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From Left to Right

Alexander (Alec) Moonstone, Claire Matthews, and Killian Burns
Nordic Calendar Mythicos Follows  
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mbl.is. “Do You Know Your Old Icelandic Months?” Icelandmonitor.mbl.is, mbl.is,  

21 Oct. 2015, icelandmonitor.mbl.is/news/news/2015/10/21/do_you_know_your_o ld_icelandic_months/. Accessed 21 Sept. 2025. 

Dedication

As a little girl, I dreamt of becoming an author. As I got older, I lost sight of that dream. I dedicate this book to what helped me get to this moment in time. In November 2022, I was diagnosed with a schwannoma tumor growing on my spine. Surviving this scary time in my life gave me the courage to go back and achieve the goal I had as a child.
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Prologue​
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Summer, May 2005

Sarah.
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The Onyx Clan’s fortress loomed like a giant obsidian middle finger poked into the sky of Mythicos. As the clock tower struck midnight, Sarah hovered at her bedroom window, watching the third shift guards. They were predictably useless, more interested in passing around a flask of cheap whiskey than doing their actual jobs.  

Now, she slipped into the corridor, her feet sinking into the thick velvet runner. She pulled her indigo cloak tight, hiding the box braids and black eyes that the locals obsessed over. She darted through the servants’ entrance and hit the moonlit courtyard, her bare feet slapping against the freezing cobblestones. She was not running because she liked the exercise. She was running because Nathaniel was waiting at the edge of the forest, and in this place, forbidden romance usually ended with someone in a shallow grave.

She remembered the first time she saw Nathaniel. It was a total accident. When her mother, Sally, sent her to the market for overpriced herbs. He was standing in the apothecary with his hands full of moonwort and blackthorn berries. He was a shifter with hair the color of sunlit moss, and when their eyes met, the air felt like it had been hooked up to a car battery. They had spent that first hour arguing over the price of the berries.  

But that was months ago.  

“You’re late,” he teased.  

“You’re impatient,” she shot back. Nathaniel pulled her into his arms, his body warm despite the chill. Sarah inhaled the scent of him, trying to memorize it. 

“Sarah, I am leaving at dawn,” he breathed, his fingers tightening around hers. “My family expects me home for the Winter Solstice. I cannot meet you for weeks.”  

Her heart thudded against her ribs. “I love you, Nathaniel.” 

He kissed her then, and it was reckless, dangerous, and utterly forbidden. They might have stayed in that embrace until sunrise if not for the sudden crack of a branch behind them. A figure stepped from the woods, draped in the sapphire cloak of the Council Guard. His face was hidden behind a half mask of blue glass. 

“Well, well,” the guard said in a slow, venomous drawl. “What have we here? Nathaniel Emerald and Sarah Onyx, sneaking around.” 

Nathaniel squared his shoulders, his voice steady. “She did nothing wrong. This was all my idea.”  

“Liar,” the guard spat. “The law is clear. Mages and shifters cannot consort.” 

“We love each other!” Nathaniel shot back. “Would we risk this for a whim?” 

The guard sneered. “Too young to know love,” he replied, dismissing them with a flick of his cloak.  

“You do not know anything about us!” Sarah screamed, her voice cracking. The guard ignored her, reaching into his cloak for a glowing comm orb.

“You will answer to Lord Darius, girl. And as for you, Emerald, I hope you are fond of damp walls and rats.” 

Sarah’s fear gave way to a cold, biting fury. With a flick of her wrist, she summoned a shadow knife, Onyx magic bleeding black from her fingertips. The guard actually laughed at her.  

“Mind tricks do not work on me, girl,” he sneered. “Do not embarrass yourself.”

She hurled the knife, aiming for the orb. It shattered in the guard’s hand, blue fire licking up his arm as he screamed. But the victory lasted about three seconds. The orb had already pulsed its distress signal, and the woods were suddenly crawling with the heavy thud of armored boots. 

