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Prologue

ONE HUNDRED YEARS AGO

It was her favorite dream.

The golden dagger lay before Valia on a velvet cushion. Beautiful. Powerful. Deadly. She picked it up, the golden hilt ice cold against her skin. The thought of the dark blood magic within it, restrained only by the symbols of elementia etched into the blade’s surface, sent a shiver up her spine.

This weapon held magic that could be wielded to shape the world however she wanted it. No conflict, no strife, no pain. Her decisions, her kingdom—all of it.

With this blade in her grip, everyone would worship and love her.

Yes, this was her favorite dream—a shining gem in a deep, dark cave of nightmares. And she allowed herself to enjoy every moment of it.

At least, until Timotheus decided to interrupt.

The immortal pulled Valia’s unconscious mind into a field of green grass and wildflowers—a stark change from her usual view of ice and snow from her tiny, isolated cottage in the mountains of northern Limeros.

In this dream, she could smell the sweet pollen and feel the warmth of the sun on her skin.

She looked into Timotheus’s golden eyes. He was millennia old, but still had the face and body of a handsome man in his early twenties. He’d looked the same since he first came into being, made from the elements themselves, one of the six immortals first created to protect the Kindred and watch over the world of mortals.

The sight of him filled her with equal amounts of annoyance and dread.

“The end is coming,” Timotheus said.

His words sent a chill through her down to the very marrow of her bones.

“When?” she asked as calmly as she could. He was standing only two paces away from her in the field of colorful flowers.

“I don’t know precisely,” he said. “Could be tomorrow. Could be decades from now.”

Annoyance now took precedence over dread. “Your timeline is rather unreliable. Why are you bothering me with this nonsense? I don’t care what happens or when.”

He pressed his lips together, studying her carefully for a moment before responding. “Because I know that you care. That you always have.”

This immortal knew her far better than she’d like. “You’re wrong, Timotheus. As always.”

He shook his head. “Lying was never your strongest ability, my old friend.”

Valia’s jaw tightened. “I was having a wonderful dream before you interrupted. Get to whatever point you came here to make, since I’d really like to get back to it.”

His eyes narrowed as he studied her. Always studying, always watching. He was unnerving, this immortal. Even more so than the others.

“Have the deepening lines on your face led you to any epiphanies about life?” he asked.

Valia resented the mention of her lost youth. She’d smashed the last mirror in her cottage only yesterday, hating the aging woman it had reflected. “Your tendency to speak in riddles has never been your most endearing trait, Timotheus.”

“And your lack of empathy has never been yours.”

She laughed, as cold and brittle as an icicle hitting the frozen ground. “Do you blame me?”

He raised a brow as he walked a slow circle around her. Rather than follow his movements, she focused on a cluster of yellow daisies to her left.

“You go by a different name now,” he said. “Valia.”

Her shoulders tensed. “I do.”

“A new name changes nothing.”

“I disagree.”

“I should have visited your dreams years ago. I apologize for my neglect.” His gaze moved to her left hand. “I imagine that troubles you even more than the lines on your face.”

Heat flew to her cheeks at this blunt observation, and she slid her freakishly misshapen hand into the deep pocket of her cloak. “A mere whisper of air magic can do wonders to hide this during my waking hours.”

“Whom do you hide from anymore? You’ve chosen a life of solitude.”

“That’s right,” Valia hissed. “My life, my choice. And none of your business. And what does it matter anyway? If the end is near, as you say, be it tomorrow or a century from now, then so be it. Let it end—all of it! Now go away. My dreams are private. My life is private, and that’s how I like it.”

When her voice broke at the end, she hoped he hadn’t noticed.

“I’ve brought you a gift,” he said after several long moments of silence. “Something I thought you might want.”

In his hands, he held a flat, jagged shard of shiny black rock.

Valia stared at it with shock. It was the Obsidian Blade—an ancient, magical weapon of limitless possibilities.

“You know what magic this could allow you to wield,” he said. “And how it might help you.”

Breathless, all she could do was nod in reply.

Valia reached out, first with her cursed hand and then with her good one. Afraid to touch it, afraid to give in to the fresh hope that it teased after so many years of growing despair.

Then hesitation set in.

“What do you want in return for this gift?” she asked quietly.

“A favor,” Timotheus replied. “One that you will grant me without question when the day comes for me to ask it.”

She frowned. “If the end is coming, do you have a plan? Have you told the others? What about Melenia? I know she can be horribly vain and selfish, but she’s also powerful, smart, and ruthless.”

“Indeed, she is. She reminds me daily of someone else. Someone lost to us so many years ago.”

Valia focused on the daisies again, unwilling to meet the immortal’s searching gaze. “Melenia is more useful to you than I could ever be.”

When she forced herself to look up at him again, there were no answers in his dark golden eyes. “A favor,” he repeated. “Do you agree or don’t you?”

Her need for immediate answers faded as a familiar greed rose up within her, too thick to swallow back down. She needed this gift, needed it to help strengthen her fading magic and recover her youth and beauty. To help her control what she still could in this seemingly uncontrollable existence.

The Obsidian Blade was only a fraction as powerful as the golden dagger she dreamed about, that she desired more than anything. But she knew she needed it. Desperately.

Perhaps the past didn’t matter anymore.

Only magic mattered. Only survival mattered.

Only power mattered, in whatever form she could possess it.

Finally, Valia took the Obsidian Blade from Timotheus, the weight of it a great comfort after so many years of pain and struggle.

“Yes, Timotheus,” she said evenly. “I agree.”

He nodded. “My gratitude to you. Always.”

Then the immortal and the dream world he’d pulled her into faded away to darkness. When Valia woke, tucked into her small cot with the hearth’s fire burned down to glowing embers, the jagged hilt of the blade was still in her grip.






CHAPTER 1

Jonas

PAELSIA

“You can’t escape your destiny.”

Jonas lurched up from the hard wooden floor so quickly that a wave of dizziness slammed into him. Disoriented, but with dagger in hand, he scanned the small room to locate exactly what had torn him out of a deep sleep.

But there was nothing there except a beautiful princess with long raven-black hair asleep on the small cot. A tiny baby lay at her side, swaddled in a piece of cloth ripped from Jonas’s cloak the night before.

The newborn’s eyes were open wide and staring directly at Jonas. Violet eyes. Bright … like glowing jewels.

His breath caught. What—?

Lucia moaned softly in her sleep, stealing his attention away from the baby for a moment. When his gaze returned, the baby’s eyes were sky blue like her mother’s, not violet.

