
  
  
      
        
          Stone Shadows

          Stone & Flame Book 2

		      
          Mallory Glass

        

        
          [image: ]

          Sloth & Envy Press, LLC

        

      

    


  
  Copyright © 2026 by Mallory Glass 
All rights reserved.
No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, graphic, electronic, or mechanical, including photocopying, taping or by any information storage retrieval system, without the express written permission of the publisher and the author, except for brief quotes for book reviews. 
We do not give permission for our material to be used for AI/LLM training and/or content. No AI/LLM was used to create any part of this book. This is a human product.
Sloth & Envy Press supports the value of copyright and the creative endeavors of authors and artists.
The story, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this production are fictitious. No identification with actual persons (living or deceased), places, buildings, and products is intended or should be inferred.
Cover art by JV Arts https://www.justventurearts.com/
Chapter images: Dean Robert Holmes https://www.instagram.com/fandomtransmandom
Sloth & Envy Press logo courtesy of Fran McKinney
Author's logo by MIBLART https://miblart.com/
ISBN:   979-8-9923631-7-3                        e-Book ISBN:  979-8-9923631-6-6







  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Words & Warnings
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Lauren
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Adriel
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Lauren
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Adriel
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Lauren
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Adriel
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Lauren
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Adriel
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        Lauren
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        Adriel
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
        Lauren
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        12.
        
        Adriel
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        13.
        
        Lauren
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        14.
        