Lord Darius did not just send a squad; he appeared himself. He backhanded the scorched guard for his incompetence before turning his burning gaze on Sarah.
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In moments, Sarah was dragged back through the fortress corridors by Lord Darius himself. He gripped her arm hard enough to bruise and flung her into her bed chamber as though she were a discarded nail. Her back struck the far wall, and the air left her lungs in a pathetic wheeze.  

The room was a graveyard of things she used to own. It had once gleamed with fine tapestries, but now it held only a few rotting pieces of furniture. Every gift she had ever received since her tenth birthday was currently decaying in a forgotten storage room in the dungeons, rotting alongside the rest of her childhood to showcase her various failures. Only thirteen items remained, and most of them looked like they were waiting for the junk heap.

“How dare you disobey me!” Lord Darius looked every bit the ruthless bastard the stories said he was.  

“I—I love him, Father,” Sarah managed to choke out. 

A cruel grin split his face. He did not argue. He just lifted his boot and stomped down on her outstretched hand. Sarah heard a wet crunch, and agony shot through her hand as the bones shattered. Shards of bone actually tore through the skin.  

“Never call me by that title again,” he spat, refusing to hear the word father. He strode from the room, leaving her crumpled among splintered bones and tears. 

She lay there for what felt like hours, her hand throbbing in time with her heartbeat. Then, his voice drifted down the corridor, cold and final. 

“The Emerald boy dies at midnight. Behead him.” 

The world simply stopped. Her secret love affair was ending in the most brutal way possible. Rage and despair coiled in her heart like a nest of snakes. 

A gentle knock at the door made her flinch. It was her mother, Sally, looking like she had been crying as much as Sarah. She kneeled beside her and stayed with her for a long time, meticulously wrapping the mangled hand while Sarah winced at every touch. 

“I am so sorry, my dear,” Sally whispered. 

“Mom, I have to,” Sarah started, her voice sounding like she had been swallowing glass. “I am going to rule this place. Not just the clan. All of it. I am going to save him, and then I am going to burn this fortress to the ground.”

Sally looked at her for a long beat, her eyes wide. She sat with Sarah in the silence for another hour, her presence a small anchor in the dark, before finally departing and leaving Sarah alone with the hollow weight of her desperation. 

Sarah stared at the ceiling, her mind racing through a thousand impossible plans. She felt like a trapped animal, one that was finally realizing that the only way out of the cage was to bite the hand that fed it. She was done being the victim. If they wanted a monster, she would give them one..

At dusk, the guards came for her. They did not take her to a dungeon; they took her to a party. The Great Hall was a nightmare of jubilant music and drunken laughter. Sarah walked through the corridors, her bandaged hand tucked against her chest, watching the revelers in their jewels. 

Lord Pembrooke was laughing about a trade deal, and Lady Vane was showing off a new sapphire necklace. Their happiness felt like a physical assault. It was wrong. Everything was too bright and too loud. She could hear the clinking of crystal and the specific, shallow gossip about the quality of the wine, and it made her stomach turn.

She was forced into the seat of honor at the center of the U-shaped table. She knew something was coming. She could feel the eyes of the court on her, waiting for the punchline. A servant approached and set a massive silver platter right in front of her. He lifted the lid with a flourish, and for a split second, she expected venison.

It was not venison. It was Nathaniel. His eyes were wide, frozen in a look of absolute terror, and blood was still pooling on the polished metal.

The world went silent. Sarah reached out, and in her grief, she completely ignored the white-hot flare of agony from her shattered hand as she bumped the table. She brushed his cold cheek with her unbroken fingers.

“A gift for you,” Lord Darius announced, raising a golden goblet. “Let this be a lesson to all who defy me.”

Cheers erupted around her. People actually clapped and toasted while she sat there staring into the dead eyes of the only person who had ever loved her. Her world was shattered, and she realized her father truly cared for her.