Jonas shook his head to clear it.

Lucia let out another cry from her slumber.

“Bad dreams, princess?” Jonas muttered. “Can’t say I’m that surprised, given what we survived last night.”

Their journey to get to Lucia’s father and brother had been interrupted by Lucia giving birth during a massive rainstorm. Jonas swiftly found them a room at a nearby Paelsian inn so Lucia could recover her strength before they continued onward.

She shifted beneath the blankets, her face twisting. “No …” she whispered. “Please, no … no …”

The unexpected vulnerability in her voice tore at him. “Princess … wake up,” he said, louder this time.

“You … you can’t … No … I—I won’t let you …”

Without thinking, Jonas sat down on the edge of the bed. “Lucia, wake up.”

When she didn’t respond, he took hold of her shoulders to gently shake her awake.

In an instant, Jonas was no longer in the small bedroom. He was standing in the middle of a village, and the world was on fire.

Flames shot up as tall as the Forbidden Mountains, their heat an immediate, searing brand on Jonas’s flesh. The painful flames didn’t crackle like those of a campfire; they screeched like a vicious beast from the darkest corner of the Wildlands. Through the wall of destruction, Jonas watched with stunned disbelief as cottages and villas were set ablaze—people screaming for help and mercy before the flames devoured them whole, leaving nothing but black ashes where they had once stood.

Jonas was paralyzed. He could not cry out or run from the burning pain. All he could do was watch in horror as the destructive fire began to form something recognizable—the figure of a gigantic, monstrous man. This creature of fire stared down at another figure—that of a cloaked girl standing defiantly before him.

“Do you finally see the truth, little sorceress?” the creature snarled, each word the lick of a fiery whip. “This world is flawed and unworthy, just as all mortals are. I will burn all this weakness away!”

“No!” The hood of the girl’s cloak blew backward, revealing her flowing black hair. It was Lucia. “I won’t let you do this. I’ll stop you!”

“You’ll stop me, will you?” The creature began to laugh and stretched out his burning arms. “Yet you’re the one who’s made all this possible! Had you not awoken me after all these centuries, none of this would be happening.”

“I didn’t awaken you,” she said, her tone more uncertain now. “The ritual with Alexius … yes, I awoke the others. But you—you’re different. It’s like you awoke yourself.”

“You underestimate the reach of your magic—of your very existence. Melenia knew this. That’s why she envied you just as she did Eva. Perhaps this is why she wanted you dead after you’d served your purpose. Just like your mother wanted you dead.”

Lucia staggered back from him, as if his words were physical blows. “My mother feared my magic.” She turned her face away from the monster long enough for Jonas to see the tears streaking down her cheeks. “I should have let her kill me!”

“Your mortal life is the only one I still value, little sorceress. Take your rightful place by my side, and together we will rule the universe.”

Lucia stared at the fire Kindred for a moment in silence. “I don’t want that.”

The fire god chuckled. “You lie, little sorceress, especially to yourself. Ultimate power is all any mortal wants. You would allow your family, your friends, even your own child, to be destroyed if it meant you could achieve it. Embrace this, little sorceress. Little goddess.”

Trembling now, Lucia clenched her fists at her sides, and she screamed, “NEVER!”

The ear-piercing sound froze the fire god in place. In the next moment, he exploded into a million crystal-blue shards, each falling away to reveal the room at the inn behind them. And the girl sleeping in the small bed.

Lucia’s dark lashes fluttered. She opened her eyes, and her gaze locked on Jonas.

“What … what in the hell did I just see?” Jonas asked, his voice raspy. “Was that just a dream? Or was it a vision of the future?”

“You were in my head just now,” she whispered. “How is that possible?”

“I … I don’t know.”

Her eyes widened. “How dare you invade my privacy like that!”

“What—?”

Jonas suddenly found himself airborne, as if a large invisible hand had grasped him and thrown him back from the bed. He hit the far wall hard and fell to the floor with a grunt.

The baby began to wail.

Lucia gathered the child in her arms, her glossy eyes filled with outrage. “Stay away from me!”

He rubbed the back of his sore neck as he pushed himself to his feet and scowled at her. “You think that I did that on purpose? I was only trying to wake you from your nightmare. I didn’t know that would happen!”

“I’m beginning to wonder just how much magic you hold inside you.”

“Yeah, me too.” He willed himself to be patient. “I didn’t know I could enter your dreams … like … like …”

“Like Timotheus can,” she hissed.

A Watcher. An immortal who’d lived for millennia. Timotheus lived in the Sanctuary, a world apart from theirs, and Jonas didn’t trust him any more than he did the fire Kindred in Lucia’s dream.

“This is Timotheus’s doing,” Jonas mused. “It has to be.”

“Get out!” Lucia snapped.

“Listen, I understand that you had a rough night. We both did. But you’re being completely irrational right now.”

She thrust her hand toward the door. At her command, it flew open and slammed against the wall. Her cheeks were red and tear-streaked. “Leave me alone with my daughter!”

The baby’s cries hadn’t stopped for a single moment.

Was he supposed to simply ignore what he’d seen in Lucia’s dream just because she’d woken up in a foul mood? “I was trying to help you!”

“Once you get me to my father and Magnus I won’t need any more help from you, rebel.” She jabbed her finger in the direction of the door. “Are you suddenly deaf? I said get out!”

Before he knew it, Jonas found himself shoved out into the hallway by a blast of air magic, the door slamming shut in his face.

So this was the thanks he got for defying his own damn prophecy and saving her life last night by very nearly giving his own: a door magically slammed in his face the morning after.

“Doesn’t matter,” he said aloud through clenched teeth. “This is almost over. Can’t be soon enough for me.”

As soon as he delivered the Limerian princess to her hateful family, his association with the Damoras would officially and thankfully come to an end.

In a fouler mood than any in recent memory, he descended the inn’s stairway. He focused on finding some breakfast to fill his empty stomach. A traditional Paelsian breakfast of runny eggs and stale bread would be perfect, he thought. He didn’t expect to find the exotic fruits and vegetables that graced the dining tables of shiny, pampered Auranians or stick-up-their-arses Limerians. This close to the western wastelands, he’d be lucky to get a wilted piece of cabbage or partially rotting tomato to go along with his meal.

And he was just fine with that!

“Jonas.”

He froze momentarily at the unexpected greeting as he entered the shadowy, nearly vacant tavern. Instinctively, he reached for the dagger hanging from his belt. But when his gaze fell upon a familiar face, his scowl was replaced by a grin.

