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  Praise for Stone and Scale


Red Summer was a three-time recipient of 

Readers' Favorite Five-Star Rating


"Reminiscent of author Cassandra Clare, Red Summer is engaging and highly readable with a strong emotional core. The pacing rises and falls in rhythm with the characters' emotional journeys, and thoughtful use of vocabulary helps each character feel fully realized. The novel tackles weighty themes, grounding fantasy elements in emotional reality. Power struggles between light and dark, good and evil, and the hunger for vengeance are central, and the world-building is creative and immersive. The writing is fluid and believable, and while it begins with a familiar "boy who feels different" trope, this story quickly proves itself to be far more nuanced. Red Summer is a thoughtful, well-crafted novel that stands confidently on its own within the genre." — Readers' Favorite Editorial Review

___

"Ana Lee delivers a brilliant urban fantasy in Red Summer, an amazing world any reader can happily get lost in. Characters are described with a depth that surpasses the norm. Descriptions are vivid, filled with sensory stimulation that will have you reeling from one page to the next. Red Summer ticks all the boxes for plot, action, and adventure. I now have another favorite author and eagerly look forward to the next book." — Readers' Favorite Editorial Review

___

"An enthralling novel. In this epic tale of hope, pride, self-discovery, friendship, and vengeance, the author brings together fascinating world-building, magic, and action, along with well-developed and intriguing characters, all combined with fantasy elements and emotional depth. This urban fantasy, with a Southern Gothic and New Orleans flair, should be at the top of the must-read list for those interested in ancient dark magic, forbidden love, high stakes, and whispers of lost dragons. Red Summer is a brilliant and immersive story." — Readers' Favorite Editorial Review








  
  



Soli Deo Gloria








  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Summary of Red Summer
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Prologue
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Part One
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Teír
              
            

            
            
            
        
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter One
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Terra
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Two
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Tristian
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Three
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Wilder
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Four
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Tristian
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Five
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Adria
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Six
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Adria
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Seven
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Adria
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Eight
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Wilder
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Nine
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Tristian
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Ten
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Wilder
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Eleven
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Terra
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twelve
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Wilder
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Thirteen
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Wilder
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Fourteen
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Wilder
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Fifteen
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Wilder
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Sixteen
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Wilder
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Seventeen
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Tristian
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Eighteen
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Wilder
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
        
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Part Two
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Jeselle
              
            

            
            
            
        
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Nineteen
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Terra
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Terra
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-One
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Wilder
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-Two
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Tristian
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-Three
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Jeselle
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-Four
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Jeselle
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-Five
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Jeselle
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-Six
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Jeselle
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-Seven
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Wilder
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-Eight
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Wilder
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-Nine
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Wilder
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Thirty
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Wilder
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Thirty-One
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Wilder
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Thirty-Two
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Wilder
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Thirty-Three
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Tristian
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Thirty-Four
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Harry
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Thirty-Five
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Jeselle
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Thirty-Six
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Tristian
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Thirty-Seven
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Terra
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Thirty-Eight
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Wilder
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Thirty-Nine
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Harry
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Forty
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Tristian
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
        
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Part Three
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 The Stones
              
            

            
            
            
        
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Forty-One
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Tristian
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Forty-Two
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Wilder
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Forty-Three
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Wilder
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Forty-Four
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Terra
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Forty-Five
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Wilder
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Forty-Six
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Wilder
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Forty-Seven
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Tristian
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Forty-Eight
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Tristian
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Forty-Nine
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Jeselle
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Fifty
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Jeselle
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Fifty-One
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Tristian
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Fifty-Two
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Terra
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Fifty-Three
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Tristian
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Fifty-Four
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Wilder
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Fifty-Five
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Tristian
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Fifty-Six
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Tristian
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Fifty-Seven
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Wilder
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Fifty-Eight
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Tristian
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Chapter Fifty-Nine
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Wilder
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Epilogue
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
            
        
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Reviews
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Coming Soon
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Glossary of Terms
        
        
          
            
            
            
        
            
            	
              
                 Things To Know
              
            

            
            	
              
                 People To Know
              
            

            
            	
              
                 Places To Know
              
            

            
        
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Playlist
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Acknowledgements
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About The Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Summary of Red Summer


