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  Blurbs - Throne of Flames Series 



      [image: image-placeholder]Throne of Flames series, an epic adventure filled with magic, intrigue, and the power of love 
Dreams, book # 1 (Thunder, a High Fae with a wounded face)
Souls, book #2 (Elaris, a High Fae with a broken heart)
Hearts, book #3  (Ragnar, a powerful High Fae warrior)
Fates, book #4 (2025-2026)  a reverse harem / why choose story, based on the previous love interests of the heroine
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  Scene 1. Red Warrior Fae, Robbers, and Dragon



      [image: image-placeholder]My battle was not over. I had applied everything my disappeared husband Thunder had taught me - lunging forward with the tip of my sword in the warrior’s chest who was attacking me, lunging sideways and backward to strike my blow and avoid his retaliation, which the angry, red-haired Fae warrior was striking with breathtaking speed. 
I did not know what else I could do to stay alive—or rather, not only to stay alive but to continue my journey forward, searching for a love that had disappeared and running from the love I had just found.
The Fae warrior was terrible in his anger. From beneath a round-topped helmet decorated with metal plates engraved with signs that looked like runes, with a protective helmet plate covering his nose and half his face, his eyes were almost invisible.
What else did I need to know about my enemy? Only how to get him out of my way. Basically, I was interested in something other than who he was, not what he looked like without that protective armor, not where he lived. All I knew was that this red-haired demon had come out of nowhere on my path, blocking my way and forcing me to fight him.
The Fae travelers I had interceded to protect from the enemy who had treacherously attacked their group, unaware of the danger and walking with their burdens for trade in the nearest village along the narrow foothill path up the slope, had expected no one to come to their aid. And even more so, this someone would be a young woman who did not know how to hold a sword and a dagger.
But I could do all that. At least I knew how to defend myself - Thunder had taught me that. But I did not know how to attack at first. It would have seemed insane to anyone versed in cold-weapon combat to rush to the defense of these innocent travelers with a short sword. I had no equanimity required in a well-calculated attack on an enemy.
This world was not favorable to me. I made my way through a thicket of plants that looked more like a jungle than the Forest of Fae Country. Usually, we imagine a magical forest from fairy tales, with myriad fireflies swirling in the air and dewdrops glistening mysteriously on a web that a kind spider had woven and hung between the trees just so we could admire the beauty of nature and his art. The dew was now just water that trickled down my face and fell down the back of my shirt. I was soaking wet but walked on desperately, hoping to find a path to lead me out of this thicket.
I was sure of what I was doing. When an important question goes unanswered for a long time - as it did with Thunder’s disappearance - it takes all the mental strength in the world to find the answer - whatever it takes.
So I sacrificed everything - my newfound love, both fae kingdoms - Thunder and Elaris, and continued my journey into the unknown. But that unknown was to lead me to the answer to my question.
Of course, I did not know what lay ahead of me. All I could see was that these unarmed Fae travelers had been attacked by a small band of filthily dressed rogues, of which there were plenty here in the Fae world between the kingdoms. Thunder had told me long ago that in their world, too, there were the so-called “outcasts” of the fae, the outcasts of society. To get food and clothing, they attacked travelers, robbing them. They could even kill if someone fought back. But I knew the fae did not have many things they were attached to in their lives. And losing every item that robbers could now take from them and resell in the adjacent so-called “dark” kingdoms, causing many of these poor fae a great deal of grief when they trade the proceeds of the stolen goods for food.
I gave little thought to the risk I was taking by rushing to the aid of these poor faes. Contrary to what was constantly written about the fae, some of their society did not have any special magic to protect themselves. They simply lived like peasants, cultivating their fields and exchanging the food they grew for other things. To me, the structure of the fae kingdoms reminded me of the structure of the society of the medieval kingdoms of Europe - from a history textbook, of course. And so their rules and living arrangements were clear enough to me.
So, I was determined to fight the bandits to finish these defenseless travelers.
