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His fate has been foretold. Unless he can accept his fortune, his nation will fall to its
doom.Teenage warrior Neil Vapros strives to live up to his destiny. Imprisoned at the hands of
the Empire, to return to his family and sweetheart, he’s forced to stage a daring breakout. But as
he smashes the chains, he uncovers a shocking truth…On the run and desperate to fight back,
his valiant efforts against the rising forces only result in more tragic deaths. And now Neil
understands that the only way anyone will live is if he embraces his own demise.Will Neil pay the
ultimate price to prevent freedom’s annihilation?The Ashes is the thrilling conclusion to the
award-winning Epic Feud YA fantasy trilogy. If you like edge-of-your-seat action, gripping
suspense, and explosive battles, then you’ll love Kyle Prue’s riveting finale.Buy The Ashes to join
the revolution today!

Praise for the series:"A crackling read. FeudThe Sparks builds a vivid world that is at once
otherworldly and relatable. Characters spring from the page in a deft twiston mythology that
belies Kyle Prue's young age. He's a voice to be heard."-Scott Bowles, USA Today"Exemplary
tale of supernatural warfare and unforgettable characters...Wry sense of humor"-Kirkus
Reviews"Spell binding and jaw dropping-filled with heartache and fraught with tension and fear,
but also hope."-Books Are Love-"I loved this book! It was an awesome completion of the series.
You get to see the characters work together to save the people. Some new characters come into
play, and the villain is not who you think. Amazing author, can't wait to read more of his stories!"-
Tammy Reiland, Ebook Tops Customer--This text refers to the hardcover edition.
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Part I“The wound is the place where the Light enters you.”-Rumi

1Imperial Military Fortress NEIL VAPROSThe skin was going to come off. That was the only
thing Neil knew for certain. Day in and day out the chains wore against his flesh, which was
already softened and tenderized by the water around him. The skin on his knees was already
long gone, and he was certain the wrists were next. He’d been transferred here over the course
of a few weeks and held in this custom cell for three interminable days. He’d been quite the
nuisance to his captors while they transported him, and he was sure that they were taking their
frustrations out on him now.Leaving someone chin-deep in water doesn’t sound like torture, and
it isn’t. Not for the first day at least. The true horrors come the second day, when the skin
ruptures at the slightest friction and the stress position tears muscles and damages ligaments.
Sleeping was also out of the question. Every time Neil’s head drooped in pursuit of slumber, his



nose dipped into the water and he startled awake.Neil’s arms were chained to the floor. He could
raise them, but not high enough to get them out of the water. And he could forget summoning a
flame. He could only shoot fire from his hands on good days, and the lack of food and sleep
served to make him too weak to channel his energy. Even if he did manage to summon a fireball,
it would be born in the water and perish instantly. On the second day, he considered ending his
life. But today, day three, was different. He’d grown used to the frailty and the pain. He no longer
wanted to die. Today he wanted to breathe fire.His first plan had been to simply materialize out of
his bonds, but the way they dug into his joints prevented that. He’d been attempting this for days
and found little success. He was finally able to channel energy into his mouth, but usually it just
gave him a headache. He heard a latch open and realized that someone was finally coming to
feed him. Or to kill him.In order for a guard to enter his cell, he’d have to climb over a hatch and
into the water. The cell door had a swinging top half, and it opened outward to reveal a
disgruntled looking guard. He probably didn’t enjoy getting thigh-deep in water just to feed their
most annoying prisoner. He held a bowl of stew and had a few apples tucked under his arm. The
apples were probably brought because they were buoyant, and Neil could spread them out over
the course of a few days. It seemed Saewulf was going to weaken Neil before coming to see
him.It was an odd situation. Saewulf, the psychic, had finally revealed himself after laying low
and pretending to be dead, only to disappear again. Neil could feel his presence though.
Whenever Saewulf was near, the air felt thicker and harder to move through. Not that Neil was
moving very often. He made a snap decision as the guard waded towards him. He wasn’t going
to wait for Saewulf to sap the life out of him. He was going to bring the psychic to him.The guard
dropped an apple. As he stumbled to get it, Neil filled his mouth with water. Then he
concentrated his power straight into his mouth. He couldn’t breath fire, but he was almost certain
that he could boil water. The guard reached him and dipped a spoon into the bowl of stew. When
he brought it to Neil’s mouth, Neil leaned back. The guard frowned and leaned forward. This put
his face right in range. Neil heaved his head forward and spat boiling water straight into the
guard’s eyes.The guard screamed and threw his head back in pure agony. His eyes were glued
shut, and Neil wondered if they’d stay that way. The guard struck at Neil a few times in retaliation,
but Neil didn’t care. He was growing tolerant of pain. Eventually the guard ran to the door of the
cell and climbed out. He screamed many profanities and curses, but only one word really caught
Neil’s ear. Saewulf. He was going to get Saewulf.Neil leaned his head back, almost in bliss. It
was possible that he was about to die, but at least he could do away with the waiting. He didn’t
have to sit around for his destiny any longer, but summoned it. He heard guards arguing and
footsteps running back and forth. The door had been left open, so for once he could learn a little
about his captors. There didn’t appear to be many guards, and the prison probably wasn’t huge
since he kept hearing the same voices. Even when there was a shift change, the new guards
sounded familiar. Neil strained to hear beyond the walls and all remained quiet. Chances were
he was being held outside the walls of the Industrial City. Chances were Neil wasn’t yet in the
city where he’d learned to speak and to walk. This wasn’t the city where he’d lost two sisters and