Years after being found alone as a baby, seventeen-year-old Wilder Ansley has grown up shifted from foster home to foster home, leaving behind the scars of unfortunate and unexplainable incidents each time. To make matters worse, Wilder has been followed his entire life by animals that seem far too aware for his comfort, and creatures he’s always described as “the people in the trees”—animals and creatures no one else has ever been able to see aside from him. Justifiably, he thinks he’s going crazy. 
After accidentally setting his foster brother’s bed on fire, Wilder is told he’ll be leaving New Orleans, the only true home he’s ever known. He’ll soon be relocated to a correctional facility 5 hours away, and it’s time for him to say his goodbyes. On his last day of school, Wilder meets a pretty girl oddly interested in him and a curious woman in the park who seems to know more about Wilder than he knows about himself. 
That evening, Wilder gets into a heated argument with his foster mother. Angry at the decisions being made without his consent, Wilder runs away into a freak lightning storm. He meets a dodgy owl intent on guiding him across the city and to the steps of an old, dilapidated church—only not really. As a veil falls away, Wilder is left staring at a gorgeous cathedral in the heart of New Orleans.
Once inside, Terra, the girl from Wilder’s school, confronts him with the truth of who he is—a fae with strong, elemental powers that have been out of his control his entire life. He’s been discovered by the Council, a group whose job it is to find lost Céad (magical beings of various races) and help them understand who they are. 
Over the next few days, Wilder meets the rest of the motley residents of the Council House and learns more about where he might have come from. He learns he’s not only a fae, but a Fairn, a species of fae known for their elemental abilities and their season-based appearance. Wilder himself is a Summer. Despite this knowledge, there’s no indication of who his parents might be. Many fae children have been kidnapped over the last eighteen years—since the start of the Red War, led by the disgruntled fae Markus and his rogues. 
After unexpectedly saving his new friends and a human woman from a potential kidnapping into Lus Halla (where Markus and his rogues have set up a den for murder and torture), Wilder decides he’d like to stay at the Council House to learn more about his magic and how to control it. 
During this time, he begins to fall for Terra, the inquisitive and driven wyte that first introduced him to this hidden world, the Eadar. Unfortunately, he has to contend with Tristian, an icy Winter fae intent on hating Wilder simply because he’s a Summer. All the while, Wilder struggles to open himself to his magic, his powers only emerging when he needs them the most, but never enough for the basics.
One night, Markus’s rogues attempt to break into the Council House. They’re unsuccessful, but the question of what they were after arises. The House’s librarian believes Markus may have been after a legendary book, the Book of Scales, but there’s no proof of the book being there, let alone existing in the first place. The Book of Scales, according to most, is as unlikely to exist as the dragons, and the dragonstones, which the Book is written about.  
But Rickard, one of the instructors at the Council House, gives Wilder a look that makes him believe there might be something else Markus was after. Wilder himself. And despite the widespread belief that the dragons and their stones never existed, whispers of the stones have been running rampant, along with irrefutable proof Markus just might have one—the War Stone—and has been using it to build his rogue army.
All the while, Terra Sampson struggles with her budding attraction to Wilder, a man she cannot have because he isn’t a magem like her, just as Tristian isn’t. Her duty is to her Coven, and to the Priestess seat assigned to her since before birth. Different Céad species—like fae and magem—can’t reproduce without disastrous consequences, and since it’s Terra’s responsibility to maintain the integrity of her magical line, she must end up with another magem.
News of another human kidnapping arises, but this one is markedly different than the others. The woman in question, taken months before, is returned. She’s lost her mind and has attempted to murder her own new-born baby. After investigating the situation, Wilder and his friends discover the woman was taken into Lus Halla, where she conceived the child, and Markus is likely the father. The fae child displays a strange look, colorless, even though Markus is a Summer, so she should display the same season.
Later that night, Wilder overhears the Council discussing the baby Jeselle’s parentage, and Wilder’s. He comes to learn the Council believes Markus is not only Jeselle’s father, but Wilder’s as well. He runs away, realizing his friends are in danger because Markus must be after him. Wilder is then attacked by two of Markus’s most villainous rogues, the Kerdasa twins, before Tristian arrives and threatens them away. But they seem to know Tristian well. 
The next day, Jeselle is taken to Eaigan, the hidden Glass City of the Watern (a mysterious type of fae), the only place she can be truly protected. She will be studied to uncover more about her curious origins. While Wilder and his friends are there, the Watern make cryptic comments about Wilder’s origins as well.
Wilder is slowly gaining control of his powers, though with them come odd dreams, often accompanied by a set of luminous golden eyes. Finally, he’s able to shift into his natural fae form, but not without revealing the true color of his own eyes. The moment they shift from gray to a sunset amber, it causes Wilder deep distress. He shifts them back and vows to never shift his eyes again. 
Wilder finally shares his concerns and feelings about his struggle with the Magíck—the overarching power that directs the magic in each of them—with Terra. She explains the role the Magíck has in the world, but also the role the Dahrk (the antithesis of the Magíck) plays. She takes him to her mentor, Madam Malia, who shows him a series of confusing visions that Wilder can’t wrap his head around.
All the while, Wilder also learns his friend, the lycan Olivia, has been acting strangely. The vampyr Harry, who has unrequitedly loved Olivia his entire life, is concerned. After she loses control and attacks Tristian during what should have been a friendly wrestling match, she runs away. Harry, Tristian, and Wilder go after her. They find her unconscious and dying in the den of a local lycan clan, where Wilder learns there’s a brewing mistrust of the Council (and the Magistrie it represents) among these people. They get her out just in time to save her life. 
A few days later, Wilder comes across a mysterious book that appears out of nowhere in the library. It transforms under his touch, revealing a hidden prophecy and pages of information about flying beasts and beautiful, multicolor stones. He realizes immediately what this book must be: The Book of Scales. A dream that evening confirms it, as Markus and his general, the evil wyte Haman, break into Wilder’s mind, telling him to bring Markus the book.
The discovery, and Markus’s knowledge of the whereabouts of the book, rockets the entire Council House into a whirlwind. It’s decided Wilder and his friends must leave for the protection of Teír—the hidden heart of the Eadar where the Magistrie resides. They must also take the child Jeselle with them. The child, somehow no longer an infant, has been advancing in age more quickly than expected, appears to have unusual powers, and has been gifted a dragon egg by the Magíck itself. 
But before they can leave, they’re attacked. Terra is taken hostage by the Kerdasa twins, who make note of how much she means to Wilder. They also make a strange comment about using human blood to add to “the offering”. Wilder uses his power, and his direct connection to the Magíck, to save Terra and the rest of his friends once again. However, Terra is poisoned and falls into a coma. 
While Wilder waits to see if she’ll survive, the Book of Scales is stolen by someone they never would have expected: James—a close friend and a member of the Council. Wilder mentions to Rickard what the Kerdasa twins told him about the offering, and Rickard points out part of an old nursery rhyme children of the Eadar have been told their entire lives—that the Dahrk would use the blood of humans to make his claim on the Earth stronger. They realize the human kidnappings had been just that: an offering to the Dahrk. But part of the nursery rhyme also tells of the dragons, who would return to restore the dragonstones to the worthy. No one had believed any of it was real, but Rickard argues that since Markus surely has a dragonstone, the rest of the story must be more real than any of them had believed.
With Terra still unconscious but safe from the clutches of death, Wilder, Tristian, Rickard, and Barrett finally leave the Council House and head for Teír, retrieving the now toddler-aged Jeselle from Eaigan on the way. 






