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      The unforgettable conclusion to the epic fantasy Elements of Five series from NYT Bestselling author Carrie Ann Ryan.

      

      The end of the centuries-long war is almost here, and the fate of the realm rests on one girl’s shoulders. The Gray has gathered his forces—and has Lyric in his clutches. The enemy’s plan to control the kingdoms has been revealed, but traitors from both sides might alter the course of fate.

      Lyric must return to Easton and the others before all is lost.  Battle lines must be forged, and surprising alliances cast.  The prophecy has never altered, and life comes at an ultimate price. Not all who fight will survive, but in the end, it will come down to the choice of a Priestess and her soul.
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        Lyric

      

      

      

      I wasn’t dreaming.

      Odd, since I’d had this dream before. I’d felt these flames, this wind. I’d had this dirt under my feet; heard the sound of water hitting my ears from far off in the distance like I did now. 

      Only I knew this wasn’t a dream.

      It was a nightmare.

      A living one.

      I stood on the connecting points of five elements and four directions—the center of the abyss. But there was no real light, only shadow.

      And I knew this wasn’t a dream.

      Wasn’t where the world crept over my skin and seeped into my soul. It had to be real.

      And I wasn’t alone.

      Braelynn stood near my shoulder, her wings tucked behind her, the right one brushing my hair.

      She’d once been human, my best friend. Now, she was my Familiar, a cat with wings who could breathe fire. Recently, she’d found herself able to grow into the size of a panther, as well. Fortunately for my shoulder, she’d reverted to her original size—around the size of a house cat. 

      I knelt in the corner of a cave—at least it felt as if it could be a one—and tried to control my breathing. Braelynn nuzzled into the side of my face, and I reached up and tried to pet her, only I hit her wing instead, and cursed under my breath.

      “I’m sorry,” I whispered. I didn’t know if anyone was listening, and I didn’t want them to hear what I was saying. It wasn’t as if the apology falling from my lips, issued to a cat on my shoulder, would matter in the end.

      I let out a breath, tried to reach my Wielding, but I couldn’t. I only felt a gaping void gnawing at my soul. Panic slid through me at the thought, and I tried again.

      Nothing.

      Again.

      Nothing.

      No Wielding.

      I was the Spirit Priestess, one who could hold all five elements of the realm. Though I didn’t know if I was in the Maison realm at the moment. Still, I should have been able to use Earth, Water, Air, and Fire. As well as Spirit.

      When I was in the human realm, I wasn’t able to use my Wielding to its full extent, but I could still feel the tendrils of power deep inside, spiraling through my body.

      Others had sacrificed so much to help me get to the point where I could even unlock my elements. I had lost so much in my pursuit of them, and I was still learning to control my power. However, I should be able to feel them. Yet, I couldn’t. It was as if something had blocked me; dampened my senses. And I couldn’t understand why.

      Was this the Shadow realm that Easton had talked about?

      I swallowed hard and tried not to think about Easton. Because I missed him. He had been taken from me before. After enduring so much, after breaking the curse, finding him, and losing so many of our people along the way, now I had been taken.

      I would get back to him.

      I had to.

      I would get Braelynn home. And I would find a way to protect the realm and bring the crystals back together.

      There was nearly no light in the cave, shadows all around me. But the thin sliver of illumination I saw danced along my skin and shone brightly.

      The sparkles within from the remnants of the two crystals—both the dark and the light—that had been embedded in my skin when they shattered.

      The Obscurité and the Lumière fighting for so long, killing each other along the way, had destroyed their crystals, as well.

      The crystals that kept the Maisons alive.

      I didn’t know what would happen now that they were gone.

      Could I use them somehow? I didn’t think so. They had only just shattered, finally losing their fight in the war. And, somehow, becoming a part of me.

      Then The Gray, the Wielder of shadow, had taken me. Taken me to his realm, most likely—if that’s where this was—and away from my friends. My new family. I had no other family left. The Gray had sent his lackey to kill my parents. They were gone, murdered in front of me, and that was how I ended up with the Spirit element in my body. The one I didn’t quite understand.

      It wasn’t like it would help me now anyway.

