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			For the loud girls who were told to be lawyers…

			we probably didn’t do that but look at us now,

			reading and writing books like hobbits.

			And I love that for us.

			P.S. When they ask for silence, 

			don’t you dare give it to them.
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			Flame in the Silver Storm is a dark fantasy novel and book two of The Eternal Curse series. This story contains content that might be troubling to some readers, including, but not limited to, depictions of and references to abuse, attempted sexual assault, blood, death, genocide, gore, manipulation, PTSD, strong use of language, and violence.
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			PROLOGUE

		

		
			Days before the Enchantress’s Death

		

		
			The sea was silent, the fog thick. All the makings of either a bewitching voyage or Amarin’s long awaited bitter end.

			“The waters are too quiet tonight, Captain,” Tenith, his first mate, mused aloud. “And the fog is choking me. Can you feel it?”

			Amarin was observing the skies, or lack thereof, as it was obscured by a thick, dark haze. His brow furrowed slightly, emphasizing the deep scar that ran across his face—it was his best feature, and even more intriguing was the story of how he acquired it.

			Tales of single-handedly defeating monsters of the depths, being captured by his enemies, and fighting his way to freedom in nothing but shackles, and other incredulous stories added to the allure of Captain Amarin. The lore and mystery amongst speculation bolstered his reputation over the decade as one of the greatest pirates of Serit. Yet, the truth—that was another thing entirely.

			

			He could feel Tenith studying him.

			“Yes”—Amarin breathed deeply, pinching the bridge of his nose—“I have noticed.”

			“Should I awaken some of the men to stand post in case something were to go awry?”

			Tenith, a man of nearly sixty, had been born and raised on a ship for nearly every one of those years, but his superstitious nature tended to prevail in the silence. Silence was not good. Not when they were far offshore.

			“What is it you think we should be looking for?” Amarin’s voice was calm, but a fierceness held Tenith’s gaze.

			The Wretched Sentinel rocked gently and the only discernible noises around them were the soft creaking boards of the ship as it moved and the occasional snores of some pirates who typically found purchase on the decks for the night. It was as if they were floating on air rather than water, and Amarin looked overboard once more to confirm the waves lapped against the ship. There was a crisp chill that clung to the air surrounded by fog, but no wind could be heard.

			“I don’t know, Cap’n,” Tenith began, “but I feel it in my gut. Something is very wrong.”

			“So be it, if it calms your nerves,” Amarin said with a wave of his hand. “If I hadn’t known any better, old man, I’d think you’re becoming soft on me now.”

			Tenith cocked his head and smirked. “If it weren’t for me, you’d still be anchored to the bottom of the ocean. Perhaps the sirens would’ve made pretty necklaces from your bones.”

			Amarin smiled broadly, clasping his hand on Tenith’s shoulder. “And you will never let me forget it, will you?”

			“Not for as long as I breathe.”

			Amarin considered making another quip at Tenith’s expense but thought the better of it. The old man had a point, and the night felt too unsettling to idly stand by.

			

			For all his flaws, Tenith had truly been the backbone of his immense success, the reason they were able to keep nearly a dozen ships at their disposal with nearly a hundred men aboard them, all of which were scattered across the seas completing their various tasks for him. Amarin regretted not bringing another ship along with him as Tenith suggested, but time and the need for swiftness did not allow for it. None of his other ships were as fast as his own.

			“Wake some of the men, have them keep watch with the rest of the skeleton crew.”

			Tenith nodded and scurried down the steps of the quarter deck and disappeared through the fog.

			Amarin stood rigid, trying to listen to any of the other familiar sounds that he had grown accustomed to over the years, but again, it was unusually quiet. Even the snoring had ceased, but Amarin supposed they were the few that Tenith woke. An unsettling thought crossed his mind then, and try as he might, its bitter truth could not be pushed away. Perhaps their success was turning them into old fools, frightened by anything that may threaten the splendor and riches they had accumulated—the protection it bought.

			At some peace, quiet, and a little fog, he and Tenith were like frightened children. He would be a walking disgrace to his younger self.

			Amarin began walking down the stairs of the deck, the quiet still unsettling as he made his final step and turned toward his cabin. He closed the door behind him, allowing the darkness of the room to consume him and let out a long, drawn-out breath.

			How could he be frightened of a little fog?

			He was Captain Amarin, Conqueror of the Serit Seas, a man with warrants from numerous kingdoms—the largest boasting two thousand silver pieces to the person who’d bring him to the Blackthorn realm alive.

			He shivered a bit at the thought.

			

			“Hello, Amarin.”

			The captain’s eyes shot open, and he turned to the source of the voice, sword drawn and ready for an attack.

			It took mere seconds for the candles of the room to come alight and even less to make out the woman before him lounging about his plush blood-red chair, seemingly unfazed by his brutish stance.

			“Cassandra?” Amarin lowered his sword slowly, but did not sheath it. “What are you doing aboard my ship?”

			Cassandra smiled gently and rose to her feet, her long, plum colored dress clung to her figure, the ends pooled on the floor around her. Her dark curls fell just below her bare, bronzed shoulders, and bounced slightly as she moved toward him. She was no doubt a beautiful woman, but what lurked beneath her flesh was the evil incarnate. Amarin knew this too well; had witnessed it too many times.

			“It’s been a long while, Amarin. I’ve missed you.”

			“Get out.”

			“Get out?” she scoffed, a playful smile on her lips. “And go where?”

			“You can drown for all I care.”

			“Tsk, tsk, Captain,” she drawled, coming closer still, “is that any way to treat your guest?”

			Amarin stiffened, frozen on the spot as she came nearly nose to nose with him, her bright silver eyes shining playfully. He found himself unable to speak, the words—his curses, rather—were lodged at his throat, begging for release.

			Cassandra placed her hand on his and the sword clattered to the floor. She kicked it away with her foot, and it slid under the door.