  
  Prologue


“Here,” a deep voice rumbled to his companion. The two strode up to a small cottage nestled in a quaint Grecian village. Bougainvilleas bloomed along the fence line, the scent of jasmine and lavender clinging to the humid summer air. The man’s voice, and the crunch of their boots on the gravel, were the only sounds on the quiet, breathless night. But he didn’t care how much noise they made. Let them find him. 
The village remained dark, remnants of a recent blackout that had wiped the entire city’s grid two weeks ago. It had been one of a few across this section of the world. At first, Markus had blamed it on the humans. On their constant inability to manage anything on the Earth they’d been so undeservingly given.
Idiots. The lot of them. 
But then the whispers had come. Talk from his rogues about unnatural things happening in the areas hit by the blackouts. Unnatural developments within some of the Céad. So he set the rogues loose on the city to investigate. And what he had found?
Inconceivable.
It was incredible the way the Magíck worked. Try as it might to fight against him, it always seemed to gift him in the most unexpected ways instead. 
“You’re sure?” a sharp female voice barked, eyeing the cottage with suspicion. “I don’t want to get caught in anything unnecessary. I’d hate to have to kill a Céad because you didn’t do your homework.” Her marked scowl made her otherwise beautiful face appear deadly, and despite her manifold attraction, Markus quieted the disgust in his throat.
“When are you going to learn to trust me?” he said, his brow quirking, his voice a low grumble. “I’ve had my men scouring this city for a week. I’ve double and triple checked. Our sympathizers in the area have confirmed it. There’s one here. But by all means, waste my time and question me some more.” This woman was starting to get on his last nerves. If she hadn’t been as useful as she was, as connected to the power he needed access to, he would have done away with her years ago. 
The woman’s gaze narrowed on him, her scowl deepening, but she only nodded and continued toward the door. As soon as she stepped within two feet of it, a loud blast sounded through the night. The bright blue door flew off its hinges, shards of wood littering the patio and the hardwood floor inside the home. 
“What happened to not doing anything unnecessary?” Markus asked, unfazed as he followed Haman through the fractured doorway. Frantic footsteps pattered upstairs, and a dog’s protective bark echoed from a room somewhere nearby. Good. Everyone was awake. He loved a show. 
“Oh? Did you prefer I knock?” Haman asked, her voice slick with honey, her dark brown eyes lighting with faux apology. 
“What the hell do you want?!” a loud, masculine voice cracked, and Markus peered up to see a stout Grecian man holding a rifle at both of them. The man was doing his best to remain composed, Markus could give him that, but the slight tremble to his frame gave away the terror billowing off of him.
“No need for that,” Markus said calmly, smiling at the man. “And so sorry about the door. My friend here can get carried away sometimes.” He gestured to Haman next to him, and he could almost feel her roll her eyes. 
“You are no friend of ours,” the man roared, holding the rifle even higher. “You’ve got three seconds to leave this house before I blast you out of it.”
“Hmph,” Haman sounded. “And I had heard the villagers here were so welcoming. Shame.” She didn’t wait for the man to respond before striding forward. 
“If you take one more step—” the man threatened. But before he could finish his sentence, the rifle soared from his hands as Haman waved hers. The man sucked in a harsh breath, backing away from the woman until his back hit the wall behind him. 
“Now. You’ve got three seconds to tell me where your son is before I blast you into pieces. Fair?” Haman’s tone had grown flat and unfeeling.
“My…my son?” the man said, shaking his head, his confused stare flying to Markus still waiting by the door. “What’s he got to do with any of you?”
“Nothing. Yet.” Markus shrugged, eyeing the man with contempt. “You really should listen to her though. She doesn’t like to ask twice.”
“Dad?” A younger male voice sounded from the top of the stairs. Fourteen, perhaps, at the oldest. 
Good. Still impressionable. Malleable. The corner of Markus’s mouth curled into a smirk. 
“Dad, what’s going on?”
“Right on time.” Haman patted the man’s chest and gifted him a brilliant smile. “Don’t worry. We’ll take good care of him.”
“What do you…no…NO,” the man’s voice grew to a stuttering panic. He stepped in front of Haman, as if to block her from ascending the stairs. Her jaw tightened with annoyance, and with another wave of her hand, the man was shoved back against the wall, unable to move or breathe. 
As the man struggled, his wheezing breaths refusing to move past his windpipe, Markus strode further into the room to get a better look at his new charge. The lanky boy stood at the top of the stairs, quivering like a weed caught in a hurricane. That would have to change. He had little patience for weaklings. 
“Vincent, isn’t it?” Markus said, standing next to his general while she eyed the boy, as if assessing the inner makings of him. “Sorry to barge in on you like this, my boy. I’m sure it’s quite the surprise. Perhaps as much of a surprise as your new abilities?” Markus cocked an eyebrow at him, and the boy sucked in a hard breath. 
“How did you—”
“Plenty of time for questions later, son,” Markus said. “For now, best we be off. A quick rip of the band-aid for your father, I think.” Markus gestured to the man slowly dying on the wall, his face turning a sickly shade of blue. “He’s got about a minute left. I’d hate for Haman here to drop him completely.” 
Haman nodded once in confirmation. Her penetrating stare settled on the boy before it flashed a deep purple. “Go with him, and your father will live.”
At her words, the boy’s whole body seemed to relax, and he took the last few steps down the stairs to meet them on the landing. 
“That’a boy,” Markus said, ruffling the boy’s dark hair. He didn’t seem to notice. Markus led the boy back outside, the night just as quiet as when they had come. A caw split the night, and Markus glanced up to see the beady, black eyes of a raven watching them from the branches of an olive tree. As they passed, a gust of wind rushed through the tree’s leaves, muffling the heavy thump of a body hitting the floor inside the house.
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  Chapter One

