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A Couple Things
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Trigger Warnings

Your mental health matters. This book contains descriptive violence and references to SA. For a full list of possible triggers, please visit my website at https://www.melissakroehrich.com under Book Extras.

Playlist

Music is powerful. When I write I have music blasting in my earbuds, and many asked for a playlist. I adore when books come with playlists that follow along with the story. You feel everything more. It immerses you more. It brings everything to life. If you find this to be true for you too, you can find a Lady of Starfire playlist on Spotify. Enjoy!

If you don’t have Spotify, the full playlist can also be found on my website: https://www.melissakroehrich.com under Book Extras!
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A Lady of Darkness Reference Guide

Having a little trouble remembering all the people, gods, and who fits where?

With this quick and easy reference guide, you’ll have all the information you need at your fingertips.

THE TWO BIG ONES

Scarlett Sutara Aditya: Scar-let Soo-tar-uh Ah-deet-yah Our heroine, Death’s Maiden, Queen of the Fae Courts

Sorin Aditya: Sore-in Ah-deet-yah  Your new book boyfriend,

Prince of the Fire Court,  King of the Fae Courts,

formerly known as Ryker Renwell

BAYLORIN CHARACTERS

Callan Solgard: Cal-in Soul-guard  King of Windonelle

Nuri Halloway: Noor-ee Hal-o-way Death’s Shadow, Night Child

Mikale Lairwood: Mi-kay-l Lār-wood  Dirty bastard, False King of Windonelle, Maraan Lord

Tava Tyndell: Tā-vah Tin-del  Daughter of Lord Tyndell Princess of Rydeon

Lord Balam Tyndell: Lord Bay-lum Tin-del  Leads the Windonelle armies, Maraan Lord

Sloan: Sl-own One of Prince Callan’s personal guards

Cassius Redding: Cas-ee-us Red-ing  A member of the Assassin Fellowship,  Scarlett’s Guardian, Hand to Queen Scarlett 

Juliette: Jewel-ee-et Death Incarnate, Witch, Oracle

Veda Lairwood: Vā-duh Lār-wood Mikale’s sister, Conniving bitch

Drake Tyndell: Dr-ache Tin-del  Son of Lord Tyndell, King of Rydeon

Alaric: Ah-lār-ick  Assassin Lord, Maraan Prince

Finn: Fin

One of Prince Callan’s personal guards

PLACES

Baylorin: Bay-lore-in 

Rydeon: Ride-ee-on 

Solembra: Soul-em-bruh 

Xylon Forest: Zy-lon For-est

Jonaraja Forest: Jon-uh-raj-uh Fore-est

Avonleya: Av-on-lay-uh

Aelyndee: ā-lin-dee

Tykese River: Tie-key-s Riv-er

Windonelle: Win-dun-el 

Toreall: Tore-ee-all 

Threlarion: Thruh-lair-ee-on

Dresden Forest: Drez-den For-est 

Shira Forest: Sheer-uh For-est 

Maraa: Mar-uh

Edria Sea: Ed-ree-uh See

Siofra: See-ō-fruh

FAE CHARACTERS

Talwyn Semiria: Tal-win Si-meer-ee-uh  Former Fae Queen of the Eastern Courts

Henna Semiria: Hen-uh Si-meer-ee-uh Former Queen of the Eastern Courts

Eliné Semiria: Ell-ee-nay Si-meer-ee-uh Former Queen of the Western Courts

FIRE COURT

Cyrus: Sigh-russ  Second-in-Command of the Fire Court

Eliza: Ee-lie-za

General of the Fire Court

Rayner: Rā-nir

Third-in-Command of the Fire Court The Reaper

Beatrix: Bee-a-trix  Fire Court Healer

WATER COURT

Briar Drayce: Br-eye-er Dr-ace  Prince of the Water Court

Neve: Neh-vā

Third-in-Command of the Water Court

Sawyer Drayce: Soy-ur Dr-ace

Second-in-Command of the Water Court

Nakoa: Nuh-kō-ah

Commander of Water Court armies

EARTH COURT

Azrael Luan: Az-ree-ehl Lou-on  Prince of the Earth Court

WIND COURT

Ashtine: Ash-tin

Princess of the Wind Court

OTHER CHARACTERS OF NOTE

Deimas: Day-i-mas

Former King of Mortal Lands

Hazel Hecate: Hay-zl Heh-ka-tay  High Witch

Stellan Renatus: Stel-on Ren-ah-tus Shifter Alpha

Auberon: Aw-bur-on  Rosalyn’s Second, Night Child

Mordecai: Moor-di-keye Chief Seraph Commander

Esmeray: Ez-mer-ā

Former Queen of Mortal Lands

Rosalyn: Roz-uh-lyn  Former Night Child Contessa

Arianna Renatus: Are-ee-on-uh Ren-ah-tus Shifter Beta

Tarek: Tār-ik

Talwyn’s twin flame, Fae

Arantxa: Uh-ran-tix-uh Hazel’s Second-in-Command

THE GODS

Anala: Ah-nall-ah  Goddess of Sun/Day/Fire

Saylah: Say-luh

Goddess of Shadows/Night

Celeste: Sell-esst  Goddess of the Moon/Sky

Sefarina: Sef-uh-ree-nuh  Goddess of Wind

Silas: Sigh-lus

God of Earth/Land/Forests

Anahita: Ah-nuh-hee-tuh  God of Sea/Water/Ice

Reselda: Ruh-zel-duh  Goddess of Healing/Health

Falein: Fae-leen

Goddess of Wisdom/Cleverness

Arius: Ar-ee-us

God of Death/Darkness

Serafina: Sair-uh-fee-nuh  Goddess of Dreams/Stars

Temural: Tem-oor-all

God of the Wild/Untamed/Adventure

Sargon: Sar-gone

God of War/Protection/Courage

Achaz: A-kaz God of Beginnings

Taika: Tah-kuh Sister Goddess of Witchcraft/Sorcery

Zinta: Zin-tuh Sister Goddess of Witchcraft/Sorcery

THE SPIRIT ANIMALS

Amaré: Ah-mār-ā  Phoenix, Bonded to Sorin

Shirina: Shi-ree-nuh  Panther, Bonded to Scarlett

Maliq: Mal-eek

Wolf, Bonded to Talwyn

Nasima: Naw-seem-uh

Silver Hawk, bonded to Ashtine

Rinji: Rin-gee

Red Stag, bonded to Azrael

Abrax: Uh-brax

Water Horse, bonded to Briar

Celene: Suh-leen  White Fox

Paja: Paw-juh

Golden Owl, previously bonded to Eliné

Ejder: Edge-der  Dragon

Kilo: Kee-low  White Python

Altaria: All-tar-ee-uh  Black Eagle

Ranvir: Ran-ver  Dragon

???

???

???