			“Now, if I let you go, will you promise to be on your best behavior?” She grinned, nuzzling her nose against his, as she waited patiently for words his body was incapable of speaking aloud. She looked upon his lips for a moment, lingering there as if to place her own on them, before slowly stepping out of his way.

			Amarin lunged forward suddenly, all of his movement coming back in a sudden rush, and fell hard. Cassandra watched as he rose cautiously, a wicked gleam in her eyes.

			“I won’t ask how you came about my ship,” he growled, “but why.”

			She sighed, stretching her arms above her, “I want what any woman wants, Amarin.”

			“You are vile, Cassandra,” he spat. “You have a black heart that spreads misery.”

			“My, my, is that really what you think of me? How disappointing.” She walked about his cabin, her fingers tinkering with random objects on his shelves. “There was a time you would have praised my kind.”

			“I was a fool then.” He stood slowly, trying to consider his options. He could kill her, there was a knife hidden just under his desk, but her calm demeanor told him she had something up her sleeve and damn him for his curiosity. After over a decade, why did she choose to seek him out now?

			He took a hard look at her as she moved, slowly, methodically as if she were a predator assessing the nest of her prey—cold and calculating. She was in no rush, nor was her age; she looked nearly the same as when they had last parted, barely a wrinkle adorned her face. It was as if time had stopped for her until this moment. It unsettled him.

			Her eyes skimmed the maps on his desk. “Bound for Givensmir are you?”

			“What business is that of yours?”

			“More than you know.”

			“Damn you to five hells.”

			“Aren’t we there already?” She smirked as she continued looking through his papers. Her eyes widened with delight when she found what she was looking for and held up a small scroll.

			“Ah, it seems you haven’t left the past behind you, Amarin. Were the two thousand pieces not enough to sway you?”

			Amarin stalked over and snatched the parchment from her hand. “What do you want?! Damn you, witch, get on with it!”

			Cassandra sighed dramatically and lounged back on his chair. “Can we at least have a drink? I’ll answer your questions and more . . . cross my little black heart.” She made an X over her breast and winked.

			Amarin eyed her suspiciously before grabbing a bottle from his cabinet and two glasses.

			She patted a seat next to her, and he moved warily to sit, filling their cups.

			“Go on,” he said, handing her a glass. He had to remind himself to breathe calmly, to loosen his white-knuckled grip.

			The witch took a long drink before handing the empty glass back to the captain, batting her eyelashes. She leaned back further in the chair, pulling the slit of her dress high upon her leg and giving Amarin a mischievous smirk. He snatched the glass and placed it on the desk beside him, avoiding her temptations.

			“Drink, Captain,” she insisted. “You will need it.”

			He swirled the contents in his glass before drinking, emptying it in one sitting. Before he proceeded to threaten her, she spoke in a serious tone, all former pretenses forgotten.

			“The king is sick; he is expected to join his gods very soon. His heir, as you know, is preparing for a swift ascension.”

			“There are many kings, Cassandra, which one?”

			“King Byron of Givensmir.”

			Amarin nearly dropped his glass, his eyes wide. “How can this be?”

			The king was not a young man, but neither was he too old. Last he heard, the king had even participated in a fighting contest for sport weeks prior. Amarin tried to imagine the strong man now weak and feeble on his deathbed—it just wasn’t possible.

			“Humans are mortal, Amarin; it’s how these things work.” She raised her hand to silence him before he could respond. “He has taken ill over the past week, an unusual illness that has a far stronger hold than anyone expected. His healers are at a loss.”

			“If I didn’t know better, I’d suspect you had something to do with it.”

			“Amarin, darling.” She sat forward, slowly moving her fingers up his thighs. Her silver eyes danced with the candlelight as her voice lowered suggestively. “Now why would I do that?”

			“Because it’s what you do.” He pushed her hands aside, turning away from her.

			“You are not wrong, Captain”—she smiled warmly—“but this was not my doing. It lacks a certain creativity.”

			A question he craved to ask bore itself to the forefront of his mind, torturously demanding to be free upon his lips. He knew what the king’s death meant, he knew what the prince’s ascension meant. He considered his words carefully before speaking, not wishing to reveal his true concerns.

			“How much time does he have?”

			“Four days.”

			A shiver went down his spine, that was barely enough time, even with good winds and luck.

			“Why are you telling me this?”

			“Because I know why you are sailing there, and powers beyond my control prevent me from letting you for that reason.”

			His breath caught, fear and apprehension in his eyes meeting her sinful gaze. Amarin’s head began to swim, but anger prevailed.

			“I cannot—I will not—let her suffer.”

			“It is not your place to interfere with fate.”

			

			“You cannot stop me!” He stood, chest heaving as he glared down at her.

			She returned his gaze, a cat spying a mouse. He was somehow caught in a trap of her making, but he couldn’t figure out what that was. It reminded Amarin of all those years ago; he could still see the hint of chaos in her eyes as she destroyed everything around him, the smell of burnt flesh and ash, his ungodly screams, just before he began sinking down, down, down into the sea. He shook the memory away.

			“I will go to Givensmir if I have to swim there myself.” The room begin to spin, and he sat upon his chair once more. He had to control himself; this was not a friend with whom he was speaking.

			“I sincerely doubt it. However, I have come to offer you a proposition. One that you will either accept”—she hesitated, her eyes darkening, a ghost of a smile on her lips—“or die refusing. The choice is yours.”

			Amarin tried to speak, but he gasped for air. He clutched his neck, his body convulsing as he fell to the floor. Cassandra grabbed the bottle, poured herself another glass, and winked, sipping the drink calmly once more.

			“You only have a few moments before your heart fails you. Before all that you have amassed becomes some other captain’s treasure.” She bent down to his shaking body.

			His face turned pink as he tried to gasp for air that wouldn’t come. He clawed at his throat, his eyes bulging and reddening.

			“You will go to Givensmir and transport the enchantress’s daughters—and only her daughters—to the Blackthorn. The queen’s adviser, a witch named Malin, will see you on the southward port and provide you a pardon by the realm in exchange for your services.” She hesitated, looking at him as if admiring her work.