Terra


Terra, 
By the time you wake up, I’ll have left. And to be honest, I know now that it’s for the best. It’s the only way you’ll be safe, and it’s the least I can give you after what I’ve done. I’m so sorry, Terra. I’m sorry for putting you at risk, for not protecting you better. I’m sorry that because of me, Markus targeted you. I’m sorry for all the things I can’t control, the things we can’t control, and what that means for us. Rickard says I’ll see you soon. But I can’t shake the feeling that when I finally do, things will be different. We’ll be different. But I’m starting to realize that’s for the best, too.
—Wilder
Terra folded the letter, the creases beginning to thin and crack with how many times she had read and reread it in the past few days. Since she had woken up and indeed found Wilder gone. The ink in certain places had begun to blot and spread from where her tears had fallen the first time she had read it. But now the words felt as blank as she did. As blank as the page beside it, where Terra had tried, and failed, to send him an adequate response.
What would she even say? ‘You’re right. We’re through’? How did you break up with someone from thousands of miles away when you hadn’t even been with them to begin with?
She shouldn’t have been surprised by his decision. He needed to leave. It was far too dangerous outside of Teír for him now. Especially after the attack. After they had learned just how badly Markus wanted Wilder, and how easily he could get to him. Get to all of them. But part of her, the part still caught in the garden with him their last night together, thought he would have waited. Would have fought to stay with her. 
But logic and duty had won out, as it always should. And she couldn’t blame him for that. 
Tracing the lines of the drawing Wilder had left within the letter, Terra let another rush of peace flood her senses. As if the sketch of her face, surrounded by summer blooms and a speckle of stars, held a magic all its own. His letter, and this picture, was all she had left of him now. All she’d allow herself to hold on to. A brief memory of a fleeting moment they’d never get back.
A loud rattle wracked the door, startling Terra from her thoughts. She peered over at her clock. Nearly 1:00 p.m. and she was still in bed—disheveled and refusing to acknowledge the world outside. 
“Terra, I swear to the Magíck, if you don’t answer this door, I’m breaking in!” Olivia’s usually carefree lilt was all but gone, replaced by a markedly severe shriek, half muffled by the door and edged in the desperation of a best friend at a loss for what to do. 
Terra ignored her, just as she had every day this week. She knew Olivia wouldn’t actually break in, and Terra wasn’t ready to talk to anyone. To see anyone. To admit to the absolute mess she had gotten them all into, all because she wasn’t paying attention. All because she let herself get distracted. Anyone could have died. She could have died. And they had lost the Book of Scales, the one thing in this decades-long war that could have finally given their people a fighting chance. She’d never forgive herself for that. 
Wilder had uncovered the mythological book a little over a week ago, in the library of this very Council House. And it felt like all the Eadar was still trembling from the aftershocks of that discovery. The book was the key to understanding the dragonstones and how they worked, and it was now in the hands of the enemy. Markus. And there was no telling what atrocities he’d be able to accomplish with the information in it, or how many more dragonstones—nine stones of varying, significant power that far surpassed what any Céad was capable of—he’d be able to find using it. With just a single stone, the War Stone, Markus had already gathered an entire army hell-bent on not only kidnapping humans to use their blood for some sick ritual, but also on taking down anyone who stood in his way. Which included the entire Magistrie, who was sworn to protect them. 
Terra needed time—time to process everything that had happened, time to decide what she was going to do next. What the right choice was. But she knew that time was running out. She had woken from the attack a few days ago, but it was long enough that she knew Olivia wouldn’t be the only person calling on her, trying to remind her the world outside of her little cocoon still existed, and required her presence. The thought made her curl more tightly into her comforter.
After another few half-hearted attempts, Olivia stomped away, and Terra idly noted her efforts were at least growing less aggressive. Like she was finally giving up. Terra stared back down at the drawing, trying for the fourth day in a row to drudge up the motivation to leave her bed, before another knock, more steady and hesitant than Olivia’s, sounded at her door. 
Terra’s brow knit, unsure of who else would be around and not out looking for James—their once friend—and the book he had stolen from right beneath their noses. 
Finally rising, Terra crossed the room and cracked the door to peer outside. A tall man with close-cut dark hair, russet eyes, and skin that shone like tumbled brown jasper, met her gaze. 
“Dad?” Terra’s eyes widened, surprised to see him there. Since the attack, Tremaine hadn’t been in the Council House for longer than a few hours. Between meals, meeting with the Coven to discuss the ramifications of the attack, and searching for James, he and her mother had barely had time to sleep, let alone check on her. Once they had been assured of her survival, they, the Council, and the Coven, had shifted gears. All efforts were now focused on the search and preparing the Council House, and the other Céad in the region, for future attacks. 
“Can I come in?” Tremaine asked, her father’s kind eyes shining, just as they always did with her. She didn’t deserve it. Not after what had happened. 
“Sure,” Terra said, opening the door wider for him. She turned and retreated to her bed, slumping back down onto her pillows. 
Her father surveyed the room, eyeing the clothing and half-eaten plates of food scattered haphazardly across the floor, her desk, and dresser. “Olivia tells me you haven’t left your room in days, darling,” Tremaine started, his gaze falling back on Terra. Her stare narrowed on him. He reserved the term ‘darling’ for when he wanted to keep her calm.
“I haven’t felt like it.” Her tone sounded harsher than she had intended, but instead of pulling away, her father’s features only softened further. He strode across the room and sat down next to her. Wilder’s drawing lay atop the folds of her comforter, and Tremaine picked it up, regarding it before handing it back to Terra. 
“He’s got talent, that boy,” Tremaine said, but something in his words sounded forced. 
“I’m sure you’re not here about him, Dad.” Terra folded the picture into the letter and placed them both into a book on her nightstand. 
“You’re right,” he nodded, tucking a strand of her messy waves away from her face. “I’m here about you. My daughter.” Tremaine searched Terra’s features, his discerning stare woven with concern. “How are you?”
“I’m fine,” she responded on instinct. “You don’t need to worry about me…”
Tremaine’s lips thinned. “You almost died, Terra. And you haven’t left your room in days.” He shook his head. “Your mother and I have been talking. We know you needed some space, some time. But it’s not good for you to be locked away in here, letting your mind run away with everything that happened. We’re worried. And the Coven is worried—”
Terra scoffed. “The Coven? Why should they care what I’m doing? Am I not allowed the time to rest after—”
“Why would they not care, Terra?” Tremaine asked. “Do you think what happened would just be overlooked? Of course they care what, and how, their future Priestess is doing. Especially after an attack. And you have had time to rest. To heal. Your mother and I have fought them these last few days to make sure you get just that. But the Coven, along with the rest of the region, is rallying. And they expect…”
“What if I don’t want to be Priestess anymore?” The words flew from Terra’s mouth before she could stop them. The relief that came along with the statement was unlike anything she had felt before. Like a weight that had settled and rooted in her chest had cracked, finally letting in precious breath. “Maybe they should pick someone else. Someone more qualified.”
Terra had been in line to be Priestess since before she was born, just as so many of the Sampson women had. It had been her grandmother’s dying wish, and her parent’s living ambition, that she take the seat. And even though she’d have to be voted unanimously in by the Magistrie’s High Council, her parents and her pedigree held enough sway that her claim to the seat had been all but guaranteed since before she had been old enough to tie her own shoes. 
Since her grandmother had passed, the position had been held by an interim Priestess, Alessandra Landover, a distant cousin of the First Magister. But now that Terra was of age, the shadow of the position looming over her was growing more real. It was one more thing she just didn’t have the mental fortitude to handle right now. 
Tremaine paused, considering her words for a long moment. He breathed a deep sigh. “Terra, if you don’t take this position, you know it will be handed over to Alessandra by default.” Tremaine stared at his daughter, trying to hide his dismay at that prospect. “The girl might handle the position and its obligations well enough, but she’s the First Magister’s puppet through and through. The seat, and the Coven, would fall to his line for…” Tremaine shrugged, incredulity marking his tone, “generations, possibly. That kind of unchecked power, Terra. It’s dangerous.” 
Terra didn’t respond, too torn with guilt at what he was suggesting.  
“It’s normal,” Tremaine added hesitantly, “to question everything. You’re eighteen. Still so young, and after what happened to you…” He swallowed hard. “I don’t blame you for questioning your future when it was almost taken from you.” Her father brushed a hand down Terra’s unruly hair again, his eyes swimming with adoration for the daughter almost taken from him. The look made Terra regret her statement immediately. “But maybe this is a chance to consider, more carefully, your future and your decisions. This separation could be a great opportunity for you to refocus, Terra. To dive back into your studies and this role with no distractions. To reconnect with your purpose.”
Terra studied him. This separation. No distractions. He didn’t need to be explicit for her to know exactly who her father was talking about. The weight in her chest returned, stronger and heavier than ever. 
Maybe her dad was right. She had been distracted, and this is where that distraction had led her; almost dead, and the Book of Scales, the one thing that could have helped their people, gone.
Logic and duty. She had disregarded both, and it had ended worse than she could have ever imagined. But Wilder, at least, had made the right decision after everything. She should do the same.
“Yeah. You’re probably right, Dad,” Terra said, nodding and placing her head on his shoulder. 
He put his arm around her. “I’m heading over to the Coven this afternoon, if you’d like to join me. We haven’t spent the day together in a while, have we?” Tremaine smiled down at her, and Terra was reminded of all the times he had done the same when she was little, like she was his whole world.
“Sure. That sounds great.” But Terra felt a hollow, muted keen rumble through her soul. She shoved it away, along with the memories of the garden, and of the smoky gray eyes that had met her there. 