“Tarus?” he asked, stunned. “Am I seeing a spirit right now, or is that really you?”

The young boy with messy red hair and a memorable face full of freckles grinned brightly back at him. “It’s really me!”

Without hesitation, Jonas embraced his friend tightly. This welcome face from his past worked as an immediate balm for his wounded soul. “It’s so good to see you again!”

Tarus Vasco had given his heart and soul to the rebel cause after his kid brother had been killed in King Gaius’s battle to take control of Auranos. Later, after a failed uprising in which countless rebels had been slaughtered, both Tarus and Lysandra had been captured and had nearly lost their heads at a public execution.

Lysandra. The loss of a girl who’d begun to mean so much more to him than just a fellow rebel was still fresh and raw. Any reminder of her made Jonas’s heart ache with grief and regret that he hadn’t been able to save her.

So many memories came along with Tarus’s face—both good and bad. All Jonas had wanted when he’d accompanied the boy back to his home village was for Tarus to be safe, but there was no such thing as “safe” in Mytica anymore.

Tarus gripped him tightly by his upper arms. “I did what you told me to do. I’ve learned to fight as well as any trained soldier. You’d be proud of me.”

“I have no doubt about that.”

“I’m relieved that you managed to escape.”

Jonas frowned. “Escape?”

Tarus lowered his voice. “Is the witch asleep? Is that how you managed to slip free from her control?”

Jonas suddenly became acutely aware that the tavern was completely empty apart from the three men who stood silently behind Tarus like hulking shadows.

“You’ve been waiting down here for me,” Jonas said slowly and carefully.

Tarus nodded. “As soon as the innkeeper sent word last night that you’d arrived with the witch, we got here as fast as we could.”

“You’re rebels.” Jonas spoke softly, but he could see the truth now right in front of him.

“Of course we are. We heard what happened during Empress Amara’s speech—that the witch managed to put you under her dark spell. But it won’t last. My grandmama said a witch’s magic dies when she does.”

This almost made Jonas laugh. Tarus had always had tales to share that he’d learned from his grandmother to help explain the unknown. Jonas had once dismissed magical stories as amusing but utterly worthless.

So much had changed since then.

“I promise we will help free you from her evil grasp,” Tarus said gravely. “I know you wouldn’t be with Lucia Damora of your own free will.”

Jonas flicked a wary glance at the other men. They didn’t look at him with concern like Tarus did. The nearby wall torch reflected in their cold, dark eyes. They were filled with distrust.

“I know you’ll have trouble believing this,” Jonas said, “but Princess Lucia is not what you think she is. There’s something else out there … someone else. The greatest threat that has ever been unleashed in this world. That’s what we need to stop.”

“What are you talking about?” Tarus asked quietly.

Jonas licked his dry lips. How best to explain the unexplainable? “I know you’re well aware of the legend of the Kindred.”

Tarus nodded. “A magical treasure many have sought, thinking it might turn them into gods.”

“Right. But the thing is, Kindred magic isn’t just magic someone can use for themselves. They’re actually gods already—air, water, earth … fire. Trapped inside the four crystal orbs. And the fire god has been freed.” Lucia’s horrific dream flashed through his mind, and he cringed at the memory. “He wants to destroy the world. Princess Lucia is the only one who has the magic to stop him.”

Chest tight, he waited for a response, but for several long moments there was only silence.

Then one of the hulking men scoffed. “What nonsense.”

“He’s definitely under the witch’s influence,” another hissed. “We gave you a chance to speak with him, Tarus. But our time is running out. What should we do now?”

Jonas frowned. Was Tarus their leader? Did these men look to a boy of only fifteen years of age to command them?

Tarus met Jonas’s gaze. “I want to believe you.”

“You have to believe me,” Jonas said simply, but his voice felt strained. He knew it sounded like the most far-fetched story he’d ever told. Had he not witnessed much of it with his own eyes, he’d be the first to deny such insanity. “You always believed in the possibility of magic, Tarus, and you must believe this. The fate of our world depends on it.”

“Perhaps,” Tarus allowed. “Or perhaps the witch has a tighter hold on you than I thought she did.” His brows drew together, his gaze growing distant. “I saw her, you know. Princess Lucia Damora walked with her male friend amongst the carnage in a village they’d just destroyed as if it were only a pleasant bonfire, set ablaze to warm her cold heart. I remember that she smiled as she walked past the charred corpse of my mother.” His voice broke. “I watched both of my parents burn to death right before my eyes, and I couldn’t do anything to save them. We were visiting my aunt for a few days. And … then they were gone.”

Jonas couldn’t breathe, couldn’t form enough words to speak. To argue. To explain that the male friend had been the fire Kindred, Kyan. It didn’t excuse Lucia’s behavior or choices while aligned with him. How was he supposed to explain something as horrible as this?

“I’m so sorry” was all he managed to say.

“The King of Blood’s daughter belongs to the darklands,” one of the other rebels snarled. “And we’re here today to send her there. Her and her spawn.”

Jonas felt his stomach drop. “You know about the child? And you’d wish to harm an innocent?”

The rebel grabbed a torch off the wall. “The innkeeper told us. It’s a demon born of a demon, not an innocent child born of a woman.”

Jonas watched with dismay as Tarus also grabbed a torch. “You think Lucia’s evil. And perhaps she was … for a time. Perhaps we’ve all done unforgivable things in our lives. I know I have. But you can’t help them do this.”

“You defend her even though she killed Lys.” When Jonas winced as if the name were a slap, Tarus’s expression hardened. “Yes, word travels fast.”

“The fire god killed her, not Lucia. The princess named her baby Lyssa to show her remorse for what happened to Lysandra.”

“That witch doesn’t deserve to speak that name,” Tarus spat. “Had it not been for her, Lys would still be alive. Countless Paelsians would still be alive!”

It was exactly what Kyan had claimed in Lucia’s dream, that everything was her fault.

“It’s not that simple,” Jonas said through clenched teeth.

Pained disappointment flashed across Tarus’s face. “You’re a Paelsian. You’re a rebel. You know that black-hearted witch is everything we’ve been fighting against! Why do you waste the breath to defend her?”

Tarus was right. Completely right.

Lucia’s magic had released the fire god from his crystal cage. She’d stood by him for months as he laid waste to half of Mytica, killing countless innocents. Even before that, she’d been raised by King Gaius, a monster Jonas had wanted dead more than anyone else.