I grabbed my short sword from the sheath attached to my leather belt and, having taken a full lungful of air beforehand, rushed at the bandits with an intimidating battle cry. My battle cry, which I had also learned from Thunder, turned into an unbearable shriek at the end. It was the only way I could frighten my opponents - for they had expected nothing from such a frail-looking traveler than me.
One robber stumbled and fell, dragging the others with him. It turned out that they were bound by a thin but strong rope. Apparently, they had tied each other with the rope or simply held on to it so as not to get lost in the thicket.
One of the fae attackers stared fearfully at me, a small, furious fury that had pounced on them with a distorted face. He spread his arms, frightened to the sides, backing away from me into the forest’s darkness. His ragged clothes flew apart with the movement, and I realized the robber had no sword and not even a dagger. 
It turned out that these bandits did not even have weapons! What was going on in these kingdoms—here, even bandits did not carry weapons, but the fae peasants just stopped and surrendered to their mercy. Like this first robber, the other male robbers who attacked the travelers, dressed in rags and with faces stained with mud, stumbled away from where their luck had turned against them.
Only one robber suddenly stopped, turned to me, and held a dirty hand in my direction. He pointed a finger at me, whispering something. I felt a sort of fog enveloped me, which immediately dissipated. I decided nothing had happened to his magic and that it had not worked!
I was ready to laugh - it seemed so easy to win.
But then the red-haired devil appeared right in front of me. The first thing I smelled was the fire from his clothes and hair. This man’s hair - and he was a fae man, very tall and of a mighty build - was fiery red. His beard was as red as his hair. His pointed ears made him look like a high fae.
I could not see his eyes from beneath the protective plate of his round helmet, richly decorated with metal chasing. But I did not need to do that. I should have just gotten out of his way, for I had accomplished my purpose in scaring away those robbers.
But this giant stood in front of me, and he looked threatening. I involuntarily backed away. I could not imagine fighting him, but he followed me, and in an instant, I was in his arms. 
The red-haired giant held me like a bug, wrapping his arms around my waist. His grip made it impossible for me to take a full breath and put up any resistance.
“No, no one is going to make me obedient with these methods!” The thought flashed through my mind, and I deftly twisted around and kicked the redheaded devil in the groin.
Unfortunately, this place was also protected by a metal plate, and I only bruised my leg badly.
In desperation, I spat in his face and reached for his cheek with one hand, scratching it with my fingernails until it bled.
The giant’s grip did not loosen. He only squeezed me tighter in his grip, and his lips parted with a predatory smile. His teeth were white-on-white, as if he had drunk no coffee. Well, yes, coffee was not the main beverage in the fae world. They had enough invigorating remedies from their magical herbs and potions, so they did not drink coffee.
“But why would I have thoughts of my enemy not drinking coffee at a time like this? That’s ridiculous!” I thought, almost losing consciousness from lack of oxygen.
But just then, a shadow appeared from above and covered us all.
I threw my head back and saw the belly of an enormous dragon above me. It resembled the belly of a crocodile—covered with protective scales or plates, but lighter and probably the most vulnerable.
Yes, a dragon was flying right above us - and it was huge. I had seen many dragons in the fae world, ones and small ones; black ones, like my dragon horse Mariana, and white ones, like the dragon that had driven Thunder and me around during our marriage of convenience.
This same dragon was one of the largest I had seen up to that time.
Its huge, dark, webbed wings covered half the sky. The dragon’s jaws were filled with steam and fire. The dragon smelled of sulfur, like a volcano. Could this monster be a creature from the Earth’s interior?
The red-haired fae suddenly and abruptly lowered me to the ground. My legs would not hold me up, and I fell to my knees, resting my hands on the ground in front of me. When I tried to get to my feet, I was on the ground again, but I was on my back and had been knocked to the ground by the storm raised by the wings of the dragon above us.
But the dragon was a threat to me, too. I did not know what it wanted, this dragon. Having spent much time in the fae world, I knew every creature here had a purpose. And the dragon showing up in the middle of my confrontation with both the bandits and this fae warrior meant something. But what?