a mother.Eventually Neil heard the guards vacate the hallways and then the familiar footfalls of
his greatest enemy. Neil’s hands naturally curled into fists. His spine would have straightened if it
weren’t already contorted in an unnatural state. Slouching for three days straight had damaged
his ligaments thoroughly. Saewulf came to the open door and stared at Neil. It was hard to
decipher his expression with half of his face burned away. But it wasn’t friendly. “Saewulf,” Neil
said. “I’ve missed you. Care for an apple?”Saewulf levitated into the prison cell, and Neil tried not
to look impressed. That was new. He seemed to grow more powerful with every appearance.
“Neil Vapros. You’ve been very unkind to one of my men.” His voice was as bone chilling as ever.
It sounded like stone scraping against stone. He looked down at Neil’s crumpled form. “I hate
that you still look like this.” The honesty was apparent in his cold rasp.“Like what?” Neil
asked.“We’ve both walked through the fires of this war.” He pointed his hand at Neil, and Neil felt
an immense pressure on his chest. “Those fires forged you. They strengthened your metal. You
look older, like a man. Those same fires melted the flesh from my skin. I am dried skin over bone
and here you are, undamaged. Unscarred.”“I have plenty of scars,” Neil gasped as the pressure
became more concentrated, like the head of a hammer.“Not enough. Not yet.”Neil’s rib cracked,
and he tensed every muscle to keep from screaming. Saewulf’s eyes showed satisfaction. He no
longer had lips to do so. Neil waited until the pain subsided to a dull roar before trying to speak.
“Why are you doing this? Why don’t you just kill me?”“I’ve been visited, Neil.”“I don’t know what
you’re talking about.”Saewulf shook his head adamantly. “You’ve seen him too, right?” It almost
sounded like begging. “The Man with the Golden Light visited me, Neil. He told me the prophecy.
He told me about the Lightborn that would bring forth a new Altryon.”Neil gave way. “I’ve heard it
too, but you don’t seem religious, Saewulf.”Saewulf dipped his hand into the water and wiped it
on his face. He breathed a sigh of relief. It couldn’t still burn, could it? He’d been in the explosion
almost half a year ago. “It makes sense though, doesn’t it? The Lightborn will be like a Phoenix.
Reborn in fire. Forged in fire.”Neil stiffened. Hearing those words hurt more than feeling his rib
break. The Wolf had said the same ones to him, verbatim. Either way, Neil didn’t want to believe
in a god who appeared to someone like Saewulf. “His life will bring about the new nation,” Neil
said.Saewulf’s eyes shifted too quickly. Neil had upset him. Saewulf pointed his finger and
clutched Neil tight with his mind. “What did you just say?”Neil found it hard to speak. “His life will
bring about the new nation.”Saewulf glared at Neil. “Who told you that?”Neil didn’t see a point to
lying. “Steven Celerius. He was visited too.”Saewulf maintained his eye contact for a while, then
released Neil without warning. Saewulf laughed darkly, and it frightened Neil. “The honorable
Celerius might have changed a word or two. I heard it differently.”“What do you mean?”“His
death.”Neil’s tongue went numb. “What?”“His death will bring about the new nation.”Neil didn’t
know what to say. Of course he believed the Wolf over Saewulf, but the Psychic wasn’t budging.
He didn’t look like he was lying, but it was hard to tell with half of his face missing. “You think it’s
me,” Neil realized. He remembered something from when Saewulf captured him. “You said that
my life would never be as important as my death. You think killing me will… what?”“Bring about
the new nation. My nation.” Neil wanted to vomit. “When I kill you, the revolution will die with you.