“I will not obey you!” she screamed, slamming her fists against the table regardless of the pain. “I will lead the Onyx Clan, and I will rule all of Mythicos!”

She leaned over Nathaniel’s still face, remembering his warmth and his laughter. She made a silent vow to become the monster they all thought she was, and she was going to start by taking everything they cared about.
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Chapter One​
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Winter, April 2024 

Killian.
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This was damn near suicide for a paycheck, and honestly, Killian had seen better looking paychecks at the bottom of a gutter.  

Someone in the black market either wanted him dead or had simply run out of expendable pawns to throw into the meat grinder. In the silver haze of the moonlight, Killian lay battered on the forest floor like a discarded gym sock. His breath was ragged and shallow, and the scent of damp earth clung to him, mingling with the metallic tang of blood. It was a real five-star experience if you enjoyed internal bleeding and dirt for dinner.  

Ahead stood the Onyx Clan’s compound. The entrance was a mere fifty yards away, which was way too close for comfort and yet not close enough to actually get the job done. He pressed his ear to the dirt, listening to the world through the soil. He heard three sets of boots and a scuffle on the eastern fringe, plus maybe a fourth guy swinging around on patrol, locking the perimeter down tighter than a drum. 

Killian flattened himself against the cold ground, his fingers trembling as he army crawled forward. He looked like a very determined, very auburn-haired lizard until his fingertips finally grazed the rusted iron bars. The chill seeped into his bones, biting deeper than the night air. He blinked away a cocktail of sweat and dirt, his eyes fixed on the narrow gap in the fence. He grabbed for his satchel with shaking hands, fumbling past the clotted fabric of his gear until he found the prize: diamond edged wire. Every tiny scrape against the old iron sounded like a goddamn church bell in the silence. He was definitely drawing the kind of attention he really didn’t want.  

His mind flickered to the Grimoire. Delivering that dusty old book was supposed to erase a decade’s worth of debt. He just had to slip past a bunch of guys who had turned cruelty and violence into a competitive hobby. He ducked his head, tugging his black hat down to hide the hint of auburn hair that was basically a neon sign saying, “Shoot me here.” He took one last breath. There was no room for nerves now, only motion. He wriggled through the gap, the darkness pressing in on all sides like a very claustrophobic hug.
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The tunnels belonged to the Onyx Clan. He moved through the chill, his left hand trailing the blackened stone for the faintest seams, his right always ready for a concealed latch, pressure plate, or hungry ward. His fingers mapped the walls for spells and snares. The metal tingled beneath his fingers, the wards alive and wary. They guided him to the first trap in front of the door he needed to reach.

Killian paused, narrowed his eyes to the floor. The stones here bore a faint iridescence, like the underbelly of a beetle. He crouched, fished a match from his coat’s hidden lining, and struck it. The rock went bump, bump, and then the glyph flared, incinerating it into ash and sending up a brief, acrid plume. Killian stepped over the dead zone, lips pursed in a silent whistle.

The surface was battered from the inside; deep gouges and claw marks scored. He pressed his palm to the cold metal. It stung, like a burn in reverse, and the skin at once numbed and prickled.

“Open for me,” he murmured, breath steaming in the chill.

The lock shivered, wards crackling, before swinging open just a fraction. It was a pathetic, stubborn gap, barely wide enough for a man of his frame to squeeze through. Killian had to exhale every bit of air in his lungs, his coat snagging on the jagged iron as he scraped his way inside, his ribs groaning against the cold metal. 

Once through, he didn’t find a hall. Instead, his boots met the edge of a steep drop. He fumbled for a match, striking it to reveal a stairwell coiling downward in a tight, claustrophobic spiral. The walls were flecked with crystal so that the flame caught the facets and tossed back a thousand cold reflections. He slowed, flattened himself against the curve, and peered into the landing.

The landings were nightmares curated for effect. One had cages of different bones—some animal, some plainly not—hanging from hooks like macabre wind chimes. Another held jars brimming with ocular fluid, each eye within rolling to track his progress. Killian kept his head down. 