The dragon kept circling above us and circling. Stretching his long neck downward, he scrutinized the warrior and me intently. He probably did not need me, though - I was too small for his jaws. He would not even notice he had eaten anything if he tried to swallow me. Besides, I still had my short sword and dagger with me, and I was not going to just give up and dive into the dragon’s throat without cutting its insides one last time.
But it was all like an instant - these thoughts.
The red-haired giant stood before me, and I saw him holding an enormous sword with both hands. The length of this sword was almost equal to the height of the giant himself. The blade glowed with a blue light, contrasting beautifully with the giant’s fiery hair.
“And what do I care about the beauty of his sword and hair? This stranger is disgusting, and I hate him - getting into my battle with the muggle-born, in a kofta I won!” thought I, trying to get to my feet again. If the dragon turned his attention not to the fae warrior but to me - I would be his very easy prey, as I could not move to escape.
However, after thinking about it, I realized I was so small that I was of no interest to the dragon. Or maybe there was some other reason here, but the dragon only had eyes for the red-haired fae and spun around, descending straight at him.
Opponent was also distracted by the dragon’s appearance, and I realized that this was my only chance to escape from both.
The red-haired fae, following the dragon’s flight closely, raised his blue, glowing sword above his head and spun it around, creating a vortex around himself and me.
I realized that something I had never seen before was about to happen. Still lying on my back, leaning on the ground with my elbows and feet, I crawled away from the red-haired fae warrior.
He suddenly uttered strange words that sounded like incantations. He no longer looked at me, his enemy. The warrior only looked up at the dragon.
Suddenly, up above where the dragon was flying, something changed. The monster stopped looking down at his prey, and he looked around anxiously as if one can say that about such an immense creature - and finally, I noticed that clouds had gathered above the dragon, from which blades of lightning cut through. Flapping its wings with effort, the dragon rose above this thunder cloud. Finally, he disappeared behind it in the distance. I saw him breathe the last blast of fire, turning his head toward us. From afar, he seemed like a twin of that red-haired warrior- the same fiery red fire and vapor created a halo around his head as if he were a redhead. Then, the dragon disappeared into the sky, entirely covered by heavy clouds.
I realized that this moment was my chance to run away from the mighty arms of the red-haired Viking Fae. I gathered my strength and jumped to my feet.
But my right hand was immediately clutched by this fearsome warrior’s arm.
He brought his face close to me and burst forth,
“Did you, you filthy thing, think to escape from me? It won’t work!”
I was surprised, not so much that he still took me as a robber, but with what contempt he said that I was a filthy thing. But it was not true! I was wearing very nice clothes- the best clothes Elaris had given me for traveling- and he had excellent taste in everything.
I lowered my gaze to my caftan and realized I was wearing the same rags those robbers had worn.
“Ah, that’s the thing!” thought I, indignant at my guess. “That robber has enchanted my clothes, and they look like their rags now. Apparently, that’s why that red-haired warrior thought I was one of that gang of robbers and attacked me.”
But even that guess was not enough to explain everything to the frantic fae, who were already dragging me in the opposite direction to where I had originally been heading before the fae and the robbers had gotten in my way.






  
  Scene 2. The Elders, the Old Woman, and the Golden Buckle



      [image: image-placeholder]When the red-haired warrior, who had already hated me from the first time I saw him - and I did not know why I felt so strongly about him - held me firmly by the forearm and led me, or rather dragged me, away from the place where we had fought and away from the road that I knew and knew where it led, my heart was like ice - frozen. My breathing was constricted as if this giant still continued to clutch my waist and keep me from breathing. 
Finally, he led me somewhere where there were some other people, or rather, fae. 
Mostly, fae, who came out of squat dwellings whose roofs were covered with a thick layer of grass that just grew on them like a clearing, regarded me as some kind of misunderstanding. Their gazes showed no hatred or disgust, but they stared at me as if I had come from some circus to amuse or hurt them.