			Amarin’s face turned purple, he could feel himself on the brink of death, the blackness closing all around him. The enchantress’s face came to mind, memories of their time together filling him as his body began to succumb. Hot tears stung his eyes and the pain, the pain . . .

			Cassandra snapped her fingers, and Amarin sucked in a breath, gulping it as if he had never breathed before. The room brightened slowly once more in a dizzying motion.

			“I wasn’t ready to let you go.” She mockingly pouted and drank the last of her glass. “Now, do we have a deal?”

			Amarin nodded as he coughed and gasped some more, his body shaking from the aftermath of the poison she no doubt slipped in his bottle while waiting for him. He could feel the lingering effects still weighing heavily on him, and his eyes grew heavy.

			“I will kill you,” he groaned.

			“Perhaps, but not today.”

			“Don’t be so sure.”

			“Oh, but I am.”

			“Why me?” His breathing began to steady, but he could only turn on his side, too weak to stand, too weak to sit.

			“Because you are the world’s greatest pirate on the world’s fastest ship. You should be honored.”

			“Why does the Blackthorn want her daughters?”

			“You ask too many questions, Captain.”

			“You told me you would answer them.”

			“That I did.” She sighed contemplatively. “Her daughters are believed to hold more power than the enchantress herself. Together, Malin is convinced they could rule the mortal kingdoms—all kingdoms and restore Isila to her former glory.”

			“A fucking prophecy?”

			“Yes, we witches love our prophecies.”

			“They are half-witches; rumor has it one has shown no signs of magic.”

			“True, but I am merely a messenger, and my message has been delivered.”

			“Does she know?”

			

			To this Cassandra seemed taken aback.

			“Does the enchantress know?” Amarin pressed. “Does Lucia know?”

			Cassandra turned. “Soon.”

			“Soon?”

			“Yes.”

			“What the hells does that mean?” He coughed, not expecting his anger to take up so much of his strength.

			“She does not yet know that only her daughters will gain passage.”

			“You know what will happen to her. You know what kind of man the prince is.”

			“I did not take you for a merciful man when it did not benefit you. You surprise me, Captain.”

			“But her letter—the scroll. She must not know that she will soon follow the king in death.”

			“Not yet.”

			His heart felt heavy in his chest, the thought of seeing Lucia once more ripped away in a single conversation. The spawn of chaos as the messenger made it all the more sour. He shut his eyes tight, and opened them once more, trying to stay awake, trying to not fall into the depths of rest his body begged for.

			“I can save her, please,” he beseeched. “I will do anything.”

			The witch leaned closer, pulling his hair back and forcing his eyes upon hers. “There is nothing you could give me that would prevent what must happen. Even if you could, my answer would be the same.”

			Amarin met her eyes with a mixture of horror, anger, and heartbreak. He was far from a good man; many would argue he was the worst of them—merciless, cold-blooded, and vile to any of his enemies. But Lucia held a power over him that he could never explain, unlike any other witch of her kind. He needed her, desperately.

			

			Cassandra gave him a wicked smile as she stood and procured a note from thin air. She laid it atop his desk. “This has your instructions.”

			She walked over his body, her dress skirts practically suffocating him in the process, and made her way toward the cabin door.

			“This is a very generous offer. It would be a shame if you were to fail.” She smirked and turned the knob. “Oh, and it’s good to see you again, Amarin, especially under such great circumstances.”

			She smiled beautifully as if they had been discussing their favorite pastimes and not the imminent death of the woman he loved while forcing him into a contract he wanted no part of.

			A deal with a witch.

			Amarin relented, closing his eyes and giving into sleep—no longer able to fight his body’s desperate need for recovery.

			She no sooner shut the door than a knock rapped on it.

			“Damn you, leave!” he yelled, his eyes shut tight.

			There was silence again, then a slow creaking as the door opened carefully.

			“Cap’n?” Tenith whispered carefully. “I only came to give you some good news.”

			“Tenith?” the captain nearly choked on his words, barely able to lift himself onto his elbows. He realized the room was pitch-black save for the moonlight filtering in from beyond the door.

			“Yes,” he replied as he struck a match. “The fog has cleared. Everything seems to have returned as it was.”

			Amarin suspected the reason for this but said nothing.

			“I reckon we’re becomin’ soft ol’ men after all,” Tenith chuckled, lighting a few candles.

			“Perhaps,” Amarin murmured, eyeing Cassandra’s letter on his desk, “perhaps not.”
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			CLARISA

		

		
			CHAPTER 1

		

		
			Fifteen Years Later

		

		
			Murderer.

			Murderer.

			Murderer.

			Clarisa could hear the words spoken by the witches in the council chamber as she walked toward it. Words that she repeated to herself as she tried to wipe her blood-stained hands upon her dark blue dress skirts. She knew she appeared far more menacing than she hoped, the assassin of the Blackthorn was living up to her namesake after all.

			She glanced backward ensuring her familiars were not far behind. Tabor and Brisa kept their heads low, avoiding the gazes of the witches that lingered in the hall. They, too, appeared disheveled and exhausted; the magic used to assist her the night prior had nearly depleted all their strength.

			

			Navir, who waited patiently outside the council doors, embraced her as she approached.

			“They are quite impatient to speak to you.”

			“So I’ve heard.”

			“We haven’t had all six heads of the covens here since the last trial for your dear Malin.”

			Clarisa narrowed her eyes. “What of my cousin and the prince? When can I see them?”

			“In due time, I promise,” Navir responded. “They are under watch by the queen’s guards until negotiations with the mortal king can be made. When they are properly healed and the queen allows, I will take you to see them myself.” Clarisa raised a brow, and he continued, “They will not be harmed, I promise.”

			She breathed a sigh of relief. Since their arrest she had been waiting to see them, to ask them about Eve and the kingdom. In all the darkness of the past night, she was thankful that they were not killed by her.

