
THE STONE WINGS  

Book Three Of The Lightkeeper Chronicles  

Stacy Ryan

THE STONE WINGS  

© 2025 Stacy Ryan

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise—without prior written permission from the author.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

The Stone Wings (The lightkeeper chronicles, #3)

Contents

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-One

Chapter Twenty-Two

Chapter Twenty-Three

Chapter Twenty-Four

Chapter Twenty-Five

Chapter Twenty-Six

Chapter Twenty-Seven

Chapter Twenty-Eight

Chapter Twenty-Nine

Chapter Thirty

Chapter Thirty-One

Dedication

THE LIGHTKEEPER CHRONICLES

Book One: The Lightkeeper’s Daughter  

Book Two: The Light Beneath The Docks  

Book Three: The Stone Wings  

Book Four: The Drowned Kings Return 

Book Five: The Beacon At The End Of The World

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Contents

[image: ]


Chapter One  

Chapter Two  

Chapter Three  

Chapter Four  

Chapter Five  

Chapter Six  

Chapter Seven  

Chapter Eight  

Chapter Nine  

Chapter Ten  

Chapter Eleven  

Chapter Twelve  

Chapter Thirteen  

Chapter Fourteen  

Chapter Fifteen  

Chapter Sixteen  

Chapter Seventeen  

Chapter Eighteen  

Chapter Nineteen  

Chapter Twenty  

Chapter Twenty-One

Chapter Twenty-Two

Chapter Twenty-Three 

Chapter Twenty-Four

Chapter Twenty-Five 

Chapter Twenty-Six

Chapter Twenty-Seven 

Chapter Twenty-Eight

Chapter Twenty-Nine

Chapter Thirty

Chapter Thirty-One

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One

[image: ]


1903

Clara walked away from the docks with the broken wing tucked safely in her pocket, its weight pressing against her side with every step. Night time was beginning to fall, it felt colder now, sharper, as though the river had taken something from her when she turned her back on it. The whisper of water against the pilings followed her all the way to the street, a sound that clung to her like a memory she couldn’t shake.

She kept her hand near the pocket where the ornament rested, half-afraid it might vanish if she didn’t. The Liver Bird’s gaze still lingered in her mind — steady, knowing, impossibly alive. She tried to tell herself she had imagined it, that the winter air and the dim light had played tricks on her, but the cold stone against her hip said otherwise.

By the time she reached her front door, her breath had steadied, but her thoughts hadn’t.  

The boy’s voice echoed again, soft but insistent.

You knew my name once.

Clara swallowed hard and pushed the door open.

The house was quiet.  

Too quiet.

She slipped off her coat, fingers stiff from the cold, and climbed the narrow stairs to her room. The familiar creak on the third step didn’t comfort her the way it usually did. Tonight, everything felt slightly shifted, as though the world had tilted while she was gone.

She pushed open her bedroom door.

The lamp on her bedside table cast a soft glow across the room. Her pillow was neatly turned down, the blanket  just as she had left it.

Except for one thing.

The rope, the one on her pillow, the one tied to the boy, to Calder, to the strange thread binding them all —  

Was gone.

Clara froze.

The indentation where it had rested was still there, a faint hollow in the fabric, but the rope itself had vanished as though it had simply slipped out of existence.

Her breath caught in her throat.

She stepped closer, fingertips brushing the empty space, searching for it, a loose thread, anything.

Nothing.

The room felt suddenly smaller, the air tighter, as though something unseen had passed through only moments before.

Clara straightened slowly, her pulse quickening.

The broken wing in her pocket felt heavier than ever.
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Clara barely slept.

Every time she closed her eyes, she felt the empty space on her pillow — the hollow where the rope should have been. She kept reaching for it in the dark, half-expecting her fingers to brush the coarse fibres, half-dreading what it meant that they didn’t.

By morning, the house felt different.  

Still familiar, but... listening.

She dressed slowly, the broken wing tucked safely into her pocket. It felt warm now, not cold like the night before. As though it had been waiting for her to wake.

Downstairs, the fire had burned low. A thin line of ash curled across the grate like a message she couldn’t read. She stirred it absently, but her thoughts were elsewhere — on the rope, on the strange whisper of the river, on the feeling that something had shifted in the night.

She shivered.

Outside, the sky hung low and grey, pressing close to the rooftops. Clara stepped out onto the street, pulling her coat tight. The morning carried the scent of damp stone and chimney soot, the kind that clung to the back of the throat. Somewhere far off, a ship’s horn groaned through the fog.

She didn’t mean to walk toward the river.  

Her feet simply carried her.

The closer she got, the more the air changed — sharper, colder, threaded with something ancient. The Mersey rolled slow and heavy, its surface dull as tarnished metal. But beneath it, she felt movement. Not tide. Not current.

Something deeper.

Something waking.

Clara stopped at the edge of the dock, her breath catching. The broken wing pulsed faintly against her hip, as though responding to whatever stirred below.

A shadow passed overhead.

She looked up.

A Liver Bird perched on the iron railing above her — stone-grey, feathers edged with frost, eyes bright as embers. It wasn’t a statue. It wasn’t still. It watched her with a focus that made her heart stutter.

Clara froze.

A low, throaty call rolled across the dock — the same strange sound she’d heard once before, long ago, when she’d tried to convince herself it was just gulls.  

It hadn’t been gulls.  

It had never been gulls.

The bird tilted its head, studying her.  

Not threatening.  

Not curious.

Recognising.

Her pulse hammered. She took a step back, but the bird didn’t move. Instead, it lowered its wings slightly, a slow, deliberate gesture that felt almost like a bow.

A gust of wind swept across the dock, carrying the cold tang of river-mist. The water below shifted, uneasy. The broken wing warmed.

Clara swallowed hard.

“Why me?” she whispered.

The Liver Bird blinked once, slow and solemn, as though answering without words.

Because you are part of this.  

Because you always were.

Another gust of wind rose — stronger this time — and the bird lifted from the railing, wings beating once, twice, sending a rush of air across her face. It circled above her, low and deliberate, before gliding out over the river.

Clara watched it disappear into the fog, her heart thudding.

The rope was gone.  

The broken wing was waking.  

The river was shifting.  

And now the Liver Birds were moving.

Something was coming.  

Something old.  

Something she wasn’t ready for.

But the guardians were watching her.

And for the first time since the rope vanished, Clara didn’t feel entirely alone.
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