AVONLEYA CHARACTERS

Cethin Sutara: See-thin Soo-tar-uh  King of Avonleya, Son of the Goddess Saylah, Scarlett’s brother

Razik Greybane: Raz-ick Grā-bān Hand-to-the-Avonleyan King, Cethin’s Guardian, Cassius’s Cousin

Niara: Nee-ar-uh Healer

Tethys Sutara: Teth-us Soo-tar-uh Former King of Avonleya, Scarlett and  Cethin’s father

Kailia Sutara: Kī-lee-uh Soo-tar-uh Queen of Avonleya

Tybalt Greybane: Ti-balt Grā-bān Commander of the Avonleyan Armies, Cassius’s Father

Hale Coventry: Hāl Cuv-in-tree King of Toreall

PLACES

Avonleya: Av-on-lay-uh

Elshira: El-sheer-uh

Aimonway: Am-on-way




The Fae Queen of the Western Courts

Nearly Twenty-One Years Ago

“That will be all, Prince Drayce,” the Fae Queen of the Western Courts said to the Water Prince.

The Water Prince eyed the cloaked stranger carefully before his icy blue eyes went back to his queen. “You are sure about this, your Majesty? I do not mind accompanying you.”

Eliné reached out, squeezing his fingers gently. “We will be fine, Prince. No need to worry yourself …or Sorin.”

The implication was clear. Do not tell the Fire Prince that she was visiting the Underwater Prison with an unknown visitor. Briar nodded, and the Fae Queen turned, descending a set of stairs. The cloaked figure walked beside her, her footfalls as silent as her own.

When they had descended several levels beneath the sea, the stranger pulled her hood back. Silver eyes settled on the Fae Queen. A circlet of stars was on the female’s brow, shadows drifting around them as if they were in the night sky itself.

“You are beloved,” the female said.

“I am close with all the Fae Royalty,” Eliné answered. “But they have become increasingly protective of me after Esmeray killed Henna.”

“Paja reported you took care of Esmeray for her betrayal.”

Eliné hid her wince at what she’d had to do to her own sister. “I did. No one else knows.”

“Good.”

They were nearing their destination when Eliné dared to speak again. “Why now, my Lady?”

The female turned to look at her once more, silver hair slipping free of the cloak and falling over her shoulder. It reached nearly to her waist. “I have brought much upon this world, Eliné,” she replied. “You know this. My son has unknowingly done the same. Our time here has come to an end. It must. This world does not deserve to burn. I will make the necessary sacrifices to ensure it does not.”

“And Tethys?” Eliné asked softly, pausing at the top of a set of stairs that would lead them to the prisoner they had come to see. She hadn’t been to this part of the prison in centuries.

“He made sacrifices of his own to see this through,” the female answered, her tone faltering the smallest amount when she spoke of her husband.

Eliné nodded, wanting to comfort the one she served, but she knew the gesture would be unwelcome. She knew the female better than most. She had been serving her for centuries. “Have more come?”

“More have come. Some never left. They have found a way to hide, even from me. Achaz’s doing, I am sure.” She smoothed a hand along her cloak before she said, “Enough of this.”

She moved ahead of Eliné, and the Fae Queen scrambled to catch up to her sovereign. It had been nearly nine centuries since she had seen the female, but it had been half that many since she and her sister, Henna, had come to ask for aid from the being they were about to see.

The sconces along the wall across from the cell flickered when they reached the base of the stairs. The female behind the bars was already on her feet. Lank black hair framed a gaunt face, but vibrant violet eyes glittered as she stared back at them. She wore a beige shift, and her bare feet were covered with dirt and grime.

“Gehenna,” her sovereign greeted tersely.

“Saylah,” the prisoner purred. “Goddess of the night and shadows.” She moved forward, eyes falling to the goddess’s torso before they moved back up to her face. A serpentine smile formed that had Eliné remembering exactly why she did not visit the Sorceress unless absolutely necessary. “You have finally come to bargain.”

“Or I have finally come to kill you,” Saylah said, taking a single step forward.

“Not when I still have something you need,” Gehenna replied, beginning to pace in her cell. She stopped suddenly, spinning back to face them. “What are you going to give me, Saylah, daughter of the traitorous ones?”

“Perhaps I will let you keep your life when this is over,” Saylah said coldly.

“Considering you cannot kill me without every part of the spell required to do so, I will take my chances. I want something else.” Again the Sorceress’s eyes flicked down to Saylah’s belly.

Eliné stood back, letting Saylah deal with the Sorceress. She and her sisters had followed the goddess here long before the Everlasting War had found its way to this world. The people here did not realize the Great War fought in their lands was just another battle in something much bigger than their little world.

The beings of these lands did not have a name for their world, but the other realms called it Halaya. Saylah had fled here when Achaz began hunting for her and her brother, Temural, god of the wild and untamed, only to find the world inhabited by Legacy and Fae alike, among other beings. Finding Fae and mortals here was not unusual, but finding Legacy here had taken them all by surprise. There had been a treaty in place among the gods long before Saylah had been born that no more Legacy would be created.

Apparently none of the gods had followed their own decrees. That hadn’t surprised the Fae sisters at all.

“You will benefit from finding the lock as much as I will, Gehenna,” Saylah said sharply. “Without it we are both trapped here. Achaz cannot come for you.”

Gehenna stepped up to the bars, her long fingers wrapping around them, and she bit back the hiss of discomfort at the shirastone. It wouldn’t affect her like nightstone would, but it would not feel pleasant by any means. “I gave it to Moranna to play with.”

“You are lying,” Saylah hissed.

Gehenna tipped her head back, laughing at the stone ceiling. “I am not.”

Saylah stepped closer, shadows coiling around her fingers. No one else may be able to access their magic this deep in the prison, but she was a goddess. The only one in this world. The Sorceress might have been strong enough to access her power at one point in time had her gifts not been stripped from her. As for Blood Magic, she would need blood to access that power. Her cell was spelled to keep her from accessing her own blood, and no one came close enough to the bars to give her any opportunity to take what didn’t belong to her.

“Why would you give it to her?” Saylah asked.

“To keep it from you, of course,” Gehenna said, her laughter stopping abruptly. “I told you that you would regret locking me in here.”

“She is dead.”

“I felt the world shudder when she died,” Gehenna replied, stepping back from the bars. 

“By giving it to her you doomed us both, you impudent fool,” Saylah snarled, unclasping her cloak. She held it out to Eliné when she removed it from her shoulders, not bothering to look at the only remaining Fae Queen. 

The goddess stood in a gown as black as the night she’d arrived in. The sleeves and bodice were lace, and she pushed the sleeves up as shadows seeped from her skin. Her eyes were glowing brightly, like stars in the darkness, and she was hovering above the ground on a cloud of black mist. 

