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SUMMARY of 
  

    
House of Sky and Breath
  


        
 



Hunt Athalar and Bryce Quinlan are attempting to get back to
normal. They may have saved Crescent City, but they simply want to
relax after so much upheaval in their life recently. Relax and
unwind. Learn about the possibilities that the future holds.  

 



So far, the Asteri had kept their word and abandoned Bryce and
Hunt. As the rebels chip away at the Asteri's power, the threat the
rulers pose is increasing. As Bryce, Hunt, and their friends become
enmeshed in the rebels' plots, a choice must be made: keep silent
while others suffer, or fight for what is right. And they've never
been great at keeping their mouths shut.

 



 




  
 Here is a Preview of What You Will Get:


 



⁃ A Detailed Introduction

⁃ A Comprehensive Chapter by Chapter Summary

⁃ Etc

 



Get a copy of this summary and learn about the book.

 

                    
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                        
                    

                    
                    
                        
                    

                    
                

                
                
                    
                    
INTRODUCTION

        

  
Hunt Athalar and Bryce Quinlan are
attempting to get back to normal. They may have saved Crescent
City, but they simply want to relax after so much upheaval in their
life recently. Relax and unwind. Learn about the possibilities that
the future holds.  


        

  
  


        
So far, the Asteri had kept their word and
abandoned Bryce and Hunt. As the rebels chip away at the Asteri's
power, the threat the rulers pose is increasing. As Bryce, Hunt,
and their friends become enmeshed in the rebels' plots, a choice
must be made: keep silent while others suffer, or fight for what is
right. And they've never been great at keeping their mouths shut.
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Sofie had made it two weeks in the Kavalla
death camp. It had also hidden her as they marched her and the
others between the camp's brick structures, this new Hel, which was
merely a miniature imitation of what the original Hel had been.
After two weeks, the stench had become imprinted on her skin. She'd
been standing just feet away from a guard in the breakfast queue
this morning, and he hadn't even sniffed her. Being able to
transition between human and Vanir identities—and being a rare
human who'd made the Drop—provided a unique benefit. Since then,
she's spent years learning to wear her humanity as a cloak, both
inside and out.  


        
Sofie didn't mind letting a little of herself
out tonight. 

        

  
Sofie didn't mind letting a little of the
monster out tonight. Her thirteen-year-old brother gathered five
boys and six girls and stood guard over them like a shepherd with
his sheep. They were probably the same as hers: disobedient human
parents who'd been apprehended or sold away. Urd was the only
reason the dreadwolf guard stationed at the front door hadn't
noticed her.  


        
Sofie had spent months working her way up
through Ophion to obtain a report that stated her grandparents had
been herded off and shot in a line with other elders when they
arrived at the Bracchus camp in the north, their remains allowed to
crumple 
into a mass grave. Sofie had been unable to
locate any information on Emile until today. She'd been cooperating
with the Ophion rebels for years in exchange for any information
about him or her family. The snooping, the people she'd slain in
order to gather whatever information Ophion need weighted heavily
on her mind like a leaden cloak.  

        
But she'd finally done enough for Ophion, and
she'd received word that Emile had been transferred here and had
beaten the odds. Pippa, their loyal and devoted trooper and captain
of the elite Lightfall force, was heard by Command. On the other
side, there's sort-of-human Sofie. Sofie's abilities were just as
important to Pippa's Lightfall missions. 

        

  
Pippa's assistance had not been offered out
of friendship. Sofie was reasonably certain that there were no
friends among the Ophion rebels. Pippa, on the other hand, was an
opportunist, and she knew what she stood to gain if this operation
went successfully, the doors that would open up for her within
Command if Sofie returned victorious. Sofie walked into Kavalla a
week after Command authorized the plan, much over three years after
her family had been kidnapped.  
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Bryce Quinlan felt a quiet sense of joy and
pride when he saw the throngs of people in the foyer, drinking,
speaking, and socializing. The only reason the theater was so full
tonight was because of one thing. Bryce had the uneasy feeling that
the several antique god sculptures lining the vast foyer were
watching her. Bryce smiled at them with a flat, close-lipped
expression.  


        

  
Bryce didn't hold it against others who
wanted or needed to communicate with her. Hunt had been fortunate,
since he was drawing his final breaths when the firstlight came to
his rescue. People had thronged the river's quays, their somber
screams rising above the low clouds where she and Hunt had floated.
"Take a picture," Ember Quinlan said to the shifters as she stood
next to a marble body of Ogenas rising from the sea, her large
breasts peaked and her arms lifted.  


        

  
Bryce grumbled, "For fuck's sake, Mom."
Ember, dressed in a silky gray gown and a pashmina, stood with her
hands on her hips, radiant. Randall, gorgeous in his navy suit,
remarked, "I second Bryce's proposition." Ember locked her enraged
dark eyes on Bryce's stepfather—her only father, in Bryce's
view—but Randall nonchalantly pointed behind them to a vast frieze.
 


        
Bryce twisted toward where he'd indicated, his
brow arched gratefully for the change of subject. Bryce took out
her phone and took a picture, which brought up her message thread
with Hunt Athalar Is Better at Sunball Than I Am. That was
something she couldn't deny. “What?” Bryce grumbled. Ember, on the
other hand, just made a gesture toward the frieze. "The Fae's
Ancient Language."

        

  
"Ah," says the speaker. Randall wisely
drifted off through the crowd to study a towering statue of Luna
aiming her bow toward the heavens, two hunting dogs at her feet,
and a stag nuzzling her hip. "It's true," Bryce agreed.  