The people’s hope will die with you.” Saewulf licked his teeth. “You are beloved, Neil
Vapros.”“Thanks,” Neil said.“I never once dreamed I’d see the Celerius, Vapros, and Taurlum
together, but one meeting with you and they decided to forgo two-hundred years of tradition. It’s
not the fire or the annoying attitude that make you dangerous, Neil. It’s that. When you are dead
the Lightborns will disband and the revolution will lose its figureheads.”Neil wanted to argue that
his friends would never stop fighting, but Saewulf seemed more unhinged than usual. Neil didn’t
want any more broken ribs. “What does your new nation look like, Saewulf? A world without the
Vapros, Celerius, and Taurlum?”“I used to think so. I used to think it was those three families
preying on the weak and the innocent. Now I know better. It’s all Lightborns.”Neil gasped and
regretted it immediately. He hated that Saewulf had so much control over him. “There is no such
thing as innocent rule. Every day during this war, I see Lightborns with gross amounts of power.
They crush the normal people. The common people. A perfect world is clean of them. Clean of
Lightborns.”Neil couldn’t bear to listen anymore. “You seem to forget that you are a Lightborn.”“I
will be the last one. The entire race will die with me.”Neil knew he was making a mistake before
the words even left his lips. “All because of Barrick Vapros?”Saewulf’s jaw dropped, even though
it looked painful for him. He seemed afraid for a single moment, then confused. Eventually it all
gave way to fury. He lashed out with his hand and gripped Neil’s neck up close. Skin on skin.
“How the hell do you know that name?”Neil stared him down. “I went to the island, Saewulf. I
heard what they did to you. To your sister. You were chained, you were abused, you were their
slave. They made you mine for silver and when your sister died…” He didn’t need to finish. He
and Saewulf both knew the conclusion to this story.“You’re lying,” Saewulf said. It was a
desperate prayer.“I am no one’s slave,” Neil whispered. “You carved that into the walls of the
mansion thousands of times. You wrote it in blood.”Saewulf dropped Neil and stared ahead
blankly. It was clear that he hadn’t been confronted with his past in a very long time. He slapped
Neil with his mind and turned to leave. Before he left, Neil saw tears streaming down his face into
the uneven lines of charred skin. He reached the door and gripped it with his hands. “What they
did to me… What they did to her… It’ll never happen again.” He turned back to Neil with blazing
eyes. “You want to know what my nation looks like? It’s a place where no one will ever feel what I
felt. Hopeless. Faithless. Powerless.”This time he climbed over the door instead of levitating,
maybe to make a point. Or maybe using his powers tired him. He did use his powers to slam the
door shut. Neil waited to exhale until Saewulf’s footsteps faded. That had gone about as well as
it could have. At least he knew a little more about why he was here and about Saewulf’s plans.
Although why was he still alive? Why hadn’t Saewulf snapped his neck with a flick of his wrist?
He didn’t want to think about what Saewulf had told him. Had the Wolf lied? If he was the
Lightborn talked about in the prophecy, would he have to die? And what sort of nation would it
bring about? It was all too much to think about and it felt like his brain was pushing against the
inside of his skull. Luckily, Neil had lots of time to mull these things over. He wasn’t going
anywhere soon.