Gehenna took one step back. Eliné could see the slight tremor in her limbs, but the deity lifted her chin, violet eyes filled with hatred. “You cannot kill me, Saylah. I am protected by him. I am his most favored.”

“You were a means to an end,” the goddess sneered. 

“Now who is telling lies?” Gehenna snapped.

A wicked smirk curled on Saylah’s lips, and Eliné stepped back, pressing her back to the wall. She was loyal to the goddess, but all the gods and goddesses had irrational tempers. They were fickle beings, and she had seen what could happen when they were denied.

The entire Everlasting War was because a god could not have what he so desperately coveted.

“I may not be able to kill you, Gehenna, but I can make you wish for the After,” Saylah said far too calmly. “Tell me where the lock is hidden.”

“I do not know,” Gehenna said, panic seeping into her tone. 

“Do not test me,” Saylah said, a shadowy mist covering the entire dust-covered floor now. “I have sacrificed much to come to you. You do not wish to be on the receiving end of my wrath this night, daughter of Zinta.”

“I do not know where it rests,” Gehenna said, having backed up as far as she could go in her cell. “I do not know where she hid it.”

“But you know how to find it,” Saylah countered. “You would not have given it to her without some way of retrieving it.”

“I do not have my spell book. You fools took it from me when you put me in here. I cannot give you what you seek,” Gehenna spat. “And even if I could, only one born of the gods and Chaos who holds Fae elements can find it.”

“There is no such being,” Saylah snapped, her shadows rising around her, filtering between the bars of the cell.

“I know,” Gehenna shrieked, fingers clawing at the wall behind her. “That is why I gave the lock to Moranna. She was trying to create such a being.”

“You were both fools.” 

“But yours can do it!” Gehenna wailed as a shadow wrapped around her ankle. “One of yours can do it if you are willing to pay the cost.”

“Explain yourself,” the goddess demanded, her shadows pausing.

Eliné listened as Gehenna told Saylah what would be required to find the lock. What the cost would be to maintain the balance of such a feat of magic. What trades would need to be made to ensure this world and its inhabitants lived. What sacrifices would be required to unlock the gateway that would allow them to leave, to keep Achaz’s wrath from this realm.

And as they left the chamber that housed the Sorceress, Saylah’s hand pressed to her belly. The goddess of night and shadows said nothing until they were several halls and two levels away from Gehenna. She stopped then, stepping into a darkened alcove. 

“My Lady?” Eliné asked, tentatively following her into the secluded space. 

The goddess had one palm pressed to the wall, as though she were trying to steady herself. Her head was down, her breathing rapid, bordering on hyperventilating. When she lifted her gaze to the Fae Queen’s, tears glimmered in her silver eyes.

“You will need to prepare her,” Saylah said. “I cannot be away from the gateway long enough to do so.”

Eliné swallowed thickly, nodding her head. “Of course, my Lady. Tell me what you require.”

Saylah’s gaze darted to the side, fixating on the stone of the Underwater Prison. She was quiet for several minutes before she met her eyes once more. “Love her, Eliné. Love her in the way I wish to and cannot, but make sure she is prepared to fulfill her destiny.”




Chapter 1

Sorin

When Sorin Aditya woke he knew without opening his eyes that she was not in his bed, but he stretched a hand out anyway, feeling the cold space where his wife should have been. He didn’t know how long he’d been sleeping since he’d given her the last of his fire. Far longer than what used to be required of him, that he was sure of.

He hadn’t felt her get out of the bed. He hadn’t heard her slip from their bedchamber in the castle in Avonleya. His senses were as muted as they had been when he’d been in the mortal lands for three years.

He also had no way of finding her.

He could not feel her.

He could not speak to her down a bond they had once shared. 

He cracked his eyes open, lifting his arm to stare at his left hand. The black Mark that had once swirled around the back of his hand and down his fingers was gone, not a trace of it left. 

In fact, all of his Marks were gone. Every last one.

A mortal could not bear Fae Marks.

A mortal could not be a Source.

A mortal did not have enhanced sight or smell or hearing.

He sighed, throwing back the wool blankets and setting his feet on the ornate rug. Resting his elbows on his knees, his head fell into his hands, and his fingers dug into his ebony hair. He didn’t know where Scarlett was, but a part of him was glad she was not here to see him like this. He had made sure the last thing she had felt from him was love and warmth and everything she was to him. He had kept himself together so she could fall apart. Wiping her tears away, he had been the strength she needed him to be. He couldn’t be her Source anymore, but he could be that for her.

This felt as though he were back in the mortal lands before she had taken the wards down that prevented beings from accessing their magic. At least when he had been stuck there he had known his power was asleep just beneath the surface. He had known that the moment he stepped over the border into the Fire Court, his flames would be at his fingertips.

He would never hold fire in his palm again.

That reality was driven home when a breeze came through the open window and goosebumps erupted across his skin. They were on the brink of summer, and he was fucking cold.

Muttering a curse, he stood and made his way to the large dressing room. Surveying his options, he swiped a hand down his face. He still wore the loose pants he’d worn to bed, but he needed something warmer than the short-sleeve options for his upper half. The only long-sleeved items he owned were ornate jackets for special occasions. He had brought a few of them from the Fire Court. He never wore long-sleeve tunics. With fire in his veins, he didn’t need them. He was always warm. Borrowing something from Briar or Sawyer was his next best option, he supposed. He lifted a hand to send the Water Court Second a message before remembering he couldn’t do that either.

He cursed again, swiping a hand across the top of the dresser, knocking everything atop it to the ground. Random weapons thudded as they landed on the floor. Smaller items clanged when they hit the opposite wall, rolling beneath clothing and shoes. He braced his hands on the dresser, his head hanging down as he tried to get control of himself. This was worth it. An adjustment period was to be expected, but giving up his magic was a cost he would pay over and over again if it meant being able to stay with Scarlett.

But how did one learn to live without a piece of themselves? How did one get used to a life without something that had been a part of them since they had entered this world?

Taking a deep breath, Sorin pushed off the dresser and padded barefoot through the princess’s suite. He made his way down the halls until he came to Briar’s rooms. The prince wasn’t here, having gone to trade himself for Princess Ashtine, but he hadn’t taken the time to pack his belongings either. 

Sorin found a long-sleeved tunic hanging in the Water Prince’s dressing room, and he pulled the dark blue garment on as he made his way back to his rooms. He’d have to go into Aimonway today and get some warmer clothing. Even with the heavier fabric of the tunic he’d found, he was still chilled. He glanced down at his bare feet. Socks would probably help. At least then he wouldn’t feel the cold marble beneath his feet.

When he got back to his rooms, he put some logs in the hearth and got a fire going. It was a feat that took far longer than it should have, but it had been over a year since he’d had to do so without his fire magic. When the logs were finally crackling steadily, he stood, holding his hands above the flickering flames and letting them warm his palms. This was worse than the mortal lands. At least there, his fire had still been in his veins. Now he was just …empty. Void and cold.

