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This is essentially a before-and-after story—both prequel and sequel to the Blood Fae Chronicles series.

Part 1 is set thirty-five years prior to the events that take place in Books 1-3 of the Blood Fae Chronicles—a look back into past events that helped shape the present day.

Part 2 takes place after the events of Books 1-3 and does contain some spoilers.

It is not necessary to have read the first three books in the series, prior to reading Banshee Quest: Renna’s Curse. However, if you prefer no spoilers, then the suggested reading order of this series to enhance your reading experience is:

	Banshee Cry

	Banshee Song

	Banshee Power

	Banshee Quest: Renna’s Curse.
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For readers who might be triggered by sensitive subject matter, please be aware that this story contains scenes about grieving the death of an unborn child.
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Part 1: Before the Accord
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Thirty-five years ago
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Chapter One
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Renna

“There is no one else more suited to this task than you, Lady Renna.”

The Winter King’s words from a week ago echo in my head as I sashay toward the human male drinking at the bar of the Spice Market Club in uptown Melbourne, Australia. I didn’t choose this location on purpose; I followed the advice of the king’s mage and asked the faerie paths to lead me to the place where I am most likely to find what I seek—a man who is ready to become father to a fae-human hybrid child.

“It is a great honor to be chosen for such a task, Renna,” Queen Rhiannon added after the king had finished speaking that day. Her gaze turned sly. “Besides, we all know of your propensity for taking human lovers. Who better to save the banshee race by copulating with human men, than you?”

The way she said it, and the tone of her voice, turned my stomach a little. 

Yes, I enjoy my trysts in the human world. Mortal men are less devious than fae, and more prone to fall hard for a fae female. I am not going to lie—I enjoy the feeling of being put on a pedestal, from time to time. But I don’t believe I am any more “suited” than half the people milling around me in the throne room.

The queen’s insinuation was both sordid and condescending. I would never admit it out loud, for fear of being accused of treason, but there’s something about Queen Rhiannon that I really dislike. She feels...wrong, and sometimes there’s a darkness in the depths of her eyes that scares me.

“And so, it is decreed.” The king’s voice rang out through the throne room and I felt the weight of binding magic reach out and settle across my shoulders. Damn it all to the winter gods and back. If I refuse the request now, the binding magic will tighten, choking the breath from my lungs and sending me quicker than I expected into the next plane of existence.

It’s my womb, I thought. I should be able to choose for myself if, when, and with whom I have children.

At the time, I gave the queen a non-committal smile and accepted the task King Tryppton gave me.

As if I had a choice.

Now, here I am in the human realm, a week later, sliding in beside the sexiest man in the club and gazing up at him through my half-closed eyelids. This part, at least, should be easy. Won’t take too long at all.

“Hello, I’m Renna.” I ensure my voice comes out throaty and sensual. “Would you like some company, this evening?”

As a fae, I don’t need to exert much effort to have human men do whatever I want them to do. Fae power is an aphrodisiac to those mortals fortunate enough to be chosen as a lover by one of the faerie folk.

The man turns and stares down at me. He is at least a head taller than I am, even though I am tall in comparison to human women, at just under six feet. His shoulders are wide, and his physique screams super-fit. Clearly, he is not afraid of physical activity.

Flutters erupt in my belly as excitement rises. I have not felt a connection this strong in a long time.

His golden-brown eyes are warm, and I bat my long eyelashes, waiting for his acquiescence.

“Not this evening, darlin’,” he says in a deep, rumbling tone. “I’ve had an exhausting day and all I want to do is finish this drink and head on home. Alone.”

“I...what? I mean...” My heart jumps and I can’t even finish my sentence. How is it possible for him to reject me? That has never happened before.

He returns to his drink and knocks back the amber fluid in one quick gulp. 

I swallow down my confusion and turn up the charm, laying a hand on his muscled forearm with the intention of staying his departure. The unexpected snap of heat as my fingers touch his bare skin has me pulling back and away. 

What is that?

He felt it, too. His arm flinched beneath my touch. 

He rubs his skin in an absent-minded manner. “What did you say your name was, lovely?”

“Renna.” I’m beginning to think I targeted the wrong guy. If he can’t even remember my name when I gave it to him a few seconds earlier, then he may not be the right one for this task.

Also... that heat. I’ve never felt anything quite like that, in a human. Is he not...? 