“Charming decor,” he muttered, quickening his pace.

A corridor stretched ahead, lined with doors that bore no handles, their surfaces smooth as polished bones. Killian pulled the moonstone from his pocket and held it against the nearest door to him on the right. The stone pulsed once, twice, then went cold.

Wrong door. He tried the next, and the next, until the moonstone flared with sudden heat against the fourth. The door dissolved like smoke, revealing a chamber beyond.

Somewhere above, a sudden, piercing wail erupted. It was a high-pitched, rhythmic screech, like a banshee being fed through a meat grinder. Awareness prickled his skin. Had they noticed him? He didn’t stop to ponder. He moved faster, feet slapping wet stones, blood rushing to his ears.

The final chamber was a vault, its floor a single slab of obsidian, polished so bright it reflected the ceiling. In the center, chained to a pedestal, was the Grimoire. It was heavier than it looked. He slowly stepped forward. All of the runes around him ignited in a shockwave, casting a prismatic net over the room. He could feel the hair on his neck stand.

“State your business or die,” a woman’s dispassionate voice demanded from the air.

Killian’s tongue felt dry.

“The book,” he said.

The runes flared again, threatening blindness. “You are not of the blood. Not invited. What makes you worthy?”

Ignoring the question’s weight, he lit matches with his fingertips. The sudden, mundane heat of the sulfurous flames caused the ancient runes to pulse in confusion, their geometric patterns stuttering as they tried to lock onto the new heat source. Seeing the opening, he lunged for the book.

Cold bands of magic snapped around his wrists and yanked his arms taut, twisting them so his shoulder nearly dislocated. The pain was so pure, it whited out the world. He howled, voice raw, then jammed the moonstone amulet into the Grimoire’s lock.

There was a soundless implosion. The air in the room didn’t just move; it vanished, the light bending inward toward the lock in a visual distortion. The shock of it threw him back, but he scrambled forward, reaching out to seize the heavy, leather-bound volume.

The Grimoire didn’t just burn. It was decided that Killian’s palms were the perfect place to start a localized barbecue. Actual grease-scented smoke began streaming from between his fingers as the book’s binding leather fused to his skin. A distant siren wailed, a sound that typically heralded a terrible Tuesday for him.

From the dark corners of the ceiling, the shadows stopped being a lack of light and started being a problem. They coalesced into a Void-Stalker that looked like a bunch of obsidian knives had been fed through a blender and told to get angry. It lunged at him with a static hiss that vibrated right in his molars. The cold bands of magic around his wrists tightened, chewing through his sleeves and into the meat of his arms until he tasted copper.  

“Elemental breach! Elemental breach!” a voice boomed, sounding way too excited about his impending death.  

Killian wrenched the book free from the pedestal with a wet, tearing sound that he really hoped was the leather and not his own tendons. He stumbled backward, his boots sliding on the obsidian floor as they buckled beneath him. Runes erupted in a vomit-colored lattice of gold and sickly green light. He didn’t wait for an invitation to leave. He was running before his brain even finished cataloging the pain, his feet slapping the glassy black floor while the vault door yawned open. 

The Void-Stalker wasn’t finished. It phased through a stone pillar and lunged again, its claws raking the air inches from his nose. Killian swatted the thing aside with a desperate elbow, feeling the unnatural chill of it seep into his bone marrow before the creature tumbled down the central stairwell in a tangle of limbs and static. The Grimoire began to pull, a heavy, magnetic weight dragging him toward the far eastern exit.  

He could hear more of them now. A faint, frantic scratching of thousands of claws on stone echoed from the tunnels ahead. Behind him, the darkness was stretching unnaturally along the walls, the edges of the shadows writhing with rows of needle-thin teeth. He snatched a handful of glass vials off a nearby alchemist’s table as he sprinted past, tossing them blindly over his shoulder like he was at the world’s worst parade.