He shoved his hands into his pockets, casting a glance out the windows. The sun was high in the sky. It had to be close to midday by now. Which was fine. The Avonleyans preferred the night. Their daily schedule started mid-morning rather than at sunrise. Many of the shops Sorin needed to visit wouldn’t be open until this afternoon, but by the gods, he’d slept over half a day. 

And where the hell was Scarlett?

He changed into proper pants, slipping on his boots and buckling a few weapons into place. He was making his way out to the main sitting area to look for his wife and possibly find some food when a knock came at the door. Pulling it open, he found Cethin Sutara on the other side.

The King of Avonleya looked like he had been up all night and morning. He had clearly been running his hands through his shoulder-length silver hair repeatedly, and his black tunic and pants were wrinkled. Sorin was fairly certain they were the same clothing he’d been wearing yesterday, but the look on his face told him everything he needed to know.

“What did she do?” Sorin said with a sigh.

“May I come in?” Cethin asked instead, a hand going through his hair again.

“Where are Kailia and Razik?”

“Razik is with Eliza, and Kailia has her own matters to tend to,” Cethin answered, his voice strained with an emotion Sorin wasn’t quite sure what to do with. He was used to Scarlett’s antics. Her brother clearly was not.

He tensed a little at the mention of Razik being with Eliza. He still hadn’t decided how he felt about Eliza being Razik’s Source. Not that there was anything he could do about it now. Once that Mark was given, there was no undoing it. What that meant for her and Razik, he didn’t know. They could never be separated. Not if Razik wanted to be able to refill his magic reserves faster than letting them refill naturally. But he was Cethin’s Hand-to-the-King, not to mention his Guardian, and Eliza was now the most powerful Fire Fae. If she wanted, she could claim the royal seat of the Fire Court and rule. She wouldn’t, of course. The general had no desire to rule, but if someone else tried to take it and her hand was forced …

Sorin sighed again, stepping aside to let Cethin in. He had a thousand things to be worrying about. The situation between Eliza and Razik was just one of them. He was used to juggling multiple responsibilities, solving problems, and taking care of those entrusted to him. The stress of doing so was nothing new to him, but he had never been good about dealing with his own issues. There was a reason he would find himself in the chateau every once in a while to get away from it all and have a good night with a bottle of liquor. 

He hadn’t needed to do that since Scarlett though.

Sorin moved back in front of the hearth, getting as close to the heat as he dared. Cethin was standing near the sofa. He seemed to be debating whether or not he should sit. The king ultimately decided against it, instead getting into a stance that made him look like he was preparing for a fight. His feet were planted a little apart, his shoulders thrown back and arms loose at his sides. 

“I assure you, I know her better than you do, Cethin,” Sorin finally said, folding his arms across his chest. “Whatever you are about to tell me will not surprise me. She is known to be rather dramatic at times.”

Cethin pushed out a harsh breath, his hands clenching and unclenching at his sides. “She sent me a message in the night. To meet her in one of the dens. She was there. Playing the piano.”

Sorin nodded slowly. “She does that when she is processing emotions. Last night was difficult for us.”

“She told me. That she had taken the last of your power from you. That the cost of bringing you back from the After had been completed,” Cethin went on. His hands raked through his hair again. “Then she told me she refused to accept this fate.”

“If anyone will find a way to defy the Fates, it will be her,” Sorin replied, a slight smile tugging at his lips. “Is she in the library? Searching through ancient tombs? Did she find old forgotten catacombs she has fallen asleep in?”

Cethin blinked at him, slowly shaking his head. “I do not know where she is. Kailia has been searching during her hunts, but she has seen no sign of her.”

Sorin’s arms dropped to his sides. “What exactly are you saying, Cethin? That you let my wife disappear?”

“She … Fuck. I do not know how she did it. She created a Mark and stepped into a pool of darkness. She hasn’t come back yet. We cannot create Marks, Sorin. Not blood Marks like that. She should not have been able to do that.”

“And you do not know where she went?” Sorin repeated, memories of the last time she had disappeared flooding up. When Alaric had been holding her prisoner in Baylorin. When it had taken them weeks to get to her. 

When she hadn’t been the same as when she’d left.

“Kailia has been searching—”

“You said that already.”

Cethin tried to hide his grimace. He brought a hand up as if to rake it through his hair again before he rubbed the back of his neck instead. “I have …an idea of where she likely went.”

“Spit it out, Sutara,” Sorin snapped, any measure of respect and decorum between the two kings gone. This was not two rulers discussing policy. This was brother-in-laws discussing where the fuck his wife and Cethin’s sister had gone to. 

“She went to Saylah.”

Sorin lurched forward a step. “Why do you think that?”

“She kept saying that she makes her own fate,” Cethin said, his gaze fixing on the flickering hearth. “I begged her not to go. I begged her to wait until I could come and get you, but she …” Cethin sank down onto the sofa. “I have seen her broken, Sorin. I have seen her hopeless and broken in her dreams. I have seen her angry with you. With me. With the world. I have never seen her like that.”

“You do not know her, Cethin,” Sorin retorted. “I know you wish you did, but you do not know her. You lured her here, threw a bunch of family history at her, placed demands upon her, and then expected what? That she would fall in line and follow the plans you have? Plans that you have not entirely shared with us, I might add.”

Cethin was quiet for a long moment, hands clasped loosely in front of him. There was a thread of defeat in his tone when he said, “I thought she would burn the world down when you nearly died, and maybe she would have, but this was not that. She was in all black. She was eerily calm. She did not even sound like herself. Her shadows … My darkness is different. It writhes and kills and strains against my control at all times.” His eyes slid to Sorin. Silver irises that matched Scarlett’s. “My darkness does not sing to me like hers does.”

“Her darkness loves her, and she has learned to love it in return.”

“She will not burn the world to nothing, Sorin. The way she moved? How she spoke? What I felt emanating from her? She will bring the beings who seek to use her to their knees, and then she will take whatever she wants.”

But Sorin got caught on the words ‘seek to use her.’

“Who?” he demanded, his tone going as cold as he felt. “Who wants to use her? And for what purpose?” 

“We cannot go to the Shira Forest of our own volition, but she did,” Cethin replied as if the statement answered the question. “Saylah will not like this.”

Sorin could hear the dread in his voice, and he didn’t know how to react to it.

“Saylah is her mother,” he said. “She has not seen her since she was five. One would think she would be happy to see her. Why do you sound anxious about this meeting? Frankly, it is one that should have happened as soon as we arrived here.”

“She is a goddess,” Cethin said, dragging a hand down his face this time. “She is a goddess first and a mother second. She is not used to being disobeyed. She has her own plans, her own ends to meet, and Scarlett going there before she is summoned is not part of those plans.”