The red-haired warrior, one hand dragging me behind the stanchion, held everything in the other. My belongings and, most importantly, my weapons-a short sword and a dagger. He must have been pleased with his prey, for his face, beneath his thick red beard, flashed a satisfied grin-if I could call the predatory grin of his mouth that.
There was hope in my soul that at least one reasonable fae here would believe me.
“He didn’t kill me after the dragon flew away, or rather, after he got it out of the way with some magic. However, that warrior didn’t even want to talk to me, even though I tried to tell him about just protecting those fae. He didn’t let me go right after this battle, so he must need me for something. But why? To become his or his associates’ concubine - never! “I thought and shuddered in disgust as I thought about the rules of the fae world.
I knew that the winner of even a simple contest had the right to get almost anything he wanted. It was how the fae extracted their glory between proper battles with their enemies.
And now that the red-haired giant had clearly mistaken me for the same robber I’d saved the Fae travelers from, I did not know how to explain the situation. The dazed fae had been hours away from here, and their trail was gone on the road that disappeared behind the forest.
I thought the vast red-haired fae warrior stood before me and stared at me disgustingly. I realized that my explanation that I was protecting the Fae travelers without witnesses to the incident would not be accepted as truth by him.
No one confirmed I had tried to protect these fae. No one...
I noticed a few old men among those who came out to the small square in the middle of this settlement. They were all something like that red-haired warrior, only hunched over and clearly infirm. Their once thick and lustrous hair now fell in sparse white strands over their shoulders, but their hunched faces and proudly raised chins made them look like former warriors.
They must have been the elders of the settlement.
I noticed an old woman among them. Everyone gave way to her as she strolled toward the center of the gathering, leaning on a wooden stick with a dragon’s head inlaid with multicolored, round-cut stones.
The red-haired warrior stopped before the elders and bowed his head in silent greeting.
The elders looked at us, as it seemed to me, with no expression on their faces. Only the old woman gazed at me intently. Her eyes seemed to be the only living spot on her face, deeply riddled with wrinkles.
The old woman stretched out her feeble hand toward me and, pointing with her finger at my belt, said in a suddenly sonorous and low voice.
“What’s that you have there?”
I glanced down at my belt and realized it had a gold buckle that my grandmother Lilia had once given me.
I involuntarily. I covered the buckle with the palm of my hand, thinking that now the only thing I had left in the fae world from my life in the other world would be taken from me.
The old woman understood my gesture and said,
“Don’t be afraid. Everything you are wearing will stay with you whether you live or go to the other world.”
I was given a shudder - are they deciding now whether to execute me or let me live?
The old woman continued.
“Tell me where you got that buckle!”
There was an order in her voice.
With difficulty loosening my thirst-dry lips, I whispered, looking straight into her eyes.
“It was a gift from my grandmother...”
The old woman straightened up sharply. With her lips pressed together, she inclined her headfirst to one old man beside her, then to another, and whispered something to them.
One of them waved his hand, and the red-haired warrior bowed his head again, obedient to that order of words.
“What does it all mean?” a thought ran through my head. “Have they decided to kill me or imprison me? It’s not like I stole that buckle; it’s always been mine!”
Just then, the voice of one elder sounded.
“Ragnar, let her go!”
He did not obey this order. The red-haired warrior stared at the elders in amazement, and in his reply, I sensed resentment, poorly concealed, at this decision.
“I got her and it’s up to me to decide what to do with her! She robbed the Fae civilians and will be punished for it!” he growled.
The old woman raised her head and pressed her lips together proudly. Her face expressed determination. She said something to him in a language I did not understand, but suddenly, my prodigy let go of my hand and moved one step away from me.
A sigh of amazement ran through the crowd of fae gathered around us, and this judgment was
I realized something unusual had just happened and looked closely at the old woman.
The old woman was not looking at Ragnar, who stood to the side. She was looking at me but through me at the same time. She seemed to have fallen into oblivion and was sleeping with her eyes open.