  
  Chapter Two

Tristian


Tristian had always loved the sea. One of his first memories had been playing on the shores of Daoine, the blinding summer sun shining over the Atlantic as the waves taunted and chased him in and out of their foaming maw. 
Gripping the railing in front of him now, he breathed in the salt air; the ocean wind wrapping his skin in the briny film of the deep abyss below. Standing on the deck of Luas for the first time in years, he let himself believe nothing but the endless hope of open ocean lay ahead. 
Rickard strode up from behind, joining him at the bow, his brown eyes fixing on the horizon. “You’ve been distant these last few days,” he said, turning to search Tristian’s features. Tristian knew he wouldn’t find anything revelatory in them. 
Maintaining his grip on the railing, Tristian stared into the brackish depths. “Did you know, when I was younger, I wanted to captain this ship?” His voice was low, almost lost beneath the sound of the waves crashing against the bow. 
Peering at Rickard, Tristian saw a slight smirk inch across the vampyr’s features. “Somehow that doesn’t surprise me,” Rickard said, his tone amused. The man closed his eyes and lifted his chin, as if to feel the sea breeze brush his cheeks. Tristian waited for him to say more. But he didn’t. 
“I was five. Maybe six. It was right after the fae and human kidnappings had started. When they shut down the Ways,” Tristian told him.
Rickard nodded, lifting his gaze to the cloudless sky. “I remember.”
“Before then, I had never been on a ship.” Tristian smiled as he recalled the first time he had come aboard. “I thought it was the coolest thing in the world. The smell of the salt, the gulls crying out. The way the crew worked together, so in sync. I had wanted to feel that same rush of open sea every day of my life. That same sense of brotherhood. Obviously, I didn’t know how to explain it back then, but it was enough that I told my dad one day I’d captain this ship.”
Rickard smirked again, pride lighting his features. “I’m sure Caolin had something to say about that.”
“Doesn’t he always?” Tristian returned Rickard’s grin, but he could feel something bitter biting through. “He just laughed at the idea. ‘Don’t think so little of yourself,’ he told me. ‘No son of mine would be destined for so menial a role as a ship captain.’” Tristian felt Rickard tense beside him. “But back then, I thought nothing could be more noble than captaining Luas. Nothing more important than helping our people get back to Teír in the only safe way left.”
Rickard stared out over the sea, nodding into the silence between them. The rest of the Council knew how Caolin could be; his tendency toward stubborn pride and control. Rickard himself had gone head-to-head with Caolin from time to time. Though as of recent, it had been happening more and more often. Tristian knew Rickard wouldn’t speak an ill-word against Tristian’s father, at least not to Tristian. But the strained look dimming Rickard’s expression made it clear he wholly disagreed with Caolin’s opinion on his son’s supposed ‘destiny’. 
“I think you are your own man, Tristian,” Rickard said, and Tristian didn’t miss the acidity beneath his words.
Tristian watched the ocean swell as the ship moved onward, nothing ahead for as far as the eye could see. “I was young then, though. Naïve. Maybe my dad was right. I didn’t know—couldn’t understand—the bigger picture. What really mattered.” Tristian’s timbre had grown stiff. 
“What do you mean?” Rickard turned to him, his eyes squinting against the spray of sea mist, but Tristian thought he saw a whisper of protectiveness cross them. 
“As the war went on, as Markus gained more and more power, we stopped taking Luas as often. I’m sure you remember it better than I do. When the Magistrie told everyone, especially the Fae, to limit travel and remain hidden and warded. When we all started to realize how serious the war was getting.”
“Of course.” Rickard nodded. “Your family had been assigned to the Council House around that same time.” A hesitant weight settled over Rickard’s tone, as if he was being careful to not mention an integral part of the story. But Tristian knew what had crossed his mind. It was the same thing that had been consuming his own since the moment Tristian stepped onto the enchanted ship. 
Tristian didn’t like talking about it. And those closest to him, like Rickard, knew better than to bring it up. Even Terra, one of his oldest friends, had only mentioned it once, and had regretted it within moments of seeing his reaction. A familiar, unwelcome pressure built behind his eyes. Blinking, he pushed it down, skilling his features back into the cool bearing he usually maintained. He let go of the railing. Adjusting his jacket, damp with salt and spray, Tristian shoved his hands into his pockets before turning to Rickard.
“Then you’ll remember what happened next. I learned pretty quickly that my father was right. Nothing is more important than family; than duty. And there’s nothing quite like the torture and murder of the person a little boy loves the most to remind him of that fact.” Tristian’s tone bordered indifferent as he searched Rickard’s condoling stare, daring him to disagree.
Rickard’s shoulders slumped, as if disappointed by the outcome of Tristian’s story. “Tristian, what happened to your brother—” Rickard started, shaking his head, but Tristian lifted a hand to stop him. Letting his statement falter, Rickard sighed.
Tristian didn’t want to hear anymore. Now all this ship represented was what his life could have been, what Aydrian’s life could have been, if not for Markus. If not for the twins. If not for this entire world going to complete shit.
Laughter echoed across the decks behind them. Looking up, Tristian’s attention fell on a tan-faced and freckled Wilder chasing a tiny porcelain and gray sprite of a girl. Tristian pushed his thoughts about his older brother back to where he always kept them—far enough away to not feel them, but close enough to remind him why he did what he did. Why he would always choose country, family, and duty, first. 
Tristian watched the little girl. Her collection of tight silver ringlets bobbed in a tangle around her shoulders, her laugh ringing melodic through the humid, salt air. In the single week Jeselle had been with them, she had grown nearly twice her size, appearing more like a five-year-old than the two-year-old she had looked to be when they had retrieved her from Eaigan. There was little rhyme or reason to the rate of her growth. None of them knew how much bigger she would be from one day to the next, or when she might stop growing—stop aging—at all. 