2Abington LILLY CELERIUS“If she escapes I’ll have your heads!” General Carlin screamed with
such ferocity that Lilly heard him several streets away.She ran through Abington’s alleys and
cobblestone paths. It was the largest village outside the walls of Altryon, and Lilly estimated that
even with her legendary Celerius speed it would take her several minutes to cross. She hoped
she could weave through the streets quicker than Carlin could reorganize his men. Two soldiers
tried to block her way, and she cut them down with her twin blades. She didn’t even stumble. She
could see the end of the street, and her objective sat a few miles away: the Courthouse.
Abington’s prisons were filled with rebels and outlaws, so they’d started storing the most
rambunctious criminals in their courthouse.She sped through a squadron of men and didn’t
leave a single one intact. She heard hoof beats behind and she knew that Carlin was coming for
her. At other points in her life she would have faced him without hesitation, but things had
changed in recent months. General Carlin had always been quick for a non-Lightborn, but he
was now almost as quick as she was. There was no logic to it. He was probably skilled enough to
cut through an entire army with his broadsword. He was also long past an honorable fight. If she
decided to face him, he’d have archers and gunmen ready to tear her apart at the first sign of
weakness.The doors of the courthouse were several inches thick and made of solid oak. Once
she reached them, she looked back. Sure enough, Carlin was barreling down the street after her.
The wind tussled what was left of his hair, and his permanent scowl looked especially menacing
today. She didn’t have much time.She tested the door handle. Locked, of course. She sheathed
her daggers and placed her palms against the oaken doors, channeling her energy until the
wood began to splinter around the locks. She could hear the hoof beats getting louder.
Eventually the door deteriorated enough and she kicked it in. She was inside before the splinters
landed on the ground.Lilly ducked under the blades of the guards waiting in the entry hall. On a
whim she bolted down the hallway to her right. In no time, she was browsing cells at lightning
speed. She stopped when she found one occupied by an ashen-haired girl. “You’re getting out
early,” Lilly said.“Oh yeah? Good behavior?”Lilly dug into her pocket and pulled out a long,
smooth piece of metal. The rebellion had two chief engineers, James and Jack Jacobson.
They’d done a lot of research on Imperial locks and had come to the same conclusion: they were
shoddily built and simplistic. A lot of them were also identical. She hoped that their theory about
this thin piece of lead was correct. She shoved it into the keyhole and focused her power through
it. The vibrations were supposed to make the soft metal morph to fit the lock. After a few
seconds, she turned the metal in her hand and the door clicked open.Bianca Blackmore
wrapped Lilly in a tight hug, and Lilly was slightly taken aback. She’d never been hugged by
anyone outside of her family. “If you tell your Uncle that I was captured I’m going to hurt you,”
Bianca said affectionately.Lilly pulled a belt from inside her blue military coat and handed it to
Bianca. “I assumed you’d want these.”Bianca wrapped the belt around her waist and exhaled in
relief. “You have no idea how much I’ve missed these. Felt naked without 'em.”They proceeded
down the hallway, away from the entrance in pursuit of a back door. Lilly looked back. “Did it
work? Getting captured?”Bianca sprinted to keep up with Lilly’s advanced speed, and Lilly



