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CONTENT WARNINGS

Woven by Gold is the second book in the multi-book Beasts of the Briar series. It is a why-choose romance that ends on a cliffhanger. It contains explicit sexual content (M/F, M/M, MMF), mature themes and is intended for audiences 18+.
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CHAPTER 1
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Rosalina

It’s been four months, and the rosebush is still frozen. Winter has turned to spring, warm rain has washed away the snow, pastel flowers sprout up from the hard earth, and the rosebush is still frozen. Crystallized red petals glimmer like jewels in the dusky pink light, while shadows – long and inky – dip between the thorns, casting fingers of darkness onto the forest floor.

Fiery rage crawls through my body as I dig my nails into my palms.

I hate him. Hate him all the way to my core where the anger simmers like a wild thing. Hate him in the deepest way. The way you can only hate yourself. Because despite everything, that is what he is. A part of me, woven into my very being.

Keldarion. The High Prince of Winter.

My mate.

I hadn’t known what a mate was before I found my way into the Enchanted Vale, home of the fae. The place where I’d spent every day researching mates, trying to find a way to break the four fae princes’ curse.

A humorless laugh bubbles within me. I’d been the answer – at least part of it – all along. Kel’s mate … 

I clutch at my chest, gripping the fabric of my sweater. An ever-present ache. The bond that awoke when I saved Kel’s life. I know he felt it, too. But instead of accepting me and breaking the curse, he’d forced me back here. 

To the human world. To Orca Cove.

This way is closed to you forevermore. His kiss still echoes on my lips, a tingling of frost that will never melt.

The rosebush shudders, chunks of ice falling off and breaking apart on the ground. Out crawls Papa. He gives me a wide smile, dusting off broken briars and dirt.

Going through the thicket doesn’t take you to the Enchanted Vale anymore, just ten feet behind to another cluster of trees. I would know. I’ve crawled through it more times than I can count these last four months.

My father’s brown hair is mussed, and dirt streaks across his nose. ‘I got a good one this time, Rosie.’

‘That’s nice, Papa.’

He carefully wraps a frozen rose blossom in some cloth, then tucks it in his large backpack. ‘Come on.’ Papa casts a glance back at me. ‘Let’s go home.’

But Orca Cove isn’t home anymore. Home is waking to cherry blossoms floating in my room and tea with Marigold and Astrid. Home is being surrounded by books so old the pages are stiff, and the sweetest smile peering out from behind them. Home is the smell of salt and sea, and a laugh so joyful it always brings out my own. Home is the softest touch over my body, safety behind what others fear.

And home is arguing with a stupid icy bastard across a dinner table and pelting him with bread rolls, as my friends – my family – laugh with me.

I trail behind my father out of the forest, my mud-caked boots sinking in the damp soil.

Keldarion took that home from me.

And I hate him so much I think it’s going to burn me alive.




CHAPTER 2
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Rosalina

It’s springtime in Orca Cove, and everything is gray. 

It’s not like that’s unusual. Heavy clouds hang overhead, covering any remnant of the rising sun. They look so full of rain they might burst.

That’s how I feel, too. Gray and void on the outside but exploding within. Like there’s something in me clawing to get out.

I can’t let it.

But it’s not only the thick clouds overhead making Orca Cove void of color; the people seem ashen; the wooden buildings dull. Like I’ve forgotten all the colors I’ve just learned how to see.

Papa and I walk down the street toward our little cottage on the outskirts of town. He vibrates with energy, a near skip in his step. He doesn’t care about the side-eyes we get at his booming voice, or the way people cross the street to avoid walking near us. I don’t care either. Not anymore.

‘Are you listening to me, Rose?’ Papa waves a hand in front of my face. ‘First, we can grind the rose petal into the tonic from that tablet I dug up in Romania, or we can try the lullaby and dance from the children’s book. We’d need to choose a good tree. You’ve got excellent intuition. Which tree should we pick?’

I nearly laugh out loud. My intuition has been nothing but wrong.

‘Papa,’ I say, ‘I’m not skipping around a tree dancing and singing like I’m from some cursed musical.’

He narrows his bright blue eyes, then sighs. ‘Fine. We’ll try the tonic first.’

A pang of guilt simmers in my gut, and I hold on to his arm and lean my head on his shoulder. We walk in step. Gulls call from the harbor, and I inhale the rich smell of pine. ‘Let’s take the long way home past the willow tree.’

If there’s any silver lining to my gray world, it’s that for the first time in my life, I feel connected to my father. I’d spent my twenty-six years feeling nothing but resentment for him, for leaving me alone while he went on his wild quests to enter the fae realm. Now, I’m his accomplice. 

After Keldarion sent me away from the Enchanted Vale and closed my only way through, I stumbled back to my first home. The home before Castletree.

I expected it to be empty. For Papa to have sold my belongings and be off on one of his adventures. 

What I found instead was the physical manifestation of grief.

The cottage was a mess: a torn-apart hovel littered with strange artefacts, unwashed cups of congealed coffee, and empty cans of beans. But George O’Connell was there, his usually full face gaunt, his tall form hunched over the kitchen table, hands shaking as he marked squares off a map of Briarwood Forest. 

‘Papa?’ I whispered as I crept through the unlocked door.

His bloodshot eyes held mine. And he did something I’d never seen him do. He fell to the ground and cried.

I cried, too. For the father I left alone the same way he’d left me throughout my life. For the guilt of falling in love with a new world. For the sorrow of losing it. 

The next day, all I’d wanted to do was stay huddled in bed, but Papa hadn’t let me. Now, he had proof. And he had me. ‘Covered in fae magic, that’s what you are,’ Papa had said. ‘Plus, if the residents of Castletree are as good-hearted as you say, then that connection will lead us back.’

I’d been eager at first. So what if Keldarion had sent me away? He also claimed books were boring and made some sort of deal with the Prince of Thorns. He obviously wasn’t the sharpest icicle in the cavern. And once the other princes discovered I wasn’t at Castletree, they would come for me. Papa had said Keldarion sent him back to Orca Cove using the magical mirror inside Castletree. If the princes could use the mirror to connect to the human world, then it was only a matter of time before they found me. 

But then the days turned to weeks, the weeks turned to months.

Keldarion didn’t change his mind. The snow melted from our little yard, the ice on the lake cracked. Winter gave way to spring, and he didn’t change his mind.

No one came for me.

I don’t cry when I think of them anymore. Not even when I think about the way Farron would raise his eyebrows, glasses too low down his nose. Or the rush of warmth through my body when Dayton trailed a hand up my back, the giddy delight in wanting so much. Or the rough-spun fabric of Ezryn’s cape that I clung to when the world seemed too big for me, or how in that moment I was grounded and sheltered and safe. 

