. There were too many guards that he didn’t have the resources to fight.
Across the kitchen, he caught sight of his companion Bahlir standing in the door. His face was half covered with a black scarf to conceal his identity, wearing a thick trench coat. Not like it mattered when he too took an invisibility pill. Bahlir pointed incessantly at the cart. Ashim raised his hands to indicate he didn’t know who it was for. To his relief, a servant with red hair and tree bark on her face came along.
“You’re forgetting the kings jams for his toast,” she called to another servant nearby.
Fishing out the Mortelock quickly, Ashim popped the cork and as the servants turned her back, he lifted the lid on the teapot and poured some of the clear liquid inside. Securing the lid back on quickly and holding his breath as the servant returned to the cart with the jams. The servant checked all the contents then pushed the cart to the stairs. With a wave of her hand, the cart floated up the stairs as though on a track.
Ashim remained where he stood, trying not to alert the servants of his presence. Looking down, there was still some more Mortelock in his vial. Despite his better judgement, Ashim made his way up the stairs, following the cart that was at the top of the stairs when he got there. Popping the cork once more, he splashed the Mortelock over the food like a vinegar and sucked in a sharp breath when he heard footsteps from the servant’s stairs.
“What about Princess Orison’s breakfast?”
The servant with red hair rounded the corner, followed by another one with black hair as they rose into the dining room. “Make her some porridge. I doubt she’ll eat it, though.”
That made Ashim’s curiosity peak. He wondered if the princess was sick and if that gave him an outlet to help her. A pressure in his brand shook his traitorous thoughts away, and he fled down the stairs, bypassing the servants who were busy preparing breakfast and back to Bahlir, who awaited outside.  
“What are you doing here?” Bahlir hissed. “We need to ensure the King drinks the poison so we’re successful.”
“How long do I have left?”
Bahlir had informed him the invisibility pill was temporary. To Ashim’s relief, Bahlir produced another pill. Taking it from his hand, Ashim forced it down and retched from not having any water. With both of them taking the pills, it was the only way they could see each other, otherwise he’d be like everybody else to Bahlir’s presence.  
“I’m thinking of rescuing Princess Orison, if I have time,” Ashim admitted.
“You aren’t a Tearager, Ashim.” He turned to Bahlir. “There’s a shield around the castle to keep her confined to the grounds.”
Tears stung Ashim’s eyes as he took in the castle in a new light. Though he wasn’t a Charmseer, he couldn’t fathom that the surrounding view was all Princess Orison could see of the Othereal. Never being able to find the beauty of lands far from here. Shaking his turmoil away, Ashim faced the servant’s door again, wishing he had a lethal dose of Mortelock so he could do more.
Ignoring the traitorous thoughts once again when his brand gave him pressure, he entered the kitchens once again, bypassing the busy servants. He jogged up the stairs, hoping he wasn’t too late to see the king fall. 
***From the shadows, Ashim sat on the floor, watching the taster eat some of Sila’s breakfast. Ashim didn’t know enough about Mortelock, but he knew it was slow working and tasteless. When no reaction happened after a few moments, the taster bowed and vacated the room. From his vantage point, Ashim frowned to see a male figure with black hair reach over Sila’s shoulder and drop something in Sila’s food before hiding in the shadows at the king’s back. It didn’t take long to see he wasn’t the only one poisoning Sila this morning.  
Scrutinising the king, Ashim saw Sila’s sickly appearance. His complexion was almost green, his cheeks hollowed out and dark circles were under his eyes with his fire red hair appearing dull. It wasn’t a good look for a king. Ashim listened to a spoon ring against a cup as Sila stirred it. It was the chiming of a clock that told him it was time and he watched Sila drink deeply.
“Why is Orison not here?” the king snapped to his emissary, a man with dark hair that brushed against his shoulders. Separate to the man who hid behind the king. The emissary raised his head and regarded Sila. “Incompetent whore.”  
The emissary turned to the king. “Your Majesty, you put a shield around Orison’s chambers; she can’t leave her rooms.”
“Did I?” Sila slurred out. Ashim’s eyes widened, seeing the start of Mortelock poisoning. “Oh. Bring her here, now.”
“You need to drop the shield if you want her to join,” the emissary pointed out.
Sila hiccupped. If Ashim looked close enough, he saw drool running from the side of his mouth. He clicked his fingers multiple times, his eyes never looking at a certain thing. The red-haired servant appeared in an instant; her hands clasped in front of her. She curtsied low before Sila, awaiting her next instruction.
“How may I be of service, Your Majesty?”
The king hiccupped again, a sheen of sweat on his brow. “Bring Orison here.”
“Is she in trouble, Your Majesty?”
His head lolled back; more dribble spilled out of his lips. Sila’s eyes widened as he straightened up. “Why would she be in trouble? It’s breakfast, she eats it here. Now bring her.”
“Yes, Your Majesty. I’ll retrieve her right away.”
As Ashim watched the poison do its work, he saw the concerned look the other poisoner burned into Sila’s back. If someone had tasked the stranger to kill the king, Ashim didn’t know why he needed to be concerned. Unlike the stranger, Ashim was merely here because King Raj was merely bored and wanted to scare Sila. 
When the servant reappeared with what Ashim could assume was the princess, he tensed. A pull in his chest gravitated his attention to the female with blonde hair and purple eyes. He rubbed his chest, recognising it wasn’t coming from the brand that denied him traitorous thoughts. He was in awe as she walked to the table, her eyes roaming over the room until she landed on the second assailant, nodding to him.
“Sit, now,” Sila ordered, tapping a spot next to him as he hiccupped and dribbled.
Orison obliged. “Thank you for allowing me to eat here today. Are you well?”
Sila waved a trembling hand with a dazed smile. “Just some side effects of an incident with a Carchaol. I’m fine…”
The room filled with gasps when Sila took a staggering intake of breath before collapsing face-first into his untouched breakfast. Pushing himself to his feet, Ashim knew that was his cue to leave. He raced through the dining room, jogging down the servant’s staircase, trying to put as much distance between himself and the commotion he was leaving behind.
His heart raced as he saw a gathering of servants at the bottom of the stairs, and the royal taster with his neck snapped at an unnatural angle. Ashim found an opening between servants and slipped through. He ran through the kitchens, into the castle grounds, collapsing on his knees.
Ashim looked over his shoulder as a servant screamed, “Leopold is dead! He’s been poisoned!”
Hands grabbed him, Ashim nearly gasped until he came face first with Bahlir, who tugged him to his feet with their packs of supplies. Together they Misted away in a flurry of red smoke far from Alsaphus Castle. 


***
The Stars Plot Revenge
(The Fallasingha Chronicles, book 1)


Desperate for freedom. Fuelled by revenge.  
Orison never knew that the Fae existed until the Fae King took her from the mortal realm. Needing a false heir to keep up appearances, the king turned her into a Fae against her will, and now she’s paraded around as his daughter whilst imprisoned in his castle.  
Even with the risk of death, Orison will do whatever it takes to achieve freedom. Including a search for a missing prince to overthrow the king. When his tracking spell isn’t enough of a deterrent, the king traps Orison in her bedroom. It’s the final push Orison needs to enact revenge.  
The king’s mistake is letting her watch a public execution, allowing the elven kingdom to offer Orison refuge in their lands behind his back. She jumps at the opportunity and with their assistance flees her glorified prison. When her choice sparks a fierce battle, Orison resolves to push aside her fears and make it clear she is nobody’s prisoner. 
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