slowed a bit to accommodate her. “It did,” Bianca said. “They were going to use me as bait to
capture Neil, but a messenger came and told them there was no need. Neil’s been
captured.”Lilly found the back door and realized it was locked. She fished through her pockets
for another piece of lead. “Vapros is alive?”“It seems so,” Bianca said. “Hearing that might not
please you in particular but—"“It’s really all right,” Lilly said. “I’m happy for you.”She wasn’t lying.
Neil had lied to her about her brother’s death, but that didn’t mean she wanted him dead. She
often thought of the last moment she’d seen him, hurling from the window of the Cliff, trying to
save their lives from the hands of the evil Imperial Doctor.Bianca looked at her feet. “There’s one
more thing.” The tone made Lilly nervous. “Neil isn’t the only one who’s still alive. Saewulf… The
guards have been whispering about him… He’s alive.”Lilly dropped the piece of lead and turned
to Bianca. She could hardly get the words out. “But Jonathan….”“I know it’s hard to grasp,” said a
voice from the other end of the hallway, “that your slave died for nothing.”Lilly gritted her teeth
and palmed one of her swords. Maybe she and Bianca would have a chance. Maybe together
they could defeat him. Carlin’s sword was already out. “It was hard for me to accept as well,” he
said. “But if working with the Emperor’s pet means scrubbing the earth of the Celerius family…
Then it’s a small price to pay.”Carlin had once spoken of the extermination of all Lightborns, but
things were different now. His hatred had been refined. All he cared about was killing Lilly and
her uncle, The Wolf. Lilly had the lead piece in the lock and was shaping it, but it would take time.
“Can you…?”“Hold him off?” Bianca asked. “We’ll see.”Bianca threw two knives from her belt and
palmed two more instantly. Carlin dodged the first and caught the second in his gloved hand. He
twisted his malformed lips into a smile. “You’re going to let your little friend have all the fun,
Lilly?”Archers filed into the hallway behind him. “You’ve freed her just to lead her to
slaughter?”He blocked two more knives without the slightest show of effort. Lilly didn’t even see
his blade moving. He advanced and his men notched their arrows. Bianca threw knives and took
down two of his soldiers, but they were replaced before the next knives were in her hands. Lilly
finally worked the lock and shoved the door open. As Bianca ducked through it, Lilly caught the
two arrows shot at her. She threw them to the ground and followed Bianca. They slammed the
door shut, and Bianca jammed a throwing knife into the bolt. Maybe that would stick the door
shut for a few moments.“What now?” Bianca asked.“Split up?” Lilly asked. “Meet back at the
Wolf’s camp?”“Is it in the same place?”“More or less.”Bianca flung a knife into a soldier charging
down the street at them. “Then I suppose I’ll meet you there, rich girl. Thanks for the
parole.”“Until we meet again, street girl,” Lilly responded, smiling.At one point those had been
vicious insults, cast at each other with full malice, but things were different now. Bianca took off
running down an alley and Lilly watched her ashen hair disappear. She split off in the opposite
direction and drew her short swords. They would taste Carlin’s flesh eventually, but not with his
army at his back. He’d die alone. That was a promise she made to herself nightly.

3Imperial Military Fortress NEIL VAPROSNeil awoke to the sound of the door opening. He
groaned to no one in particular. He had no idea how long he’d been half-asleep. It could have



been an hour or a week. It was hard to gauge time in this place. Especially since he was losing
his mind piece by piece. His skin hadn’t all floated away, yet. So maybe it was the same day.A
soldier entered, but something was wrong. His helmet was pulled way over his face and he held
a giant metal pan instead of a bowl for soup. “Are you going to hit me with that?” Neil asked.The
soldier walked behind Neil and began shoveling water out of the barred window. He wanted to
ask more questions, but he was just glad that they were changing out the water. Being part of a
Vapros stew wasn’t exactly a good time. “The water level is falling,” said the soldier. “Let me know
when you have the ability to lift your hands above it.”Neil was having trouble concentrating.
“Why?”“So you can summon fire and melt the chains.”Neil paused. “I get it. Keeping prisoners is
hard, but—"“I need your help, Neil Vapros. The one that I am sworn to protect is in danger.”Neil
grasped at a memory back from his days in Altryon. “It’s you,” Neil realized out loud. “You’re the
man in the mask. The one who’s been protecting Lilly.”Silence.“You saved my life. The Pig was
going to kill me, and you killed him first.”“He was going to go after Lilly. I had no choice.”Neil tried
to lift his hands above the water, but he just couldn’t reach. The soldier furiously scooped water
and sent it out of the window. “Why are you freeing me?”“You are in a military fortress near
Abington currently. Lilly is there, in the main village, and she is surrounded.”“Lilly Celerius
doesn’t want my help.” Neil said, trying not to sound too pouty. “She can take care of
herself.”“She thinks she can, but she has much to learn. Please, Neil. I need your help. She
needs you.”“Why aren’t you there now?”“I cannot fight an entire army on my own.”“And I
can?”“I’m just a man, Neil. I need the Phoenix.”Neil felt his power building in his chest. Even with
his hands below the water, they began to warm. “Lower the water level and I’ll go after Lilly,” he
promised.Lilly’s protector shoveled water out of the window for what felt like an hour. “Why not
just break my chains yourself?” Neil asked.“I want it to look like you escaped on your own,
through your own sheer force of will. I don’t want anyone to know that you had help.”“You should
watch out for Saewulf.”“He’s upstairs, in his bed,” Lilly’s protector said. “If you stay quiet, I don’t
think he’ll be able to stop you from escaping.”“You think?”“That’s the best I can offer.”That was a
good enough answer for Neil. Eventually he could raise his arms out of the water. That’s all it
took for him to summon the fire from within. Neil concentrated fully on his shackles, weakening
them with his fire. Eventually the metal links grew red hot, and he slammed them together. His
left bond shattered and then he focused on the remaining restraint. Eventually it became easy to
break and he tore free. Neil turned around to get a better look at the soldier, but he was gone.
Neil blinked in amazement. He’d been there a second ago. Maybe he’d left while Neil was busy
breaking the chains. The man moved like a shadow. Neil felt bad for doubting Lilly’s claims of
being followed and protected. Evidently, someone was firing arrows into her enemies left and
right.Neil didn’t have a moment to dwell. It was time to escape. The door was open, and Neil
pulled himself through the top half with considerable effort. He collapsed the second his feet hit
the ground. He was malnourished and hadn’t stood in a very long time. Using his fire had also
been a large drain on his energy. The feeling was familiar. He remembered being lost and
exhausted in the Taurlum mansion about a year ago. Things had come a long way since then.