Jeselle’s nursemaid, Sendaeya, was taking it all in stride. Not much about the little girl shocked her anymore, and the rest of them had begun to reach that same disconcerting conclusion as well. But it had still been difficult to explain the little girl and her unusualness to the captain and his crew. Tristian knew it would be even harder for Rickard to convince them to keep their mouths shut about her when they eventually made port in Teír, so he figured Rickard didn’t need to know about Tristian’s individual visits with each of the crew that first night. Just as he didn’t need to know about the threats the crew received upon their lives and limbs, either.
Tristian studied Wilder as he and Jeselle ran circles around the deck. 
“I wonder,” Rickard asked him, seeming to glean that their earlier conversation was better left behind them. “Whether the last week has changed your mind about him at all.” A leveled discernment marked his tone as his stare trailed Wilder across the deck.
Tristian remained silent. Rickard knew he had been suspicious of Wilder when he had first arrived at the Council House months ago. His jealousy about Wilder's undeniable connection with Terra aside, Tristian knew his father had valid reasons to not trust the boy. Reasons to believe Wilder was working with Markus, even if Rickard refused to acknowledge them. And Caolin knew Markus well enough to know Wilder was, without a doubt, his offspring. And even if by the off chance he wasn’t, even if Wilder wasn’t working with Markus at all, Wilder was a Summer. 
And Winters of the Seasuír Court knew better than to trust Summers. 
It was a truth he had grown up with, and a truth he had never had a reason to question. Until now.
“I hardly see how my opinion of him matters,” Tristian said, scoffing. But something pricked at the back of his mind—a subtle guilt at his forced apathy, at his chosen defense of his father’s stance, despite the facts suggesting Wilder’s innocence. Tristian had been watching Wilder closely now for months, and if he was honest with himself, nothing about Wilder’s actions had indicated any kind of subterfuge or duplicity. In his opinion, the guy was about as cunning as a boulder.
Tristian watched Wilder scoop up the little girl, swinging her in a wide arc above his head. His red hair glinted golden in the sunlight beating down on the ship. Despite Tristian’s dislike of him, there was one thing he couldn’t deny: Markus’s son or not, Summer or not, if Wilder truly had borne any ill-will to Teír or his people, the charms flowing through every inch of Luas would have uncovered it immediately. 
Part of Tristian had been hoping the magical unveiling would be the deciding factor in Tristian’s final judgment of the stray Summer. But as of yet, not an ounce of the ship’s magic had implied Wilder might betray them to Markus. Tristian couldn’t deny the truth the revelation presented; that Wilder was on their side. But he still struggled to convince himself to like him. Even if Wilder was, by most standards, a decent guy. Even if, most days, the kid wasn’t half bad. So Tristian waited. He knew if the ship itself didn’t expose Wilder’s intentions on their journey, the foolproof wards surrounding Teír would. 
“I think your opinion of him matters quite a bit more than you let yourself believe,” Rickard told him, reaching up to clutch Tristian’s shoulder. “I’m going to check with the captain about our arrival.” 
As Rickard strode back across the deck, Tristian mulled over his words. He knew he needed to be reasonable, even if his father could not be. He owed that to Wilder, at the very least, for saving all of their lives. If not for who Wilder was to their people. 
Tristian figured Wilder hadn’t even thought about it, hadn’t even realized it. But the truth remained. If Wilder was Markus’s son, then by birthright, he was next in line for the throne.
Next in line to be the Fairn King…
Wilder put Jeselle down, and before he could straighten up, she shot forward. Stumbling back in surprise, Wilder tripped over himself, losing his balance and falling with a loud smack onto the wooden deck. 
Tristian rolled his eyes. Gods, the King and Queen need to hurry up before we get stuck with this dimwit as heir. But as he thought it, Tristian knew the Seasuír Court, the Magistrie, really all the Eadar itself, would never allow the son of their oppressor to take the throne, however innocent he may be. They would kill the boy before that. Tristian swallowed hard. Even if he didn’t like the kid, he certainly didn’t want him dead.
The shout of a crewman trumpeted overhead, magnified through the thick air around them, shaking Tristian from his thoughts. “Land ahead! Prepare for port!” 
Looking up, Tristian scoured the horizon. Not a scrap of land was visible in any direction. Another herald sounded, ringing against the masts as a bell clanged on the opposite end of the ship. 
“Crossing ahead! All alert!”
For a moment, nothing happened. But then, only feet from where Tristian stood, the bow of the ship pressed into a transparent wall of air. Pressure built as the pulsing fabric of the veil warped with crackling electric color. Tristian stared, awestruck, as the bow finally pierced through. The translucent veil rippled along the vessel as the ship cruised the calm waters. A subtle static flashed across his skin as the veil appraised him, somehow alive—cognizant.
Peering over his shoulder, Tristian watched as the wall of crackling energy drifted toward Wilder and Jeselle. They both stopped to stare—or glare, in Jeselle's case—as the veil approached. The air brushed against Wilder, but moved on a moment later. 
And that was that. 
Wilder’s innocence, at least in Tristian’s estimation, was effectively proven. Tristian pulled his mouth into a hard line, somehow both relieved and irked by the discovery.
But as the air pressed against Jeselle, it paused, taking longer to study her. Cocking his head, Tristian stared as streams of translucent purples and greens whirled around her in a dancing aurora, poking and prodding at her playfully. Annoyed at the intrusion, Jeselle hissed at the ribbons, swatting at them and stomping her foot against the deck to kick them away. Tristian could have sworn he heard the air giggle before it continued its way down the ship. 
“Never a dull moment with you, huh?” Wilder said, his eyebrows raised. She shot him a winning grin and took off running toward the ship’s stern, as if deciding she did want to play with the colorful wall. 
Wilder glanced at Tristian, still at the bow, and his eyes widened as he took in whatever had appeared behind him. Tristian spun around. Where there hadn’t been even an inkling of land in his periphery a moment ago, the ship was now only miles from the shore of a massive expanse of terrain. Hulking mountains rose, majestic, in the distance. Tristian could just make out the bustling port town on the west side of the isle, dock men readying to welcome Luas to harbor. 
Striding up to Tristian, his hands in his pockets, Wilder’s gray stare never left the island, even as crewmen ran along the deck behind them, preparing to make port.
“Welcome to Teír, Summer,” Tristian said, his gaze fixed on their new home. “Let’s try not to get you killed.”






