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    For the monsters who loved too deeply,and the mortals who dared to love them back.

To the ones who wander between worlds—who see beauty in the broken, and divinity in the damned.
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Beyond the veil of mortal lands lies the Monster Realm—a kingdom of ruin and wonder, where love is a curse and power is bought with blood. Here, every creature bears a story: of hunger and haunting, of the fragile line between desire and damnation.

From frozen cathedrals to bone-forged altars, from Fae revels beneath cursed moons to lairs steeped in forbidden magic, the Monster Realm breathes with lives too fierce to fade.

In The Chains of the Eternal Debt, a trickster and an ice witch learns that love owed is love never free.

In The Chains of the Eternal Truce, sworn enemies find that peace can bind tighter than war.

In The Chains of the Eternal Fall, a fallen god discovers that redemption has its own price.

In The Chains of the Eternal Song, a siren’s melody becomes both weapon and prayer.

In The Chains of the Eternal Hunt, predator and prey blur in the name of desire.

And in The Chains of the Eternal Vow, devotion becomes the deadliest magic of all.

Each tale unveils a fragment of a world where the monstrous and the beautiful are one—where passion is peril, and every kiss may be the last... or the beginning of something immortal.
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The Chains of the Eternal Debt
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At the notorious Silver Chalice Inn, Rowan Faelan, a fae trickster infamous for slipping away from unpaid debts, finds his luck at an end. When the barkeep invokes a tavern curse, the next soul through the door becomes bound to Rowan’s endless tab.

That soul is Maribel Hayes, a weary ice witch seeking only a night’s rest. Instead, she is shackled by glowing runes to a fae she despises on sight. Furious, but unable to break the curse, Maribel is forced to accompany Rowan across the Monster Realm to settle his debts—each owed not in coin, but in dangerous bargains with vampires, banshees, and necromancers.

Together they cross haunted lands, their reluctant partnership tested by peril and bound tighter with every act of survival. Yet as Maribel unravels the truth, she discovers Rowan’s debts were never mere mischief: he carries an eternal bargain that no one has ever dared to share.

Now she must choose—walk away and let the Realm claim his soul, or embrace the bond forged in fire and frost, binding her fate to his forever.

*****
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THE SILVER CHALICE Inn crouched at the edge of Mistwood Vale. It was a house of shadows and smoke. Its crooked beams sagged beneath centuries of spilt bloodwine, whispered bargains, and laughter that often ended in screams. 

Lanterns burned with green fae-fire. Their glow painted the air with ghostly hues, while the scent of spilled mead mingled with the wet earth and the faint, coppery tang of blood.

At its heart lounged Rowan Faelan, a creature born of trickery and moonlight. Fae glamour shimmered across his skin in shifting hues. Blue and green like a dragonfly’s wing. 

His boots were propped on the table. His chair tilted dangerously on two legs when a grin as sharp as glass cut across his lips. Rowan raised a glass to the barkeep as if toasting his fury.

“Rowan,” said the barkeep, Alrik, across the counter. His voice was taut as a bowstring. His broad hands flexed, and runes were glowing faintly along his forearms. Alrik looked at Rowan with disdain. 

“You’re drinking again, and as always, you fail to pay. I cannot let you have your way again. Not tonight.” Alrik stated as he crossed his arms. 

Rowan spread his arms as though the accusation were a crown. Then, he rested his hand on his chest. “Alrik, you wound me. I do not fail to pay. I simply... decline, which is a different notion than what you’re implying to me.”

Murmurs rippled through the crowd inside the Silver Chalice Inn. Some patrons laughed. Others leaned in, eager for the inevitable clash between Rowan and Alrik. The fae was notorious for slipping out like smoke. Meanwhile, his debts trailed behind him like discarded lovers.

Alrik’s eyes blazed. “Then, you gave me no choice, Faelan. I invoke the Old Curse.” His spoken words carried through the crowd. Some gasped and some snickered as if the Old Curse was nothing but a mere legend. A rumour, a mystery that was yet to be proven.

The tavern’s air thickened. Shadows clung to the rafters, lantern flames guttered. The barkeep lifted his tankard like a priest at an altar. 