Sheer adrenaline brought him to his feet, and he surveyed the hallway. His cell was isolated
against one wall. A hallway ran in both directions. Neil painfully lumbered down the hallway on
the right and once around the corner he found a steel door. Thankfully, it was unlocked and he
slipped through. There were two guards waiting, but Neil dealt with them effortlessly despite his
weakened state.What Neil did not deal with effortlessly, however, was the guard that came
around the corner and caught him in the act. The guard opened his mouth to scream and Neil
launched a fireball into his torso.The guard slammed into the wall and then to the floor. The
metallic parts of his armor clanged and echoed off the stone walls. Neil cringed. He had to
escape now. Saewulf might have heard that, and if anything was going to stand in Neil’s way of
freedom, it was the psychic. Neil dragged himself through two more doors and found himself
outside in a small courtyard. There was a gate and a guard tower, but Neil’s power of
materialization allowed him to get to the top. Once he reached it, he eliminated the two guards
manning it. This had been almost too easy.Before Neil could pat himself on the back, a loud
alarm bell rang out. He turned to locate the sound and realized there was another guard tower
he’d neglected. It didn’t matter now. He was on top of the gate and Abington was below, looming
in the distance. The fortress was on a hill overlooking the village.Neil heard the door to the prison
fly off of its hinges, and he leapt from the top of the guard tower. Saewulf was here. If Neil didn’t
escape, he wouldn’t live to fulfill his promise to Lilly’s protector. Neil used his power of fire to fly
down the hill toward Abington. Maybe fly wasn’t the right word. It was more like guided
falling.Behind him the wall of the gate was obliterated by Saewulf’s raw power. Showers of
concrete rained down as Saewulf made his own exit. He roared in fury, but the noise was
drowned out by the wind in Neil’s ears. Neil risked a look back over his shoulder. Saewulf was a
quickly vanishing speck on the hill. Neil knew that guards would die for letting him escape. He
wondered if Lilly’s protector would be among them when judgment came.It wasn’t difficult to find
out where Lilly and Bianca were once he got to Abington. He landed on a high rooftop and
watched the soldiers scramble. Clearly they were trying to out maneuver someone. Neil could
see General Carlin in the distance commanding troops. Carlin sent them in opposite directions
around the blocks of the city, evidence that they were trying to corner someone a lot quicker than
they were. Neil used his fire to travel from rooftop to rooftop. He knew the risk of being seen was
high, so he jumped without the aid of his powers when he could.Before long Neil saw a blue
speck darting through the streets with extraordinary speed. There was no doubt it was Lilly. He
followed, but soon he noticed a problem. As she evaded capture by squadron after squadron,
other groups of soldiers blocked off the area and moved inward through the streets. Soon she’d
be trapped. Neil saw Lilly come to a full stop in the middle of a road. What a miracle it was that
he’d recognized her. Her hair was short now, barely past her ears, and not flowing over her
shoulders like it once had.Soldiers came at her from both sides, armed with arrows and rifles
alike. She turned back and forth with two blades drawn. That was new. Apparently she’d
abandoned her long thin sword for two short swords. A few guards notched arrows, and Neil
could see Carlin cutting through alleys and streets to get to Lilly.Neil focused his energy. He



