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Welcome to Prisma Isle, a realm not for the faint of heart. 



Humans may not exist, but that doesn’t mean villages don’t have any fucked up shit happening inside their walls. We would warn you of everything, except the list is extensive. And we could be here far longer than necessary. All you need to know is that shit gets bad and escape isn’t always possible. 



On the brighter side, because let’s face it, there has to be one. There’s a lot of sex to counteract all that dark.



Except in this book, but we make up for it in the next one.



Yes, we agree. 



Balance is the necessity of life.
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 To our fans for your immense patience. 
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Adolescent: term in shape shifter culture for children ten years of age to twenty years of age
Aphros [af-rows]: the second cycle of the Vernal Equinox (the spring)
Antekilio [ant-E-keel-oh]: library of the Sirens
Chicane Village: village of the guilers
Chimera: a lion-like with a snake-like mane, horns, hind legs of a ram, front paws of a bird, a beak-like jaw, and large feather wings
Cycle: approximately one month or from one full moon to the next
Demeter [dee-MEE-ter]: the goddess of fertility, earth, and harvests; protector of marriage and social order; daughter of Cronos and Rhea; mother to Persephone; and creator of the sirens
Full-fledged: term in shape shifter culture for adults; those twenty years of age and older
Galenus [gah-LEE-nus]: male, canine shape shifter, deceased
Guiler [guy-lure]: a humanoid species with elemental abilities
Hades: the Greek god of the underworld; sometimes used as a sort-of curse word by the shape shifters
Informant: soldier to the shape shifter king, Markham
Julunna [jew-lew-na]: the first cycle of the Luminos Equinox (the summer)
Kriah [KREE-uh]: a female nymph who lives in Migas Village
Lacuna [la-KEW-na]: an hour of time
Luminos Equinox [lum-OH-nose]: summer
Manticore: a lion-like creature with a scorpion tail and dragon or bat-like wings
Marana: the second cycle (month) of the year
Métamorphe [met-a-mor-fey]: the shape shifter village
Migas Village [MEE-gahs]: the hidden hybrid village and a place of sanctuary
Mindlink: a telepathic connection between twins and some mates
Nestling: term in the shape shifter culture for children one year of age to five years of age
Newling: term in the shape shifter culture for newborns to one year of age
Penumbra(s) [pah-num-BRAH]: week(s)
Pteryina [ter-EEN-uh]: home of the sirens; adjacent to The Clouds
Saint Beast: the largest of the dragons, possessing the greatest raw physical strength and magical power. Unlike typical sky dragons, they have several rings of fangs
Safe Juice: water
Seiphinx [SEF-IŋKS]: a creature with the head and front torso of a bird (sparrow), back torso and tail of a lion, and gold beak; they are battle-intense creatures created for the warriors of Migas Village
Seplugh: the third cycle of the Luminos Equinox (the summer)
Siren: these bird-like creatures were created by Demeter. From the thighs up, they have the body of a human female/male; from the thighs down, their legs narrow into those of a sparrow with talons for feet
Solaris: year, which comprises sixteen cycles (months) for the inhabitants of Prisma Isle
Umbra(s) [um-BRAH]: day(s)
Vasilia [vuh-SILL-ee-uh]: female siren that is the Elder of the sirens and lives in Pteryrina
Verdant Grove: home of the fae
Vernal Equinox [ver-NAL]: spring
Youngling: term in shape shifter culture for children five years of age to ten years of age
Zancle’s Rock [Zan-kuls rock]: bar and restaurant in the marketplace run by Ambrosia; known for their venison stew
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Seplugh, the 19th day, Year 1027 