        Epilogue – Adriel
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Afterword
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Words & Warnings
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This book is dedicated to the Minnesota bookish community for always coming out to support local indies. You all are the best! 
If you're interested in which words are real and what they mean, here's a short list of the Scots Gaelic words in this story and their meanings.
dùthchas –  natural, native, indigenous. Place of birth. To be fond of one's native land.
tobar shrùbaidh – healing well, or stroopie well. (shrubaidh sounds like stroopie). There are also clootie wells in Scotland, which are the ones where people dip a cloth or biodegradable item into the healing waters and then tie it to a nearby tree branch.
I apologize to the people of Scotland for randomly placing fictional places where real places exist, and possibly insulting you, your country, and/or your heritage (especially relating to Scottish folk magic). It's not my intention.
Mild content warnings – the last CW includes a spoiler but can't be given without that little problem attached: Adriel's PTSD continues to be a struggle for him in this story, so be advised. His PTSD includes occasional nightmares, mild dissociation, and a few panic attacks. Spoiler: Pet death. 
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“Are you sure about this?” I asked Adriel for the third time. Three’s a powerful number, he always said. Sometimes he wouldn’t fully answer a question unless you asked it repeatedly. Not twice, not four times. Three. 
Being the girlfriend of a seven hundred and sixty-nine-year old mage was complicated.
“Well.” He shifted, bouncing on the balls of his feet. “Nay. But what is the harm in trying?”
Yeah, sure. Just wield the magic neither of us understands, and see what happens.
We stood beside the devil dog grotesque, one of the five pieces of stonework we removed from Kinloch’s façade after Lord McCardle’s unfortunate ‘accident’. And by unfortunate accident, I mean Adriel in his lion form had crushed Cardle flat. As far as we could tell, Cardle had turned to dust on impact.
To be safe, we had swept up the remains of Adriel’s shattered manticore body and every other piece of rubble within a hundred feet, burying the bits in salted earth behind the empty sheep pen.
“Oh, I don’t know,” I said, resisting the urge to start pacing. “Leaving a man trapped in stone form for eternity? Making him crumble into dust instead of freeing him?” I swallowed the knot in my throat. “Freeing a crazed battle chief into the modern world and getting chopped into pieces if he pops out wielding a sword?”
“I do not think his soul is still bound to this stone,” Adriel said, brow furrowed in concentration. He ran a hand over the dog’s head, which was tall enough to reach his waist in its sitting position. “I felt nothing from any of them since the day Cardle died, and before then only the merest flicker of the humanity they once carried within.”
Cardle, or Lord McCardle as I had known him, had used his magic to trap the souls of seven people over several centuries. Later, he had commissioned an artist to create a matching number of enormous, fierce sculptures and transferred those souls into them. I’d freed Adriel six months ago, and during that same fraught time, I had smashed a grotesque with one of Cardle’s sons. Adriel’s old companion, Selene, had been lost when lightning struck her stone body some months before I’d been contracted to do the restoration work on the Manor’s sculptural monsters. And I might have replaced Selene as the seventh figure in an evil spell that helped fuel Cardle’s magic.
After Adriel had dealt with Cardle by crushing him flatter than a pancake, we’d spent the next few weeks bringing the rest of the remaining four stone creations down from the walls. We stored them on the north side of the Manor, out of view of the main drive, while we figured out what to do.
Not that we were worried about visitors. The only person living in the keep itself who even knew anyone within the whole country was Cook, and she didn’t exactly mix with the locals. We’d planned to turn the Manor into a bed and breakfast, but it won’t open for at least three more months, not until we’d dealt with…everything.
Everything was a lot. It involved purging Kinloch of Cardle’s “foul magicks”, as Cook called it, and doing what we could for the remaining figures.
“There can be no harm in trying,” Adriel said firmly, drawing me back to the present. “We cannot just leave them as such and go on our way. If they are somehow still trapped inside, you must make the effort. And if they become debris, well, it is a far better fate than the one they’ve suffered until now.”
I blew out a frustrated breath. He was right. I knew he was right. That didn’t stop my stomach from knotting up at the thought of demolishing the stone by mistake. After all these months, I still didn’t know how I’d freed Adriel or how the extent of my own magic. He had been the only mage among the others, and the only one who could walk freely at night, utilizing the magicks of what he called the Veil.
Magic. Magicks. Potato, potahtoh.
“Right. Fine.” I rubbed my hands over jeans-clad legs to dry the sweat off my palms. “Here goes nothing.”
Placing my hands on the dog’s back, I filled my lungs with fresh air and tried to imagine the man within the stone. Once the fierce leader of a rival clan, the man had been a thorn in Cardle’s side, raiding his lands until Cardle had captured him and turned him into another stone effigy in his collection.
A collection that included two of his own sons.