Or how I’d kissed Keldarion and known in every essence of me that I belonged to him. That he belonged to me. 

‘Hey, is that you, Rosalina?’ A gruff voice tears me from my thoughts.

‘Keep walking,’ Papa says. ‘Don’t stop.’

We’re passing the Seagull’s Gullet Book Emporium, my old place of work. Richard, my former boss, is writing on a chalkboard sign in coarse, boxy letters. Not like the care I’d spend thinking of book puns and doodling literary characters. 

‘Rosalina!’ Richard calls. ‘I left you a couple of voice messages. Thought you might want to pick up some shifts. You can even do a few of the orders. Rosalina?’

‘Sorry, Richard. Too busy.’

He swears under his breath. ‘Chasing pixies with your father now, eh?’

‘Faeries, actually,’ I say without looking back at him. ‘You should try reading a book for once.’

Papa chuckles and ushers me down the road. I couldn’t go back to working for Richard after living at Castletree. Not after I spent months with Astrid, Marigold, and the other staff and experienced what it was like to work with people who respect you. Who care for you. 

Or at least I thought they did.

Why wouldn’t Marigold and Astrid ask the princes to come for me? Don’t they miss me like I miss them?

I don’t even feel slightly bad that Richard is overwhelmed and the store’s falling to shit. I’m done with his underpaid-overworked job. Keldarion sent Papa home with jewels, and he’s been driving to the city a few hours away to pawn them off at various shops. 

Keldarion gave me something precious, too. The necklace I wore to the Winter Solstice Ball.

The necklace that belonged to Keldarion’s mother. I’ll never sell it.

My throat grows tight. They don’t want me in the Enchanted Vale. Fine. But I have to give that necklace back. And I have to tell them goodbye. On my own terms.

My father makes a clicking sound with his tongue. ‘The damned building looked better when it was closed up.’ 

I take a deep breath, not wanting to look, but also never able to look away. The abandoned building I used to stare into every day isn’t abandoned anymore. It’s been purchased by the Poussin family. They’re turning it into an Orca Cove gift shop for the summer tourists. 

A huge red GRAND OPENING NEXT MONTH sign hangs on the door. Though the building is dark, I spot the merchandise: Orca Cove hoodies in every color, Poussin Hunting Lodge ball caps, and a creepy whale stuffie named Orky who will be the town’s mascot. 

It’s fine. I could never have turned it into a library anyway. And besides, what library could compare to the one with bookcases so tall you needed a ladder? With maple trees growing among the stacks? With the golden-eyed man with the sweetest smile?

‘Let’s go,’ I whisper.

‘Yes, let’s go – Oh shit!’ Papa pushes me to the side of the building. 

I recognize that tone of voice. I quickly press myself against the wall and try to appear as unnoticeable as possible. 

Headlights on full brightness careen down the road, going too quickly for our quiet town. I know the rumble of that truck anywhere.

But to be sure, I peek around the corner. Lucas Poussin has his head out the window and looks right to left, his mouth in a scowl, red brows lowered. 

I flatten myself back against the building and hold my breath, willing myself to be smaller, to be invisible. 

When the roar of the truck ebbs away, Papa creeps out. ‘He’s gone.’

‘Good spotting.’ I pull my sweater tighter around myself. ‘I don’t have the energy to deal with him today.’

I didn’t really care when Lucas found out I was back in town and showed up at my door. I didn’t even care when he gaslit me about the goblins, saying we both must have fallen and hit our heads. Whatever – if that’s how he deals with the existence of fae and my father being right all these years, then good for him. I was even over the fact he’d left me for dead … Which he also denied, saying he never would have left me, and how dare I think so little of him?

At that point, there was nothing left in me to give to Lucas at all. No hurt. No sadness. Just numbness.

But then he tried to shove the engagement ring on my finger.

A visceral thing, something like fear and disgust and rage all mixed together, burned in my chest. I snatched my hand away.

I can still hear the anger in his voice. The desperation to make sure he was still in control. ‘What are you doing, Pumpkin? Give me your hand.’

I wish I could say I threw the ring at his face. That he didn’t spend each night driving around town looking for me. That he feared me the way I feared him. 

My right hand slowly drifts over my left wrist, feeling the raised scar where he once marked me. Then down to my sweater. The heavy engagement ring wears a hole in my pocket.

‘I-I need more time. I’ll let you know. Soon.’

That’s all I could manage. And what I’ve said every time he finds me walking down the street or in my yard. Papa does a good job of putting him off, but there’s nothing Lucas loves more than the hunt.

I can practically imagine my head on his wall beside all the deer and elk and wolves, my eyes as glassy and dead as theirs.

I take a minute to shake off the memory, willing my heart to calm. I want to get out of here. Our cottage is on the horizon, small and dark. A little den for a prey animal to scuttle away into. A perfect place for me.

When I finally look up, I see my reflection in the dusty window.

Who am I?

Dark shadows creep under my eyes. My skin is pallid, hair limp. It’s not the person I remember who lived at Castletree. The woman who made a bargain with the High Prince of Winter without fear. The woman who stood up to the most powerful fae in all the Enchanted Vale.

What is it about Lucas that makes me so afraid?

And what was it about Castletree that made me so strong? 

I can’t look at my reflection any longer. This half person. This shell, with only that visceral thing trapped within my ribs, frenzied and caged. 

‘It’s okay, Rose.’ Papa touches my back and urges me to start walking. ‘Let’s go home.’

I nod, but I know I can’t go home. Vengeful. Escapist. Coward. Traitor. The princes had been cursed for these sins. But am I any better? 

Am I anything more than a terrified beast? 

‘This is a good tree, isn’t it?’ Papa says musingly. He stares at the willow tree, the one he stood before in my favorite picture of him and my mother. 

Its branches are starting to fill with green leaves that blow like ribbons in the wind. ‘Yes, Papa,’ I say. ‘It is.’

It’s true. I know good trees.
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Rosalina

How do you return to somewhere that’s not supposed to exist? How do you find your way to a place that feels more like a dream than reality?

My father and I have gone over it a thousand times now. When Papa crossed into the Enchanted Vale, and Lucas and I followed hours later … Why had we been able to pass through? What was the difference? 

Papa had told me he’d tried to return after Keldarion sent him back, but there was no path through the rosebush anymore. But I will find a way, if only to quell this ever-present ache in my chest.