      Braelynn purred, and I wished she would grow and use that fire she could spew from her mouth.

      It was a new talent, one I didn’t understand, but everyone else seemed to. It was like a running joke for my friends to hide what Braelynn truly was and what being a Familiar entailed. I didn’t mind. It was nice to have something fun, a mystery that couldn’t hurt. Especially since I had so many secrets that had dug deep down into my skin, never to let go, their claws penetrating my flesh and taking part of my soul along the way.

      “You seem so introspective,” a deep, rumbling voice said from the doorway. I stood up, my knees shaking, my skin bloody. I swallowed hard.

      “You’ve made a mistake by taking me,” I said, my voice far stronger than I imagined. Good. Because I wasn’t just going to lie down and take this. I wouldn’t let him win.

      I would find a way to access my Wielding, and I would break free. The others wouldn’t have to come for me. They had other things to worry about. Namely, a realm that was being ripped apart at the very seams.

      They needed to protect the territories, safeguard the innocent.

      I would have to save myself.

      “You seem to be full of words and false promises for someone locked in a cave with a cat.” The Gray moved forward, his cowl over his head so I couldn’t see his face. “But then again, that’s not quite a cat, is it? A young Familiar? Interesting. Though one you don’t seem to know how to harness the power of. Which makes sense. Despite the prophecy of the powerful Spirit Priestess, you seem to be nothing. No one. Of no consequence.”

      I swallowed hard and glared at him. I desperately wanted to pull from my Wielding like I’d been trained to, only I couldn’t. I hoped it was only temporary. If not? No…I wouldn’t think about that. I pulled my focus back to The Gray. “You’re the one still talking, not me.”

      The Gray lifted his head, his cowl falling back. He glared. “Oh, I’m going to have fun with you, dear Lyric. Just like my friend had fun with your parents.”

      I glared, and Braelynn huffed smoke out through her nose as Garrik and another man moved up from behind The Gray. I didn’t know who this other man was, but it had to be Durlan. The Gray’s second, the one Easton hadn’t been sure he killed. Evidently, Durlan was still alive, though he did look a little pale and sickly—probably because he’d had a knife in his gut. I hoped he died soon.

      Not something I would have ever thought before I came to this place. After all, I had been born human. Or so I’d thought. I hadn’t known the Maison realm lay upon the human realm. I didn’t know there were even more realms, ones I didn’t have names for yet, where others lived, and magic was wrought.

      The territories of the Maison realm had been at war with each other for eons; the kingdoms split into two courts ages ago.

      The Lumière, the light, held the Water and Air territories. While the Obscurité, the dark, held Fire and Earth. The Spirit territories lay between them, not of either court but of their own power. Until the Spirit Wielders were murdered, wiped out, and those who had survived hidden amongst the humans.

      When the first kings fought for so long, they had turned their people against one another. Great battles and wars ensued and eventually created the Fall—a cataclysmic event that had forever and irrevocably altered the realm.

      During the Fall, the realm had fractured, a large crack that had taken lives, including those of the kings. A new Queen of Obscurité and King of Lumière had risen, a daughter and son of their respective courts. They continued to fight, though not in the same fashion. Queen Cameo had done her best to keep the peace, though it hadn’t looked as such. King Brokk, and his twin, Lord Durin, had broken the laws of the Maisons and sacrificed lives for their power. They’d used Bone magic and worse.

      The crystals that kept the realms alive endured the most strain, the cost high. They bled power and thus created the Danes—former Wielders who had been stripped of their power but not their lives. They existed without Wielding in a world that required magic to thrive.

      The fracture had also created the Negs, dark energy monsters that killed and worked for The Gray—a fact I hadn’t known until recently. The Fall had created chaos and doom. And a demise that was sure to come. 

      However, the prophecy brought hope.

      A foretelling that was me. The Spirit Priestess who could Wield all five elements and somehow seal the breach.

      Only that wasn’t happening.

      Instead, the fracture had only gotten worse. The Gray had orchestrated more war, more battles. I had lost friends, family, and even a part of myself. It didn’t matter that I had found my soulmate because I wasn’t near him now, and the bond that we had created wasn’t enough to save those we loved.

      The Gray was winning.