“I think you better start explaining these plans of hers that involve my wife,” Sorin said, his tone going dark and steely.

“I do not know them all. She confides in no one. Not since the last Fae Queen died.”

“Talwyn lives.”

“She is not one of the original queens. Saylah does not care for the daughter of Henna.”

“But you know some of Saylah’s plans?” Sorin pushed.

“I know that the fate of not only my own kingdom but this entire realm depends on Scarlett,” Cethin answered.

“Why? Why would she place that kind of burden on Scarlett without preparing her for any of it?”

“It is my understanding that Eliné was to prepare her for her destiny. Why do you think she was raised in the Black Syndicate? Eliné knew exactly what she was doing when she had her trained to take life. Whether or not she knew the master she was entrusted to was a Maraan, I do not know. Saylah has never divulged that information to me,” Cethin said.

“She was a godsdamn child,” Sorin seethed. He knew if he’d still had his magic there would be embers in his vision and flames winding around his arms. “In the life of a Fae, of an Avonleyan—fuck, in the life of a god—she is still a child.”

“You think I do not know that?” Cethin snapped, getting back to his feet. “I am older than you are, Fae King.”

“And yet you could not solve the problems of your own kingdom without placing the burden on someone who has scarcely lived,” Sorin spat in derision. “She has sacrificed more than you ever will.”

Darkness exploded out of Cethin, stinging cuts welling with blood instantly where it touched Sorin’s skin. He brought up an arm to protect his face. There was nothing he could do except stand there and allow the magic to have its way. It was not as if he could shield against it. 

But there was a shield surrounding him. One of ashes and smoke. 

Sorin lowered his arm a fraction to find Rayner at his side, his hands raised and ashes pouring out of them. His role of personal guard had been ingrained in him in the Southern Islands. He’d been employed by Sorin’s father off and on before Sorin was born and even a few times when Sorin was a child. That was before Rayner had gone back to seek his revenge. It was how Sorin had known of him to seek him out when he was having issues with a thief in the Fire Court. Rayner’s jaw was tense as he worked to shield against Cethin’s magic.

“What the fuck is going on?” Rayner gritted out.

“We are having a disagreement.”

“No shit,” the Ash Rider muttered.

“How did you know to come here?” Sorin asked.

“Scarlett sent me a fire message in the night.”

Sorin jerked his head in his direction. “What?”

“She said she was going to see someone and wasn’t sure when she’d be back, but she asked that I watch out for you as you adjust to being without your magic.”

Sorin blinked, reaching to rub at his eyes. The smoke and ashes swirling around him were causing his eyes to water and itch. Now he’d made it worse by rubbing them, and they burned. 

“But I was on my way to speak with you anyway,” Rayner continued. Then his voice dropped so low Sorin could only catch bits and pieces of what he was saying without his Fae hearing. “I …following Queen …like you … We need …discuss …hunts in the night.”

“When Cethin is gone,” Sorin gritted out, raising his hand to swipe it down his face again before stopping himself at the last second.

Where the fuck was Scarlett?

It was another few seconds before he saw the tension ease on Rayner’s face. Cethin was clearly getting himself under control, and a moment later, Rayner lowered the shield. Smoke still swirled lightly around them though.

“What the fuck was that?” Sorin demanded.

“I apologize,” Cethin said tightly.

“I do not want your apology. I want an explanation, and your sister will demand one when she learns of this.”

“You speak as if you know any of what I have done for my kingdom, for this realm,” Cethin retorted, his back straightening. Darkness flowed from him again, pooling around his feet, but he kept control of it this time. “You think I did not try to fix this myself? You think I wanted this all placed on her shoulders? Do not speak of the sacrifices I have made when you know nothing of them. When you know nothing of the guilt I carry because I added to her responsibilities. When my choices put the people I love in danger daily. When my choices put my own kingdom in danger daily.”

Sorin stared back at him. “What does that mean?”

“It means if I could take her place, I would, Sorin,” Cethin said, his shoulders dropping a fraction. “I would trade places with her in a heartbeat.”

“That does not answer my question. We have been here for weeks. You have had every opportunity to tell us these things. Furthermore, my people are here, and you are just now speaking of a danger to your kingdom? We were under the impression we were safe here,” Sorin said, taking a few steps towards the Avonleyan King. Rayner moved with him, staying at his side, his shield of smoke still swirling.

“I did not wish to add to the weight she already carries,” Cethin said. “Defeating the Maraans and finding the lock will fix everything. It did not seem necessary to add to her burden.”

“You mean you did not wish for her to know of your mistakes.”

Cethin’s lips pressed to a thin line, his gaze darting back to the fire for a moment before he nodded sharply. “Perhaps that was part of it. But I must also continue to protect my people and the ones I love. My Inner Court has kept these secrets for years. It is second nature to us.”

Sorin could understand that to an extent. There were plenty of things his Inner Court had kept from their people, taking care of business without ever needing to worry or involve them. Allowing his people to simply live their lives and let him take care of their safety was one of his greatest missions in life. But this was clearly bigger, and the moment it had involved Scarlett, it had involved him and their Courts by default. 

The darkness suddenly thickened around them, tendrils of shadows reaching for him. Rayner’s shield swirled faster, ashes drifting among it again, but the shadows brushed them aside.

“Get control of it,” Rayner growled at Cethin.

But even before Cethin said, “That is not me,” Sorin already knew.

He could tell by the way the shadows slowly coiled around him, stroked down his cheek, drifted through his hair.

His eyes widened as the shadows swirled and converged until a figure stepped from them. The shadows clung to her, white embers flitting through silver hair. She was all in black, just as Cethin had said she’d been, but she was barefoot. Her crown floated above her head, and her silver eyes were glowing. Shirina, the black panther that was the spirit animal of Saylah, was at her side, and Sorin suddenly wondered how that worked. How had the animal bonded with Scarlett when Saylah had been in this world this entire time? 

But perhaps even more perplexing was the phoenix at her shoulder. Amaré, the spirit animal of Anala, goddess of day, sun, and fire. The spirit animal that had been bonded to him when he had been the Fire Prince. They had not seen much of the spirit animals since coming to Avonleya. Cethin had said they were resting, preparing for war like the rest of them, but Sorin had assumed this would be another cost of coming back from the After. He assumed his bond with the phoenix would be another sacrifice he would be forced to make. But the bird cooed softly, nipping affectionately at Scarlett’s ear before taking flight. He naturally lifted his arm as he had done thousands of times in the past, the phoenix’s taloned feet clamping lightly around his forearm. He swallowed thickly, unable to say anything around the lump in his throat.

“Prince,” Scarlett said, her voice a sensual purr that skittered along his flesh, making him shiver for an entirely different reason than the cold he’d woken up to. Now he was suddenly too warm as he met her gaze. Before him stood Death’s Maiden.