Don’t get distracted.
I closed my eyes and focused, feeling for the well of my magic, as Adriel had taught me. Our magicks weren’t the same, and his teachings could be hit or miss as to whether they helped me access my powers. This meditation normally worked, though I didn’t always have good control over my channeling.
“Dog,” I muttered under my breath. “Focus on the devil dog.” A man’s soul had been forced into this stone creation some five hundred years ago. I just needed to reach in and pull it out.
To give it new life. To free it.
Visions of a dog shaking off a stony outer shell as it might shake water from its coat after a swim passed through my mind. I tried to hone in on the idea of a man emerging from a stone cocoon. But I had no idea what that ancient chief had looked like, so my brain stayed on the image of the dog itself.
The snarling, flattened snout, the bulging eyes. Devil dogs were parodies of the real thing, meant to scare off evil. And Cardle, twisted by power and magicks, had turned this one into a manifestation of his evil and stuck it on his fortress in mockery of the grotesque’s original purpose.
“Alive again,” I whispered, stroking the devil dog’s back, willing the stone to release any life left within it.
Beneath my hand, the stone wavered.
“Lauren, I—”
“Shhh.” The flow of magic warmed my palms and I welcomed it. The taste of minerals filled my mouth, as if I had licked a rock. My tongue tingled with it. I swallowed convulsively, the flavor of whatever power I possessed causing me to salivate.
Like a drooling Saint Bernard or snarling Doberman.
Adriel said something else, but a loud buzzing filled my ears. My skin prickled, like a thousand tiny ants marched over my flesh. I cried out, caught between ecstasy and fear.
Adriel’s body slammed into mine, breaking my contact with the dog. My power snapped like a fine thread. I convulsed and twisted with the backlash. Adriel attempted to hold onto me, but his momentum and my movements weren’t in sync. I landed hard, knocking the breath from my lungs.
Summer grass tickled my nose. I lifted my head to find his slate gray eyes regarding me with concern from a few feet away.
“What did you—”
A low, rumbling growl filled the air. Adriel’s eyes widened into O’s of shock.
“Stay still,” he whispered.
Cool stone pressed against the base of my spine. Rough limestone scraped along the length of my back. My t-shirt protected my skin from the worst of it.
Adriel launched to his feet, shouting a command. The words were lost on me. When he got worked up, he often slipped into his native tongue. His language had a lilting musical quality that sang in my ears.
I rolled over and came face to face with the devil dog. The very much still-made-of-stone devil dog. Its tongue lolled out of its mouth and it stood on all four legs, staring at me expectantly.
Woof. The low, grating bark sounded of gravel crunching underfoot.
Adriel shouted again. The dog threw him an irritated glance. It nudged me with its nose. I scurried backwards, using my hands and butt to propel myself out of reach of powerful jaws. Jaws that could crush or maim if they snapped closed on a limb.
“Lauren, stay still!” Adriel advanced on the dog from its left flank. The dog whipped its head to the side and growled, a menacing rumble that vibrated the ground beneath me. Adriel froze and the dog returned its attention to me.
“Good boy,” I said in a quavering voice. “N-nice dog.” I tucked my legs beneath my body and pushed to my feet, slowly, eyes on the enormous gray beast. Its head was even with my chest. It had no tail to wag, but its butt wiggled ever-so-slightly.
Woof, it said again.
“What in the fresh hell?” I whispered.
The dog let out an ear-shattering bark and charged.
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The bloody dog bowled past Lauren, straight into the midst of a flock of sparrows pecking around the lawn. They scattered in a flurry of wings and outraged screeching, leaving the monster behind in their wake. It barked again, a harsh noise, the grind of stone-on-stone. 
For one horrid moment, I became trapped in my old form, roaring out defiance into the night. Padding down the hallway of the Manor on calcified paws. Frozen in place on the stone walls of the Manor.
I staggered and fell to one knee. My hand dug into the frozen ground. Cold. Only cold.
A shocked gasp snapped me back to the present. I am here. I am a man again. I am with Lauren. On the grounds of Kinloch, thirty-one days before the solstice begins. I recited this mantra three times.
“Lauren!” I propelled myself to her side, checking her for injuries.
“Oh my god,” she said, staring in wide-eyed shock at her creation.
“We are well, let us hie to the Manor house.” In my panic, I had slipped into my native tongue, a language dead to the modern world since my people left behind no written records. We were, as Lauren said, phased out by progress.
She gripped my arm tightly, but didn’t budge when I tried to lead her away while the devilish creature was distracted.
“Its…I, uh…what did I do?”
“I do not know, love. Come away now.”
“We can’t just leave it out here wandering in the front garden. Oh my god! The groundskeeper’s going to shit himself.”
She gaped at the large indentations the great beastie had left in its wake, a trail of giant paw prints leading from where she fell to the now-empty expanse of lawn where the dog snuffled around in the grass. The last thing we need worry ourselves with was the groundskeeper’s reaction to a few tracks in the grass, but I didn’t say so. My Lauren can be a touch sensitive when it comes to discussing her magic. Especially when it ran amok, as it had so obviously just done.