			The voices in the council chamber were louder now, echoing into the hall.

			Murderer! Uncontrollable! Dangerous!

			Clarisa let out a deep breath. “What do the queen and the covens want from me?”

			“To discuss your attack.”

			“The one against the mortals?”

			“No”—his lips thinned—“the one against Giselle.”

			Clarisa blanched, faltering slightly as she stood. The room was suddenly too hot, the hall too cramped, her vision too blurred. She had forgotten that she had nearly killed the high priestess in the midst of all the chaos of the previous night, much too plagued by the other events. Now, her consequences lay bare before her. It was treason to harm a high priestess.

			Navir grabbed hold of her shoulders, righting her. He leveled his gaze with hers. “You need to trust me. If you can remain calm, I can get you out of this. Can you do that?”

			Clarisa could hear the heavy footsteps of the Blackthorn guards approaching the door from the other side, ready to open it. She had no time to challenge Navir’s words.

			“Yes. I can.”

			The doors were opened and Clarisa, Navir, and her familiars entered the council chamber. Behind a large circular table sat the head of each of the six covens—Petris, Veneno, Arric, Alvyna, Luna, and the Capital. The queen from the capital chair watched Clarisa as she entered. The three other women and two men were far too embroiled in arguments amongst each other to notice her.

			Clarisa did not have time to reconcile the destruction she caused, still could not believe the power that surged within her only hours before the guards arrived to escort her to the castle.

			The thought of the bodies washing ashore, painting the beach red with death sent a chill down her spine. So many men, so many that had been killed at her hands. How many fathers, brothers, sons? Innocents who were sent unwillingly to do the bidding of the mad mortal king?

			She had gone too far—this she knew for certain—used her gifts and failed to control her impulses. Too many lives were taken at once. More than she had ever taken before in a single night. Lives that must be repaid to maintain balance. What would the goddess demand of her for this blatant neglect? Perhaps, this was her destined retribution.

			Guilt and fear threatened to seize her, and she shook her head to try and dispel the thoughts.

			Calm.

			Be calm.

			There were pitying glances amongst the few other witches present, concern, but most of all fear as they parted ways to allow her to walk toward the council table. Once more, King Gareth, seated behind the queen, seemed to be dazed and uninterested in the affair, his eyes lazily shifting between the faces in the crowd. He seemed paler now than he had the last time she laid eyes on him. He met her stare for a moment, his formerly emerald-eyed stare now traded for one of misty green hues and clouded grays. Clarisa shifted her gaze, feeling uncomfortable.

			Deyes and Giselle stood on either side of Queen Saryn, the latter giving Clarisa a twisted, scornful look. Clarisa expected the witch to be bitter, but didn’t expect to have this outcome. It was all too much at once. Her head rested heavy upon her shoulders.

			“We are here for you, whatever may come,” Tabor whispered from behind her. 

			Clarisa walked precariously into the chamber and stood before the council table. As the rest of the covens noticed her, the room soon fell silent, save for the sound of rain tapping against the windows.

			“Your Majesty,” she said, bowing and trying to maintain a neutral tone. She hoped her blood-stained dress was not as horrifying as the other witches made it appear. She sensed how they distanced themselves from her.

			The queen lifted her chin, and the sound of the doors closing echoed throughout the room.

			“I take it on good authority, my dear, that you have tried to kill a witch, defied coven orders, slaughtered countless mortals, and have taken responsibility for our prisoners—the Prince of Givensmir and his knight.”

			Clarisa clenched her jaw, the memory coming back to her in full force—her power, how it took over her, how it ravaged their coast in death, and how she found her cousin Pedro and her old friend Theo miraculously alive in the carnage. Then, more stupidly, how she vouched for Pedro’s claims to be the prince before the witches stormed the beach and arrested them. A switch that both confused but concerned her.

			Be calm.

			Clarisa righted her shoulders square at the queen and leveled her gaze against hers. “Yes. It is true.”

			“What you are confessing to is treason,” Saryn explained.

			“If it is a crime to save my fellow witches from the onslaught of mortals that threatened our land so be it,” Clarisa snapped. “I had the magic to stop the attack, and I did. Is that not what you have me here for?”

			“Bite your tongue,” Giselle growled. “You wanted nothing but power and used my suffering as a sacrifice to get it!”

			“I would do it again to keep our covens safe.”

			“Selfish half-breed!”

			“Silence!” the queen demanded, glaring at Clarisa and Giselle. “With their attack on our lands, the mortals have declared war. We will need every witch to fight against them, and I will be damned if I allow anarchy to thrive at the expense of innocent witches.” She turned her gaze solely to Clarisa. “Your blasphemous attack on our high priestess is indeed treason. And while you have subdued our enemies for now, you have become unruly and dangerous to our coven. Your mortal thirst for bloodshed threatens us all.”

			The air in the room thinned, and Clarisa’s eyes widened with disbelief. Nearly every kill in her life was at the command of her queen; every death she caused stained her soul and damned her to a purgatory of guilt. She was nothing like the mortals.

			“My Queen, I—”

			Saryn raised a hand to silence her. “The punishment for such an act is death.”

			Clarisa’s breath hitched, unable to respond. Surely this could not be her final demand.

			Tabor and Brisa stood in front of her, readying themselves for an attack. Deyes, large and menacing, moved toward them.

			“No!” There was a plea from the corner of the room and Clarisa turned to see Ana’s face ashen with fear as she stepped in front of the small crowd. The guards blocked her path, warning her to move back. Clarisa’s eyes met Ana’s, and her heart clenched, regretting their tense last parting.

			Death?

			No, not after everything Clarisa had done for the coven. The lives she had taken to save them all. Tears threatened as she turned back to the queen.

			“Your Majesty, might I speak on behalf of Clarisa?” Navir stepped forward.

			Saryn eyed him suspiciously but waved Deyes back. “Quickly.”