I told Papa about my research in the Enchanted Vale and trying to find the princes’ mates. I even explained how I know, heart and soul, that I am Kel’s mate. And when the only evidence I presented was the burning feeling beside my heart, that invisible tug to him … My father hadn’t scoffed or called me crazy. No, only a deep understanding shone in his blue eyes.

Our cottage is a jumbled mess of papers and books, a testament to Papa’s relentless pursuit of answers. Every surface is covered with his research notes. Shelves overflow with dusty tomes and ancient manuscripts. I used to feel resentment every time I saw them, knowing that his obsession with the fae robbed me of a normal childhood.

But now as I sort through his notes, I feel excitement. Perhaps this is how it had to be all along. Now it’s not just his coffee cups and tins of beans that litter our workspace, but also my Diet Pepsi cans and Pop-Tart wrappers. Papa and I are in this together. 

Keldarion closed that portal, but surely there are more portals in the world. That logic was why my father was always traveling, trying to find another way in. The Enchanted Vale is vast, but we don’t have time to search every far corner of the world. If I can’t help my princes before the roses in Castletree wilt, they’ll remain beasts forever.

‘What about placing the necklace Kel gave me outside during a full moon?’ I ask, looking up from my book. ‘Perhaps it’ll charge with magical energy.’

‘Good idea, Rosie.’ Papa adds some rose petals to a concoction he’s brewing over a burner.

The current plan: open our own way to the Vale. That means using all the magic and folklore the human world has available.

A boom echoes through the cottage, and a puff of black smoke envelops my father. He coughs. I leap from my chair, seeing the flash of flame on his scarf.

‘Papa!’ I grab my glass of water and douse the small flame.

He gives a chuckle, face covered with soot. ‘Why, thank you. That one got away from me.’

‘What were you even trying to do …’ My voice trails off as he unwinds his scarf, and something flashes in the light. ‘Mother’s necklace.’

‘Ahh, yes.’ Papa takes off the necklace and places it in my hands. ‘She wore this always.’

An ethereal hum flows through me. It’s a moonstone necklace in the shape of a rose.

I’ve seen this symbol before. On the door of Castletree.

My fingers carefully slide along the edges, and I think of the necklaces worn by the princes. The glittering shell that brought me to the warmth of the Summer Realm, the golden leaf that helped me escape the rebellion to the safety of Castletree. A small wooden square, a crystallized snowflake. This can’t be and yet … 

My nail grazes a hidden seam, and with a small click, it opens. Inside is a mirror. 

A wave of hope and joy washes over me like a burst of sunshine in my chest. The weight that’s been smothering me lifts.

‘A locket,’ my father says. ‘I never knew it opened.’

‘This could be it, Papa.’ And though I try to not let it, hope quivers its way into my voice. ‘All the princes had necklaces like this that returned them to Castletree.’

‘Can you make it work?’

I pull back my brown hair into a messy ponytail. My heart races, and everything sharpens to a new clarity. When I was in Castletree, the magic responded to me. The memory of a dangerous voice flickers inside my mind: Trust your own instincts above all else. Maybe the Prince of Thorns had some wisdom in his twisted words from the ball after all. 

Carefully, I hold out the locket the way I’d seen Farron and Dayton do. Papa’s gaze widens with my every move. 

A loud knock sounds at the door, shaking the whole cottage. I cry out and flinch, and the locket flies from my hands.

‘No!’ Quickly, I throw myself to the ground. I snag the necklace and hold it protectively against my chest. ‘It’s alright. It’s alright.’

The walls shake with another resounding knock. ‘Rosalina! I know you’re home. Open up.’

Lucas.

Papa pulls me up. ‘Don’t fret.’ He leads me into my room. ‘I’ll get him to leave.’

More knocks rattle the cottage. I clutch my elbows, trying to stop myself from shaking. ‘I’m so stupid.’ Did I really think the locket would work for me? The High Princes are the most powerful fae in the Enchanted Vale. I’m a human. ‘I can’t do anything.’

‘Don’t say that.’ My father casts another anxious look at the door.

‘I don’t understand. This isn’t me.’ Tears flow down my face. ‘I was never afraid to speak my mind to the princes. When I thought I was trapped, I never stopped fighting.’ 

Papa places a reassuring hand on my back.

‘The fae princes are so powerful, but when they made me angry, I would tell them. I stood my ground out there …’ I pause, gasping in air. ‘I don’t understand why I can’t do the same thing now. Why can’t I tell him to leave? Why can’t I tell him I don’t want to marry him?’

My father gives me a soft expression, even as the knocking grows to a frantic pace. ‘Because you are afraid.’

‘But Lucas is only a man, and they were beasts.’

‘Perhaps your heart knows what to fear and what is safe. And it’s hard to see a monster when he’s proclaimed a hero.’

My father’s words settle deep within me, and I wipe my eyes. ‘I just wish I wasn’t so scared.’

‘Your flame may simmer now, coals in a hearth. But it is there, of that I have no doubt. Do not be afraid of the fire within.’

‘I can’t let you go out there for me.’

‘Nonsense. That’s what fathers are for.’ He puffs out his chest. ‘I haven’t always done right by you, but this I can do.’

He closes the bedroom door behind him, and I let him face the battle I can’t. I reach into my pocket, touching the ring. Even the thought of it near me feels so wrong.

I can’t help but pull up my sleeve. There, carved into my arm: the scarred letters that go from forearm to wrist. The name Lucas.

I yank down the fabric, hiding the shameful secret. One I’ve kept from everyone in my life. 

Only Lucas knows, and he’ll never let me forget it.

But I’m not that girl he branded. Not anymore. The locket feels heavy in my hands. Maybe it won’t work for me, but I have to try. Something led me to Castletree in the first place. Something inside me responded to the magic in the Enchanted Vale. And this locket is my best chance. Even if it doesn’t work, I’ll never stop trying.

But I can’t have him here.

Papa and Lucas’s argument drifts through the door. I know how it’ll go … They’ll fight for a few more minutes, then Lucas will storm out. Then in a few days the whole thing will repeat, like watching a play I hate, but I’m strapped to my seat. I can’t leave when the curtain goes down.

Unless somebody ends it.

Unless I end it.

I clutch the moonstone locket in my hand, leave my room, and head to the front door.
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Rosalina

Lucas’s eyes gleam as he takes me in, gaze sharpening, like I’m a frightened doe he’s lining up in his crosshairs.

But he will not take me down. Not today. Not when I finally have a lead on how to get back to where I belong. 

‘We’re busy right now,’ I tell him, hating the shake in my voice. The quirk of his smile when he hears it.