      He had used the king of the Lumière as well as his brother, the Lord of Water, to take down the Obscurité. We had lost, at significant cost to my friends, and had thus begun a new Fall.

      Now, there was no Lumière and Obscurité. Just those against The Gray, and The Gray himself.

      As I stood in the shadows and watched Durlan, the man who had tried to kill Easton—my soulmate, the king of the Obscurité Kingdom in title and one of our resistance leaders—I could only remember what the vile man had done. He had tortured Easton, and I knew he was here to do the same to me.

      My anger was not for him alone. No, it was also for the Whisperer at his side.

      Garrik was a Dane but held power in a way that wasn’t of this realm. At least, that’s what I thought. He could ferret out secrets, and had been spying on my friends within the Obscurité Court before he did the unthinkable.

      He and The Gray had used each other and killed my parents right in front of me. It had shattered my soul into a thousand pieces, leaving me dust. Somehow, I was still standing, looking at the man who had killed my family. And while I knew I had no Wielding here, I wasn’t powerless.

      I couldn’t be, not with the rage inside my soul.

      “Ah, I see you remember me. How is my old friend?” Garrik asked, grinning. He ducked his shoulders, lowered his head, and gave me what I thought might be puppy-dog eyes. All I saw was death. “The Prince of Obscurité was never much for strength. ‘Oh, help me, I’m just sad, and I hate being part of this. They always hurt me, and nobody likes me. Won’t you like me?’” He started to laugh. I moved forward, my hands outstretched. No Wielding came, but Braelynn growled on my shoulder. The Gray simply laughed. 

      He laughed.

      “Stop trying to use your Wielding, Priestess. You are amusing, though.” The Gray flicked his fingers, and shadows slid around me, ropes of darkness coiling around my stomach and my arms. They shackled me to the walls, arms outstretched, feet tethered to the floor. Braelynn was still on my shoulder, and it was like The Gray didn’t even bother worrying about her.

      For that, I was grateful. He could hurt me if he wanted. I would find a way out. But if he hurt Braelynn…?

      I would never forgive myself.

      And he would scream in agony as I killed him.

      The shadow ropes around my wrists tightened, and my fingers splayed, trying to get blood to flow through them. It felt as if the bonds were burning as they dug into my flesh. Blood trickled down, and I let out a slow breath. I could survive this.

      I would.

      The others wouldn’t need to come for me.

      I could do this.

      The Gray looked at Braelynn on my shoulder and flicked his fingers again. Suddenly, she was floating in the air right above my head, wrapped in a protective smoke cage. She beat at the wispy bars and growled, but she seemed unharmed.

      Pain radiated through my arms and legs, but I didn’t care. He couldn’t hurt me. I was going to survive this. I had to.

      The Gray smiled, and Durlan moved forward, a knife in his hand. I let fear slide into me. Just a trickle of trepidation.

      But I knew something he didn’t.

      I knew The Gray couldn’t hold back my powers forever.

      Easton might have been able to make it out with someone’s help, and for that, I’d be forever grateful. But I could feel some of my Wielding coming back. It was as if my powers were trapped behind a wall. If I kept digging, using whatever mental strength I could muster, I could get to them. And I could get myself out of this.

      I had to.

      Because I was the Spirit Priestess, and I would not let anyone else die for me.

      “The Maison realm will be mine, and we’ll no longer be locked within this Shadow realm for long stretches of time. You’ll remain here as my power, my source. And I will rule as I should have long ago.” He took a step forward and then another. “Because you should know who I am, dear Lyric. You should know a Spirit Wielder when you see one.”

      My eyes widened. I shook my head, shock and shame sliding through me. “No, the Spirit Wielders are dead.” He couldn’t be of the lost people. 

      “Not all of them. Some hid, and others were chained. For, of course, not all Spirit Wielders were on the side of the Obscurité.”

      I frowned. “What are you saying?”

      “The King of Lumière, the old one, the one who died in the Fall, used bone magic and the Spirit Wielders to create his power. He was the one who started all of this. And I was his knight.” The Gray grinned, even as realization dawned.