“The next soul to walk through that door shall inherit your debt, Rowan Faelan, until it is paid in full.” Alrik continued as the others listened. For the first time, Rowan’s grin flickered. He knew of the Old Curse. 

He half-rose as if to stop it from happening, when something unexpected became entangled with his fate when the door creaked open.

A gust of night air swept in, carrying damp mist and the soft chime of charms hung in the trees outside. A tall woman stepped across the threshold. Rowan and Alrik turned to look at the newcomer.

Rowan took a deep breath as he stared at the woman. Her cloak was heavy with rain, soaking her hood as it covered her face. He could see her dark hair clinging to her pale cheeks, enticing him further to know about the unfortunate soul who had been intertwined with his tab.

Maribel Hayes, a whisper came into his mind. Rowan looked at the witch who had just come inside the inn. House of Hayes was known for its formidable ice and fire witches across generations. 

The last Fire Witch that Rowan knew of was Abigail Hayes and her formidable lover, Clive. The couple had settled in the Dark Forest, where most of the Monster Realm denizens would never venture out unless they had an urgent business with said witch and her husband.

So, what is Maribel Hayes, her daughter, doing in Mistwood Vale, and so far away from home? Rowan mused as he smirked when Maribel looked around.

Her eyes—blue as a winter sky—scanned the tavern, wary and tired. She had walked long miles through the Dark Forest, if Rowan had to guess, to visit the inn. Frost clung to her lashes. This was not a social visit to the inn. Maribel sought nothing more than warmth, a drink, a brief refuge inside the inn before continuing on her merry way.

Instead, the curse found her because Alrik had invoked the Old Curse.

Runes of silver fire burst across her skin, wrapping her wrists and arms like shackles. Maribel startled and gasped, staggering on her feet before her back hit the wall. Her breath steamed inside the warm inn and in the sudden weight of magic.

“What—?”

The tavern fell silent. All eyes were fixed on Maribel. And Rowan, the fae that he was, rising slowly from his chair. A smirk was plastered to his lips as Rowan regarded her with something that was not quite laughter and not quite dread.

“Ah,” he said softly, bowing low like he would if he attended the Court of Folks. “My rescuer., Rowan said tauntingly as his green eyes flared with fae-fire.

Maribel blinked at him, confused by the sudden bowing from Rowan. She looked around the tavern before a whisper came into her mind, You are now shackled with his debt. 

She gasped, staring at Rowan’s handsome face. Horror dawning upon her mind when she registered what had transpired. “I beg your pardon?”

The barkeep smirked, saluting Maribel with his tankard. “Congratulations, witch. You’ve inherited Rowan’s tab. It’s your lucky day to come upon us indeed.” Alrik stated.

Maribel stared at the runes on her skin. They pulsed like manacles tightening. Fury cut through the weariness in her bones. “What? I don’t even know this trickster.”

“My name is Rowan Faelan, witch. Deas buladh leat,” Rowan greeted and kissed her hand. Maribel snatched her hand away and glared at him. Rowan’s smile widened.

“Nothing can be done, witch. The curse is binding,” Alrik said, regarding Rowan and Maribel with his all-knowing eyes. 

“The only way out of the Old Curse is to settle his debts. Then, and only then, you are free.”

Maribel turned to Rowan; fury was apparent on her face. Ice gathering unbidden at her fingertips. The air suddenly turned chilly. “Undo it.”

The fae shook his head. Rowan’s grin returned, rakish and unrepentant. “Ah, if only I could, my icy witch. But curses, like marriages, are devilishly hard to annul.” Rowan said nonchalantly. 

Maribel stepped forward. Rowan stood his ground. Her ice crackled, frosting the edge of a nearby mug. “Try me, fae.”

Delighted, Rowan leaned closer. His voice dropped to a velvet purr. “Careful, my icy witch. We’re bound now. Strike me, and you’ll wound yourself as well.”

Maribel froze, glancing at Alrik. The barkeep shrugged, not wanting to disclose the truth. The runes burned hot in warning against her skin as proof of his words. She growled deep as the trickster smirked.