I narrow my eyes, reaching out with my magic and studying his aura. It is a pleasant soft blue and definitely human, although there is something more at the edges that I can’t quite ascertain. Something that shimmers with an incandescent red-gold haze, that disappears as quickly as I glimpse it. He shifts as if uncomfortable under my scrutiny, and whatever it is dissipates into nothing.

I blink hard. Maybe I imagined that sense of otherness?

The king’s mage had confirmed that the addition of human blood into the line was the only way to save banshees from winking out of existence. Apparently, it is something about mixing the lifeblood of humans, with the death magic of the banshee. The combination will make my children even more powerful, if their father is a human.

The mage said I should trust the fae paths to take me to the right place to commence my quest for new life with a human mate.

The paths deposited me just inside the entrance of this club, so... 

I glance around the room, checking again to see if there is anyone else pulling at my essence. Just as when I first entered, there is no one else here who grabs my attention and holds it, the way this man did when I first walked in.

The way he still does. Awareness of him brushes across my senses, and I have to fight the urge to sway in toward him. Touch him again. That sensuous promise of heat...

Could the fae paths be wrong? Could the king’s mage have gotten it wrong, too?

If he’s not fully human, would a child with this man fulfil the king’s request?

A crooked grin curves his mouth upward, sending my thoughts scattering. “I’m Benjamin. Ben, actually.”

My heart flutters in my chest and butterflies rise in my belly at the delicious deep tone of his voice. It draws me in, that voice, as if calling to every cell in my body to reach toward him and connect. 

Perhaps the fae paths were not so wrong, after all.

I return his smile with one of my own. A wide smile that has lured many a man to my bed. “Nice to meet you, Ben.”

He lifts a hand and strokes my jawline. Again, I feel that strange energy sensation, like an electric zap of active heat. I reach out with my magic and this time, attempt to touch his humanity. Yes. Definitely human. 

So, what is this buzz of energy that kicks in every time we touch? 

“Pity,” he says. “Any other night and I’d want to get to know you a lot better, Renna. But tonight, I need to get home and sleep. Take care, darlin’. There are a lot of sharks around this end of town.”

His glance rakes me from top to toe, and again that crooked grin surfaces. 

“Though I suspect you can look after yourself,” he says. “Maybe it’s the sharks who need to watch out.”

He slides off the bar stool and saunters out, leaving me with my mouth hanging slightly open and a strange yearning in my chest, so unfamiliar that I can’t even give the feeling a name.

Who is he? What is he? And why is he so hot? Figuratively and literally. And, why did he reject my more-than-obvious invitation when it was clear we both felt the instant thrum of sexual connection the moment we touched?
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Ben

I eye my bed, grateful to be home but wondering what possessed me to refuse such a delightful invitation. There was something about the woman in the club that my body seemed to recognize, as if I hadn’t been fully alive until she floated into my orbit.

It was damn hard to refuse what she so clearly had on offer.

Bone-weary was a term that meant nothing, until tonight. I’ve just come off the back of a triple shift at the station. With the twenty-car pileup on the road out toward the airport, and the resultant grass fire that sparked in the scrubland nearby, there was a call for all hands on-deck until things started to settle down.

The past summer as a rescue firefighter has been relentless. Fuck El Niño or La Niña, or whatever the hell is turning our weather to all kinds of crazy. The bushfires, and some of the crazier rescue jobs back here in the city, have kept those of us in the Rescue & Fire Service on our toes. I can’t even remember what it’s like to have downtime.

Not even my shifter energy has been able to carry me through without any rest whatsoever, though I’ve pulled more hours than my fellow human Fireys. 

I shouldn’t have stopped in to the Spice Market Club tonight. I should have just headed straight home to my bed. But something I couldn’t explain—some urge that told me I had to be there at that time—guided me in to have a drink instead of continuing further up the road to my East Melbourne penthouse apartment.

The woman who approached me—Renna—was stunning, and on any other night I would have taken up her obvious invitation in a heartbeat. The way her dark hair tumbled down her back, and the delicious curves of her body in that slinky silver dress showed off both her unusual height and her extreme femininity...

My groin tightens and pulls up as my cock stiffens, reminding me how long it has been since I’ve taken a lover who incited more than a passing desire to satiate the








d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
USA TODAY,

JEN

QI;NNA S @D\ﬁ

@IOOD ]—ﬁﬁ C{ NIC]\FS k.





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.jpg





d2d_images/image000.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image004.jpg





d2d_images/scene_break.png





