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Author’s Note

A Throne of Veiled Bones is an epic dark fantasy romance intended for mature readers. It contains graphic depictions of military violence, body horror, cosmic and eldritch elements, grief, severe physical trauma, and explicit romantic scenes. Reader discretion is advised.


To those who survive the crushing dark, and learn to turn their scars into cold iron.
And to every wanderer who looked up at an empty sky and chose to light their own fire anyway.



“We stole the hearth and buried the beast beneath the stone. But the heavens do not forgive a theft. When the sky turns to bone and the marrow weeps, the second wing shall descend to reclaim the debt. Let mortal kings wear their iron, or let the world freeze in the jaw of the watcher.”

—The First Chronicle of the Spires,
Etched upon the Water-Gate of Aethel-Gard



Dramatis Personae
The Dual Sovereigns
Rayna Vance — The Sun-Eater, Queen of Ash, Sovereign of the Veil. Bearer of the primordial rift-conduits, wielder of the ancient deicide blade Eclipse-Fang.
Kaelen Drake — The Void Sovereign, Lord of the Rime, Keeper of the Firmament. High Lord of Noct-Kaelen, whose right arm has permanently transformed into absolute-zero frost-stone through the terrestrial anchor of the Cradle.
The Northern Hearth & Allies
Duchess Vespera Drake — Dowager Regent of Noct-Kaelen, mother to Kaelen, keeper of ancient clan secrets.
Lord Brand of the Frost-Spire — Warlord of the Wyrmtooth Crags, Patriarch of the First Hearth.
Torvald Brand — Heir to the Frost-Spire, captain of the united mountain vanguard, wielder of the war mattock.
Lyra of the Gale — Chief Scout of the Northern Rangers, master archer of the high scree.
Master-Smith Halvar — Chief Forge-Master of Noct-Kaelen’s lower caldera.
The Defeated & Displaced
Inquisitor-General Vael — Slain commander of the Southern Dominion’s forward dreadnought fleet.
Selene — Banished initiate of the broken Solarion Synod, serving penance at the Wyrmtooth Breach.
Bailiff Orlov — Chief steward of the lower granary silos in Noct-Kaelen.
The Entities of the Deep Void
The Arch-Seraph — The cosmic counterpart of the slain terrestrial shepherd; driven back beyond the atmosphere during the turning of the Crown of Spires.
The Harvest Court of the Hollow Stars — The ancient celestial hierarchy watching from beyond the dying constellations.
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ACT I
The Shattered Vault



Chapter 1

The Ash Without a Shadow

The sky did not change when the sun was supposed to rise.

Rayna stood upon the northern ramparts of Noct-Kaelen, her hands resting flat against the iced granite of the parapet. Above her, three leagues into the dead air, the Calcified Sky held the continent in an unblinking, sterile grip. It was not a ceiling of clouds, nor the familiar leaden gray of a winter squall; it was a vast, unbroken dome of polished bone-stone, smooth as cut ivory, casting a flat, shadowless white daylight across the valley.

In the dead center of the dome, the Hollow Sun hung motionless—a black, circular void ringed by a corona of cold, white celestial fire.

It cast no heat. It cast no shadows.

A raven hopping along the battlements had no silhouette beneath its claws; Rayna’s own boots rested on stone that showed no outline of her form. The world had become a flat, two-dimensional sketch, stripped of depth, warmth, and the passage of hours.

Behind her ribs, the hunger was a physical wound.

Rayna closed her eyes, turning her face upward toward the frozen eclipse, waiting for the familiar, prickling warmth that had sustained her bloodline for generations.

Nothing answered.

The Sun-Eater channel inside her sternum was bone-dry. For four weeks—ever since they had driven the three Keystones into the Altar of the Fracture and sealed the subterranean deep—no living solar radiation had penetrated the bone vault. Without the sun, her conduits were cannibalizing her own vitality. Every breath carried a faint, coppery taste of rust; her fingernails had turned a pale, brittle violet, and her pulse fluttered in her throat like a trapped moth.

She was starving. Not for bread or dried venison, but for light.

“You won’t find fire up there, Lady Vance.”

The voice was low, dragging like iron across shale, but it carried none of the harshness it once possessed.

Rayna didn’t turn. She listened to the heavy, uneven crunch of his boots in the gray sulfur-ash that continued to sift from the cracks in the ceiling.

Kaelen stepped up to the parapet beside her. He wore a heavy sleeveless jerkin of boiled ox-hide over dark wool, the left side draped with his customary mantle of black wolf fur. His right arm, left bare to the freezing mountain draft, caught the dead glare of the white sky.

It was a limb carved from myth and catastrophe.

From the curve of his shoulder joint down to his fingernails, Kaelen’s arm was solid, translucent frost-stone.

The diamond-hard crystalline mineral did not melt, nor did it bleed. Beneath the glassy surface, faint filaments of deep violet starlight coiled through the petrified muscle, pulsing in a slow, hypnotic rhythm that matched the deep tectonic resonance of the world below. Where the crystal met the living, scarred flesh of his shoulder, the skin was puckered and pale, perpetually frosted with a delicate tracery of silver rime.

He set his right hand on the parapet.

The contact made no sound of flesh on stone; it was the sharp, glassy clink of a gem striking basalt.

“The lower rings are burning the barley stores again,” Kaelen said quietly, his silver eyes fixed on the smoke rising from the sprawling tent-city below Noct-Kaelen. “The seed-grain won’t sprout under the bone. The farmers know it. They’d rather bake bread for three weeks than starve watching dirt freeze.”

“Can you blame them?” Rayna’s voice was raspy, stripped of its edge. “A man can understand a blizzard, Kaelen. He can cut timber, bank a hearth, and wait for spring. But how do you tell two thousand refugees that spring was canceled by three keystones?”