			Navir nodded, turning toward the heads of the covens. “It is no secret that we brought Clarisa here in hopes that she will resurrect our goddess. No secret that she was to be used as a weapon to save our kind from the brutality of the mortals. She has succeeded in one of her tasks. We would have faced certain death if not for Clarisa’s bravery—”

			“He lies!” Giselle snapped.

			“Let him speak,” the queen warned. Giselle clenched her jaw, her nostrils flaring as she stepped back.

			Clarisa watched as each of the coven members looked warily upon Navir as he continued.

			“Let me be clear. We are alive because of Clarisa’s magic. The mortals severely outnumber us, and we will not survive another invasion without her.” He hesitated, letting his words sink in with the council.

			“If she means to keep us safe, why did she attack our high priestess?” Rinya, head of the Alvyna coven spoke. Her gray braided hair fell to the small of her back, the wrinkles deepened on her face, her raven eyes narrowed at Clarisa. Ana bore a striking resemblance to her mother.

			“The high priestess tried to stop Clarisa from saving the coven, wishing to take the credit for herself.”

			“Blasphemy!” Giselle cried out.

			Clarisa found her voice. “It’s true. I told you that I was your only chance at survival, and you refused to step aside.”

			“And how did you know this?” Silas, head of the Petris coven, asked. He was balding with a thick black beard he brushed with his fingers.

			“I foresaw it.”

			“Did Isila visit you?”

			“No, it was in a dream.”

			“Impossible,” Rinya breathed.

			“Not for her,” Navir remarked. “What we saw was not chaos unleashed, but the power to destroy our enemies. We have misunderstood because we have never seen anything like it.”

			He gestured to Clarisa, announcing proudly, “The Original Witches have finally claimed their descendant.”

			“It cannot be,” Giselle breathed, her face paling.

			“But it is,” Navir replied. “Clarisa has embraced the ancient power of her ancestors. Why must we wait to summon Isila, when we have the magic of the Original Witches willing to defend our lands at any cost?”

			The chamber filled with murmurs and gasps. Deyes warned that those who would not be silenced would be thrown from the room, but the crowd made no attempt to hush themselves. 

			The queen stood from her chair. “My son, do you mean—”

			“Yes, Mother. The prophecy has begun.”

			“How can this be?”

			“Is it true?!”

			“Can she still resurrect the goddess?”

			Navir ignored their words and turned to Clarisa. He held her hands in his, and even though he was saving her life, her flesh crawled at his touch. He smirked. She was unsure of how to respond. She met Navir’s eyes, within them a promise there would be no turning back from.

			“Clarisa is our Blood of the Blackthorn!” he declared.

			The chamber roared to life with shouts and bickering.

			Use it, Navir mouthed to her.

			Clarisa lifted her hand up before her and channeled her magic. Water whirled above her palm like the storm from the night before. Bits of lightning flashed, and thunder rumbled outside. She silently begged for Isila to have mercy on what she was about to do. For this magic had been within her all her life, hidden from the rest of the witches to blend in. Now released there would be no going back. The queen would never let her leave. The bright paradise she once hoped to be in with Ana would be forever out of reach.

			The gloomy daylight turned to darkness, the lightning cracked dangerously close to the windows providing the only semblance of light; the thunder roared, and the storm fought for purchase in the skies. 

			As the magic made its way through her veins, Clarisa relished in the power, forgetting why she refused it before. The excited tink, tink, tink of the oracles in their crystal cage about her neck was music to her ears. Her fingers trembled with the enormity of her strength.

			Perhaps paradise could be here too.

			The room erupted into a medley of celebration and worship.

			And shamefully, all the while, the only thing that came to Clarisa’s mind was that if she was this powerful without Isila, imagine how much more she would be when she took her from Eve.

		

	
		

		
			[image: ]

			EVE

		

		
			CHAPTER 2

		

		
			“Release me and all your wildest dreams will come true.”

			She reached out toward the book, her body inching ever closer. The darkness crept over Eve, suffocating any semblance of light in the cramped cabin space. The only light, her salvation, was before her, beckoning her to touch it, release the power she was too scared to bring forward.

			The voice echoing through her mind—the one that haunted her nightmares—was now seeping into every crevice of her life. As promised, the book followed her aboard this ship, and soon she realized it would not give her peace. Making promise after promise until she relented to give herself to its weathered pages. Each time, she was able to resist . . . barely.

			“I am not ready,” she managed, no more than a whisper.

			“We are ready.”

			She tried to pull away as fear seized her, pricking her skin. Tears fell down her cheeks, cooling her heating skin. She ground her teeth, struggling against the invisible tie pulling her ever closer.

			Branches danced in her vision, clawing their way out of the grimoire in erratic, horrid motions. The book she had willingly given herself to months ago was now consuming her dreams and every waking hour. She closed her eyes, remembering the cut on her finger, her blood drops on the pages, mixing with the blackthorn ink, tying themselves together for eternity. They were bound in life, of this she was certain. But she couldn’t bring herself to give it anything more, no matter how it called for her.

			The sharp branches began to wrap themselves around her, cutting her flesh, drawing blood, and forcing her toward the Blood of the Blackthorn. She tried to scream, tried to fight, but darkness sapped every bit of her vision and strength.

			“Please, no,” she whimpered. Her fingertips were too close to the parchment, she could nearly feel it pulsing as if it were a beating heart beneath her hands. It wanted her, needed her. It could not unleash its power without her.

			The pain, the stinging pain of the sharp, thorny branches, the voices, the darkness. She closed her eyes, all the fight within her nearly gone.

			“Help me,” she breathed.

			[image: ]

			“Eve? Eve!”

			She slowly opened her heavy eyes and raised her hand to shield her face from the powerful brightness of the sunlight. Her head pounded unrelenting against her skull, and she moaned against the pain. The slow movements of the ship beneath her rocked her back into life, as everything came to.

			I am on Captain Amarin’s ship. I escaped Givensmir. I am somewhere over the Dallise Sea.