        

  
"What?" Bryce asked as he moved on to the
next frieze swinging from the distant ceiling on near- Ember
approached the portrayal of a winged army of demons swooping down
from the air on a terrestrial army encamped on the plain below.
"This one is about Hel's forces arriving to take Midgard during the
First Wars," Bryce explained, her voice remaining neutral. "You'd
think this one would be a popular piece these days," Randall
remarked as they sat back to view the frieze. Bryce remained
silent.  


        

  
Not in the center of a crowded theater
lobby, to be sure.  
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When Hunt knocked her
down with a wing as they climbed up the sagging stairs of Ruhn's
house, Bryce tried not to tremble with delight. When Ruhn called to
invite them to come over after the ballet, he stated it would be a
modest gathering. Since the thought of her mother grilling her
again about her job, sex life, and princess status was sure to
drive her to drinking anyway, Bryce and Hunt had left her parents
back at their hotel, changed at the apartment—Hunt had insisted on
that part with a grumbled 
I 
need 
to 
get 
the 
fuck 
out 
of 
this 
suit—and flown over here. The entire Old
Square had apparently shown up, including Fae and shifters, as well
as individuals from all Houses, drinking, dancing, and conversing.


        

  
Behind them, a group of Fae males—apparently
Aux members, based on their muscles and stick-up-the-ass
posture—were engrossed in what appeared to be an enthralling game
of bocce. As they strode up the rickety, beer-splattered steps into
Ruhn's house, Bryce called out to Hunt over the din. "Fury and June
are already here. They're in the living room," June added. Hunt
nodded, but his gaze remained riveted on the revelers.  


        
Bryce stiffened, but Hunt kept moving at a
leisurely pace. Hunt aimed for the living room, which was to the
left of the entrance, his absurd muscles flexing as he moved. Bryce
could have survived the sight of it if it hadn't been for Hunt's
white sunball hat, which he wore backwards like he always did. When
a 
jubilant air sprite glided by, crowning him
and then Bryce with glow-stick necklaces made from firstlight, Hunt
didn't object, much to her surprise.  

        

  
Hunt slung his across his chest, the light
illuminating the deep muscles of his pectorals and shoulders. 



        

  
Tristan Flynn's voice burst from the
entryway behind them, "The fuck, Ruhn!" Hunt had just taken one
step into the living room when he heard it: "The fuck, Ruhn!" Bryce
scoffed, and she noticed the Fae lord at one end of the beer pong
table, where he'd painted an image of a huge Fae head devouring an
angel whole through the crowd. Ruhn stood at the opposite end of
the table, both middle fingers lifted, his lip ring glinting in the
faint light of the entryway. Bryce held out a hand to Hunt,
stroking his downy soft wings with his fingers.  


        

  
"I'd like to greet Ruhn." She didn't even
wait for Hunt to respond before heading over. "Hey, B.," Declan
Emmett replied from Flynn's side, appearing significantly
more-sober. Bryce waved instead of shouting since he didn't want to
disturb the audience gathered in what had formerly been a dining
room.  


        
As she approached the male beside her brother,
Bryce thought to herself, "This is absolutely proper for the Crown
Prince of the Valbaran Fae."

        
 

        

  
"Since when do you allow Marc get away with
calling you Princess?"  
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Ruhn 
Danaan was absolutely confident of three
things:  

        
1. He’d smoked so much mirthroot that his face
became numb. A shame it was because there was a female sitting on
it. 

        
2. He'd drank an excessive amount of whiskey
because he didn't know the female's name, how they'd ended up in
his bedroom, or how he'd ended up with his tongue between her legs.


        
3. He loved his life a lot. At least at the
moment.

        
That groan of pure ecstasy that traveled
straight to his cock, which was currently straining behind the fly
of his black trousers. He'd seen her huge green eyes, long legs
ending in those exquisite tiny hooves, and the creamy skin of her
neck, just above those high, perky breasts, and he'd known exactly
where he wanted this night to end. 

        
Ruhn savored the meadow-soft taste of her in his
mouth, flicking his tongue across the taut bud of her clit. Ruhn
grasped her bare ass and let her ride each wave of pleasure on his
face, moaning as he slipped his tongue inside her to let her enjoy
it. This was sweltering. Granted, they hadn't taken any oaths of
loyalty for fuck's sake, they'd scarcely spoken to each other
throughout the Summit and the months that followed, but Toscrew
about like this, did it breach some line? Yes, he admired and
respected Hypaxia Enador—she was frighteningly beautiful, brave,
and intelligent—but only until the High Priestess tied their hands
at Luna's Temple, until that titanium ring was placed on his
finger. 

        

  
Ruhn let his thoughts of his fiancée slip
away as he swallowed the faun's taste deep into his throat as the
faun's chest heaved. Ruhn let go of her ass's firm cheeks, meeting
her brilliant stare with a flush across her high cheekbones as she
peered at him. Ruhn gave her a wink and ran his tongue over the
corner of his mouth for one last taste of her. Ruhn moved his hands
up her naked thighs, caressing her slender hips and waist with his
fingers.  


        
Ruhn was pinned beneath the female as the door
to his bedroom burst open, and all he could do was shift his head
toward the male standing there. Apparently, the sight of the
Valbaran Fae Crown Prince with a Tristan Flynn didn't notice a
woman straddling his face because it was so common. Though the faun
sprang off Ruhn with a yelp and went behind the bed, she didn't
even smirk. “Get down,” suggested Flynn, his usual golden-brown
skin turning pallid. “Why?”
 Ruhn asked, wishing he had more time to
speak with the woman, who was hastily gathering her belongings on
the opposite side of the bed before rushing out the door. 
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