“Come along inside,” I whispered, not wanting to catch said beastie’s attention.
The dog’s head jerked up and it charged once more.
Straight towards us.
I prepared myself to grab Lauren and dash for the servant’s entrance, but the dog skidded to a halt in front of us, mouth open in a parody of a doggish grin, its great head tilted as it stared at Lauren.
“Wow,” she said. Before I could stop her, she reached out and laid her hand on the dog’s snout.
The creature rasped its stony tongue over her flesh.
“Amazing,” Lauren said, staring at her palm. “It’s like when you were transforming. Stone, but flexible. Like a thin veneer of stone over a living body.” She took a step toward it, and I tugged her back.
The dog raised its head. Looking me in the eye, it growled.
“I think you should let go,” Lauren said quietly. “Don’t antagonize him.” She slipped from my grasp and the dog ceased its rumbling.
“Him?” This foul beast should not antagonize me.
“Good dog,” she cooed, and stroked its stony head. “Be a good dog.”
The abomination plopped its arse down the ground. I recognized the look of total adoration on its face. It’s one I fear I often wear when gazing at Lauren. Its face should not be able to convey such feelings, but does so regardless.
“I mean…I think it’s a dog,” she said.
“Aye. Obviously.”
She threw me an irritated look. “No, I mean, I don’t think there’s anything in there except a dog. I literally just made a living stone dog.”
“You must undo it. Send it away.”
“No! I mean, I don’t even know what I did, so how can I undo it?” She ran her hand down its thick neck. “And I can’t kill it. That’s not right. It’s not his fault I screwed up.”
“It is not alive!”
Looking at me, the dog bared its teeth.
“Well, I think he disagrees,” she said. The dog sat patiently, allowing her close inspection.
“Aren’t you afraid he might crumble to dust under your touch?” My leonine form changed under those talented hands, freeing me slowly over a number of nights when she visited me in the Veil. Lauren had thought she dreamed me, having no idea her power actively caused my stone shell to melt away.
Seven hundred years was a long time to wait for salvation, but at the end of my trial, there was Lauren. Good things come to those who wait, and wait I did.
“No,” she said, in a distant voice that meant she was thinking hard on this new marvel. “I don’t feel anything now.” She waggled her fingers.
The dog licked her forearm.
“Ow. Take it easy, buddy.” She carefully inspected its open mouth. “He’s panting, but he’s not actually breathing. His sides aren’t moving, like there’s no air moving in and out of his body.”
“I don’t like it,” I said stiffly.
“You don’t like anything new,” Lauren said with a smile. Change remained hard for me, and this particular one was quite alarming.
“That’s not true.” I sniffed my disdain. “I like you.”
She laughed, a bright tinkling sound that flooded my body with warmth. The dog yipped, that stupid adoring look still plastered onto its visage. I sighed in resignation. It seemed we now had a dog.
“We cannot bring this creature into the house. Agnes will have a fit.” Cook had a lot of ideas about what should go on under our roof, and I was certain a stone dog running amok would be high on her list of forbidden items.
“I suppose weather won’t really be a bother for him.” Lauren patted its stony head again. “But how do I keep it from running off and terrorizing the village?”
“Try telling it to stay. It seems to like you.” Everyone did, as far as I could tell. Even Cook had fallen under sway of Lauren’s influence, though they’d had a rocky start when Cook had still been under Cardle’s foul spell.
“Come along, Fido,” Lauren said, walking away and patting her leg to indicate it should follow.
The dog didn’t hesitate. It padded after Lauren until she stopped and turned.
“What is Fido?” I asked, reluctantly. My woman had a lot of strange knowledge and unusual ideas, though she often claimed it was just the modern way of thinking.
“It’s a dog’s name. Fido or Rover, it’s kind of a joke. People used to call dogs by those names in the old days.” She whistled and the dog came to her side. It started to sit and Lauren hastily danced aside, narrowly missing having her foot crushed by the stone nuisance.
Old days. I doubt she meant more than one hundred years ago. Lauren’s version of old was quite different from mine.
“Stay,” Lauren ordered, and backed away, her hand held out, the palm facing the dog. “Good dog. Stay there.” She continued to back away while the dog watched, head titled to one side as though he worked to understand her strange words.
“You should try to complete its transformation. Perhaps a real dog lies beneath.”
“I don’t think so,” Lauren said. “I don’t feel anything more when I touch it. With you it just happened, night after night. But…I feel like this job is complete.” She snapped her fingers. “Come on, Fido. Come here.”
The dog trotted to her obediently.
“Sit.”
It did. A shiver went up my spine at the sight of this uncanny creature at Lauren’s beck and call. Then again, I was once such an uncanny creature. This was simply another unnatural occurrence in quite a long line of them. What could be done about it now, I knew not.
I sighed in defeat. “You may warn Cook. There will be no end to her complaints otherwise.” My relationship with Cook remained touchy. We’d been friends once, when she was a child. It was she who taught me to read and write Lauren’s language. But then her witch of a mother discovered our visits, and suddenly Agnes and I were on opposite sides of my war with Cardle. He made a puppet of her, as he’d done her mother before, and all generations of their family going back three hundred or so years. I couldn’t blame the child, and the adult had been under Cardle’s compulsion, but still it was hard to forget the wrongs she’d worked against me.