Until …

Until what? he thought with disgust. Until you became an ally of the Damoras? Until the King of Blood himself sent you to find his daughter and return her safely to his royal side so he could harness her magic to regain his sadistic power?

Jonas didn’t know what to say, his mind in turmoil. Every choice, every decision, every thought he’d had over the last painful year had all led to this moment.

“Your place is with us, Jonas.” Tarus’s voice grew quieter again. The boy was now so close that Jonas could feel the heat from Tarus’s torch against his face. “If this fire god is real, we’ll deal with him. Let us free you from the witch’s dark spell so you can help us.”

His heart felt like a lead weight in his chest as he pulled the jeweled dagger from the leather sheath at his belt. It was the very same dagger that had killed his brother when it had been wielded by a rich and spoiled lord. Jonas could have sold it for a small fortune on many occasions, but he’d kept it as a symbol of what he fought for.

Justice. Good triumphing over evil. A world where everything made sense and lines between friend and foe were clearly drawn in the sand.

Had a world like that ever existed?

“I can’t let you kill the princess,” Jonas said firmly. “What you’re going to do is let me leave this inn, this village, with her and the baby, unharmed.”

Tarus glanced at the dagger, his brows raised. “Impossible.”

“You’d be dead if I hadn’t saved you from the executioner’s ax,” Jonas said. “You owe me this.”

“I owed you only what you asked of me: that I grow up and get strong. I did that. I’m strong now. Strong enough to do the right thing.” Tarus then addressed his men, his voice solemn but firm: “Burn the inn to the ground. If Jonas gets in your way …” He sighed. “Kill him too. He’s made his choice.”

The rebels didn’t wait. They moved toward the stairs with their torches in hand. Jonas shoved at one, swiping his dagger at another. In mere moments, they managed to both restrain and unarm him.

He was still weak from last night. From allowing Lucia to steal his mysterious inner magic to survive the birth of Lyssa.

One of the men dragged Jonas across the floor of the tavern, the dagger pressed to his throat as the rebels threw the torches to the wooden floor. It took only a moment for the fire to rise, catching on the dry material and coating the walls.

“Lucia!” Jonas yelled.

The rebel arched Jonas’s own jeweled dagger toward his chest to silence him forever, but the weapon froze in place just before it made contact. The rebel frowned as the dagger lurched out of his grip and hovered in the air.

Jonas looked to the stairway. The flames were rising higher, but there was a pathway cleared between them now.

Lucia approached with Lyssa in her arms, her expression full of fury.

“Did you think you could kill me with a little bit of fire?” she said, raising her right hand. “How wrong you were.”

All three rebels and Tarus flew backward, hitting the wall of the tavern hard. Their eyes were wide with surprise, and they grunted with effort as they tried to free themselves from where they’d been pinned by Lucia’s air magic.

The dagger moved through the air until it reached Tarus.

“Do it, witch,” Tarus spat. “Show us all what a cold-blooded killer you are.”

“If you insist,” Lucia replied.

“No!” Jonas pushed himself up from the floor and stepped between Lucia and the rebels. “Nobody dies here today.”

She looked at him incredulously. “They wanted to kill me. They wanted to kill you.”

“And they failed.”

“Do you think they’ll stop trying?”

“I don’t care what they do,” he said. “We’re leaving here.”

“We?” She frowned. “Even after how cruel I was to you upstairs, you still want to help me?”

“Let these men live, and we walk out of here together. Tarus asked me what side I’m on, so I guess I’ve chosen. I’m with you, princess. You’re not the monster they wanted to kill here today. You’re better than that.” Jonas hadn’t believed the truth in the words completely until he spoke them aloud, but they were as honest as he’d ever been with her. Or himself.

Lucia searched his gaze for a moment longer before she flicked her wrist. The dagger flew away from Tarus, embedding itself in the opposite wall.

“Fine,” she said. “Then let’s go.”

Jonas nodded, relieved that no blood would be shed. He looked over at the dagger.

Lucia touched his arm. “Leave it. That nasty thing is a part of your past.”

He hesitated just a moment longer.

“You’re right,” he finally said.

Without looking back at Tarus, the rebels, or the dagger that had stolen the life of both his brother and his best friend, Jonas left the inn with Lucia and her baby.






CHAPTER 2

Cleo

PAELSIA

The guard led Cleo down the dark and narrow dungeon hallway to where the empress of Kraeshia, Amara Cortas, waited.

Amara smiled at her in greeting.

Cleo didn’t smile back. Instead, her gaze flicked to the brace on Amara’s freshly broken leg and the cane she leaned upon. She winced as she remembered the gruesome snap of the bone last night, when Amara had been thrown into a deep pit along with the rest of the group, waiting for their deaths, both rebel and royal alike.

Carlos, the empress’s captain of the guard, stood like a menacing yet protective shadow next to Amara.

“How are you feeling?” Amara asked tentatively. “I haven’t seen you all day.”

“I’m well enough.” Cleo fisted her left hand that now bore the water symbol—two parallel wavy lines. The last person who’d shared this marking had been a goddess.

But Cleo didn’t feel like a goddess. She felt like a seventeen-year-old girl who hadn’t slept at all last night after waking abruptly from a vivid dream in which she’d been drowning. Her mouth, her throat, her lungs filling with a sea of water. The more she struggled, the more impossible it was to breathe.

She woke just before she would have drowned.

Cleo nodded at the wooden door to Amara’s right. “He’s inside?”

“He is,” Amara said. “Are you sure you want to do this?”

“I’ve never been more sure of anything. Open the door.”

Amara gestured toward Carlos, and he opened the door that led into a small room no more than eight paces wide and eight paces long.

A prisoner was inside, his hands chained above his head, lit by two torches on the stone walls on either side of him. He was shirtless, his face bearded, his hair shorn short against his scalp.

Cleo’s heart began to pound hard against her chest at the sight of this man. She wanted him dead.

But first she needed answers.

“Leave us,” Amara said to Carlos. “Wait in the hall.”

Carlos’s heavy brows drew together. “You want to be left alone with this prisoner?”

“My honored guest wishes to speak with this former guard—one who would choose to do Lord Kurtis’s bidding rather than mine.” She sneered at the prisoner. “Yes, I want you to leave us alone with him.”

Honored guest. What an strange description for Amara to use for someone she had offered up, along with the others, to the fire Kindred as a willing sacrifice only last night.

Of course, the night had not gone nearly as smoothly as the empress had anticipated.

Very well, I’ll play the role of your honored guest, Cleo thought darkly. But only as long as I have to.