			“Eve,” a voice repeated, softly. Her familiar’s voice.

			She shuddered weakly as Dakon grasped her arms between his. She was covered in handprints and scars, dark as the ink that filled the pages of the grimoire. Memories of the branches pulling her to the grimoire resurfaced and she shuddered, rubbing her aching head.

			“What is that?” Pazel gasped from behind him, his wild, dark curls nearly covering his eyes. It had been over a moon since they boarded the ship.

			“I’m not sure,” Dakon responded, focusing on the scars, “but I don’t like it.”

			They were deep black rivers across her skin that worsened with the nightmares.

			He lifted his head to Eve. “That was close, Eve. Too close. You need to tell me when the book calls for you, not when it’s nearly too late. You promised me. Had Beast not woke me, who knows what could have happened.”

			Eve pulled her arm back and turned from him, unable to meet his disapproving stare. She sat up on the bed, focusing instead on Beast who lay about a small rug in the far corner of the cramped cabin the four of them shared. His blood-orange eyes watching her curiously, his black fur like a shadow that covered him even in the daylight. He was proving to be worth the struggle it was becoming to keep him a secret while aboard Captain Amarin’s ship. So far, none of the crew noticed the gytrash; Eve considered they may not be able to. She hoped this continued, as she did not wish to divulge any more news onto the captain. Harboring a witch—one being pursued by an angry, powerful kingdom—was damning enough for one lifetime, she supposed.

			

			“Thank you, Beast.” She sighed. The gytrash cocked its head, and Pazel petted its long fur gently.

			“It’s happening more often,” Pazel mumbled. “Nearly three times this week alone. Ever since that book appeared—”

			“Enough about the book,” Eve snapped, pulling down her sleeves to cover the marks. With limited options aboard the ship, she had donned spare blouses and trousers from the quartermaster. Thankfully, the sleeves reached over her wrists, hiding the blackthorn’s marks.

			Until the next time it comes for you. She shook the thought from her head, unwilling to go down that path.

			Dakon crossed his arms. “Fine. But you cannot avoid this forever. That book is dangerous. We have to figure out what it wants or how to subdue it.”

			“Perhaps we should tell the Captain—” Pazel began.

			“You will do nothing of the sort!” Eve snapped. “Not until we know more.”

			“Seems impossible since you refuse to speak of it, or anything else for that matter,” Dakon challenged.

			Eve rolled her eyes, lifting herself off the bed. “Not this again.”

			“Yes, yes this again.” Dakon grabbed her arm once more turning her to face him. “You cannot keep secrets. At least not from me, Eve. I am your familiar, remember? My life depends on your survival, which I cannot guarantee without knowing as much as you do.”

			“I am not ready.” She pulled away, and he released her.

			“We are far past that now,” he replied, frustration taking over his tone. “I’m sorry, but we cannot delay any further. We are meeting the captain tonight to discuss plans, and we cannot go in there unprepared because you refuse to talk to us—to me.”

			Eve gritted her teeth. It was not long ago that she had lost nearly everything—her life at court, her friends, Adriana, Pedro, Theo, Callum. Callum. Her heart sank. Memories of him fighting bitterly against the knights to his sure death chipped away at her soul. No. She was not ready. Not yet.

			“No.” She gave Dakon a hard look. “I said no.”

			Dakon narrowed his eyes. “So you will damn me too?”

			Eve gasped. “How dare you.”

			They glared at each other, the heat of Eve’s skin rising with her anger.

			“He defies you,” a voice inside her whispered.

			She looked upon his face, one that she had only become used to these past few weeks. So long ago, yet not long at all.

			Who does he think he is?

			To command me, to order me?!

			“He wants your magic, your power.”

			The voices were swimming through her head; her jaw tensed, and her hands began to shake as they grew louder within her. And slowly Dakon’s glare subsided into concern.

			“Eve?”

			“You must kill him.”

			“Eve, your eyes are turning red again.” Pazel inched cautiously between Dakon and Eve. He raised his hands slowly. “I think what Dakon meant to say was that we want the same things you do. We are a team. A family.”

			Eve felt a tug at the bottom of her tunic. Beast nuzzled against her legs, looking up apprehensively. She took a deep breath, feeling his fur beneath her fingertips. She closed her eyes, trying to silence the voices. She could feel her skin become cooler as the seconds passed. She opened her eyes, taking in the men in front of her, they were her familiars, her saviors, her friends. Her life would have been damned if not for them.

			“I—I’m sorry,” she breathed, shame filling her.

			Dakon and Pazel gave each other worried looks.

			

			“I feel as if I am becoming a host for something awful,” she explained. “It terrifies me.”

			It was silent for a moment as the words weighed heavily in the tense air.

			Dakon reached for Eve’s hand. “We are not your enemies, Eve. We would not have returned to the king’s tower that night if we did not mean to save you. Every day of my life will be dedicated to ensuring your safety. I promise.”

			She blinked as thoughts of Callum filled her once more, and tears pricked at the corners of her eyes. He was the last one to make a promise to her, and he had kept it until his dying breath. The last one who gave his life for her and paid the price; would Dakon have to too? Her lips quivered as she remembered Callum’s last words, the look in his eyes as he stood to face the knights alone. “I meant what I said in the tower.”

			How many times could a heart break before it gives up?

			Dakon’s green eyes locked in on hers, they were intense, but sincere. His copper hair was longer now than it had been only weeks ago, the scars and bruises he had received from their escape healed quickly, as if they were never there to begin with—a new magic of his that had emerged in recent weeks.

			Eve cleared her throat, feeling the burden of everything heavier upon her.

			“I understand.”

			Before Dakon could respond, Eve felt a second hand upon theirs.

			Pazel gave her a playful grin. “I love it when our family gets along.”

			“What are you doing, Pazel?” Dakon sighed.

			“I didn’t want to feel left out.” He shrugged. “I already lack magic; I am at a bit of a disadvantage if you haven’t noticed.”