Thalasia glanced over her shoulder at the humanoid-creature. It resembled a human, except for the magic it seemed to possess and the pint-sized, bony wings protruding from its back. At least it couldn’t fly with those things. She turned and ran out of the forest toward the beach. None of this had been what she’d searched for since her arrival.
All she had to find—stepping out of the edge of the forest, her eyes fell upon a bridge about fifty feet in front of her. Finally! The bridge from her vision swarmed ahead. Now, she just had to—a swoosh of air came up behind her, lifted her in the air, and slammed her backside down on the ground.
Fuck! Her left wing burned as grains of sand made their way into the gaping hole in her appendage. Thalasia pushed up on her hands and spotted the humanoid-creature fast approaching. She got on her feet. He could manipulate the air. Well, she could too.
In more ways than one. 
Tired of running, she opened her mouth and sang. Her angelic voice carried across the wind and soothed the anger the creature compelled. Her song didn’t require words, just the melody. As she closed the distance between her and the humanoid, her aria stilled the wild wind and its manipulator.
She placed one hand at the nape of its neck and reached for the dagger tucked into the belt of her pants. With one swift move, she removed the blade from its hiding place and thrust it into the creature’s gut. 
It grunted as black blood spewed from its wound, and then it dropped to the ground with a thud.
Her heart pounded beneath her chest. The last of the tune left her lips. Thalasia leaned over, yanked her dagger from its body, and wiped it clean using her pants. There was no time to waste.
She didn’t know how many of those things had followed her. Returning the dagger to its rightful spot, she took off for the bridge. 
Her talons dug into the gritty white grains as she ran toward freedom. It took longer to reach the bridge than if she could’ve flown. Damn arrow had taken a small chunk out of her wing. It’d be useless for the next day.
With the bridge a few feet away, Thalasia stopped. The first board of the wooden overpass had some sort of weird engraving. Studying the image, she walked closer and looked across it. Well, half the bridge. Fog gathered somewhere around the middle, a good thirty yards ahead. Still, each board had a different engraving, although after so many, they began repeating. One caught her eye.
Five or six panels in—she noticed a familiar lyre.
Her ears prickled. She peered over her shoulder. This was the bridge in her vision. As for what she’d just seen, there was no time to contemplate it.
Thalasia started across the bridge. Half-way across, the fog grabbed her and yanked her through some invisible field. The barrier rippled outward as it carried her forward and tossed her out the other side. Her legs and arms flailed for a moment until she face-planted and landed in more white sand.  
With a small groan, she pushed up on her arms and faced the shield that had been there. It billowed out in an iridescent wave.
What the hell? 
Her pulse quickened. Where in Good Demeter had she ended up? Another realm? Getting to her feet, Thalasia scanned her surroundings. A tall cliff stood a few feet away. Behind her, the waves crashed into one another as the sun set below the horizon.
Nothing about this flight—her mind’s eye opened and tossed her against the jagged rock of the towering cliff-side. 
In her head, the scenery changed. The beachy sand disappeared and, in its stead, she saw overgrown grass and a forest full of thick, tall trees. The surrounding woods were so lush she almost missed the dark-haired person with green wings that ran by. Not that she noticed the face. Or the eyes. But something about this person… it seemed familiar.
Thalasia gasped as the vision left her head and practically threw her back to the pebbly sands beneath her feet. She leaned against the rugged seaside cliff and closed her eyes to settle her thundering heartbeat.
Man, things really needed to get easier.