No.

Before him stood a queen.

The Queen of the Fae Courts even though she was not Fae.

Not just the Western Courts. Not since she had stripped Talwyn of her crown.

But even ‘queen’ did not do her justice. Not with the way she held herself. Not with the look in her eyes. Not with her shadows and fire and ice worshipping her as they moved around her.

She looked every bit a goddess. Sorin had never seen one. But if he had, he imagined one would look exactly as his wife did in this moment.

Then her eyes slid to her brother. Her features sharpened, her eyes hardening, and her voice was that of death itself when she said, “I met our mother.”




Chapter 2

Scarlett

Cethin did not say anything to her in response, wisely remaining silent. She watched his eyes move over her, taking in the shadows, the crown, the spirit animals. She smiled—a sharp, wicked thing—when the hoot of an owl broke through the tense silence. Both males turned to the window as a golden owl soared through, landing in the place Amaré had vacated. 

Paja. The spirit animal of Falein, goddess of wisdom and cleverness. The spirit animal who had once been bonded to Eliné.

Sorin cleared his throat, Amaré moving to his shoulder. “Love … I do not know what to ask here. Are you still bonded to Shirina? And what is Paja doing here? I have not seen him since before Queen Henna was killed …”

He trailed off when Scarlett shrugged lightly, not wanting to disturb the owl. She was still watching her brother. His lips were pressed into a tight line as he continued to watch her, and when he still did not speak, she moved to the alcohol cart, pouring herself a measure of liquor. Shirina sat where they’d appeared, her tail switching as she tracked the males. 

She had taken her second sip from the glass when Cethin finally said, “You met Saylah.”

“I did.”

“And?”

“And what?” she asked, her head tilting as she swirled the ice in her glass.

“Scarlett,” he gritted out, frustration ringing in his voice. His hands clenched into fists at his side, but his tone had her straightening.

Her eyes narrowed, and she set the glass down with a sharp thud on the cart, liquid sloshing over the top. Paja gave a disgruntled hoot, flying to the window ledge. “You do not get to be annoyed with me, Cethin Sutara.”

“What did Saylah say?” he asked, trying and failing to adjust his tone.

“What are you afraid I learned, brother?” she countered, and she saw the uncertainty flicker across his features.

“Did she grant what you requested?”

“Requested?” she sneered. “I requested nothing.”

Sorin stepped between them, Rayner moving closer too. Amaré had flown to perch atop a nearby chair. “Scarlett, my love, I need to know what has happened since you left.”

Her features softened when she looked at Sorin again.

Her husband.

Her king.

Her Source.

Her twin flame.

It did not matter to her if he could no longer bear those Marks. He did not need black swirls on his left hand to be her twin flame. To be her everything.

“I am sorry I was not here when you woke,” she said, her tone the complete opposite of how she’d spoken to her brother. 

She watched relief wash over him, probably at the realization she wasn’t likely to become violent in the near future. He closed the distance between them, taking her face between his hands and brushing a thumb along her cheekbone. “You met your mother?”

“I did,” she whispered. 

“And?” he prompted gently, holding her gaze.

“I gave her an ultimatum.”

Sorin blinked. “You gave a goddess an ultimatum?”

She reached up, wrapping her fingers around his wrists and tugging them from her face. “She will find a way to restore your magic, or I will give her to Alaric.”

“What?” Cethin blurted. “You threatened a goddess?”

“No,” she said coldly. “I named a price for my services.”

“Scarlett—”

But a knock on the main door of her suite interrupted him. Her eyes flicked to the sound when a male voice called out, “Scarlett?”

Tybalt Greybane. The Commander of Avonleya’s forces, the son of Sargon, and Cassius’s father.

“Come in,” she called.

Tybalt stepped in, pausing mid-step. His gaze darted from the various spirit animals to the shadows that still swirled loosely around her. She had reached over and picked up her glass, taking another sip of alcohol. 

“I am sorry to interrupt,” Tybalt finally said, glancing at Cethin before focusing on her once more. “I was hoping you would know where to find Cassius. I have been trying to find him, to check on him after everything that has happened.”

Scarlett set her liquor back down, reaching up to undo the buttons on her cloak. Her hands were immediately knocked aside, and Sorin made quick work of them before pulling the cloak from her shoulders as she said, “He was still sleeping on the sofa when I went down to the den last night.”

“He was not here when I woke,” Sorin supplied, moving to drape the cloak over a chair.

“I went to his rooms, but he did not answer,” Tybalt said, standing with his hands clasped behind his back. “I did enter, but he was not there.”

“He did not go to his own rooms,” Scarlett said. “He would have gone to Cyrus’s rooms.”

“I thought that too, but there was no response when I knocked on his rooms either.”

“He is there,” Scarlett said. “I need to bathe, and then I will go to him. He will not want to speak to anyone for a while. Not even me.” She turned to Sorin and Rayner. “After I have spent some time with him, we can discuss getting Cyrus back. Cassius not taking a Source is going to change our plans.”

“But he will take a Source,” Sorin said.

“When we have returned with Cyrus, if that is still their choice, then yes, he will,” Scarlett replied, beginning to make her way to the bedchamber.

“That is not the course of action we previously discussed,” Cethin said.

Scarlett shrugged. “Plans change.”

“So, what, Scarlett? You go speak to Saylah and now everything has changed? The weeks of planning and strategizing mean nothing because you have unilaterally decided to change the plans? Despite the fact that these plans affect more than just you?” her brother snapped, taking a step towards her. Sorin and Rayner both tensed, but neither of them needed to do anything. Shirina stood, a low snarl issuing from the feline.

Scarlett stilled, turning back to face him. Her shadows coiled tighter around her arms and torso when she saw the inky darkness beginning to pool at his feet. “You are right, Cethin. I will let Cassius decide if and when he shall take a Source. Seeing as this affects him the most.”

“This is about more than Cassius, and you know it.”

“I do not care,” she snarled, sparks echoing her footsteps when she moved closer to Cethin. “He wants Cyrus. There is no one else he will accept. I will not force him to take someone else. Enough sacrifices have been made for mistakes that are not ours. I will not require him to make another. My safety and wellbeing will not require him to forfeit his own happiness, even if he would willingly do just that.”

“He needs to take one so you can draw from him,” Cethin insisted. “You cannot find the lock without being at your most powerful.”

Ah. There it was.

Her lips slowly curled up in a knowing smirk. “Tell me, dear brother,” she said, Cethin stilling at the faux sweetness of her voice. “If this lock is so important, why don’t you go look for it?” He stared back at her, mouth pressing into that thin line again. She took a single step forward. “Why haven’t you come on any of these missions to the continent? Why are you so content to be one of those kings who lets others fight for their kingdoms and their people while he sits safely behind his walls? Or should I say Wards?”