‘There she is. Finally.’ Lucas runs a hand through his dark red hair. 

My heartbeat quickens and nausea roils in my gut. I wish Kel, Ezryn, Dayton, or Farron were here.

‘It’s rude to avoid your fiancé.’ Lucas moves closer. My father tries to step in front of me, but Lucas pushes him.

I shove my free hand into my pocket, feeling the ring. This is it. I pull it out and stare down at the golden band, the gaudy diamond. ‘My answer is no.’

He snorts a laugh, but there’s no humor in his eyes. It’s hard for me to believe I ever thought he was attractive. ‘Don’t you see, Pumpkin? That’s not a choice you get to make.’ He grabs my wrist, holding tight over my long sleeve, atop my scar. I cry out in pain as the pressure of his grip forces my hand open. My moonstone necklace falls to the ground, tinkling against the wood.

‘Let her go!’ Papa reaches for us.

Lucas ignores him and tugs me closer. ‘Ring or not, you’ve belonged to me since the moment I pulled you out of that frozen lake.’

Saving someone’s life does not grant them ownership of it. Keldarion told me that. After we saved each other. After my mate bond awakened.

‘You know nothing of belonging to someone!’ I snarl, yanking my arm away.

And maybe I don’t either. But I am going to do everything in my power to find out. And that means returning to Castletree. To my princes.

I step back and throw the ring at Lucas’s face.

He blinks, stumbling, but before he can regain his composure, Papa winds his fist, then delivers a sharp blow across his cheek. ‘Stay away from my daughter, you insufferable cur!’

‘Fuck you, old man.’ Lucas slams my father so hard he falls across the table.

But Lucas never takes his eyes off me. His pupils darken with hunger and desire, a hunter stalking his prize. I will never give in to him again. He approaches me relentlessly until the sharp crunch of glass sounds across the room. He pauses for a moment and looks down at the broken necklace before kicking it away, sending pieces of moonstone skittering across the floor. 

My hope destroyed under the heel of Lucas’s boot.

‘Come now, Pumpkin. This is getting ridiculous,’ Lucas says.

As I look from the broken necklace on the ground up to the face of the man I once thought I loved, something shatters inside me too.

No … 

Ignites.

Warmth floods my chest. Call it fire. Call it power. Call it a wild beast, even. But with the power of a tempest, I look Lucas in the eyes and say: ‘Leave. Get out of my house. Get out of my life.’

He flinches. ‘W-what’s wrong with you …’

Cold sweat covers me as my body shakes, fear writhing inside my chest like a trapped animal. But it will not consume me today. I prowl forward. ‘I don’t want to see you again.’

He backs up out the door and onto the porch, blinking wildly, unsure what to say. A cold wind whips inside, wrapping around me like an embrace.

‘Goodbye, Lucas.’ I pick up the ring from the ground and toss it right at his chest. ‘And I hate the name Pumpkin.’
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Rosalina

‘Careful. Careful!’

Papa shushes me. ‘I’ve got it. Now, I need a splinter. Triangle shaped. Quarter of an inch long. Do you see it?’ 

‘This?’

‘Atta girl.’ 

My father’s hands are steady as he uses tweezers to pluck the small fragment of moonstone from the tray where we’ve gathered all the broken pieces. Taking a deep breath to calm my shaking hands, I apply a bit of superglue to the tip of the shard. Papa adds it to the patchwork necklace.

I can’t even bother to chide myself for how ridiculous we are right now. We’re supergluing a possibly ancient, magical artefact back together. It’s absurd. It’s foolhardy.

It’s my only hope. 

My skin still feels on fire after the altercation with Lucas. Maybe the woman who came alive in the Enchanted Vale isn’t so lost after all. Maybe there’s something to having a bit of a beast inside you.

‘It’s taking shape,’ Papa mumbles. ‘All these years, I never knew it was a locket …’

‘It belonged to Mom.’ I take a seat beside my father and place a hand on his arm. Gently, he sets his tools down. ‘Why did she have an item from the Enchanted Vale?’

He shakes his head. His brown hair is graying at the sides, his face weathered from wind and sun and lack of care. ‘You know we met on an archeological excavation in Egypt. She was an anthropologist and had a hell of a career before we met. Made me look like a greenhorn.’ He chuckles, and it’s almost like I can feel a warmth radiating from him as he talks about her, like the long-dormant coals of his soul spring to life. ‘Anya was a bit of a collector, or a packrat, as I liked to call her. She kept all sorts of things: gifts from the people she worked with, paintings from local artists, strange jewelry.’ 

‘But you told me she wore this every day,’ I urge.

He nods. ‘She said it was her first treasure.’

I look down at the gleaming locket. All along, the key to the Enchanted Vale had been around my father’s neck. Like the necklaces the High Princes always wore, this might be able to create a portal home.

My father picks up his tools and begins to work again. But I can’t sit still. My knees shake, and my fingers tap on the table.

‘Rosalina.’ 

‘Sorry.’ I clasp my hands in my lap to still them. ‘It’s just … it’s too much of a coincidence, isn’t it? We’re both drawn to Castletree, and Mom had this necklace all along.’

‘Indeed,’ Papa says, not taking his eyes off the broken pieces he glues back together. The swaying light above us buzzes and flickers. ‘In fact, I’m fairly certain it’s the only reason your dear friend Keldarion imprisoned me.’

His name sends shivers up my spine. ‘What?’

‘He was quite intent on me leaving the castle until he saw my necklace.’ Papa narrows his eyes as he fits a tiny sliver back into place. ‘Perhaps he knows something we don’t.’

‘That’s Kel, alright. Thinks he knows everything.’ 

‘Reminds me of something your mother once told me.’ Papa’s voice is even, focused. It’s like I see him clearer than I ever have before. ‘Within the depths of knowledge, we find the vastness of our ignorance, and it is there that true wisdom begins to unfold.’

‘Papa,’ I say tentatively, ‘how come you’re so certain Mom was taken by the fae? Ezryn said the fae don’t steal humans. It’s forbidden. She could have wandered into the Vale by accident and not been able to get out but—’ 

He closes his eyes, his rough hands too big for the delicate tools. ‘We lived in this very cottage, and Anya was so happy. She glowed with the radiance of the sun. She loved her work: adventuring, learning languages, studying different cultures. But she loved you above all else.’

My eyes brim with tears. How different could my life have been if Anya O’Connell raised me? Papa didn’t mention her much when I was growing up, but when he did, he would talk about her brash laughter, her sureness, her stubbornness. Well, I got the last one, but I wish I had some of the confidence.