      [image: ]Winding her way through the clouds, Aurelia easily spotted the source of the disturbance. A substantial tear shimmered an iridescent rainbow over the beach, near the foot of the Stairway to Heaven—the bridge that once permitted the earthbound species to rise above the clouds to visit the draconic cities. She watched intently as a strange creature exited the gateway. Her vision zeroed in on the blue-feathered woman as she dug her talons into the white sands.
A nasty snarl curled her lips, exposing her fangs. She rushed to the beach, her amethyst scales shedding in a flurry of gold particles and white sand. Only a few of her draconic features remained—her menacing reptilian eyes rimmed by dark purple scales with a powerful glow and her fearsome fangs. Just enough to strike fear into this exotic newcomer.
“What have you done?” Aurelia demanded. 
The girl’s distant, glossed over stare cooled the dragoness’s rage, depriving it of its potency as she watched the other woman collapse. She caught her by the arm, careful not to dig her gilded nails into the female’s flesh, and she held the woman steady until she found her balance. Whoever she was, this girl was cursed with a terrible affliction.
She possessed the sight.
“Easy. I’ve got you,” Aurelia murmured. The remnants of her rage dissipated, releasing on the tails of her power as she reverted to her human form. No eyes, no scales. Just flesh and bone. 
Aurelia’s gaze drifted to the girl’s wounded wing. She clasped two of the metal talons in her teeth, her fingertips emitting a warm, golden energy that brushed the wound, smearing it with enriched stardust. 
The dazed bird-girl recoiled, a hiss escaping her lips as she returned to herself. Aurelia’s magic must have brought her back to reality from… wherever her far-off stare had taken her. 
Wincing, the girl attempted to pull away. “What’re you doing?”
“Tending your wound,” Aurelia said around the jewelry clamped between her fangs as she maneuvered the appendage gently, inspecting for further damage and mobility as the medicine did its job. 
Once, she allowed the female to back away while she replaced her talons on the appropriate fingers. “What did you see?” Aurelia pressed. “Better yet, what attacked you?” She scanned the beach but found no signs of the attacker, only a few drops of the woman’s blood staining the sand a brilliant scarlet. Her opponent, or opponents, must still be on the other side.
Crossing her arms, the bird-girl narrowed her silver eyes and sneered. “Doesn’t matter. It’s dead.”
Aurelia’s rage threatened to reignite at the other woman’s nonchalant response. “Oh, it matters,” she growled through clenched teeth, forcing herself to take a deep breath before continuing. “If it has friends, they might come through. That pathway”—She gestured toward the open bridge—“isn’t closing. There has to be a reason.” She fought to keep her emotions in check as the full weight of the situation settled. Nothing like this had ever happened before—not to her knowledge. Once she resolved this situation with the bird-girl, she’d need to consult Seru—and his library. 
“Seeing as I’ve never been here before, I couldn’t tell you.” The girls smirked and started down the beach, her talons kicking up tiny grains of sand with each step.
The bird-girl paused and glanced over her shoulder. “I can tell you it’s one of those things on Candescent Isle. At least, I believe that’s what they called it.”
“Never heard of it.” For all she knew, the girl had made up the names and places. Aurelia used her magic to reappear in the woman’s path, forcing her to an abrupt halt. “If you think you’re going to walk or fly away, you’re wrong. The longer that gate remains open, the more unstable the magic in this realm becomes. And when that happens, even your fortunes aren’t going to save you.”
Frowning, the girl rolled her eyes. “I’m assuming you live here, or at least near here. Seeing as it would cause some issues, don’t you think it would be prudent to figure out how to close it? And sweetheart, if you don’t have the answers, then I’m sure there’s someone here who does.”
Aurelia wrinkled her nose at the suggestion. “Only earthbound live on the ground, bird. The only reason I’m here is to ensure your disturbance doesn’t lead to more trouble.” So, the woman didn’t know how to close the portal… did that mean she wasn’t the one who opened it? Aurelia’s brows knitted together, still refusing to yield to the stranger. 
As her internal questions led to more questions, Aurelia’s frustration mounted. Someone who does… A thought occurred to her. “Enoch!”
In an instant, Aurelia shifted and took to the skies.