  
  Chapter Three

Wilder


The port town of Steward smelled of fish and salt. Gulls cried from overhead, their beady eyes monitoring the fishmongers along the docks, waiting for any hint of scraps to be discarded. Wilder drew in a deep breath. The scent reminded him of the fish markets back in New Orleans, and his heart stung. After removing their cargo from the ship, the crewmen stacked what little the group had come with onto the back of two horse-drawn carriages waiting at the end of the docks. 
Disoriented by the bustling movement around him, Wilder felt as if he had been transported back in time. He eyed the dirt road, flanked by a row of market stalls and small earthen cottages. Each dwelling appeared accented with thick sapphire, the stone set deep into the walls of the homes and businesses. The translucent blue gem glistened in the sun as it beat down from high above, mirroring the same reflective shine of the clear, sapphire waters only feet away. Wilder thought it an odd decorative addition for buildings that didn’t display any other instance of wealth or ostentation. 
Several carriages other than their own rolled down the town streets. A constant cloud of dust floated inches above the ground as horse after horse kicked up at the dirt, the clatter of their hooves filling the late morning air. Wilder watched as a black and silver carriage passed. The sleek ebony stallion at the helm turned to look at Wilder, slowing its trot as their eyes locked. Taken aback at how intelligent the horse seemed—how almost human—Wilder recalled each of the random animals that had followed him as a child. The horse had that same uncomfortable, knowing stare. Wilder took a step away from it.
“It’s a Faed,” Tristian told him as he joined Wilder on the road, answering his unasked question. “Some creatures are just more…aware. More intelligent. The Magíck is stronger in them.” Tristian eyed the horse with suspicion.
“But it’s pulling a carriage,” Wilder said. “If it’s not just some animal, why would its owner make it do that?”
“It doesn’t have an owner,” Tristian corrected him. The dark eyes of the horse watched them from the road. “It chooses to do what it’s doing.” Looking at Tristian, Wilder’s brow furrowed in confusion, so Tristian clarified. “Some Faed partner with the Céad, mostly with the Magem, for reasons entirely their own. Familiars, like Hennie, are Faed.” 
Wilder’s thoughts fell on the spunky white owl that had first brought him to the Council House, and then on the breathtaking wyte that had sent her to him. Since they had left, Wilder had been trying so hard not to think of Terra, of his role in the attack, of how he had almost lost her before they even had a chance. But it was over now. He knew it, and he knew it was for the best. Terra would live, and his distance from her would keep her alive in all the ways he almost couldn’t before. 
The stallion turned its glinting black gaze to Tristian, assessing him. As if deciding he’d seen enough, the horse blinked once, snickered, flipped his silver mane, and hoofed at the earth before continuing his steady trot onward. 
“Well, that’s not comforting in the least…” Wilder said, watching the horse disappear around the corner. “Not knowing why they’re working with us…
“Yeah,” Tristian agreed warily. “We’ve learned to deal.”
Once it was out of sight, Wilder turned again to inspect the buildings. “So what’s with the stone everywhere? Seems a bit much for a port town.”
Tristian smirked, and Wilder swore he heard Tristian call him a dimwit under his breath. 
“This is Teír. It’s called the Sapphire City for a reason.” 
Wilder continued to stare at him, waiting for an explanation that made sense. 
Crossing his burly tattooed arms, Tristian rolled his eyes. The look seemed to be his constant in Wilder’s presence. “What does your irid do, Summer?” Tristian gestured to the small stone sphere they had all carried with them since they’d left New Orleans. 
Once again, Wilder’s thoughts fell on Terra, the memory of her nearly lifeless body too vivid to shove away. He wondered if she was still laying unconscious in the infirmary back at the Council House, all because an irid didn’t work the way they had expected it to. 
 Shaking his head, Wilder forced his attention back to Tristian. “Um, it holds magic, I guess,” Wilder tried. “A specific spell to protect us?”
“Exactly. These irids hold specific spells for a specific purpose.” Tristian held up his own small stone. “But irids can also hold raw magic for their users to draw upon when their own stores become depleted, or,” he gestured to the town in front of them, “for entire cities to run on.”
Wilder glanced back at the sapphire stone curling along the walls of a cottage next to them. As he stared deeper into the stone, Wilder saw dim streams of energy flowing through its depths from one side of the home to the other. Remembering the movement he had seen in the Apotéca’s massive geode all those months ago, he wondered if it too had held raw magic like this. 
“To run on?” Wilder asked. “What about electricity?” Scanning the streets again, Wilder realized the distinct differences between the world where he had grown up and the one he now found himself in. Lampposts lined the road, and Wilder had assumed they functioned like any other lamppost back home. But as he looked closer, he saw they appeared constructed far more like torches. 
“Electricity doesn’t act the same in the Eadar as it does in the human world,” Tristian told him. “As magic increases in any area, and as the Magíck itself becomes more present, electricity goes a bit haywire. We have something like electricity in the larger provinces, but it requires a lot more magic to use than torchlight does, so the smaller towns opt not to.”
Wilder glanced down at the watch on his wrist. It had started acting funny on the ship, but Wilder had thought nothing of it, figuring the battery must be going dead. Now the hands weren’t moving at all.
“But irids get depleted, don’t they? Wouldn’t these?” Wilder asked.
“Yep,” Tristian confirmed. He pointed to a weathered man in a gray tunic Wilder had seen moving between the buildings, touching each of the sapphires as he went. “There are fae and magem whose job it is to restore magic to every public grid, including the ones that protect Teír.”
A hand clapped down on each of their shoulders, distracting Wilder from his inspection of the old mage and the ancient stones. “You boys ready?” Rickard asked. Wilder turned around to see Barrett—Tristian’s younger brother—Sendaeya, and Jeselle vanishing into the first awaiting carriage. With a single flick of the reins, the carriage lurched forward, and the coachman drove the horses down the dirt road, their carriage disappearing from view.
“Yeah,” Wilder said, his mind still spinning. “Ready.”

      ***Tristian and Rickard spent their carriage ride cramming Wilder’s head with more information than he could handle. The two had already devoted the entire week on the ship to tutoring him in everything from the population divisions in Teír, to its specific geographical makeup. From the sounds of it, Teír was far larger than Wilder had initially expected. Its size, they told him, was closer to that of Australia than the small island he had once believed it to be, though most of it remained unsettled. 
Wilder stared out the curtained window, the open coast in full view as they tumbled along the coastline. Rickard and Tristian grilled him on the conduct and etiquette expected of him in the presence of either the First Magister or any of the Fae royal line. As the current political climate across the Eadar was rocky at best, it was apparently of utmost importance that Wilder maintain the highest level of decorum. 
He definitely felt a headache coming on. 
Wilder’s attention fell on a far-off strip of land miles across the water, an ominous stone building looming on its shore. Rain clouds darkened the clear blue sky, the mounting storm catching on the black turrets. “What’s over there?” Wilder gestured toward the towering castle.
“Rhaenor Gaol,” Rickard said, his tone solemn. “Home to those exiled from the Eadar, but deemed too dangerous for the human realm.”
Wilder remembered Rickard and Harry mentioning the place before—that the people there would spend the rest of their days cold and alone. The menacing fortress stood in stark contrast to the bright, rolling hills of the coastline their carriage traversed. “Is that where Markus will go? Before they kill him, I mean? When they finally catch him?” Wilder’s stare never left the stronghold. 
Silence answered him, and Wilder turned to see Tristian and Rickard looking at each other, their expressions grave. “Um, am I missing something?” Wilder asked. His gaze flashed between the two men.
Tristian spoke up. “The Magistrie hasn’t decided yet what’ll happen to Markus when he’s…captured.” A tinge of anger marked Tristian’s tone as he too turned to stare out the curtained window, scowling. 
Wilder remembered Tristian telling him that, under no uncertain terms, he’d be the one to kill Markus one day. What had changed? 
“Wait, what do you mean?” Wilder asked, his eyes narrowing on the two of them as Tristian’s features grew indignant. “You can’t mean they don’t intend to kill him…”
Rickard answered, his own tone resentful as he mirrored Tristian’s scowl. “King Josiah has made a formal request of the Magistrie. He’s declared the Fae want Markus detained upon capture—that he wants the Fae themselves to deal with him directly. And he’s given his army an explicit no-kill order, should they find themselves engaged with him.”
Wilder blanched, gripping the seat beneath him. “He did what…?”
Tristian’s glower grew deeper, a flame lighting behind his icy eyes. “Trust me, I’m just as confused as you are.”
Wilder’s stare narrowed on him, unseeing. He couldn’t imagine what was going through this King’s head, thinking it was a good idea to leave Markus alive after everything he’d put the Céad through. Everything he was still putting them through. 
From somewhere beyond the surrounding hills, the distant sound of multiple sets of galloping hooves, separate from those of their own carriage, approached. The three men stopped speaking, and their carriage rumbled to a sudden halt as the sound of the hooves surrounded them. The coachman at the front shouted a pronounced “Whoa, whoa,” as he tried to settle his spooked horses. Wilder could hear their panicked brays as they fought against their bridles. 
“What’s going on?” Worry edged Rickard’s question. “Surely we can’t be in Gesete already?”
“We’re not,” Tristian hissed. As he looked out the carriage window, Tristian’s lips tightened into a thin line, his hand inching toward the blade sheathed at his side. Turning to Rickard, Wilder saw his eyes widen at whatever was happening outside.
A voice heralded them from the other side of their carriage door. “In the name of First Magister Jaera, you are hereby commanded to release one Wilder Ansley, known son of Markus Aingeal, to the arrest and protection of the Magistrie.”