      I had always known it hadn’t been balanced. The Lumière hadn’t always been right, and the Obscurité hadn’t always been cast in shadow. The histories weren’t always of truth. They were written by those in power. 

      I hadn’t known a Spirit Wielder had been on the side of the mad king, though. The Spirit Wielders were often tortured and had almost been eradicated.

      They touched souls and kept the living free.

      And he had been one of them.

      But one of darkness. And yet, he’d worked for the Lumière. The light.

      “I am a Spirit Wielder, Lyric. And that means I can take your soul. I can touch it. I can wrap it in shadow. I can twist it. I can do whatever I need to.”

      “You’ll never win,” I spat, fear laying on itself within me.

      “You think your perfect little boyfriend will be able to find you? Or is that two boyfriends? I never can quite keep up with teenagers and their sordid affairs.”

      “No one needs to save me. I’m the Spirit Priestess. I can save myself.”

      The Gray smiled, a flash of teeth. “Well, that should be interesting. You have no power here. I am the one with the Wielding, and have a Whisperer and a man with a knife besides.”

      Durlan took another step forward. The flash of light was quick, and I screamed.
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        Easton

      

      

      

      I tried to catch my breath, but I couldn’t. There was only rage and the absence of anything pure. I thought I had lost my soul once, but I had been wrong.

      As I stood in the field where Lyric had once been before the shadow took her, I knew I had lost my soul again. Not like a tragedy where I could dig myself out after I found a way to heal. This was all-encompassing. Pure terror that ripped me limb from limb as I begged for a salvation that would never come.

      “Easton. We don’t have time for this.”

      I looked over at Wyn, one of my best friends, my fellow warrior, and wanted to rip her throat out. “Don’t have time for what?” I asked, my voice calm. Too calm. Thankfully, she seemed to realize what that meant. Fire slid up my arms, but I tamped it down, not wanting to use my Wielding. I was exhausted, bleeding, and broken. My Wielding reserves were almost depleted. But I had enough to scream. 

      To vent. 

      To purge.

      Tears filled Wyn’s eyes for a moment—only an instant before she quickly blinked them away.

      I cursed under my breath. I knew she wasn’t cold, wasn’t heartless. No, that was all me.

      Had always been and would always be. The only flame that could melt the ice was that of the woman who was no longer in front of me.

      Vanished within smoke. 

      Wyn raised her chin. “I’m sorry, but we need to gather our forces, our dead, and figure out exactly what the hell is going on. And who took Lyric. How they took Lyric.”

      “I know who took Lyric.” My voice was cold, precise. “You know, too.”

      She nodded, her face covered in dirt and blood. “Okay, I do. But we can’t fix that right now. We can’t go after her. Not until we know what we’re facing. If you leave right now, you are leaving everyone—your people. And you don’t have much else. We need your help, Easton. We all do.” She paused. “I do.” 

      She looked down at her hands, Water sliding from her fingertips, and I held back another curse. She had lost her Wielding during one of the dark crystal’s many power surges during our new Fall. Somehow, after Lyric had connected with the crystal, Wyn had gained her powers back. But instead of being only an Earth Wielder like she had been for centuries, she was now an Earth Wielder…and a Water Wielder. I didn’t know of any other person over the past thousand years who had held those two powers.

      It had always been Earth and Fire or Water and Air. Obscurité and Lumière. Spirit had been lost to death, cast in mystery.

      The two factions outside of Spirit didn’t meet, not after the realm had eventually been carved into two separate kingdoms. When the old kings began the wars for more territory, more power, or whatever other fabled explanations the histories gave, the two kingdoms didn’t mix powers.

      It was unheard of.

      There had been stories of long-lost loves and those who secreted themselves away to hide in the Spirit territories or even the human realm. Those Lumière and Obscurité who’d shared a forbidden love. Even their children never had more than one power. One element. 

      Most Wielders only had one Wielding to begin with. Two elements within a single Wielder was not uncommon, but those who had it weren’t in abundance, either. A dual Wielder with the powers of both kingdoms running through their veins?

      I had never heard of such a thing after the Fall, and it was only myth and legend before that time.

      And now, here Wyn was, standing in front of me with power I knew she couldn’t handle—at least, not yet—and that was just the beginning of it.