‘She disappeared the night of your first birthday. She seemed strange all day. Unlike herself. I thought it was just the emotions of her baby turning one. And right before midnight, she said she was going for a walk and would be right back. But I had a feeling. It’s hard to describe. Your mother and I … we would joke it was like we had a psychic connection; we were so in tune with one another. I could tell something was wrong. So, I followed her.’

‘I hope there was a babysitter,’ I joke. ‘Otherwise, you’re admitting you left a one-year-old by themselves.’

‘Nanny Eve was with you at the time, rest her soul.’

My childhood nanny passed away when I was five; though I don’t remember much, I know I spent a lot of time with her in those five years while my father was away. ‘What happened when you followed Mom?’

He closes his eyes. ‘What I saw has been burned into my mind ever since.’

I take his hand, silently encouraging him to continue.

‘I watched your mother walk deep into the Briarwood Forest. She loved to walk among the boughs, but it was so late at night. At one point, I thought I lost her. But then, just barely visible in the light of the full moon, I saw her kneeling on the ground. Before her was a single red rose.’

Red roses … like on the thornbush that led me to the Enchanted Vale. ‘And then?’

‘And then it was like the moon had fallen from its perch in the sky.’ My father’s voice grows deep and haunted. His eyes close, and I squeeze his hand to let him know I’m here. ‘A luminous glow erupted, so bright I could barely see. It was all I could do to stay standing. In that burst of light, I caught sight of it.’

My father screeches his chair back and storms to the window. ‘For a single moment, I saw a being of terrible power, one not of this realm. And then your mother was gone.’

My heart thuds. I know better than most mortals the horrifying capabilities of the fae. But what would one have wanted with my mother? 

‘I must have passed out because I woke up at dawn. All that was left of your mother was that single rose and this necklace.’ He looks back to the broken moonstone. 

‘I’m sorry, Papa.’

He shakes his head. ‘No, I’m sorry. Sorry you never got to know her. She was magnificent.’ A soft, sad smile creeps up his face. ‘You’re a lot like her.’

‘No.’ I get up and walk over to him. ‘I’m sorry for never believing you. For never standing up for you. But I have your back now.’ I feel that thing inside my chest, that tightly wound courage I unleashed on Lucas. It draws me toward the necklace. ‘And we’re going to return together.’

Papa nods and sits down, immediately getting back to work. ‘I was no father of the year. You deserved better than I gave you. You still do.’

‘Enough mushy stuff,’ I joke. ‘More gluing.’ 

Papa laughs under his breath, but before he picks up his tools, his eyes grow distant. ‘Rose?’

‘Yes, Papa?’

‘I know I haven’t done anything to gain your trust, but please …’ His voice cracks. ‘Trust me when I say I know your mother is still alive. I know it. In here.’ He thumps his heart. 

‘I believe you.’ And it’s true. Because there’s something in that exact space telling me I need to get back to Castletree. Even if no one wants me there.

But as much as I want us to get the answers we seek, I can’t give myself hope yet. Even if Papa crafts the necklace back together, the princes each wielded their own magic that is connected to Castletree. But that magic answered to me too. Castletree showed me the memories hidden within its bark. 

I need to try again.

Another few tense moments go by before Papa says quietly, ‘Okay. Everything’s reattached.’ 

I hover over his shoulder, staring down at the glittering relic. Though it’s cracked and dripping with glue, it’s still beautiful in a broken way. 

‘It has to be you, Rosalina,’ Papa whispers. 

‘I know.’ My eyes squeeze shut. ‘I need to give myself as good of a shot as I can.’

With careful, delicate hands, I build an altar of magic: everything I have that once belonged to the Enchanted Vale. First, I lay down Keldarion’s mother’s necklace, remembering who I was when I last donned it. The Lady of Castletree. Then I carefully place the thorn crown, a gift from the Prince of Thorns, the fae man draining Castletree of its magic. But his thorns had answered me: they helped me save Keldarion’s life. I run a gentle finger over the dagger-sharp thorns. The crown had become a dagger when I needed to break the ice but had returned to this shape. 

My only remaining items are the ones I wore on my back the day Kel banished me: Ezryn’s old clothing we’d found in his cache when we took shelter for the night. I bring the shirt and pants up to my nose, inhaling deeply. Despite the many months, I can still smell him: the earthy scent of the Briar, deep and woody like a dense forest, tempered by a gentle sweetness. 

I look out the window. Dandelions burst under the late morning light. Green grass has fought and won against the frost. I even saw a crocus out back two days ago. Winter is gone, and spring has come. 

I do not know how I will face a new season without them.

‘Are you ready, Rose?’

I nod, and my father carefully places the rose-shaped locket into my hands. I sit on the floor before my altar and close my eyes.

Carefully, I open the locket. ‘Castletree,’ I whisper, ‘if your magic can reach me here, please send it. I need your help.’ I let my body empty. Everything except that smoldering in my chest. ‘I need to see them.’

Let my body be your vessel. Let your magic run through me. Let me do this thing, just this once.

With one hand, I hold out the open locket. With the other, I drag my fingers over the smooth jewels of the necklace, the jagged edges of the crown, and the rough fabric. My hands catch on the clothes, and I bring them to my chest. Tears stream down my face, and I inhale deeply. Wet earth and rain and the Briar. I smell the Briar … I smell him.

‘Rosalina.’ My father’s voice.

I blink my eyes open. A shimmering light appears before me, a soft glow emanating from the very air itself. I scramble forward as the light coalesces into a shape, a pool of liquid silver. The edges of the light take on definition, forming … 

Forming a window.

And staring back at me, rain ringing off his silver armor, is Ezryn.
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[image: Chapter opener image]

Rosalina

Is … is this real?

Is Ezryn, High Prince of Spring, actually in front of me right now? The glowing light shimmers at the edges, but the middle is clear as a window. Looking down, as if peering at me from above, is Ezryn.

‘Ez …’

He tilts his head, and though I can’t see his true face behind the silver helm, I feel his confusion. ‘R-Rose?’

The sound of my name in his raspy voice – tinged with the metallic reverberation of his helmet – is all too familiar. All too right.

I pitch forward. ‘Ez!’ My fingers grasp the shining light – and scrape against the image. An invisible barrier blocks me from the fae realm.

‘What’s wrong with it?’ I turn to my father. ‘It’s supposed to be a portal.’