I shifted my gaze from her to the elders standing beside her. Their faces, also riddled with wrinkles, expressed nothing. Their gazes were also turned inward toward themselves rather than toward me or Ragnar. The elders seemed to have seen everything in their lives, and this adventure with me was the one that had so roused Ragnar. 
I glanced at my victor and realized he was not the old man I had first thought him to be. He was, in human terms, about thirty or thirty-five years old. It was just that his bushy hair and beard made him look older than he really was. I could not figure out how old he was by the fae count and in human years. Perhaps this desperate fae warrior was actually several hundred years old.
“Why am I suddenly interested in him? Just now, that crazy warrior almost strangled me and I had to recognize his superiority.”
Here, I looked at the elders again. 
“How old are they, then? A thousand? Two thousand?”
Thoughts crowded into my head, and I did not understand why the age of these faes was more important to me now than my fate.
Yes, these faes - both Ragnar and his elders - did not care what happened to me.
“But why should they care?” a thought flashed through my mind. “I am not only a dangerous stranger to them. Even my presence in their settlement seems to pose a threat to them-but what kind of threat?”
Meanwhile, Ragnar stepped forward and slowly approached the elders. He bowed his head low to them, especially to this old woman, it seemed to me.
“You know everything, wise one. Tell me, what is your reason for demanding the release of this robber?”
His voice sounded muffled, but he did not express any of the outrage he had been feeling. He seemed to resign from her decision.
The old woman awoke from her forgetfulness and reached out a withered hand to him, then placed it on his bowed head.
Ragnar did not move. He did not look up and looked like a huge red dog being petted by a strict mistress.
The old woman ran her hand through his hair and replied,
“My son, you will know everything after the feast of the gods. Wait, a little while. Leave your captive alone, but do not let her leave our village. Otherwise she will perish and the punishment of the higher powers of our world of elementals will fall upon us.”
I heard this conversation and could not believe my ears. Just now, this warrior was ready to execute me or imprison me, and now he was given orders to guard me.
“Am I going to die? Me? No, the wrong one is under attack!” thought I. Although just now I might have escaped death or imprisonment, the indignation at the old woman’s suggestion that I might just die like that without the care of this Ragnar angered me terribly.
“I’ll manage without his supervision! At least I will avoid his presence as often as I can. And the first thing I’ll do is to understand their principles of life here in this settlement, and escape.”
“That’s the way of things! But why?” I heard Ragnar mutter. The warrior did not look at me but followed the old woman and the elders, drifting away from the platform where this impromptu trial occurred.
I also wondered why the old woman had asked to protect me. After all, this was not what my victorious Ragnar had hoped to do to me. I shuddered at the thought of what might await me here if the elders recognized me as a robber.
However, neither Ragnar nor I would learn anything now. To make sense of the situation, I would have to fit into the lives of these Fae Vikings... And I decided to do so.






  
  Scene 3. Life of the Fae Vikings and the Mage Voldemar in the Smoke of the Bonfire



      [image: image-placeholder]After Ragnar led me deep into his village, I realized I had counted on a castle - the likes of which I had seen in the fae domains of my husband Thunder and my lover Elaris. But there was no castle here. 
Ragnar led me to a long and rather squat one-story structure with a grass-covered roof and walls made of wooden trunks dug vertically into the ground. These wooden walls were matched by the wooden beams often spaced along the walls of this oval, wooden ship-like house.
We entered the house. Ragnar instead hustled me inside through the passage, which was tightly curtained with the heavy and furry hide of some unknown to me and the massive beast inside this shiphouse.
I squinted, for my eyes were not accustomed to the semi-darkness of the room.
When I got used to the gloomy light inside this house, I realized that there was a single hole in its center at the very roof, through which the smoke of a rather large fire, located right below this hole, was escaping upwards.
But much smoke remained inside this room. Also, by the walls, I could see nothing. One thing I realized was that there were no separate rooms for anyone here. Everyone must have slept on wooden beds set along the walls or huddled on the same skin spread here and there on the floor of this house.
“So cozy!” I thought sarcastically.
Ragnar had also already entered the house. In a low
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