      The realm was shattering around us, breaking into pieces, and holes in our very universe were rupturing. People were crying, healers trying to work their magic. Literally. Doing their best to keep others alive, and still others finding their places as they gathered themselves and tried to breathe.

      “Okay, okay. I get it. We’ll figure it out. Do what needs to be done.” I paused, lowering my brows. “I’m going after her as soon as I can. I’m going.”

      “We wouldn’t have it any other way,” Wyn said quickly. “We’re going to find her. And not just because of who she is. Not because of what she is. Because she’s Lyric. And she’s ours.”

      I understood that. The realm needed Lyric because of her powers, because of the prophecy. Our friends and family needed her because she was Lyric. 

      I needed her because she was the other half of my soul. 

      My heart, my future. And I was supposed to die for her, not the other way around. I’d be damned if I let The Gray have her.

      “Any other updates?” I asked as we began moving through the ranks, looking over the people who had fought for freedom by our sides. There were warriors, bakers, teachers, those who had never fought before but were powerful in their own right. They were trained, and once we were able, they would be taught more. They had dropped everything to keep our people alive, and I would never forget that.

      “Lanya is with Delphine. She’s helping the other woman.”

      I sighed. “Will Delphine survive?”

      Wyn nodded as Teagan came up when we stopped near a bluff. My other best friend stood silent, his jaw tense, soot covering his face.

      I didn’t know what to say to him, though I didn’t think there were words. He had watched his mother burn to ash and had fought alongside his grieving father to protect the realm. But it almost felt as if it hadn’t been enough. I couldn’t help them.

      “Delphine will never see again.” Wyn let out a shaky breath as she continued. “She saved my life.” Teagan reached out and gripped her shoulder, squeezing it, but Wyn shook off his hand.

      That surprised me, but it shouldn’t have. The two had always had a rocky relationship, but they were pulling away from each other more and more. There was nothing I could do about that. There was nothing I could do about so much.

      “And Lanya. How is she faring?” I asked after the Lady of Air—a title I wasn’t sure she wanted anymore.

      “My grandmother’s whole. Unharmed but for a few bruises,” Rhodes said as he made his way over to our group.

      I looked at the other man, his dark hair pulled back, his silver eyes shadowed. I had once hated him. After all, I had grown up believing that he was the opposite of who I was and everything I stood for.

      The actual Prince of Lumière, the late Eitri, had been my opposite, but I had never thought much about him. He had been nearly powerless until he used The Gray to try and kill us. He died painfully because of it.

      Rhodes, however? Rhodes had always been similar to me in power. He had searched for the fabled Spirit Priestess just like I did. When I was forced to stop hunting because my kingdom was dying, and there were only so many people who could protect it, Rhodes had been the one to look for her.

      He had found Lyric, and thought she was his soulmate—not mine. We had all been wrong, and I had been a jealous asshole.

      In the end, Rhodes left his home and found her, but he hadn’t known the true decay lurking within his kingdom. None of us had.

      “I’m glad she’s okay,” I said honestly.

      “She’ll be with Delphine until the former Queen of Lumière can fight again. She will, even if she has to learn to Wield differently.”

      “Are you sure?”

      “She can fight alongside your uncle and help heal.”

      My uncle, Ridley, was a healer. One I had once thought belonged to the Obscurité. Instead, I’d found out he was a spy for the Lumière and was actually a Water Wielder. However, no one had the time to go through the exact ramifications of that. He had married my Uncle Justise, our blacksmith and the son of the old king. The line of succession went to me after my mother died while saving Lyric’s life. Now, I was the king of the Obscurité Kingdom—or what remained of it.

      Looking down at the burned remains of the battlefield, I wondered what type of kingdom I had left to rule. I pulled myself from my thoughts, knowing I needed to focus. Only I couldn’t when Lyric was gone. She had been taken from me. From all of us.

      “And you’re okay? Rosamond?” I asked him, speaking of Rhodes’ sister, a Seer.

      “We’re both well enough. She’s with Emory, helping Ridley and Justise with the wounded.”