Some held acid, others flame, and the resulting chaos filled the corridor with smoke. A high-pitched shriek cut off abruptly, followed by the muffled, bubbling screams of the unseen things as the chemicals did their work. He hobbled, adrenaline thinning.

He set the Grimoire carefully by his feet and addressed the door. It was a massive slab of obsidian, identical to the floor. Pursing his lips together, he pressed the moonstone, now glowing with an inner sun, against the seam of the door, making it inexplicably scream. 

The sound wasn’t just a noise; it was the screech of grinding tectonic plates, a high frequency vibration that shattered the crystals in the walls and made his ears bleed. The obsidian began to fissure, light bleeding from the cracks in a blinding lattice, and then the door exploded inward.

Fire rolled through the gap, instantly vaporizing the shadowy, multi-limbed creatures as they reached for him. The shockwave caught his coat and hurled him forward. He snatched up the Grimoire and braced himself, not caring where he landed so long as it was away from the vault, away from the thing that had tried to consume his very essence.

He hit the ground, rolled, and came up coughing blood and smoke. Behind him, the corridor was a tunnel of liquefied stone and flame, the echoes of that grinding scream still vibrating in his bones. He staggered to his feet, every nerve ending lit up, and ran.

The alarms followed him. He emerged into the Onyx compound’s upper levels and skidded right into a squad of armored guards. They weren’t surprised to see him; they had been waiting, guided here by the alarms and the crystal screens embedded in every surface. Killian didn’t stop. He barreled toward them, Grimoire a blazing sun in his arms, boots striking sparks off the marble.

Two charged him, and he let them close, then faked left, then dropped to a knee and swept their legs. As they toppled, he flung a handful of matches at their faces and exhaled, willing the Elemental in him to ignite. Blue fire exploded in their visors, blinding and burning. He shoved forward, and at the end of the hall was the exit.

Killian skidded to a stop before the massive oak doors, chest heaving, blood streaming down his arm where the cold bands had flayed him to the bone. They would never open for him because the Onyx blood wards were keyed only to the clan’s lineage, and he was an intruder. He’d have to blow them off their hinges or die trying. The Grimoire pulsed against his chest like a second heart.

He inhaled deeply, gathering the heat that had always lived inside him, and exhaled a torrent of blue flame that engulfed the doors. Instead of burning, the runes etched into the wood awakened, flickering with recognition. The iron bands glowed red, then white; the gutters unlocked in a clockwork pattern, as if the doors themselves were breathing. They shuddered, then parted enough for Killian to force his way through. The Grimoire suddenly calmed his skin.

He staggered inside, slammed the doors behind him, and dropped the iron bar across them. The sound of it locking echoed. He immediately noticed a heavy black marble table in the center of the room and set the Grimoire down upon it. 

The room was beyond circular. The walls rose fifty feet high, their curvature so precise and sharp that it felt like the room was trying to pinch him out of existence. Above, a dome of glass revealed the night sky, stars sharp and unblinking.

Killian’s own reflection glared at him from the marble floor, skin streaked with soot and blood. He let himself breathe once, twice. Then the cold pressed in, more absolute than outside, and he realized he wasn’t alone. From the shadow between two columns, she stepped out, slow and certain, as though stepping into her own dream.

Her skin was the color of moonlit milk, veins almost blue in the stark light. Her hair, black as a raven’s flight, spilled over a gown that clung to her. Her eyes, deep coal black, reflected nothing of the surrounding room.

Mab.

The Dark Fae. The name tasted of blood and old coins.

“Come to collect, then?” he rasped, trying to look like a guy who hadn’t just been chased by a sentient shadow-blender.

She ignored him, which was a recurring theme in his life. Her footsteps made no sound on the marble, but with every step the air thickened.

“You burn bright, child,” she said, her voice smooth as a funeral shroud. “The flame that devours its own house still believes itself homeless, does it not?”