“You know that is not the case,” he said, his tone low and dangerous.

“I do now. No thanks to you.”

“What did you learn, Scarlett?” Sorin asked carefully.

She kept her stare fixed on Cethin when she said, “My brother has not joined any of the missions because he cannot. He cannot leave these lands. If he crosses the Wards, they all fall and leave his entire kingdom defenseless. He is trapped here until I find the lock. I am, as I am for my mother, a means to an end.”

“No,” Cethin said, lurching forward a step. “No. You are not that, Scarlett.”

“Then why hide it from me?” she demanded, orange embers flickering in her vision.

“Because I did not want this exact situation to occur,” he said bitterly. “I did not want you to think I only came for you because I needed you to free me.”

“You need me to free you. Saylah needs me to free her. This world needs me to free it,” Scarlett sneered. “You all need freedom, and yet I am the one who has been required to make sacrifice after sacrifice to ensure you receive it. I am the one who is being asked to give up her freedom for everyone else to have theirs.” She huffed out a harsh laugh. “I suppose asked is not the proper word, is it? It is simply assumed I will fulfill what everyone demands of me.”

“I know, Starfire,” Cethin said gently as she felt a hand settle on the small of her back. She looked up to find Sorin at her side. His touch still calmed her, and a small part of her felt a surge of relief. It wasn’t like it had been when their twin flame bond had been in place and Anointed, but it was still something. 

Sorin kept his muted amber eyes fixed on her when he said, “I think everyone needs to leave now. I need to speak with my wife. Alone.”

“I am sorry, Sorin,” Cethin said, and Scarlett believed he truly was judging by the remorse ringing in his tone. “This cannot wait.”

“It can. It will,” Sorin replied, his own tone leaving no room for argument.

Another knock sounded on the door interrupting whatever argument was about to ensue. Tybalt moved to answer it, and Azrael Luan, Prince of the Earth Court, came in. He held a small mirror in his hand. He didn’t spare anyone else any attention, his earthy brown eyes meeting hers. His black hair was tied up on top of his head, and she knew before he spoke what he was going to say.

“Sawyer made contact. They are meeting with Alaric at sundown to make the exchange for Princess Ashtine.”

Scarlett’s eyes fell closed. She stretched her neck from side to side and rolled her shoulders as she processed this new information. She couldn’t go. She needed to save her power for when they went to exchange Talwyn for Cyrus and Neve. Cassius couldn’t go. He wasn’t in any state to go anywhere, let alone on a rescue mission. Sorin couldn’t go because he was powerless.

She reopened her eyes, meeting Azrael’s gaze once more. “You are prepared to go?”

He nodded. “I can go and bring Ashtine and Sawyer back here once the exchange is done.”

“You cannot go alone. You and Sawyer will not be enough. Alaric proved that last time.” Her attention went to her Ash Rider. “Can you go as well, Rayner?”

“As you wish, your Majesty,” he said, with a small nod.

“Stop calling me that,” she chided at him. Her gaze flicked to Cethin. “Can Razik go? Two able to Travel would be ideal. He seemed able to handle Alaric, aside from leaving two of our company behind.”

“You know why the mortal kings need to be protected, Scarlett,” Cethin returned, no longer able to keep the irritation from his tone. “Not that you cared when you took Drake back to the continent.”

“They get a choice about their fate, Cethin,” she retorted. “They get a choice. Cassius gets a choice. I get a choice.”

Cethin ran his hands through his hair, and a small part of her felt bad for her brother. He was trying to do what was best for his kingdom and his own family. She understood that.  He had his own burdens he was trying to balance. She did not blame him for this mess. Well, maybe a little, but not entirely. He was as trapped as she was. Maybe his position had been forced upon him as well. Had he had any choice in whether or not to take the throne when their father died? Did he wish this was not his burden? Not his fate? Perhaps, but either way, they were both fighting for their own freedoms and that of their family and people. He was doing what he felt was right for Avonleya. She was doing what she felt was right for …the realm, she supposed. 

Because apparently the entirety of the realm was her responsibility now. 

And as she had spoken with Saylah under the stars, she’d realized she might not have a choice in what she needed to do, but she’d give others the choice whenever she could. Drake. Tava. Cassius. Everyone deserved to make their own fate. It was why she’d taken Drake and Tava across the Edria. It was why she would stop pushing Cassius about a Source. It was why she’d gone to Saylah in the first place. She was done letting someone else dictate her path. She was done finding keys and locks unless it suited her own needs. She had her own ends to meet, and right now, her greatest priorities were Ashtine, Cyrus, and Neve. 

“I can ask Razik if he will go,” Cethin finally said. “That choice will be his.”

“You so readily give him choices?” Scarlett scoffed, her brow arching.

“You try telling him what to do,” Cethin muttered. He turned to Tybalt. “He was going to check on Eliza. Niara thought she would be able to clear her this morning.”

Eliza.

She still wasn’t over the shock of her friend becoming Razik’s Source. She would find time to talk to her about that soon, but the female could take care of herself. She knew Eliza had spoken the truth when she’d said no one had forced her into this. Nobody could force the fire general to do anything.

Apparently Cethin felt the same way about the dragon shifter. 

That would be an incredibly interesting dynamic when she really thought about it. 

Later. One thing at a time. Cassius. Cyrus. Ashtine.

But first a bath and food. In that order.

She turned back to Azrael. “Plan it, Prince. We can meet in a few hours to discuss things before you go.”

Azrael nodded once, Rayner falling into step beside him as he turned to leave the room. It wasn’t lost on her that she had just asked the Earth Prince of all people to take the lead on a mission for her. Two months ago, she would have laughed until she cried at the mere suggestion of entrusting Azrael with such a task. 

The door clicked shut, and her attention shifted back to Cethin. “Anything
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The Brightest Stars

Two Months Later

“You are fidgeting,” Sorin said from where he sat beside her on a small sofa.

“I am not,” Scarlett answered.

He reached over, placing a hand on her bouncing knee, and she sent him a bland look.

“Why are you nervous about this?” he asked.

“I am not nervous. I am excited.”

“I am aware, Love. You have been flitting around the palace since Juliette sent word that the babes were coming.”

“I have not been flitting anywhere.”

“Mhmm,” he hummed, resting his temple against his fist.

Truth was, she was nervous. She knew Fae pregnancies were harder and more complicated. They didn’t last as long as mortal ones, but all that power growing along with a babe took its toll. The actual birth, though, was even more intense.

And Ashtine was doing it twice.

Scarlett had been fretting around the palace. Sorin had told her they did not need to go right away. That it would be hours, possibly a day or two before the babes would be here and Ashtine and Briar would be ready for visitors. She’d tried to keep busy, but the day had dragged on. She hadn’t slept, and it had indeed been the next morning before a flurry of snowflakes had appeared near Sorin. He’d plucked a message from it, a wide grin filling his face. Scarlett had Traveled them to the Black Halls before he’d even said a word.