Carlos bowed, and with a gesture toward the guard who’d led Cleo there, they swiftly departed and closed the door behind them.

Cleo’s gaze remained fixed on the bearded man in the shadowy room. Once he had worn the same dark green guard’s uniform as Carlos and the others, but now his dirty trousers were in tatters.

The room stank of rot and filth.

The symbol on the palm of Cleo’s hand burned.

“What is his name?” she asked with distaste.

“Why don’t you ask me?” The man raised bloodshot eyes to look directly at Cleo. “But I doubt you even care what my name is, do you?”

“You’re right, I don’t.” She raised her chin, ignoring any momentary shiver of disgust and blind hatred toward this stranger. If she didn’t stay calm, she wouldn’t get the answers she needed. “Do you know who I am?”

“Of course I do.” The prisoner’s eyes glittered in the torchlight. “Cleiona Bellos. A former princess whose kingdom was stolen by the King of Blood before she was forced into marriage to his son and heir. Then the king lost his precious kingdom to the Kraeshian Empire, so now you have nothing at all.”

If only he knew the truth. She actually had everything she ever thought she wanted. The symbol on the palm of her left hand continued to burn, as if the lines were freshly branded upon her skin.

Water magic, fused with her very being.

But as untouchable as if a wall divided her from the power of a goddess.

“He’s already been questioned to no avail,” Amara said. “This may be a waste of our time.”

“You don’t have to stay,” Cleo replied.

Amara was silent for a moment. “I want to help.”

Cleo actually laughed at that, a low chuckle in her throat that held no amusement. “Oh, yes, you’ve been so helpful, Amara. Endlessly helpful.”

“Don’t forget, we’ve all suffered because of Kyan,” Amara said defiantly. “Even me.”

Cleo bit back a response—something cold and cruel and accusatory. A game of who had suffered the most between the two of them.

But there was no time for such pettiness.

Amara had offered all but her very soul to help Kyan in order to gain power. Cleo knew how persuasive he could be, since she had experienced it herself when the incorporeal fire Kindred whispered promises in her ear last night.

Kyan wanted his three siblings free from their crystal prisons and in possession of new flesh-and-blood vessels, and Amara had made sure that a selection of sacrifices were ready.

Kyan had only half succeeded.

Nic. Olivia.

Both gone.

No, she thought. I can’t think about Nic now. I need to stay in control.

Cleo forced herself to focus only on the bruises on the former guard’s face and body. Yes, he’d been questioned like Amara said. But he hadn’t been broken yet.

She didn’t spare a moment of sympathy for this prisoner and his current predicament. “Where is Kurtis Cirillo?”

She said the name like something she’d spat out and squashed into the ground with the heel of her boot.

The man didn’t blink. “I don’t know.”

“You don’t?” Cleo cocked her head. “Are you sure? He is the one you’d begun to take orders from, rather than the empress, isn’t he?”

He cast a disparaging glance toward Amara. “I don’t take orders from any woman, I don’t care who she is. Never have and never will. You have a difficult road ahead of you, princess.”

“Empress,” Amara corrected.

“Is that official?” he asked. “Even with your older brother still alive? I believe the title of emperor is rightfully his.”

“Ashur murdered my father and brothers,” she replied curtly. “He is my prisoner, not my rival.”

Amara’s ability to lie was second to none, Cleo thought.

“Answer the princess’s questions truthfully,” Amara said, “and I promise your execution will be swift. Continue to be evasive, and I promise you will suffer greatly.”

“Again”—the man had the audacity to smirk at her—“I don’t take orders from women. I have many friends here among your guards. Do you think they’ll follow your command to torture me without hesitation? Perhaps they’ll refuse such a command. A few bruises and cuts are just for show, to make you think you’re in control here. Perhaps they’d free me to torture you instead.” He snorted. “You’re just a little girl who’s deluded herself into thinking she has power.”

Amara didn’t react to his rant other than shaking her head. “Men. So full of yourselves, no matter what station you hold. So full of your own bloated self-importance. Don’t worry. I would be happy to leave you chained up in here, without food, without water. I can easily make this a forgetting room like we have back home.”

“What’s a forgetting room?” Cleo asked.

“A room in which one is left in darkness, solitude, and silence,” Amara replied, “with only enough plain, tasteless food to sustain life.”

Yes, Cleo had heard of such a punishment. Prisoners were left alone until they went mad or died.

Some of the amusement had disappeared from the prisoner’s eyes at the threat when he glanced at Cleo. Less amusement, but still no fear.

“I don’t know where Lord Kurtis is,” he said slowly. “So why don’t you be on your way now, little girl?”

“I know you were present when Prince Magnus disappeared.” Cleo had to speak slowly to keep her voice from trembling with her growing frustration. “Nerissa Florens has confirmed that you were there. That you knocked him unconscious and dragged him away. This isn’t up for debate or denial; it’s a fact. Tell me where you took him.”

Nerissa had told Cleo not to come here—to let others search for Magnus and Kurtis. She wanted Cleo to rest.

It was an impossible request.

Nerissa had wanted to stay with Cleo today, but Cleo had insisted she join the search for Magnus.

Despite the bruises and cuts on the prisoner’s face, his hateful smirk had returned. “Very well. You really want to know? Lord Kurtis had us bring the prince to this very room. Right here.” He looked up at the thick iron chains. “These exact restraints. But then Lord Kurtis dismissed me, told me to go back to work. So that’s exactly what I did. What happened after that, I don’t know. But I do know something …”

Cleo had started to tremble as she imagined Magnus here, chained right where this prisoner stood. His face bloody, beaten. His body broken.

“What do you know?” Cleo snarled through clenched teeth, drawing closer to the prisoner. So close that his sour stench became nearly unbearable.

“Lord Kurtis is obsessed with the prince—obsessed with killing him, that is. So, my guess? That’s exactly what he did.”

White-hot pain seared into Cleo, and she swallowed back the urge to sob. She’d already imagined a thousand horrible things Kurtis could have done to Magnus.

More reason to stay awake. More reason to fight for answers, because she wasn’t ready to give up.

“Magnus is not dead,” she bit out. “I won’t believe it.”

“Perhaps Lord Kurtis cut him up into many bloody pieces, strewn about Mytica.”

“Shut your mouth,” Cleo growled.

It was suddenly hard to breathe.

Drowning, she thought with rising panic. I feel like I’m drowning again, yet I’m wide awake.

From deep inside the walled compound’s prison, she heard a loud rumble of thunder.