My father only gulps and shakes his head. ‘I-I don’t know! Could be the moonstone isn’t a strong enough conduit now that it’s cracked. Or the magic isn’t right—’

I fling myself to the window, palms flat on the unseen barricade between us. Home. Home, home, home, it’s through here. And Ezryn is right in front of me, and I can smell him, and I know what it would feel like to have his warm hands caress my skin. 

‘How is this possible?’ Ezryn’s voice grows more frantic, and he looks back and forth, grasping for me. His gloved hand bangs against the barrier. ‘Where are you? Are you in danger?’

‘No,’ I cry, eyes welling with tears. ‘I’m safe. I’m home.’

Ezryn gives a shaky laugh, a sound I’ve never heard from him before. ‘You’re home? Stars. Okay, wait for me. I’m not far from Castletree. I’ll head straight there. When did you get back? Doesn’t matter. I’m coming—’

‘No.’ My heart rages within my chest. ‘I mean, I’m home in Orca Cove.’

His fingers scrape down the barrier and his head falls forward, as if his helm is suddenly too heavy. ‘Oh.’

Images flash through my mind: his warm hands healing my ragged flesh, him sneaking chocolate muffins underneath the table, his steady presence as he named me Lady of Castletree before Kel’s vizier. For so long, I thought he’d been avoiding me. Or that he hated me. But the night of the ball, I swore … I swore I was so wrong about everything.

‘Why are you tormenting me?’ he whispers, his voice a broken rasp. 

‘Tormenting you?’ My hands fall from the barrier. Tears stream down my face, but I don’t care. ‘Why didn’t you come for me? I thought you would keep me safe.’

His whole body shudders. ‘You left. Keldarion said—’ 

‘Keldarion banished me,’ I half-sob, half-snarl. ‘He wouldn’t even let me say goodbye. He sent me away. I’ve been trying to get back to you and everyone at Castletree, but I can’t figure out how—’

Ezryn goes still. Stiller than I have ever seen him. For a second, I think the image beyond the window has completely frozen, and I’ve lost all connection to the Enchanted Vale. But then a rumble more beast than fae erupts from him. ‘Keldarion did what?’

‘Ezryn.’ His name on my lips is the only thing keeping me together. I feel like I’m in the Briar with him, the rain pounding upon my skin. ‘I want to go home.’

‘Rosalina, I …’ Ezryn reaches forward, and for a second, I clutch the tip of his leather glove. Then a sputter sounds, and the light bursts into blinding white, before fizzling out altogether.

Mist trails up from the cracked moonstone, and my body suddenly feels weak.

But I look at my hand, wet with rainwater. And I know deep within that smoldering place inside me: I will tear apart the veil between our worlds to get back to them.
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Ezryn

My body is entirely numb, mind void of thought. I have to push everything down, at least for a moment, or else I will shatter.

The pond is dark and empty where, only a moment before, her face had rippled in water and light. At first, I’d thought it was just my mind playing tricks on me again. How many nights have passed where I’ve heard her phantom voice calling to me from the dark?

I thought you would keep me safe.

The tears streaming down her face … The broken sound of her voice. She thinks I abandoned her.

I did abandon her.

Keldarion banished me.

I can do it no longer. I can’t keep the feelings at bay. A guttural howl looses from my chest, and the briars quiver with fleeing animals. My wolf strains to break free from my flesh, but I keep it contained with pure stubbornness. 

I want to see Keldarion’s traitorous face with my own eyes.

Dark clouds swirl overhead, making it appear nightfall in the Briar, though I know the sun is somewhere behind the storm. Rain pelts down upon my armor but I can’t feel the cold or the wet.

There is only rage. 

During every reckless decision, every deceitful act, every moment of apathy, I have stood behind Keldarion. Made excuses for him. Protected him. Forgiven him.

Farron’s quiet voice plays in my head: ‘Kel … Where is she?’

‘Gone,’ Kel had said. ‘She’d had too much. After she learned the truth of the Enchantress, she said she couldn’t stay here anymore. She wanted to return to the human world and forget the fae. I took her back where she belongs. We must honor her wish and pretend she never came into our lives.’

Another feral yell reverberates from beneath my helm, and I snatch out my sword, swiping uselessly at the briars. My pace quickens, mud squelching beneath my gait. 

I can’t think of her huge brown eyes wavering. The way she said my name. The way I left her broken and deserted.

Because I trusted Keldarion.

My cape snaps in the harsh wind, and sharp thorns scrape against my armor. I push out of the thicket and stare up at Castletree. It’s been months since I’ve been home; I couldn’t stand the silence, or the dullness in Farron’s eyes, or watching Dayton self-destruct again and again. 

Thorns crawl across every inch of the bridge as I storm toward the door, but I barely notice. I’ve been living in the Briar for so long now, they are familiar company. 

But the ice cracking beneath my boots … that’s new. Looking up at the condition of the castle, I don’t feel empathy. 

I feel disgust. 

That selfish bastard.

I throw open the door and stride into what used to be home. It’s so dark and cold, it makes me want to bring the whole cursed place to the ground. It’s nothing less than the master of Castletree deserves. 

A familiar face pokes around the corner into the entrance hall. Marigold’s eyes widen. She’s wearing her usual pink apron, but it’s stained and dirty. ‘Your Highness! My goodness, you’re back! It’s been months. I’ll prepare your room straight away—’

I walk past her with barely a glance. ‘I’m not staying.’

My heavy boots ring upon the glistening floor. A few more eyes poke around the corners as word passes to the servants that the High Prince of Spring has returned. They all crouch back, none so brave as Marigold to approach me. I don’t blame them. I can only imagine what I look like.

A towering being of dark metal, scarred by monsters and stained with blood, with vengeance in each step.

I start up the stairs when a quiet voice breaks through the echoing silence. ‘Ez? Y-you’re back.’

Farron stands at the top of the landing. He’s a mess. There are dark circles under his eyes, and I swear he’s wearing the same tunic he was when I left months ago. A scraggly bit of scruff covers his jaw.

Deep within my chest, there’s a part of me that wants to grab him and pull him to me. Apologize for leaving him here in the cold alone. Tell him it’s going to be okay.

But that part is too buried beneath the scorching rage.

‘Ez?’ He stands in my path when I don’t answer.

I don’t even think. I shove him in the chest, causing him to stumble. I keep walking toward the Winter Wing.

‘Well, well,’ a voice slurs, ‘if it isn’t the long-lost faceless wonder.’

Dayton leans against the entrance to the Summer Wing. Like usual, he wears only a patterned wrap low on his hips and nothing else. Stars, he’s thin. At least by his standards. His chest, usually broad and bursting with muscle, seems narrow, his normally tanned skin pale and sallow. What happened to us?

