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  Blurbs - Throne of Flames Series 



      [image: image-placeholder]Throne of Flames complete series, an epic adventure filled with magic, intrigue, and the power of love 
Dreams, book # 1 (Thunder, a High Fae with a wounded face)
Souls, book #2 (Elaris, a High Fae with a broken heart)
Hearts, book #3  (Ragnar, a powerful High Fae warrior)
Feelings, a short story (epilogue)
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  Scene 1. Appearing



      [image: image-placeholder]Ifelt time flying by and carrying me away from everything I had left behind: from my happiness with Viking-like warrior Ragnar, from my sensitive fae Elaris, and my trials and adventures on the quest to find Thunder, the prince of the fae, and my missing husband. 
I could not understand how it had happened. Still, now, seeing Thunder, I found myself alone on top of a lonely cliff, towering over everything that had once comforted me in the world of the fae.
Far below, white clouds lay like soft featherbeds. The sun shone in an incredibly blue sky above me.
Somewhere far below, beneath the clouds, birds sang in paradise.
A light breeze brought the languor and sweetness of tropical flowers from somewhere below, from beneath the clouds.
I looked ahead to the edge of the cliff, where Thunder appeared before me as if out of nowhere.
Yes, Thunder was standing in front of me! I could clearly see his stern face, his thick, wavy black hair, which this time was not tied back in a bun at the back of his head but was loose and flowing over his shoulders, blowing in the light breeze.
The piercing gaze of his dark eyes literally burned me to the core.
But I had no words to greet him, my husband. I had lost track of him so long ago that now I could not find the right words to greet Thunder.
The prince of the fae, still looking at me intently as if searching in the depths of my eyes for answers to many unspoken questions, was the first to break the silence.
“Hello, Isabella!” Thunder said in a hoarse, low voice.
The painfully familiar notes in his voice sent a wave of tenderness through my soul, and I replied, adjusting a strand of hair that had suddenly fallen onto my face,
“Hello, Thunder!”
We did not take a step toward each other. It seemed as if each of us was expecting some trick in this meeting.
I was the first to break the silence, saying defiantly,
“Yes, hello!” I repeated the greeting, gathering my courage to continue. “I hope you're not going to tell me that you're going to leave me again as soon as I believe that you're really here, next to me?”
There was sarcasm in my voice. But there was also hope that Thunder would answer my question in a way that would make me believe in our future. I waited for him to assure me that he, my husband, would never leave me again.
But the fae remained silent.
Then, I continued my tirade in an even more caustic tone.
“I don't want to wait for you anymore. I looked for you everywhere — in the enchanted forests and mountains of the entire kingdom, in the dungeons of the humans, and on the shores of the ocean. But now you appear right in front of me, and I have no explanation for where you disappeared to, how you returned, and, most importantly, why you are doing all this!”
My voice rang with indignation that grew with every word of this tirade.
Thunder listened attentively to my questions. Instead of showing irritation at my accusations, he only looked sympathetically into my eyes.
Seeing that my husband was silent, I spoke again, more quietly and with a hint of desperation in my voice:
“And I also want to know who you've been with all this time. Who warmed your bed at night and made you happy during the day? What kind of woman replaced me all this time?”
Thunder just tilted his head slightly, and a strand of hair hid half of his face where there was no scar.
Strangely, I did not notice the scar on the side of Thunder’s face where I remembered it being. But now I was not sure of anything. I was so stressed that I was completely confused and could not remember which side of his face the scar was on.
I continued in a demanding tone.
“Well, why are you silent? Speak!”
I could no longer hold back my emotions. Anger at him, my husband, at myself, who had gone through such trials to find him... And suddenly, Thunder appears right in front of me and does not say a word about what happened to him and why he left me and his kingdom of faeries.
And then Thunder broke the silence.
“Yes, Ella, you have the right to know everything you want to know. I will answer all your questions. Soon. But right now, I would like to know how you spent your time. Do you have anything to tell me, your husband?”
And why did this question suddenly make me feel physically ill? Was I his mistress that Thunder demanded an account of how I had spent my time without him? How many fae had I met? How many enemies had I defeated? How many fae had I fallen in love with?
Yes, how many fae had I fallen in love with…






  
  Scene 2. Confession



      [image: image-placeholder]At that thought, I shuddered. 
Yes, I had a lot to tell my husband. But he had disappeared from my life so suddenly, leaving no trace, no explanation for his disappearance, that I had every right to go on living my life completely independently — without explanations for him, without regrets about what I had or had not done.
I was a lonely woman in the world of the fae, and I made my own choices — in battle and in love.
Thunder waited quietly, silently, for my answers to his questions.
I finally gathered my courage and, at first in a strained voice, then with increasing confidence, replied.
“I was looking for you. I looked for you everywhere—in your kingdom, in neighboring fae kingdoms, and even underground. But I found only echoes of what the inhabitants of those lands knew about you or had heard about you.”
I fell silent, not daring to continue with a topic that was extremely painful for me.
Thunder nodded understandingly and looked directly into my eyes again, waiting.
I could no longer bear the tension and cried out in despair.
“And yes, I loved him!”
My husband did not look surprised. Instead, his face was clouded with pain, but there was no trace of doubt in what I was telling him. Thunder did not ask a question in return.
It was clear that my words “I loved” did not refer to him. Only the phrase “Yes, I was looking for you” referred to him. And he understood that perfectly well. Or did he know?
A sudden realization struck me, sending me into shock. A shiver of despair ran through my body.
Did he know about my love affairs? Was that why he had come here and dared to demand an explanation of how I had spent all this time without him?
No, I did not owe him any explanations! No, I would not let Thunder make me feel guilty for what had happened to us, to our love.
It was not me who left him. It was he, my beloved husband, who left me to wander in guesswork and rush into dangerous adventures that led me to discover love and other fae men. Yes, Elaris and Ragnar became my lovers. Yes, they remained in my heart—and I knew they would stay with me forever. No one, not even Thunder, could banish from my heart the memories of what it was like to love a fae!
Yes, my love for Elaris and Ragnar is now just a memory.
This thought struck me like a whip, and I shuddered from the inner pain of regret for the lost love of these beautiful fae men.
But there he stood before me—Thunder, my beautiful fae prince, the one I fell in love with without memory or regret when I entered the magical world of the fae.
And the more I looked at him, the more I wanted to touch his cheek, scarred by a wound.
A strand of thick dark hair fell again on Thunder’s face as he turned his head halfway toward me and spoke again.
“Isabella... Isabella, my love...”
What? Why is he calling me that? I have not told him everything yet! I have not told him the names of my beloved fae! Does he think I’m innocent? No, I am guilty before him, and now I must finish my story since I dared to begin it.






  
  Scene 3. Forgiveness



      [image: image-placeholder]Iquickly stretched out my hand in front of him, forbidding him to continue. 
“No, wait! I haven't told you everything yet!” I cried out in despair.
Thunder froze in surprise, and I had a chance to continue my story.
“I loved, yes, I loved. And they were fae, other fae from your world!”
Tears of despair streamed from my eyes. In my own words, I was killing any chance of restoring my love with Thunder. He would never forgive me for how I had lived without him. He would consider me unworthy of his royal love!
Thunder suddenly stepped toward me, and my hand, still outstretched, pressed against his chest. The protective metal plates, decorated with black patterns engraved on the surface of the metal, pressed against my palm. But at the same time, I could feel his heart beating fast—I could feel it even through his protective armor!
Thunder was upset, and he did not hide it.
“Forgive me, my love!” he muttered hoarsely and suddenly dropped to one knee in front of me.
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