“Kurtis promised you something for your loyalty,” Amara said. “What? Rescue, perhaps? Fortune?”

She had to be right. Kurtis would need all the help he could get after crossing Amara.

“You must know where he is,” Cleo said, her voice not much more than a painful croak. Each breath was labored, and the burning sensation in her palm was impossible to ignore.

The man regarded her now with bemusement. “Stupid girl, you’re better off without that family alive. You should be thanking Lord Kurtis. And me.” His glittering gaze moved to Amara. “Smartest thing you did was lock King Gaius up. He would have slit your throat the moment he could.”

“Perhaps,” Amara allowed.

“Is he as dead as I am?”

“I haven’t decided yet.”

After Kyan and Olivia had disappeared last night, Amara had King Gaius thrown into a cell, along with Felix and Ashur. They were three men who presented a threat to the empress, in different ways. Three men she preferred to keep in separate locked cages.

“Did you say that I should … thank you?” Cleo managed.

“I said it. I meant it.” He laughed, but it sounded raw now. “Some called him the Prince of Blood, didn’t they? One who followed in the footsteps of his father? His blood was so red as it hit this dirt floor. And the crunch that his bones made as they broke … like music to my ears.”

“Shut up,” Cleo snarled.

Suddenly, the prisoner’s eyes widened. His mouth opened, his lips moving as if he sought his next breath but couldn’t find it.

“What?” he croaked out. “What … is happening?”

Cleo tried to stay calm, but it had grown more difficult with every hateful word this prisoner uttered. Nerissa was right—it had been a horrible mistake to come here.

She needed to find Taran. He now had the air Kindred within him, battling for dominance of his mortal body. She’d all but ignored him since last night, lost in her own grief, her own suffering.

She shouldn’t have. She needed him. She needed to know how he was coping.

Her hand burned. She looked down at the water symbol, and her eyes widened. Small, wispy blue lines had begun to spread out from the symbol itself.

“You’re a witch!” the prisoner gasped.

Was that what he thought? That she’d drawn an elemental symbol on her palm, hoping to summon a small piece of water magic like a common witch?

I’m not a witch, she wanted to say.

I don’t know what I am anymore.

Cleo looked around at the small, dark room. This was the very room where Magnus had suffered.

“Is he dead?” she managed, her words barely understandable. Then she yelled: “Answer me!”

“By now?” the prisoner gritted out. “I have no doubt that he is.”

All the breath left Cleo’s body as she stared at this monster.

“You’ve said enough,” Amara snarled at the prisoner.

“Yes, he has,” Cleo said.

Then she allowed her hate and grief to surge forward. In an instant, the burning sensation in her left hand turned to ice.

The prisoner’s eyes bugged, his mouth opening wide as he let out a pained scream that cut off abruptly. He froze in place, his hands restrained in the metal cuffs, the heavy chain attached to the wall.

“What are you doing to him?” Amara gasped.

“I … I don’t know.”

Her pain and rage had triggered something inside her that she couldn’t control. But instinctively she knew what was happening. She sensed every trace of water in the man’s body as it turned to solid ice.

A chill fell over the cell like a shroud. When Cleo exhaled, her breath formed a frozen cloud just as it did on the coldest days in Limeros.

Then the prisoner’s frozen body shattered into countless pieces of ice.

Cleo stared with shock at what was left of the man as her mind cleared. Stunned silence filled the dungeon cell for several moments.

“You killed him,” Amara said, her voice hushed.

Cleo slowly turned to face Amara, expecting to be greeted with a look of horror, of fear. Perhaps the empress would fall to the ground and beg for her own life.

Instead, Amara regarded her with what appeared to be … envy.

“Incredible,” Amara breathed. “You showed us all a little water magic last night, so I knew it had to be possible. But this? Truly incredible. Perhaps Gaius was wrong about what he said. You—you and Taran—can use the Kindred elementia within you without it destroying your mortal bodies.”

As if every ounce of strength had suddenly left her in a rush, Cleo collapsed to her knees, bracing herself on her hands. The ground was wet, the icy fragments from the prisoner already starting to melt.

She’d wanted this for so long—to possess the magic of the Kindred.

But now the Kindred possessed her.

Cleo touched the pocket of her gown where she’d placed the aquamarine orb, which was the former prison of the water Kindred. She’d tried to touch it last night, to hold it in her bare hand, but it was impossible. The pain had been so immediate and intense that she’d shrieked and dropped the orb.

Taran had experienced the same thing. He didn’t want the moonstone orb anywhere near him, had called it a “cursed marble” and thrown it across the room. Today, he’d joined the search for Magnus with a flank of guards appointed by Amara, along with Enzo—a former Limerian guard—and Nerissa, as far away from the compound as he could get.

Taran’s moonstone—along with the obsidian orb that had contained the earth Kindred before it possessed Olivia—now sat in a locked cabinet to which Cleo wore the key on a gold chain around her neck.

But Cleo decided to keep the aquamarine orb with her, protected in a velvet drawstring pouch. She chose to go with her gut on this decision, rather than her brain, which told her to throw it into the Silver Sea and let it sink to the very bottom.

Amara extended her hand to Cleo. After a moment of hesitation, Cleo took it and allowed the empress to help her to her feet.

“What you just did … if you could do that at will, you would be unstoppable,” Amara said slowly. “You need to learn how to control this magic.”

Cleo eyed the girl with fresh skepticism. “Be careful with your advice, Amara. You might accidentally help me reclaim my kingdom.”

Amara’s expression turned thoughtful. “I only wanted Mytica because I wanted the Kindred. Now Kyan is out there somewhere with Olivia, as we speak. We don’t know for sure when they’ll come back, but we know they will. And when they do, we need to be ready to fight.”

An image of Nic came readily to Cleo’s mind, his messy red hair and crooked smile never failing to brighten even her darkest of days.

Kyan had taken Nic away from her as surely as if he’d slit his throat.

She hated Kyan. And she hated this magic inside her.

Amara leaned against the wall, grimacing as she ran her hand gingerly down her broken leg. “We’ve had our problems, I won’t deny it. And you certainly have many reasons to hate me. But now we share the same enemy who could destroy everything either of us has ever cared about. Agreed?”

Cleo nodded slowly. “Agreed.”

“Both you and Taran must find a way to use this magic within you to defeat Kyan and Olivia.” Amara paused to take a breath. “Succeed, and I will give Mytica back to you and you alone.”

Cleo couldn’t believe her own ears. It was the last thing she ever would have expected to hear from the empress of Kraeshia. “You would agree to that?”