  
  Chapter Four

Tristian


“Shit,” Tristian whispered, his hand hovering at the pommel of his sword. He glanced at Wilder, who had gone so pale even the freckles usually smattering his cheeks had disappeared. “Rickard, what do we do?” 
Turning to Wilder, Rickard put his hands on his shoulders.
“Wil, listen to me carefully. I need you to remember everything I am about to tell you. Got it?”
Nodding to him, Wilder's breathing grew shallow, his eyes darting between Rickard and the window. 
“They will not hurt you. They know you’re far too important to the plans already in motion. And they have no definitive proof you are colluding with Markus, regardless of any suspicions certain members of the Magistrie may hold.” He threw a brief glance at Tristian, and Tristian’s ears grew warm. “Do you understand?”
Wilder nodded at him again, but his flinty eyes remained wide in panic.
“When we release you to them, do not put up a fight. Listen to everything they tell you to do.” Wilder’s stare caught Rickard’s, and Tristian saw betrayal mounting behind it. Rickard gave Wilder’s shoulders a firm squeeze, as if to assure him he’d be with him every step of the way. “Tristian and I are going to come for you right away.” 
Releasing a gasp of relief, Wilder slumped forward as he tried to steady his breathing.
“Magistrie officials may visit you while you’re with them. Do not, and Wil I need you to assure me of this, do not, under any circumstances, deny your parentage. Do not deny that you are Markus’s son.”
“What? Why?” Wilder forced out, shaking his head. “We don’t know for sure—”
“You’re right, Wil. We don’t,” Rickard answered, his own eyes flashing to the window, where a pair of boots thudded heavy against the rocky ground in a dismount. “But if you deny it, they are less likely to believe you when you also deny knowing anything about his plans. This is the most important thing, Wil. You are his son. It cannot be contested right now.”
Wilder’s throat bobbed, and he swallowed hard. Tristian watched as Wilder's eyes, still locked on Rickard, steeled. Wilder took one deep and steady breath. In that moment, Tristian saw the same collected, poised Wilder he had seen in their later combat sessions, and Tristian found himself unexpectedly proud of him. 
The carriage door rattled, and Wilder broke away from Rickard just long enough to look at Tristian. He saw the fear buried deep in Wilder's darkening gray eyes. But a moment later, the fear grew shadowed by a look of resolve so whole, only those closest to Wilder would have known any fear had been there to begin with. Giving him a subtle nod, an unspoken agreement passed between them. Tristian and Rickard would come for him. And Wilder would keep his mouth shut. 
The door swung open, and the brusque hand of an immense fae clothed in black leathers reached into the carriage. Emblazoned on the fae’s gloves was a golden emblem of four interlocking Cs. The fae’s dark eyes threw daggers at Tristian as he moved to block his entrance. 
Tristian held up his hand. “This need not be a fight, officer. He’s coming.” Looking back at Wilder, Tristian finally moved aside. As Wilder passed him, Tristian muttered under his breath, “You’ve got this, kid.”






  
  Chapter Five

Adria


Adria crept down the stark white marble staircase of Shailagh Tower, her trembling hand brushing against the brass banister as she descended into the bright grand-foyer of the main hall. Surrounding her on every side were the high walls of soft white mid-morning clouds, the stately chamber filled with furnishings made to match. An exquisite silver and diamond chandelier—a gift from the Watern to celebrate her long-ago engagement to Josiah—hung from the panels of the lofty artisan ceiling. Painted with charmed acrylics, each inch of the panels shifted to mimic the sky and stars outside. 
She hated it all.
The chandelier had been a kind enough gesture, and Adria had to admit the ceiling was a marvel in itself. But the counterfeit sky seemed, even now, only a stark reminder of the home she had lost. And the otherwise continuous white of the massive foyer felt both blindingly violent while also lacking any personality whatsoever. Every aspect of the room made her feel like crumbling in on herself. 
Shailagh Tower was nothing like Lus Halla. Lus Halla, where Adria had grown up and spent most of her life, was, or at least had been, alive with the very breath of color—alive with the hum of the earth itself. Adria sighed, recalling the fragrant scent of clove and roses, and shuddered to think what had become of the once glorious palace since she had last walked its halls over eighteen years ago. 
The sound of rushing feet met Adria at the foot of the stairs. Baron, the head of Shailagh’s household staff, hastened to greet her. At her arrival, a look of pure startlement flashed across his features before he regained a hold of himself. Straightening the fit of his coat, he cleared his throat. 
“Good morning, Your Majesty,” he said, bowing to her. The white-on-white of his uniform made Adria’s eyes hurt and stomach churn. “You are looking…well. Is there anything I can have prepared for you?”
“No. No, Baron. Thank you.” Adria heard her voice crack from its lack of use. 
She didn’t blame Baron for his surprise. This was just how things were now. Adria had spent much of the last eighteen years struggling through bouts of such deep panic and depression, it often felt near impossible to leave her chambers. Her episodes were something she, Josiah, and the tower staff had tried to keep private since they had first arrived in Teír. 
At the beginning, their pretenses were well enough executed that Adria believed she could sustain the High Council’s Fae representative position with little suspicion, just as every Fae queen had done before her. But as the years wore on, and as the war grew more perilous, her nerves began to betray her. 
Each time Adria left the tower now, she grew wracked with an unbounded paranoia that would not cease until she returned to the safety of her chambers. Day after day, Adria grew increasingly more worried her fragile hold on the position would crumble as easily as she had the tendency to.
“Has Josiah returned yet, Baron?” Adria asked, her voice strained, the set of her gaze on the butler expectant. 
“I’m afraid not, Your Majesty. My apologies.” Baron bowed again. “A letter did, however, arrive from the Americas this morning.”
“The seal?” Adria asked. Her tenor sounded far more robust than it had moments ago, and her hand flew to her throat, the alteration shocking even her. 
Baron did her the courtesy of not noticing. “A white rabbit, Your Majesty,” Baron confirmed, pulling the letter from the waist pocket of his fitted white coat.
Adria snatched the letter from Baron’s hand, and she could have sworn the manservant flinched. She gave him an apologetic smile. “Sorry, Baron. I’ve been a little…strained, as of late. Thank you for the letter.” Baron adjusted the set of his shoulders, as if releasing a shot of tension he had been holding. 
“Not at all, Your Majesty,” Baron said. “Should you need anything else, please do let me know.” 
Baron moved to turn away, but paused. Glancing back at Adria, his eyes shone with concern, his mouth drawing into a hard line. “Your Majesty,” the manservant began, looking down at the ground as he cleared his throat. “If I may…It truly is good to see you moving about. I hope you do not find it too forward, but your people have missed you.”
Adria
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