      I held back a flinch at the mention of Emory. Not because she was Lyric’s ex-girlfriend, but because I still didn’t trust her. She was a siphon, one the late king of the Lumière had created. She could siphon Wielding from others, and it was only because of the bracelets she wore that Justise had made for her that she could stand amongst the Wielders now and not pull their magic and their life right from them.

      She had changed since the king’s attack, at least from what I had seen. She wasn’t so angry all the time now. However, with so much uncertainty amongst us, it was hard to trust anyone.

      “It seems like we’re running out of lords and ladies,” Wyn said, her voice soft. Both Rhodes and Teagan winced, but Wyn held her chin high. Her father was dead, the former Lord of Earth, and her mother had been outed as a traitor. If she needed to get angry, we’d let her. The others would understand.

      “We’ll rebuild,” I said. “But I don’t know if we can truly have lords, ladies, or even kings and queens anymore. The wards are down, and there are no more separate kingdoms. There can’t be, not when there are no crystals.” A fact that still shocked me. The wards had come down between the two courts, and now, nothing separated the two kingdoms but land and armies. Armies that were now mixed between the four territories. “There are only people who need to survive, and an enemy we have to face.”

      “Well, my mother’s going to be on the enemy lines,” Wyn said, her voice revealing that she clearly fought back tears...or perhaps anger. “She wasn’t my father’s soulmate, after all. She used him as a shield and let him burn to a crisp in front of us all. And yet, she survived.” Tears slid down her cheeks now, but she didn’t brush them away. There was no need. We all felt what she did.

      “What’s the next step?” Rhodes asked, looking directly at me.

      “We need to recruit, train, and take the wounded back to a place where they are safe. And keep everybody under guard. We don’t know when The Gray will come for us, or what forces he’ll have. But we know it’s not Obscurité or Lumière anymore.”

      “No. Therefore, don’t you dare start calling me the king of the Lumière,” Rhodes rasped out.

      I laughed. I couldn’t help it. So much pain, anger, and anxiety whirled through me, yet I smiled. “You never did want to be king, did you?” I asked.

      “Neither did you. But it doesn’t seem like we have a choice.” He swallowed hard and looked around with this piercing silver eyes. “We’re going after Lyric, right?” he asked, his voice hollow. I understood the feeling well.

      “Of course, we are,” I snapped.

      “Our people need a king,” Justise barked, his tone unyielding as he walked towards us. It seemed as if we were having a full court meeting right in the open. Good.

      Let the others know who was in charge.

      Show them who would fix this. 

      And I will know that I am not alone.

      I turned on my uncle. “And they need their Priestess.”

      Justise didn’t back down. The man was big, battle-weary, a machine. “They do, and the others can find her. You need to be here. We need to strategize, come up with plans. Because when The Gray comes again, he’s going to know we are weakened.”

      “We have some of their forces, those that Lanya already helped us determine are directly on our side.” Lanya and her granddaughter, Rosamond, had used some type of Wielding to figure out if they were telling the truth. It was good magic, not borne of darkness like bone magic, which was created out of death and unwilling sacrifice. 

      I still didn’t know the power behind what these two were doing. It wasn’t something I held or fully understood, but I trusted Lanya and Rosamond with my life. What I did know was that the magic tasted of ancient hope and power. But of peace, as well.

      “I’m not going to let others find her, Uncle. I need to go.”

      Justise shook his head, and it felt like a thousand knives sliding into my skin. “She will be found. We will defeat The Gray, but you are needed here, with your people.”

      “She needs me.” I let out a breath, knowing that my uncle was right. And I hated the fact that he was. I fisted my hands at my sides, and flame danced along my knuckles while the earth rumbled under my feet.

      My two elements warred inside me, each wanting control. But I was the dominant one. I always had been.

      While Lyric still needed to focus on the elements inside her and learn how to rein in that control, I had always known the truth of who I was deep in my bones. I’d held these powers my entire life. I’d been forced to learn dominance with the amount of Fire in my veins—the hardest element to Wield. I’d found that power deep within myself and nurtured it. I’d taught Lyric what I could about it and had trained her to control hers, as well. At least I had been trying. Between the curse that had kept me from her initially, The Gray attempting to control me, and the war that threatened all of us, I hadn’t been able to help her as much as I should have.