“I would. I swear this upon my mother’s soul.” Amara nodded firmly. “Think about what I’ve said. All of it.”

She knocked on the door, and Carlos opened it, looming within its frame. He looked into the room and frowned with confusion at the small chunks of ice melting into the dirt floor.

Amara reached for his waiting arm. “Assist me outside, Carlos. We’re done here.”

Carlos flicked a look at Cleo, his eyes narrowing with suspicion.

Cleo raised her chin, holding his gaze until he looked away. She didn’t trust him. Didn’t trust any Kraeshian—especially the ones who made great promises to her.

Defeat Kyan, regain her kingdom.

But they were only words.

If she did harness this magic in a way she could use to defeat Kyan that wouldn’t destroy her in the process, she wouldn’t need Amara to give her back her kingdom. She would simply take it.

Cleo cast a last glance at the dungeon cell before she left it, her heart a heavy weight in her chest.

I will find you, Magnus, she promised silently. I swear I will.

She followed Amara and Carlos down the hallway, up a short flight of stairs chiseled out of heavy stone, and they emerged into the compound grounds that had once been the home of Hugo Basilius, the chieftain of Paelsia. The compound itself was like a small, humble duplicate of the Auranian City of Gold—but with far more stone and mud in its construction than jewels and pristine white marble imported from overseas.

The rainstorm had washed away any remaining traces of blood from the dozens of dead bodies—guards that Selia Damora had murdered with her magic to help the fire Kindred—around the large, thirty-foot-deep pit in the exact center of the compound.

The rain had stopped, but the clouds were thick and dark, making midday appear more like dusk.

She couldn’t simply go back to the chambers Amara had lent her, doing nothing. The wait for news about Magnus would drive her mad.

If there was so much magic inside her, why did she feel so powerless?

Then she heard a sound. A loud bang.

It was coming from the closed entry gates, which were twenty feet tall and took six guards great effort to open and close.

A guard rushed up to Carlos, out of breath. “We have a situation, captain.”

“What is it?” Amara demanded before Carlos had a chance to answer.

“Someone is at the gates, demanding entry.” The man cringed as the bang sounded out again. The ground itself shook with the booming sound.

“It’s Kyan, isn’t it?” the empress said, her voice filled with fear. “He’s returned.”

Oh goddess, Cleo thought as panic gripped her throat. Not yet. I’m not ready.

“It’s not him, empress,” the guard said.

Amara’s fear disappeared in an instant. “Well, what is it, then? A rebel attack? Wouldn’t our scouts have forewarned us?”

“It’s not rebels.” The guard straightened his shoulders, but it didn’t mask how nervous he looked. “It’s … worse than that.”

“Worse?”

Two more bangs made the ground beneath Cleo’s feet shudder. The air filled with the sound of guards shouting orders. A hundred men, weapons in hand, flanked either side of the gate just as it splintered down the center.

Untouched, the gate swung wide open from some invisible force.

Guards stormed forward, but then each one flew backward, clearing a pathway for the intruders.

Two cloaked figures, one armed with a sword, entered and walked directly toward Cleo, to where she stood, tensely, with Amara and Carlos to her right.

Cleo realized with shock that one of the cloaked intruders cradled a baby. The intruder pushed back the hood of her black cloak to reveal a familiar face.

Lucia Damora.

“Where is my brother?” she demanded.






CHAPTER 3

Lucia

PAELSIA

Jonas touched Lucia’s arm. “Try to stay calm.”

She sent a tense look at him over her shoulder. What did he think she would do? Murder Cleo and Amara where they stood?

Likely, that’s exactly what he thought she would do.

“I need answers,” she gritted out.

Being met at the closed gates of this royal compound by a swarm of Amara’s soldiers, their weapons drawn, had stolen what little “calm” she had left in her reserve. She wondered if the rebel was more concerned for Lucia’s life or the lives of the dozens of armed guards that now surrounded them.

“Lucia,” Amara said, drawing the sorceress’s attention away from her far warier companion. The Kraeshian princess leaned on a wooden cane. “Welcome. It’s been a long time since I last saw you. Much has changed for both of us.”

Lucia narrowed her gaze at the deceitful, conquering empress who, by all accounts, was now her stepmother. “My brother and my father. Where are they?”

The flank of guards drew closer, jostling for position, their swords pointed in Lucia’s direction.

Jonas finally lowered the hood of his cloak. “Empress Amara, call off your guards. This isn’t necessary.”

“Jonas!” Cleo gasped. “It’s you!”

The Auranian princess had always been so brilliant at observation, Lucia thought drily.

“Good to see you again, princess,” Jonas said, a smile tugging at his lips.

“You too,” Cleo replied, her voice strained.

Jonas sounded far happier about the reunion than Lucia felt. Seeing Amara and Cleo standing side by side had raised Lucia’s ire tenfold. She’d half expected Cleo to be a prisoner here, at the mercy of the new empress whose army occupied the whole of Mytica, but clearly she wasn’t.

“Your father stood against me. He tried to murder me,” Amara said evenly. “But I assure you he’s unharmed. I’m sure you can understand why I have chosen to keep him under lock and key. He’s a dangerous man.”

That he certainly was, no argument from Lucia.

“I’m sure you’re pleased about that,” she said to Cleo.

Cleo’s glare was sharp enough to cut. “You wouldn’t have any idea how I feel about anything that’s happened here.”

Lucia tried very hard to hold on to her patience. “Where is he?” she asked Amara.

“I will take you to see him myself,” Amara replied, her tone as light and casual as if they discussed nothing more urgent than the weather. “My goodness, Lucia, what a beautiful child. Whose is it?”

Lucia looked down at Lyssa in her arms, her sweet face not showing any distress after her mother had blasted through the locked gates with air magic. In fact, the baby was currently sound asleep.

She raised her gaze to lock with Amara’s. “Take me to him now.”

Amara hesitated, glancing at the large guard standing next to her, and then regarded Lucia again. “With pleasure. Please follow me.”

“Wait here,” Lucia said to Jonas.

Her command was met with a glare. “Yes, your highness,” he said with mock sincerity.

Lucia knew that Jonas was annoyed with her tendency to issue orders at him as if he were a servant. It was a habit more than a conscious decision.

The thought that this morning he’d somehow entered her nightmare still disturbed her. He was a mystery to her in so many ways, but despite this, she’d come to trust and value him.

However, if he expected her to be sweet and polite all the time, he was traveling with the wrong princess.