She knew Sorin was just as excited. She could feel it down their twin flame bond. Briar was like a brother to him. The twins would not be presented to the rest of the Courts and the realm for another week, but these first days? They were just for those the Fae King and Queen wanted to visit. Family and close friends. The rest of the Fire Court would come another day. Briar and Ashtine’s Inner Courts tomorrow or the following day perhaps. 

The doors opened, and Sorin was on his feet before Scarlett.

Now who’s excited? she quipped down the bond.

But Sorin was already striding forward to embrace Briar, before the Fae King was turning to her. She threw her arms around him as she whispered, “Congratulations, Briar.”

“Thank you, Sunshine,” he murmured, giving her an extra squeeze. “Are you ready to meet them?” 

“Yes,” she said, releasing him to follow him into the suite. 

They moved through the sitting room and into a large bedchamber. Ashtine was propped up in the bed, and Talwyn was there. Scarlett was not surprised. She was one of the queen’s closest friends, despite everything. Talwyn held a cup for Ashtine to drink from before setting it aside.

“I will give you all some time and fetch some food,” Talwyn said, nodding at Scarlett and Sorin before she slipped out of the room.

Ashtine held a babe, and Arantxa was moving to Briar with another small bundle in her arms. The Witches were the only beings entrusted to deliver Fae babes. Juliette had been here to learn, but Arantxa would have delivered them. 

Briar was taking the babe and moving to the bed, climbing atop it beside Ashtine before he beckoned them closer. Sorin’s hand fell to the small of her back as they moved forward together, and when she was close enough to see them, Scarlett’s breath caught.

“They are beautiful,” she whispered.

“They are,” Ashtine lilted with a soft smile. She looked utterly exhausted, and Arantxa was staying nearby to monitor her closely.

A mix of their mother’s pale complexion and their father’s dark skin, warm tawny faces peeked out from the blankets they were bundled in. They both had pale hair, although one was more silver like Ashtine’s while the other was the pale blonde of Briar.

Briar nodded to the babe Ashtine held. “Prince Nakoa, Heir to the Water Court and the Western Courts.”

Scarlett swallowed when Ashtine extended the babe to her. She took him, cradling him close as he slept soundly.

“Princess Sawyer, Heir to the Wind Court and the Eastern Courts,” Briar said, passing the babe to Sorin.

Tears immediately sprang to Scarlett’s eyes at seeing Sorin bring the babe close.

“Hello, Sawyer,” Sorin murmured.

The babe Scarlett held shifted a little, a small sound coming from him as a tear slipped down her cheek. “Welcome to the world, Nakoa,” she whispered.

Something in her chest loosened as she stared at the babe in wonder.

For them.

She had saved this world for them. For the future Fae babes and mortal children. The twins making it to the world safe and sound was like the final piece of the game finally settling into place. The final victory to claim.

“You made it,” she murmured to the tiny prince as he managed to work a hand free of his blanket. “We made it.”

Sorin had moved closer, and she looked up at him, his features so soft and adoring as he cradled the newborn princess. “We made it,” he echoed. “What now, Love?”

She hummed. “A wise, ancient sage once told me it is important to take time to enjoy the stars.”

“Did he now?” Sorin said with a soft huff of laughter.

She looked back down at the babe before meeting his golden gaze once more. “Now we live, Sorin. We live, and we make sure the stars never go out.”

Join some of the wonderful characters from The Lady of Darkness series in Winds of Darkness, two novellas with exclusive and previously unreleased chapters and Q and A with the author. Winds of Darkness available here.
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My Book Slut Besties … Once again, what is there to say? How did we get here? We made it through an entire fucking series! Thank you for being there through it all—the anxiety, the celebrating, the imposter syndrome, the tears of defeat, and the tears of happiness. I am humbled and honored to call you dear friends. Don’t ever speak of leaving me. It’s not an option. You’re stuck with me forever and ever.

To my editing team: Megan Visger, Ashley Nolan, and Diane Dyk, thank you for making this book better. Thank you for putting up with my high functioning anxiety and my penchant for pushing deadlines. I appreciate you beyond words.

To my ARC/Street Team, you guys are simply amazing. Thank you for cheering me on, for shouting from the rooftops, and for loving on these books so dang hard. 

To my boys, thank you for understanding when Mom needed to write and edit. Thank you for your patience when I needed to be in front of a computer screen extra hours. I hope you see that dreams take work, and no one will work harder for your dreams than you.

To my husband, I still choose you. Every damn day. All the way through the darkness.




CAPTIVATED? JOIN SCARLETT FOR THE ENTIRE SERIES

Book 1: Lady of Darkness

Owned by a ruthless Assassin Lord, Scarlett Monrhoe and her two sisters have been trained since they were children to torture and take life. They are the most feared trio on the continent, but they are also wild and unpredictable.

Available here!

Book 2: Lady of Shadows

Whisked away to the Fire Court, Scarlett Monrhoe finds herself in the hands of the man who killed her mother. The Prince of Fire. Thrust amongst the Fae court she loathes, she is at their mercy. She doesn’t know what plans he has for her, but she has plans of her own. She just hasn’t decided how thoroughly she wants to break him yet.

Available here!

Book 3: Lady of Ashes

Scarlett Semiria knew the cost of her actions the day she sacrificed everything to keep her family, her Courts, and her twin flame safe. At least she thought she did. When she discovers the cost was more than she could have ever anticipated, she finds herself once again forced to choose between saving innocents or saving the ones she loves. But this choice might just leave her so broken, even the stars won’t be able to bring her back.

Available here!

Book 4: Lady of Embers

When they met her, she was a whirlwind of shadows and darkness. Standing among the ashes of betrayal and grief, now she is a tempest of rage and malice. Queen Scarlett Aditya will hunt them all down, one by one, and make them pay. Starting with the one who took her brightest star from her.

Available here!

Book 5: Lady of Starfire

Scarlett Sutara Aditya has finally learned the full cost to save her world and correct mistakes that are not hers, but she refuses to accept the fate that has been decided for her. Making demands of her own, she fights for her twin flame, her family, and the realm that balances on her destiny. She has always played games by her own rules, but this time, winning might cost her everything.

Book 6: Winds of Darkness

Two spellbinding novellas brought together and featuring some of the most loved characters from the Lady of Darkness series. In The Reaper we meet Rayner before he became involved with the Fire Court, when he was the center of a curse as punishment for his rebellion. In Unrelenting Winds the Wind Princess, Ashtine requests the help of the Water Court Prince Briar. He must decide if helping her is worth risking the anger of the Fae courts, the realms and the gods.

Available here!
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