      Now, I didn’t know if she had enough training to protect herself. She had enough power, but it was unwieldy.

      I shoved those thoughts from my mind. No, she would be fine. We would find her, and she would be able to protect herself until we did. She was so much stronger than she gave herself credit for, so much stronger than anyone else I knew.

      There was no way The Gray would defeat her.

      There couldn’t be.

      “You’re right,” I said into the silence. Wyn and Teagan blinked at me. I didn’t blame them for their surprise.

      Rhodes spoke first. “I’ll go. I can help find her. You need to be here for your people, to show them their leader. I might confuse others with my presence since they’ll likely be looking for another king to name.”

      At any other time, or if I were still the person I was even a month ago, I would’ve shouted and made some snarky reply. I’d have been jealous. However, I couldn’t afford that reaction anymore. Not when so many more important things were before us.

      “Go. Take Alura with you.” I spoke of the secretive Wielder who had lived in the human realm for as long as I could remember. She had watched over Lyric but kept her secrets, hid her Wielding. However, I thought that perhaps she was a Seer like Rosamond. She had trained Lyric during her year away from the realm, but she had so many secrets that I sometimes thought she knew more than she was letting on. I wanted someone that could find Lyric, and Rhodes and Alura had found her before. They could find her again.

      “I can do that. I’ll find her,” Rhodes vowed.

      “Keep her safe. And bring her back. We will prepare for battle.” I was dying inside, and the other man knew it. There wasn’t anything I could do about it, though. Not when the weight of our world rested on my shoulders. However, if Rhodes didn’t find Lyric soon, I’d throw it all away for her.

      And everyone in this circle knew it.

      “W—” Rhodes’ words were cut off as a growl sounded from behind us. My Fire stretched out.

      Negs.

      They were the absence of light, made of darkness and cruelty. Negs were dark monsters with sharp fangs and even sharper claws. They worked for The Gray, had once worked for the knight of the Obscurité, Lore. The man who had tortured me and killed my mother. 

      And, as it turned out, my father.

      Lore had wanted more power, and he had helped to create the Negs along with The Gray.

      But Lore was gone. The Gray, unfortunately, was still here. And he was the one who controlled the Negs now.

      “Protect the wounded,” I shouted and let out my Fire, singeing one of the Negs as it jumped at us.

      Rhodes pushed at the ground. He used his Air Wielding to fly up, a trick I hadn’t seen him do in person before. He slammed back to the ground, his Air pushing at the Neg as he did. It crushed the beast, burying it beneath the Earth that Wyn Wielded.

      I hadn’t seen them work together like this before, but it was interesting.

      I counted seven Negs, and knew I needed to fight, had to burn off some anger. This was just the beginning. War was here. It was no longer on the horizon.

      We were in the trenches, and without a Priestess. Without a land to call our own, in a realm that shuddered along the crack in its power.

      As a Neg bared down on me, I let my Fire out, burning it to ash. I was suddenly afraid we weren’t going to win. Not without help.

      Not without Lyric.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER THREE

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Lyric

      

      

      
      I let out a deep breath and tugged at my bonds again. It was no use. They weren’t going to budge, but my Wielding was growing. I could feel it deep inside of me, stretching, wanting to come back.

      I knew as long as I waited for the right moment, as long as I did my best to keep alive and stay sane, I would get my Wielding back. And I would break free.

      I would set us both free.

      I looked up at Braelynn, who now lay curled in a ball inside the smoky cage. I wished she could get out.

      But no, she couldn’t. Instead, she remained the size of a small house cat and looked as if she were conserving her strength.

      I didn’t know how long we had been here, but it had to be at least a couple of days. The Gray and his men had been in and out of the room and the cave multiple times, each time leaving me exhausted, bloody, but with my soul intact. The Gray hadn’t used his Spirit Wielding on me yet. I was grateful for that.

      Because I didn’t know what he was going to do. Wasn’t sure if he could do anything. After all, he had been locked in this pocket realm for how long now? Maybe he didn’t have access to his Spirit Wielding anymore.

      Or perhaps I was only fooling myself. I didn’t know. What
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