Their travels together ended here. Jonas would not have to deal with her foul moods another day.

There was no reason to feel regret over this.

So be it.

Lucia sensed something … unusual about Cleo as she passed the other princess, but she chose to ignore it as she followed Amara to the compound’s prison area. The empress leaned against her guard as well as her cane, limping as she walked. Lucia concentrated, sending out a whisper of earth magic that helped her sense Amara’s injury.

A broken leg.

Achieving ultimate power over a newly conquered land did not come without injury, it would seem.

As they moved past the dusty villas and cottages that made up the royal compound, Lucia half expected to feel some sort of familiarity with these grounds. Her birth father had ruled from here—a madman who thought himself a god. She knew nothing about her real mother, only that she’d died as well.

Her sister by blood, Laelia, worked as a dancer in a tavern in the city of Basilia on the west cost of Paelsia. Perhaps one day she might go and ask Laelia more questions about her birth family. At the moment, though, her past was insignificant to her.

Lucia focused now on only three goals.

Reuniting with Magnus and her father.

Ensuring Lyssa’s future.

And imprisoning Kyan by any means necessary in his amber orb, which she kept with her in the pocket of her cloak.

Anything beyond these goals was an unwanted distraction.

As they entered the prison, Amara led Lucia down narrow hallways that the injured empress navigated very carefully with her guard’s help. She didn’t complain once, which Lucia grudgingly respected.

They passed many locked iron doors, but Amara finally came to a stop in front of one at the end of the hallway, which she placed her hand upon.

“If you wish to speak with Gaius,” Amara said, “I have a few rules that must be obeyed.”

Lucia raised her brows. “Do you?” She flicked her finger at the door, which swung open instantly.

Amara’s hulking guard immediately reached for his sword.

“Spare me such displays.” Lucia used another blast of air magic to send the sword down the hallway, where it embedded itself into the stone wall, but not










































































































PENGUIN RANDOM HOUSE CHILDREN’S

UK | USA | Canada | Ireland | Australia
India | New Zealand | South Africa

Penguin Books is part of the Penguin Random House group of companies whose addresses can be found at global.penguinrandomhouse.com.

www.penguin.co.uk

www.puffin.co.uk

www.ladybird.co.uk

[image: Penguin Random House UK]
First published in the USA by Razorbill, an imprint of Penguin Random House LLC 2018
 First published in Great Britain by Penguin Books 2026

Copyright © Penguin Random House LLC, 2018

The moral right of the author has been asserted

Cover art © SHANE REBENSCHIED, 2016
 Cover design by ANTHONY ELDER

ISBN: 978-0-241-81862-6

Penguin Random House values and supports copyright. Copyright fuels creativity, encourages diverse voices, promotes freedom of expression and supports a vibrant culture. Thank you for purchasing an authorized edition of this book and for respecting intellectual property laws by not reproducing, scanning or distributing any part of it by any means without permission. You are supporting authors and enabling Penguin Random House to continue to publish books for everyone. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner for the purpose of training artificial intelligence technologies or systems. In accordance with Article 4(3) of the DSM Directive 2019/790, Penguin Random House expressly reserves this work from the text and data mining exception.

The authorized representative in the EEA is Penguin Random House Ireland, Morrison Chambers, 32 Nassau Street, Dublin D02 YH68

A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library


All correspondence to:

Penguin Books

Penguin Random House Children’s

One Embassy Gardens, 8 Viaduct Gardens, London SW11 7BW



EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/images/prh_uk_logo.jpg
Penguin
Random Houge
UK





EPUB/images/piii.png
MORGAN

RHODES

0





EPUB/images/pvi.png
\

TETarE
o OF THE TINGUE
EMPIRE SEA

THE
AYE L UEZR
THE SEA

AMARANTH
SN





EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/fonts/avantgarde-regular.otf


EPUB/images/cover.jpg





EPUB/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		COVER



		ABOUT THE AUTHOR



		BY THE SAME AUTHOR



		TITLE PAGE



		MAP



		CAST OF CHARACTERS



		PROLOGUE



		CHAPTER 1: JONAS



		CHAPTER 2: CLEO



		CHAPTER 3: LUCIA



		CHAPTER 4: MAGNUS



		CHAPTER 5: AMARA



		CHAPTER 6: JONAS



		CHAPTER 7: MAGNUS



		CHAPTER 8: NIC



		CHAPTER 9: LUCIA



		CHAPTER 10: CLEO



		CHAPTER 11: MAGNUS



		CHAPTER 12: LUCIA



		CHAPTER 13: MAGNUS



		CHAPTER 14: CLEO



		CHAPTER 15: MAGNUS



		CHAPTER 16: LUCIA



		CHAPTER 17: JONAS



		CHAPTER 18: AMARA



		CHAPTER 19: LUCIA



		CHAPTER 20: MAGNUS



		CHAPTER 21: CLEO



		CHAPTER 22: MAGNUS



		CHAPTER 23: CLEO



		CHAPTER 24: NIC



		CHAPTER 25: MAGNUS



		CHAPTER 26: AMARA



		CHAPTER 27: JONAS



		CHAPTER 28: MAGNUS



		CHAPTER 29: AMARA



		CHAPTER 30: CLEO



		CHAPTER 31: LUCIA



		CHAPTER 32: NIC



		CHAPTER 33: MAGNUS



		CHAPTER 34: JONAS



		CHAPTER 35: AMARA



		CHAPTER 36: CLEO



		ACKNOWLEDGMENTS



		COPYRIGHT













		395



		v



		iii



		vi



		vii



		ix



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		279



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		289



		290



		291



		292



		293



		294



		295



		296



		297



		298



		299



		300



		301



		302



		303



		304



		305



		306



		307



		308



		309



		310



		311



		312



		313



		314



		315



		316



		317



		318



		319



		320



		321



		322



		323



		324



		325



		326



		327



		328



		329



		330



		331



		332



		333



		334



		335



		336



		337



		338



		339



		340



		341



		342



		343



		344



		345



		346



		347



		348



		349



		350



		351



		352



		353



		354



		355



		356



		357



		358



		359



		360



		361



		362



		363



		364



		365



		366



		367



		368



		369



		370



		371



		372



		373



		374



		375



		376



		377



		378



		379



		380



		381



		382



		383



		384



		385



		386



		387



		388



		389



		390



		391



		393



		397



		398



		399



		400



		401



		402



		403













		Cover



		Frontmatter



		Begin Reading











EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/fonts/avantgarde-bold.otf