It was she who carved runes over the doorways of most of the Manor’s rooms to keep me out.
That stung still.
“Do you think the gardener is going to believe that’s a real dog?”
We’d talked of the groundskeeper before. He seemed most oblivious to the goings on here at Kinloch, so we hadn’t discharged him. For now, he continued living in his small cottage at the edge of the property.
In truth, I was a bit jealous of his woodsy home. It seemed a cozy hideaway, all the comforts one needed and surrounded by forest. Kinloch Manor had a broad expanse of what Lauren called the lawn, but one had to walk a long path to get to the woodlands. What I would give to wake up, step out my door, and find myself in the forest within a few steps.
I sighed, lost in my daydreaming. For now, I lived under a stone roof. Lauren might find it appealing, but I did not. Seven centuries spent in the outdoors marks a man, even if he spent most of them as a stone beast. Many years of my life before that consisted of travel and short stays in various villages. Indoor life lacked that special connection to nature, the source of my magicks and the home of my deities.
“I guess we could claim he’s a mastiff,” Lauren said, snapping me back to the present.
How would we hide this latest unusual occurrence from the groundskeeper?
“A really, really oversized mastiff. With unusual coloring. A specialized breed. Or a disabled rescue dog. Or something.” Lauren chewed her bottom lip. “The eyes are really weird. No pupils. Almost like a human with bad cataracts. Oh wow, do you think it eats? Is it hungry?” Her eyes widened in alarm. “If it poops on the lawn, Severn is going to kill us.”
Severn, the groundskeeper, might well do us in if the dog messed up his precious greenery.
“Come inside. You are chilled and there is much to discuss.” I used the excuse of the cold wind to gather her against me. The dog’s ears perked up, a fascinating sight. Was this what I looked like when I was trapped between lion and man? The creature should not be able to move in such ways.
Lauren’s power confused and frightened me. It was like nothing I have encountered. A shiver traveled up my spine, and I steered her toward the servants’ entrance so we may escape this latest madness.
“Stay, Pebble.” Lauren pointed a finger and the dog eased its way down to lay on its belly, great stone paws extended.
I shivered again. Unnatural. Exactly as I used to be. It is a miracle Lauren did not flee the Manor the moment she clapped eyes on my horrendous form.
“Pebble?” I cast a nervous glance over my shoulder to make sure the living grotesque did not follow.
“Fido isn’t a very good name for him, really. Pebble makes more sense, don’t you think?”
My woman had a dark sense of humor at times.
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Cook was not amused by the latest development. She fussed at Adriel, waving her ladle and dripping soup on the kitchen floor. His wary expression faded into a mask of cool indifference. He raised an eyebrow at me as if to say, See how polite and tolerant I am being?
She thumped his arm with the ladle. “Nyaff!” She had a long list of names she used on Adriel, half of which I didn’t understand.
“I did not create the dog, Agnes,” he said, putting special emphasis on her name, then wisely stepped out of ladle range. “I did not run around changing people into stone monsters for my own benefit, now did I? And you are no more privy to how Lauren’s power functions than I, so kindly set aside your weapon or serve the dinner with it, but stop your nattering.”
Sensing another argument brewing, I stepped between them and disarmed Cook. Her mouth set in a thin line and she crossed her arms over her scrawny chest, shooting daggers at Adriel with her eyes.
“You better not be making a face at her,” I said without turning to check. Honestly, it was like having two little kids underfoot sometimes. The I know you are, but what am I? level of back and forth bickering could go on for much longer than my patience would hold.
Adriel prowled back and forth in the ridiculously large kitchen, touching his fingertips to items on the countertops and table, opening cabinet doors just to close them with a sharp bang, never having looked inside. It was his habit when he became agitated. He did it to ground himself, checking that objects were real and that he could affect them by touch. When he awoke from nightmares, he would wrap his body around mine to anchor himself to the present.
Agnes, for all that she was guilty of baiting him often, was also pretty clever at cooling him back off.
“Sit down, ye numpty,” she said, retrieving her ladle and filling an oversized bowl. “Eat.”
Cook slapped the bowl on the table and tossed a spoon down beside it. She jerked her head at me and I obediently took my seat.
Adriel plopped down at the table and scowled at the soup.
“What is it?”
“Lentil.” She huffed and the oven door creaked open. “And lamb shank.”
Adriel picked up the pepper mill, set it down, drummed his spoon against the tabletop, and wadded up his linen napkin with the other hand. I set my hand over the one clutching the napkin.
“Hey. It’s all right.”
He stopped the drumming.
“I did not intend for that to happen. The dog. I thought it would crumble away and leave nothing but dust.” He abandoned the napkin and gripped my hand. “And now we must hold off on dealing with the others. It might be they are no more than old rock and not worth bothering over.” He dipped the spoon
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