			Dakon released Eve’s hand, rubbing his temples. “You may not be born with magic, but you can see Beast, which is more than many mortals can do. Perhaps there is some magic in you we’ve yet to discover.”

			Pazel reached down, giving Beast a hug. “Of course I can see you, boy. Who is the best feral creature out there? You are, you are.”

			Eve smiled, allowing herself a brief bit of peace watching the gytrash wave his tail and roll on the floor happily.

			“Come”—Dakon gestured Eve to the floor—“let us heal your wounds.”

			Ah, yes. The scars.

			Pazel took Dakon’s words as his cue, leaving Beast to retrieve a candle and Cerene’s book. The small green book could fit in his palm and was full of stories, spells, and scribbles. He opened the correct page, handing the book and candle to Dakon.

			Dakon took them silently, focusing on placing the candle as still as he could between him and Eve despite the rocking of the ship.

			“Thank you, Pazel. You are the greatest apprentice in Serit,” Pazel mocked, bowing before them. “Oh, you’re welcome, Dakon. Of course, only making sure I am worth my keep.”

			Dakon cocked his head. “Thank you.”

			Pazel grinned and sat on the floor next to them. “If you don’t treat me well, I may find another familiar to apprentice with. I hear they are in high demand.”

			Eve couldn’t help but let out a small giggle. She was grateful someone like Pazel could dispel the tension even in these dark moments. Dakon joined her, patting Pazel on the back.

			“I am grateful, truly.” He turned to face Eve. “Now, let us see your scars again.”

			Eve’s smile quickly faded, and she nodded, lifting her sleeves. The dark marks filled her skin, harsh and eerie, and spindled out like the trees the book had shown her all those months ago. They were the branches of her nightmares that tried to force her toward the grimoire etched into her skin. A chill went down her spine, and she shuddered against the memory.

			What lengths would the grimoire go for her to accept its full power?

			She squeezed her eyes shut, pushing the thought from her mind. Not now. She couldn’t let herself think about that now.

			Dakon lifted a hand over the candle, focusing on it as Eve and Pazel watched silently. After a few agonizing moments, it finally lit weakly. Dakon let out a shaky breath.

			“You are getting better at this.”

			Pazel nodded. “My good charms are finally wearing off on him.”

			Dakon placed his hands on Eve’s arms, locking his eyes with hers. “Ready?”

			“Yes,” she breathed, bracing herself.

			Pazel raised the book to Dakon, and he read from the small fine ink on the parchment.

			“Isila, hear my plea. Remove her pain and give to me.”

			He repeated these words again and again until the marks began to slowly disappear from her arms and reappear slowly on Dakon’s. She tightened her grip on him, seeing the pain across his face as he continued repeating his words.

			Finally, it was done. Her wounds were removed, transferred to Dakon’s arms. If only this healing magic would have come sooner, then maybe things could have turned out differently.

			Dakon breathed deeply, shakily.

			“Thank you,” Eve said, holding his hands in her own.

			“As I said”—Dakon blew out the candle—“I am not your enemy.”

			Eve inspected his wounds, guilt creeping in. “I hope they heal more quickly than the last. Perhaps before the end of today.”

			“Hopefully.”

			

			“Come”—she stood, helping him from the floor—“let us get some fresh air.”

			He took her hands, and they stood rather awkwardly, as if waiting on one another to make the first move out the door. Pazel, much to Eve’s relief, strutted past them and opened it.

			“I have a few questions,” Pazel called out over his shoulder. “Are the five gods our enemies now? Do we have gods? I want to make sure I choose the winning side here.”
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			EVE

		

		
			CHAPTER 3

		

		
			Eve walked into the captain’s quarters, followed closely by Dakon and Pazel. She looked around at the space, filled with bookshelves, trinkets, and a desk littered with papers. In the center of the room was a large wooden table with four chairs; the captain occupied one of them. A spread of cheeses, grapes, slices of meat, and cups with wine filled the tabletop.

			His narrowed gaze and the scar on his face made her nervous as they each sat around the table.

			“Good evening, Lady Eve”—he raised a flask in her direction before taking a long sip—“Dakon, Pazel.” He nodded in their direction.

			“Good evening, Captain,” Eve replied, straightening her posture. “As I’ve said before you can simply call me Eve.”

			He ignored her. “How are you enjoying my ship?” He brushed his fingers curiously through his long, red beard.

			“Good, thank you. The crew has been respectful of our privacy during this time; we very much appreciate it.”

			“The idea of a witch aboard spooks them,” he grumbled, sipping once more.

			Eve nodded, the gossip surrounding her fire spectacle the first day aboard the ship had spread rather quickly. “Understandable. However, my familiars and I—”

			“Ahem, apprentice,” Pazel coughed.

			Eve glared at him, and Dakon elbowed him in the ribs.

			“Don’t think I’ve forgotten you retching on my clothes, boy.” Amarin sneered in Pazel’s direction. “You owe me a new coat and shoes.”

			Pazel blanched, shifting his gaze. “Once we reach land, I promise to pay you back. I think green with some black trim may bring out your eyes.”

			“Stow your tongue, or I will cut it out,” Dakon gritted through his teeth.

			Pazel bit his lip, focusing his attention on the cheeses, throwing one in his mouth.

			Eve rubbed her eyes, annoyed. Amarin raised a brow at Pazel before turning his attention to her.

			“Speaking of reaching land. I think the time has come to discuss your options. I cannot keep the ship over the sea forever. She has graced us with good weather and tides, but in my experience it does not last long. We must go to land and replenish our supplies.”

			“Of course.”

			She watched as the captain righted himself, pulling a scroll from his coat.

			“I received a letter earlier this morning, a dove from one of my spies in the Mistral Islands.” He handed it to Eve. “You are now worth three thousand coins alive. I must admit, I’m impressed.”

			Eve unfurled the scroll; a sickening feeling came to her stomach before she quickly closed it and handed it to Dakon instead.