But I know what happened.

And I know whose fault it is.

Ice shatters beneath the force of my boots; I am a spring gale. I am the thunder and the lightning. I am a reckoning.

Winter has taken Castletree.

It is time for spring’s melt.

Idly, I notice Farron and Dayton following me, and behind them, two of the staff. Marigold and Astrid.

I fling open the door to Keldarion’s chambers. Despite it being day, a giant white wolf lies before me, its head down, eyes closed. If possible, it’s even more of a monstrosity than when I last saw it: bright blue icicles jut out from the shoulder blades, and the ice covering the floor is marred with long claw marks. Clouds of mist form in the frigid air around its nostrils, the only sign it’s still alive.

‘Keldarion,’ I roar. The audience behind me, even the two High Princes, tremble. 

The white wolf barely raises its head, cracking open a single glowing blue eye, then lowers its head again.

My comrade. My best friend. My brother.

My traitor.

For all else, I have turned my gaze. But not for this.

Not after what he did to her.

With the raw frenzy of a spring storm, I grab the wolf by the fur of its back and throw it. The massive white beast sails through the air, breaking through the huge glass window, and lands in a heap below in the gardens.

Dayton and Farron cry out and grab my arms, but I tear loose.

Outside the window, the wolf gives a shudder, its body receding, shimmering into that of a fae man. He struggles up to his forearms and glowers at me through a curtain of white hair. 

I stride over to his bed, reach underneath to retrieve the discarded Sword of the Protector, and chuck it out the broken window.

‘Ezryn,’ Dayton cries, ‘are you mad?’

‘What are you doing?’ Farron asks. 

I turn to my brothers and hold each of their gazes. I know they can’t see my eyes, but they can feel it. The determination. The vengeance. ‘Kel sent her away.’




CHAPTER 8

[image: Chapter opener image]

Dayton

He sent her away. Kel fucking sent her away. 

Fury and despair mix inside of me. I can barely see straight through my ale-blurred vision, but I glimpse Ezryn. His metal body thrums with anger, shaking as if he’s about to jump out of his own skin.

He sent her away.

‘So, she didn’t want to leave us?’ Farron asks softly, the first whisper of hope I’ve heard in his voice in months.

‘No.’ Ezryn storms out the door. ‘Rosalina used magic to speak to me. I don’t know how. She said she’s been trying to find her way back to us.’

‘Gods Below.’ I tangle my hands in my hair, doubling over. Nausea roils in my gut.

‘Get up.’ Farron grabs me under the shoulders and the contact of his arms on my bare chest has me reeling. How long has it been since I’ve had him? My mind feels foggy. Weeks? Months? ‘Snap out of it, Day!’

He snatches something off a dresser, and suddenly I’m drenched in a spray of cold water. Well, that’s a shock to the system. I squeeze my eyes shut and take a deep breath. ‘Okay, okay.’

Farron and I dart into the hall after Ez. It’s harder to get around with the huge number of new briars that have grown in the last few months. Fuck the Prince of Thorns.

Ez is almost to the main staircase, taking strong, deliberate steps. He pauses as he passes a huddled Astrid and Marigold. ‘Grab the master’s clothes. I will not fight a naked man.’

Farron and I exchange a look before following Ez out the main castle door to the grounds. Immediately, I’m hit with a wave of sleet and cold wind. Winter’s last attempt at the coming spring. The clouds are so dark, I almost think it’s night. But of course, it’s not. I’m a man, not a beast.

We circle Castletree. I glance at Farron, and I’m pretty sure those are tears mixed with the rainwater on his cheeks. ‘Ez just threw Kel out a window, and you’re smiling?’

He wipes his face with the heel of his palm and grins up at me. ‘Rosie didn’t leave us. She doesn’t hate us. Aren’t you happy?’

I … I don’t know what to feel. Because I honestly don’t know what I’ve been feeling these last four months. In fact, I’ve been doing everything in my power to not feel at all.

Because when Kel returned without Rosalina, and I knew I’d never see her again … That pierced something so deep inside me I thought I was going to die. And equally heartbreaking was watching Farron. For the first week he didn’t read, didn’t do anything, just stared glassy-eyed at the wall. Then he started going over everything, every moment that may have led to her leaving us. I wanted to help him. Really, I did. But when he said stuff like that, the ache in my chest started to grow.

It’s better to feel nothing at all.

We round the corner and see Kel kneeling on the ground among the overgrown topiaries and briars. His long white hair falls in messy strands over his muscular shoulders. The Sword of the Protector lies untouched before him.

He’s a man.

I can’t remember the last time I’ve seen Kel as a man. He’s been the white wolf day and night since she left.

Not left. Since he sent her away.

Behind us, Marigold and Astrid scurry up, bundles of cloth in their arms. Ezryn grabs the fabric and tosses it at Kel’s feet. 

Keldarion gives a long sigh. ‘Fuck.’ Then he stands, tugging on a pair of thick leather pants and a loose black shirt.

Kel runs a hand through his wet hair, then stares at us all in turn. For someone who was recently flung out a window, he doesn’t look angry. Only exhausted, a bone-deep weariness.

Ezryn’s grip tightens on his black sword. Now there’s anger, and I can’t even see his goddamned face. ‘Why did you send her away?’

No expression passes across Kel’s hard features before he turns away from Ez, voice rough from lack of use as he mutters, ‘I did what you all could not.’

Ezryn grabs Kel’s shoulder. ‘You took away our choice. You took away her choice!’

Kel simply brushes his hand off. There’s only the ringing of rain clinking off the Spring Prince’s armor.

‘Rosalina found a way to contact me. The magic of the Enchanted Vale calls to her,’ Ezryn says. ‘She wants to come home.’

Kel stills at that. His shoulders tense. ‘She is home.’

‘No, not yet.’ Ezryn turns away from Keldarion. ‘But I’m going to get her. Brothers, are you with me?’

He looks at Farron and me.

I blink, stunned. Ezryn has never disobeyed Keldarion. Not even when he should have, like during the War of Thorns.

But he’s forging his own path now. 

For Rosalina.

The answer blazes in Farron’s golden eyes, and it’s the same one radiating through my entire being. ‘Of course we are,’ I say.

A crystalline sound rings throughout the gardens, the long echo of cracking ice, and I look past Ez to Keldarion. He’s picked up the sword Ezryn threw before him. He hasn’t held that sword in twenty-five years, but he’s holding it now, and damn if he isn’t a scary-ass motherfucker.