      [image: ]Rising to her feet, Thalasia partially extended her left wing but didn’t get more than a quarter of its full length. She grimaced at the spot where she’d lost a few feathers. Stupid creature had caught her with an arrow and knocked her to the ground. 
The cave seemed massive. She could easily see an extensive tunnel beyond her current location. Big enough to live in. It wouldn’t be ideal, but after her interaction with the dragon-shifter a few hours ago, it was better than the alternative.
Aside from the crackling fire, the moon provided the only other light in the cave. Thalasia squeezed the muscle in her shoulder one last time and glanced back out at the night sky. Her gaze fell to the bridge she’d spent hours watching. Yes, she’d left the creature’s remains on the other side, so at some point someone would discover it. That didn’t mean the broken barrier was her fault. How could it be?
Maybe she wasn’t like every other siren, but she didn’t possess the power to break a barrier. At least she didn’t think so. Even if she wasn’t normal by siren standards, this couldn’t be her fault. No matter what the dragon-girl had insinuated, no one could blame her.
This wasn’t the time to fret over something so coincidental. Thalasia stretched out on her makeshift nest of sticks and moss. It would suffice for the night. She had to rest for her wing to heal. By morning, it would be restored, and then she’d be ready to continue her search.
Something landed with a thud at her feet, startling her from the slumber she hadn’t begun. Metal against stone soon followed. 
Thalasia cracked open an eye and shifted her gaze toward the noise. A human-looking creature with spiky black hair, dark eyes, black-rimmed glasses, and shackles half-stood at the end of her bed. 
The dragoness returned with a small gilded army at her back, their golden armor reflecting the flames of the dwindling campfire. Another group emerged from the darkened tunnel, each boasting the finest weapons she’d ever seen. They’d cut off every exit.
“I’ll have whatever catalyst you used to open the barrier, blue bird.” It was no longer a request, but a demand. The dragon-shifter held out a taloned hand, expecting full compliance.
What in Demeter’s name? Thalasia jerked upright. She crossed her arms and frowned. Catalyst? “What part of ‘I didn’t open the damn thing’ didn’t you comprehend? Are you just that stupid? Or was that information too much for your brain to handle?”
“According to the expert here”—The dragon-girl nodded to the nearby creature, who still scrambled in the dirt, his lips to the ground as if he was grateful to be alive—“you’re lying. Enoch! Quit your groveling and get on with it,” the girl reprimanded, delivering a swift kick to his backside.
He stumbled forth, nearly landing in Thalasia’s lap. “P-pardon me, young lady …” He offered a forced smile. It didn’t take long for his black eyes to be drawn to the chain adorning her neck and glistening in the firelight. “The matriarch requests to borrow your—” he gestured toward the golden necklace.
Good Demeter, of all the creatures to run into, she had to find the darkest of them. Her silver eyes lit up the cavern as she narrowed her gaze at the dragon-girl. Gods, dragon-shifters really had a way about them. Thalasia stood and offered a hand to the human-like creature at her feet, then refocused her attention on the so-called matriarch. Bitch was more like it. “I don’t give a shit who the hell you think you are. No one deserves to be treated like dirt.”
The dragon-shifter’s lips tugged into a toothy sneer. She chuckled. “He might appear harmless to you now, but Enoch is no saint, I assure you. He could live a thousand lifetimes and never escape the weight of his sins. Remove those shackles and see how your kindness serves you, siren.”
“It might surprise you how far kindness will get you. I don’t know you. Nor have you bothered to try asking for anything. While I appreciate the aid you gave my wing, it’ll heal on its own.” Thalasia snorted. “I don’t tolerate bullies, and obviously you’ve got some kind of stick up your ass.”
She crossed her arms again and drank in the full sight of the army dragon-girl brought along with her. “Case in point, you seem to think me, a single siren, is pretty dangerous. Instead of trying to ask for my help, you brought an army along. How far do you think that’ll get you?”
Enoch winced at her biting remark. “Never wise to piss off the queen,” he whispered, leaning in as he offered the advice.
Dragon-girl inclined her chin, meeting Thalasia’s silvery glare with her violet one. “Anyone who recklessly jumps through realms are dangerous. I won’t allow you, your flock, or any other to bring your troubles to my door. Funny, I don’t recall you knocking or requesting passage through our lands last we spoke, either. You stormed off, leaving your problems to be dealt with by others. As you’re within my lands, that responsibility falls to me and my people. I assure you, there’s no trouble in being prepared when dealing with someone as charming
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