			

			“I’d rather you tell me what else it says.” Eve locked eyes on the captain.

			He took another drink. “Besides the tempting reward, Givensmir has officially crowned a new king as expected.”

			Her heart fluttered hopefully. Eryce? Theo? Did they make it back alive after all? Was Pedro with them?

			Dakon spoke up. “Who?”

			“King Marc. It is reported that his elder brothers were killed by an attack on their ships. Only the youngest heir made it back. Lucky bastard.”

			Eve couldn’t breathe. She turned away, her heart cracking as the bitterness of hearing her nightmares confirmed overpowered her.

			“Are you well?” Dakon asked.

			Eve shook her head.

			“What else was reported?” Pazel asked.

			Eve could feel the captain’s stare on her as he answered. “The Strix—the exiled witches living in Givensmir—have continued growing their following. My informant believes they may be working with the new king as there are a number of them sighted within the castle. Though, witch burnings have increased throughout the kingdom, nearly four since we escaped. He suspects it is from errant witches who refuse to join their cause.”

			Why is Marc doing this?

			She recalled their dance in the ballroom, how he hinted at knowing her affinity for magic. Then, how Adriana confirmed her suspicions. Marc was curious, but did that mean he was welcoming it?

			“What can we do?” Eve asked.

			“Do?” Amarin scoffed. “There is nothing to do. The kingdom will soon be in another war. The best thing for all of us is to venture far from the destruction.”

			“And leave innocent people to die?”

			

			“They aren’t innocent in the king’s eyes; they are witches.”

			Eve stood, the force of it knocking her chair down behind her. “And witches are guilty by existing?”

			“He sees you as a threat.” The chilling voice within her spoke, whispering softly as if it were right behind her.

			Amarin leveled his gaze at her. “I never said that I believe that. Only that the king does.”

			“He defies you.”

			Eve shook her head, squeezing her eyes shut to block out the noise. She tried to concentrate.

			Theo was dead, Callum, Pedro, Eryce.

			But what of Adriana?

			Would Marc harm her?

			She realized Amarin was speaking. “—and in case you have forgotten, your sister killed the princess too. Of course, they don’t trust them.”

			Eve recalled seeing her sister standing in the hall while Felicity lay dead at her feet. She didn’t look smug or proud but confused. Maybe there was a reason for all of this. Something that Clarisa could explain if given the chance.

			But where could she be?

			The Blackthorn?

			“I—I want to go to the Blackthorn,” she announced suddenly, standing.

			Amarin choked on his drink, coughing until he began to breathe normally once more. “Are you mad?!”

			“I’m quite serious.”

			“Eve”—Dakon placed a hand over hers—“we cannot go there without a plan.”

			“I cannot risk my crew, my ship, my life trying to go to the Blackthorn! I might as well offer myself in chains,” Amarin continued. “No, absolutely not.”

			

			“We can pay you,” Eve insisted, her body heating with frustration.

			“No amount of money is worth meeting Death.”

			“Then how will we get there?”

			“That isn’t my problem.”

			Eve pounded her fist on the table, her hands shaking with anger. “I can make it your problem.”

			“Kill him before he kills you.”

			“Eve,” Pazel reached to hold her back, his fingers barely closed around her wrist before he screamed. She ripped her glare from the captain and turned quickly to Pazel. His hand was raised before him, red and blistered.

			No, no, no.

			“Pazel!”

			Dakon ran to him, wrapping Pazel’s hand in a wet cloth from the table. Pazel groaned. “It was like touching steel in a stove!”

			“I’m sorry!” Eve reached out, but he flinched away from her.

			“No, Eve,” Dakon raised his hand, “I will take him to our cabin. He needs to be healed.”

			Eve lowered her hand, nodding. “Of course, I’m sorry, Pazel.”

			Guilt overcame her as she watched them leave the room. She hadn’t realized how angry she had become, hadn’t realized her skin had heated so quickly.

			She placed a finger in her cup, the wine steamed slightly.

			Relax, Eve.

			Amarin sighed, rubbing his forehead. “How often does that happen?”

			Eve turned to him, her eyes wide and shameful. “More than I’d like to admit.”

			He nodded, mulling over this. “I used to know a powerful witch, very quick to anger.”

			“Have you met many witches on your travels?”

			

			Amarin huffed. “Too many to count.”

			Eve sat, taking a long drink. The wine, even warm, felt good against her lips. She needed to focus her thoughts, figure out how to express what she really needed

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

	OEBPS/image/Ebook_Icon__-_Rocio_Carranza_-_Flame_in_the_Silver_Storm.jpg





OEBPS/image/FITSS_-_Serit_Map1.jpg





OEBPS/image/Bookcover_FITSS_for_Rocio_by_korraiko_for_SOCIAL_FULL1.jpg





OEBPS/image/Queen_of_Wands_Logo.pdf_(2).jpg





OEBPS/image/1.jpg
B
~

Mk
p

| AM
SILVE
S TORM

ROCIO CARRAN ZA

o
T





OEBPS/image/Flame_in_the_Silver_Storm_(Cover_Edit).jpg
| FATEWLLENDYOU. .. ‘[ "

< - THE ETERNAL CURSE BOOK TWO

ROCIO CARRANZA





OEBPS/image/Flame_in_the_Silver_Storm_(Cover_Edit)1.jpg
[ ATEWLLANDYOU .. ¢

NS THEETERNAL CURSE BOOKTWO

ROCIO CARRANZA






OEBPS/image/FITSS_-_Prialis_Map_-_Mariska's_adjmustment1.jpg





OEBPS/image/Scene_Break_2_-_Rocio_Carranza_-_Flame_in_the_Silverstorm.jpg





OEBPS/image/Bookcover_FITSS_for_Rocio_by_korraiko_for_SOCIAL_FULL.jpg





OEBPS/image/FITSS_-_Serit_Map.jpg





OEBPS/image/FITSS_-_Prialis_Map_-_Mariska's_adjmustment.jpg
‘ ¥y