The ice blade shimmers blue in his hand, casting sharp lines over his jaw and white hair. The rain around him turns to shards of ice as he snarls: ‘I will end everyone in the Vale before allowing her back here.’

Fear courses through my body, and Farron grips my arm. But Ezryn holds no such compunction and raises his sword. ‘Then you’ll have to start with me.’

Kel shakes his head, then rushes forward, and the sound of steel meeting steel reverberates throughout the gardens.

‘We’ve got to get in there,’ I groan.

Farron’s eyes are wide as he takes in the scene. Kel and Ez move almost too fast to track, swords clashing, feet moving as they dance across the grounds, neither giving an inch.

‘What are we supposed to do?’ Farron shakes his head, long wet strands of brown hair falling in his face. ‘Kel is—’

‘Come on, Fare. It’s three against one. There’s no way we can lose.’ I grip tight to his shoulder. ‘For Rosie.’

His throat bobs, then he says, ‘For Rosie.’

With that, he digs into his orange tunic. ‘I’m certain I put a good spell in here.’ He pulls out a soggy piece of paper and murmurs a low chant. A dancing spiral of leaves and wind swirl from his palm. They slam between Kel and Ezryn, jolting them apart for an instant before falling to the ground in a sodden heap.

‘Oh fiddlesticks,’ Farron mutters before pulling out more soggy paper from his tunic. ‘I thought that was a better one.’

Each High Ruler learns a way to channel the vast amount of magic we’re blessed with. Ez and I usually manifest ours into physical strength. Farron prefers to use spells, either from within himself or using written incantations as a conduit. 

But Keldarion … 

Keldarion’s a master of both.

‘Guess it’s my turn.’ I reach for my swords before realizing they’re back in my room. I only have time to mutter a quick curse before a torrent of hail and sleet strikes me in the chest, and I fly into a hedge.

‘Get out there and fight!’ Soft hands push me up. I blink to see Marigold huddled in the bushes, Astrid beside her. ‘You’ve got to bring her back.’

I gently touch my aching head. ‘But I don’t have my swords!’

‘Are you a gladiator of the Summer Realm or not?’ Astrid narrows her red eyes. ‘I want my best friend back, so don’t give up, okay?’

My head whirls as I stand. Ez and Kel move like flashes of lightning. Farron’s doing … I don’t know what the fuck he’s doing. Discarded pieces of paper lie littered on the ground, along with red mushrooms and strange spiky twigs.

I rush past him. ‘Lose the paper, Fare. Feel for your magic.’

He gives a frustrated sigh, running up beside me. ‘It’s not so easy.’

At least there are no signs of Farron’s beast coming out. That thing could end us all. 

Farron rushes up to stand beside Ez, and I twirl behind Keldarion. I could probably hold my own against him if I wasn’t so drunk. And if I had my swords. But I guess it’s going to have to be fists and praying that all the instincts of fighting in the Sun Colosseum come back to me.

Kel’s sword flashes blue as it clangs against Ezryn’s obsidian blade, sending chips of ice sparkling into the air.

‘Let us leave, Kel!’ Farron abandons his incantations and instead swipes his palms through the air: a line of fire ignites in a whoosh, but it’s doused by the rain as quickly as it came.

Keldarion doesn’t spare him a second glance, his attention solely faced on the mountain of metal in front of him.

Perfect. He’s distracted.

I strike, landing a powerful blow against Kel’s back. At least, I mean to – but he dodges, pushing both Farron and Ezryn away in a gale of ice before spinning to face me.

The Prince of Winter pauses for a moment – a moment where I should be able to strike, dodge, do bloody something – but my mind is so muddled I can’t think. Kel gives a dissatisfied grunt and knocks me on the side of the head with the hilt of his sword, grips my shoulders, and heaves me through the air.

I smack against the ground hard, rolling until I land in a pile beside Ezryn and Farron. Kel’s frozen their feet in a patch of ice.

Ezryn gives a mighty yell and brings his sword down, shattering the ice.

‘Get me out of here!’ Farron gasps, trying to pry free.

Stars cloud my vision. ‘I don’t have a weapon. I don’t—’

Ezryn charges, his great sword held high. Keldarion deflects the blow. ‘You don’t know what you’re doing, Ezryn.’

‘What I know,’ Ezryn lands a cut along Kel’s arm, ‘is the Vale calls to her!’

Kel glances down from the cut on his arm to Ezryn. ‘You think I can’t feel that?’ His speed increases, a strength and fury in his movements like none I’ve ever seen. ‘You think it does not haunt me day and night?’ 

Ezryn tries to match Kel’s new pace, but I see it. Ez’s slowing, his movements growing sloppier as he tries desperately to stop Kel’s advance.

Then Kel lands a punishing blow. Ice and snow and magic erupt from him, and Ezryn’s sword clatters to the ground. Kel grabs him, holding the glittering ice sword to Ezryn’s neck, right between the gaps of his armor.

‘If you want to stop me,’ Ezryn’s metallic voice echoes through the mask, not a trace of fear, ‘you’re going to have to kill me.’

Kel’s ice-blue eyes flash with something so feral, so utterly primal and unhinged, I think he might just do it.

But in the end, he releases a long sigh and drops Ezryn to the earth in a heap. He takes one step away before his whole body shifts into the massive white wolf. ‘If you truly care for the girl,’ he growls, ‘then you will leave her be.’

Ice trails behind the white wolf’s every step as he prowls back into the castle.

Ezryn stands, then looks at Farron and me sprawled out on the ground. ‘Well, are you coming?’ he asks. ‘We’re going to get our girl.’


OPS/images/line.jpg





OPS/images/img_001.jpg
]
f The &(lflu’/ s Gullet |
. Book &n}wz}zm

ZM{&K ]I’ ee
i J
% i ] y?
%75([1[4’1([ $ '1 o ’ﬂ"*
Lattle Iibrary ¥
19/ 6 f n
| L

Py

& i

\l

e
)

===

=m





OPS/images/img_003.jpg





OPS/images/img_002.jpg
| . €mberwood ||
5 For 1

\,&
ORKhEARG 1

SOLBIDE
KE€

P-}},”“

W/ \ W “\ A N

e





OPS/images/cover.png
Tl TN et

SEELZA B FH *

“ THE TIKTOK SENSATION
SUNDAY TIMES BESTSELLER,

HELEN o

v g
2, D,
e T

i e #wﬂ'“
=0 el -
O D \ *

WOVEN TOGETHER

SN

i i
& »//i\;,\s > 7 N





OPS/images/title.jpg





OPS/images/img_005.jpg





OPS/images/img_004.jpg