“I don’t tell them anything,” Kaelen replied, turning to face her. “I give them iron, I ration the salt, and I hang anyone who tries to breach the grain elevators.”

His gaze dropped to her collarbone.

Through the linen of her tunic, the gold and violet veins along her throat were dull—not the blinding, incandescent rivers of starlight that had flared during their descent into the deep, but faint, bruised threads struggling to maintain their rhythm.

“Your breath is shallow,” Kaelen murmured, stepping into her space.

“I’m fine.”

“You’re a terrible liar, Rayna. You’ve been leaning against that crenel for three hours because your knees are shaking.”

A faint, bitter smile touched her dry lips. “It’s hard to keep one’s balance when the sky is leaning on your neck.”

Kaelen didn’t argue. He raised his left hand—the hand of living flesh and scarred leather—and gently took her chin, tilting her head up until her dark eyes met his.

With his right arm—the heavy, unmelting monolith of frost-stone—he reached around her waist, pulling her flush against his chest.

The moment the crystalline stone pressed against the small of her back through the fabric of her cuirass, Rayna gasped.

It was not a sensation of lethal freezing.

The frost-stone arm, permanently tempered in the twilight fires of the Cradle, was saturated with the primordial memory of the Sky God. The moment it made direct contact with her spine, the dormant celestial light trapped inside the crystal’s lattice bled outward, crossing into her starving conduits in a sudden, sharp shockwave of sweet, intoxicating relief.

The coppery taste of rust on her tongue vanished, replaced by the clean, sharp bite of winter starlight. The frantic flutter in her chest steadied, locking into the slow, tectonic cadence of the stone.

Rayna’s forehead dropped against Kaelen’s collarbone, her breath shuddering out in a long, ragged sigh of release. Her hands came up instinctively, her fingers curling into the thick wool of his jerkin, holding him with a desperate, white-knuckled grip that betrayed just how close to the precipice she had been.

“Gods,” she breathed against his throat, her eyes closing as the warmth of his living body and the ancient ether of his frozen arm washed through her veins. “It’s like drinking straight from the well.”

Kaelen’s left arm wrapped around her shoulders, his fingers sliding into the dark hair at the nape of her neck, holding her tight against the wind. He rested his cheek against her temple, his jaw tightening as he felt the desperate, starving suction of her mana-channels pulling from his arm.

“Take it,” Kaelen whispered, his gravelly voice vibrating through her ribs. “The arm doesn’t empty. It draws directly from the fault line.”

“It costs you,” she murmured, feeling the subtle tension in his chest. “Every time I drink from the stone, the frost creeps another millimeter past your shoulder.”

“Let it creep,” he rasped, his thumb brushing the soft skin below her ear. “Better a shoulder of ice than watching you drop from the battlements, Queen of Ash.”

Rayna tilted her head back, looking into his eyes. In the flat, shadowless noon, his silver irises were flecked with shards of twilight violet—a reflection of the entity they had locked in the deep, and the terrible price they were paying to keep it chained.

“We traded a quick death for a slow one, Kaelen,” she whispered.

“Then we have more time to kill the things that try to finish us,” he said, the faint, lethal smirk that she loved curving the edge of his mouth.

Before she could answer, the iron door at the end of the parapet groaned open.

Lyra strode onto the walkway, her wolf-skin hood thrown back, her horn-bow slung across her chest. Her boots were caked in white, chalky slush, her breath pluming faint in the dead air. Behind her walked two guards of the Void Throne, their hands resting on the pommels of their short-swords.

She stopped ten paces away, her gray eyes taking in the two sovereigns locked together in the cold. A flicker of relief crossed the scout’s tired face before her expression hardened into the grim discipline of wartime command.

“My Lord. Lady Vance,” Lyra said, offering a crisp, fist-to-breast salute.

Kaelen didn’t immediately let go of Rayna. He kept his frost-stone arm anchored against the small of her back, allowing her another heartbeat to draw the stabilizing ether before he turned his head toward his captain.

“What news from the valley, Lyra?” Kaelen asked, his voice returning to the cold authority of the High Lord.

“The scouting line from the high passes just returned,” Lyra said, her voice dropping into a tense, hushed cadence. “It isn’t a food riot this time.”

Rayna straightened, stepping half an inch away from Kaelen’s chest, though her left hand remained firmly clasped around his flesh-and-blood wrist. “Who breached the perimeter?”

“Lord Brand,” Lyra replied, her jaw setting hard. “The Frost-Spire host has descended from the crags. Three hundred heavy lances, two hundred river-slate footmen, and sixty pack-sledges carrying southern sunstone arbalests.”

Kaelen’s silver eyes narrowed to lethal slits. “Brand marched his entire levy across the Wyrmtooth without my summons?”

“He didn’t come to bend the knee, Sovereign,” Lyra said grimly. “He’s camped at the base of the lower switchbacks, right before the refugee ring. He’s flying black flags over his pavilions.”

“The Blood-Feud banners,” Rayna murmured, her fingers tightening around Kaelen’s wrist as the memory of the altar flared in her mind.

“Aye,” Lyra nodded, looking directly at Rayna. “He brought a herald to the outer gatehouse ten minutes ago. He gave Duchess Vespera three turns of the sand-glass.”

“His terms?” Kaelen growled, the ambient temperature around his frost-stone arm plummeting, causing the sulfur-ash on the parapet to freeze into tiny, crackling beads of obsidian.

“He demands the Great Hall,” Lyra said, her voice tight. “He demands the immediate surrender of Lady Selene into his custody... and the head of the southern assassin who put her in chains.”
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