Killian tried to smile, but his lips were so dry they felt like they’d been replaced by old sandpaper.

“Look, lady, I’ve had a really long night. I don’t do riddles, and I definitely don’t do metaphors. Do you have a point, or are we just here for the spooky atmosphere?”

Though no smile shown on her lips, the crinkling of her eyes suggested she found amusement in his response. She looked down, and the Grimoire on the table between them pulsed.

“Four corners hold what three cannot,” she murmured. “And what sleeps in your blood has been awake since before the stars learned their names. You carry the old wounds,” she observed. “And you think your anger is yours alone.”

He wanted to argue, but he stayed silent. She walked a slow circle around him, head tilted. She completed her loop, standing before him now, so close he could see the pulse at her throat, steady and ancient.

“You are the fire of this generation,” she said.

“And so, I summoned you to come to me, with your stolen book and your blood still hot from murder.”

He swallowed. “It wasn’t murder if they asked for it.”

She arched an eyebrow. “Just as the portal will not ask, but it will take. That is the way of doors. They are not content to stay closed.”

He looked past her, up to the stars, wishing he could reach them. “Why me?”

His voice caught at the end, a frayed edge of confession in his tone. “I’m nobody. I don’t even belong here.”

She laughed, but it held no warmth. She closed the distance so fast and smoothly that he never saw her move. Her fingers, ice-cold, brushed his shoulder, and every hair on his body stood in instant rebellion.

“Listen,” she commanded. Her hand drifted from his shoulder to splay across his chest, palm flat over his heart. The Grimoire between them pulsed at counterpoint, its heat shivering against her polar cold. She whispered, and the sound burrowed into his ear, a tongue of words older than he could imagine. He saw, for a moment, a vision: the four elementals, hands locked, standing at the brink of a roaring vortex of stars, water, earth, and wind.

“Only with Water, Air, and Earth united can the portal be saved before it collapses.”

He tried to jerk away, but her hand anchored him with supernatural strength.

“What if I say no?”

She stared at him. “Then the world ends,” she said, unblinking. 

There was a sound outside the door. It seemed the guards had regrouped, and their footsteps thudded against the marble. Killian’s attention flickered to the room, the table, the book. He realized with a sick clarity that he was meant to bring the Grimoire here, that every step he’d taken had been played out in advance by someone who understood the rules better than he ever would.

Mab lifted her hand from his chest, and Killian staggered back a step, gasping like a man waking from drowning. Her eyes lingered on him, melancholy and mocking at once.

“You may think you have nothing to offer,” Mab said, “but the fire is never trivial. It remakes whatever it touches, for better or worse. Ask yourself: will you destroy, or will you forge?”

He wanted to spit a curse; to tell her he’d never play her game, but the words tasted hollow. Instead, he gathered the Grimoire, feeling its heat scorch the nerves of his palm. The pain was grounding, almost friendly, compared to the ache that had settled in his chest.

“I’ll do it,” he said, the words a ragged promise. “But don’t expect me to die nicely.”

Her laughter this time was real. “Nothing about you is nice,” she said. “That’s why I chose you.”

The noise outside swelled: the Onyx guards had breached the outer chamber, and their voices bellowed orders and threats. The walls shimmered as spells collided with the marble, and chips of stone rattled down like hail. Killian looked to the woman, to Mab, but she was already dissolving back into the shadow between columns, her final words threading the air like a curse and a benediction.

“Don’t let them kill you, Fireling. I have a stake in this, too.”

He felt the old anger unfurl in his gut, the familiar coil of rage and adrenaline. He was alive, he realized, painfully alive, and for the first time in years, he had something like a purpose. The doors shuddered under the impact of spell and steel. Killian faced them, cradling the Grimoire against his ribs, and grinned through the blood and ash.

“Let them come,” he snarled. He turned from the black marble table, where the Grimoire still rested, and braced himself for the coming storm.

.
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