Rowan stepped back, satisfaction gleaming in his eyes. “Seems fate has an appetite for mischief, my icy witch. Come, Maribel Hayes. We have debts to settle.”

Maribel glared at him. Her jaw tightened. “I’d rather see you freeze to death, trickster.”

“Then it is fortunate,” Rowan said, offering his hand with mocking gallantry towards Maribel, “that icy shards look quite fetching on you, my icy witch.”

The crowd roared with laughter, but beneath it, a darker thread pulled taut. For in that cursed moment, beneath the green lantern light, the witch and the fae stood shackled not by coin, but by fate.

And the Silver Chalice Inn watched, as it always had, when ruin and desire first touched hands.

The night stretched like a wound across the sky as Rowan led Maribel away from the Silver Chalice. The curse-marks on their arms burned faintly, a chain invisible yet merciless, tugging her constantly into his orbit.

What did I do to deserve this? Maribel mused, walking stiffly since she hadn’t had a chance to change. Her cloak dragged over the damp leaves of Mistwood Vale. Her blue eyes were sharp as blades, glaring at Rowan as he led the way. 

The quiet stretched between them. Unable to hold on any longer, Maribel addressed Rowan, even though she preferred he freeze to death against her ice. 

“Tell me,” Maribel said at last, “what exactly am I paying for?”

At first, she thought the trickster had ignored her question, but Maribel saw Rowan’s grin glimmer in the moonlight. “A handful of favours, witch. A sip of bloodwine here, a wager there, a stolen kiss or voice or soul. Nothing too dire.”

“Nothing too dire?” Maribel hissed. Her eyes narrowed on his face. “You’re a menace, Rowan Faelan, and it’s a shame I cannot slice you with my ice with a fear that I would be dragged along with you.”

“Ah,” Rowan said softly, as though savouring the syllables. He closed his eyes as if to enjoy the moment a little longer.

“Say it again. It sounds so sweet from your lips, Maribel.”

Maribel rolled her eyes, not wanting to take the bait from Rowan. However, the curse flared when she tried to step away to avoid a branch, dragging her back towards Rowan. His smirk deepened when he noticed Maribel stagger on her feet.

“First stop,” Rowan announced, sweeping a hand toward the horizon. “The Hollow Grounds.”

*****
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THE HOLLOW GROUNDS stretched barren beneath a blood-red moon. Broken tombstones leaned like drunks, and bones jutted from the earth in pale spires. At the centre of it all, in a ruined cathedral, waited Lord Varro, draped in crimson velvet.

The vampire lounged upon a throne of skulls with a goblet in his hand. His fangs gleamed as Varro’s eyes lit on Rowan. “Ah. The trickster who owes me bloodwine. Have you come to pay your debt at long last?” 

His smooth voice filled the air. Maribel felt a shiver against her nape at the taunt from Varro. Rowan spread his arms, charming as ever. 

“Dearest Varro. How radiant you look. Time has been kind to your pallor.” Rowan stated as he smirked. Maribel stood beside him as they stood in front of Varro.

Varro’s smile was thin as a blade. His red eyes gleamed against the blood-red moonlight. “The wine, Rowan.”

Maribel waited as Rowan patted his pockets. His hands were roaming across his chest until Rowan produced nothing. “It seems I have... misplaced it, Varro.”

The vampire’s voice darkened. His eyes shone. Maribel stepped back, her throat constricting as she gulped. Then you shall pay with blood.” Varro’s voice boomed across the cathedral. Hating that she had to act, Maribel’s hand shot out. Rowan smirked when Maribel stepped forward. Frost hissing along her fingers, a clear warning for Varro. 

“He owes you wine, not his life,” Maribel spoke, breaking the silence. Varro’s gaze slid towards her. Maribel felt a sudden chill. His eyes gleamed hungrily as Varro looked her up and down. 

“An icy witch. I see your companion bleeds frost, Rowan. Perhaps your blood will be... crisper, witch.”

Before Rowan could answer, Maribel lifted her palm. Ice coiled outward, forming a crystalline goblet. With her other hand, she seized Rowan’s wrist. Shocked by the sudden touch, Rowan recoiled, but Maribel gripped tighter.
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