could hear Carlin shouting below him. “Do not take her alive! Fire! Fire everything! Don’t stop
until she stops twitching.”Arrows and bullets flew, and Lilly dodged the ones she could. Neil let
the fire explode out of his hands and propelled himself toward her. A bullet tore into her shoulder
before he could get there, but that was the only damage she sustained from the soldiers. Neil
tackled her straight through the decaying door of a nearby shop. They rolled onto the floor, and
she howled with pain. He was almost sure he heard a crack. “You broke my spine,” she said on
the verge of a scream.Guilt surged through him. This wasn’t the first time he’d broken someone’s
spine. Lilly whimpered in pain while her spine healed itself. Miraculously, Neil was unharmed.
Soldiers tried to stream through the doorway, but a few well-placed fireballs deterred them. Neil
faced Lilly. “Are you all right?”“You. Broke. My. Spine.”“I’ll take that as a yes. We have to go.”He
grabbed her by the hand and led her out the back door. They were in another street, which
wasn’t ideal, but at least they weren’t dodging bullets or arrows. Neil knew roughly where they
were from studying the streets from above, and he pointed down an alley. “Go that way and then
take a right. If you move fast enough you should be able to get out of the city before the Empire
locks it down.”Lilly’s spine must have been fully fixed because she straightened it to glare into his
eyes. “We have much more to discuss, Neil Vapros.”“I can’t wait. Where’s Bianca?”“Other side of
the city. She went running past the courthouse. She was trying to make it out too.”Neil focused
his energy in his hands.“You better not die before I get the chance to eviscerate you,” Lilly
said.He grinned and bowed to her slightly. “Of course, Miss. Love the hair by the way.”He
launched himself back up to the rooftops and without delay flew across the city in pursuit of
Bianca. He looked for anomalies in the troop formations. He found them soon enough. There
were three squadrons surrounding a stone building. They kicked down doors and broke
windows, hunting someone inside. Neil flew to the roof and found an open hatch. What kind of
building was this? It was stone and as tall as many of the buildings in Altryon. This was an
anomaly for the villages of Volteria. He poked his head through the hatch and saw the seal of the
Imperial Bank on the wall. Further down he caught a glimpse of ashen hair. It was her.Neil
jumped through the hatch and used his fire to land several stories below. He didn’t fully take
stock of the situation before diving in headfirst. Bianca was battling with four or five guards.
They’d probably already been inside the bank when she locked it down. Neil started by going to
the doors and melting the inside of the locks with one finger. With any luck that would slow down
additional pursuers. Neil turned around to assist Bianca with the guards, only to see that one
had his sword to her neck. She saw Neil for the first time, and he saw her. Her eyes welled up as
he lit a fireball in his hand.“Stand down Lightborn!” the soldier roared. “I will slice her throat if you
make a move.”Neil’s head was swimming. He was tired and sluggish. He hadn’t eaten, hadn’t
rested, and was using energy he didn’t have. “Trust me,” Neil said to the soldier, “if there’s one
person that you don’t want to be right now, it’s the guy standing in between the two of us.” He
pointed at Bianca tiredly.“You don’t look so good,” the soldier hissed. “Really think you’ve got the
strength to put me down?”“No,” Neil admitted. “But I don’t have to.”“What?” When he looked back
to his sword, it wasn’t against Bianca’s neck. She’d always been light-footed, so saving her was



only a matter of turning someone’s head. Before the soldier could adjust, Bianca launched a
throwing knife into his chest. Neil followed it up with his largest fireball yet. The soldier was
thrown into the wall so hard his armor cracked.Bianca dropped the rest of her knives and stared
at Neil. He was losing control of his legs. Every last drop of focus and energy had leaked out of
him, along with the fire. He reached one hand out toward her.“Neil?” she asked. “Are you…?”He
couldn’t understand her after a few words. His face burned and the world went black. He hardly
felt his body hit the ground when his legs failed him.

4The Rusty Wheel Inn RHYS VAPROS“It makes no sense for warriors to grow old.” Rhys
pressed his pen against his wrist, desperately trying to dull the voice inside of his head. “Fruit
rots, animals grow senile, and warriors go soft… Or drink themselves to death.”Rhys looked up
from his book to the other side of the inn. Darius sat there, eyes fixed on a Rough History of
Lightborns. It was possible that he was reading, but it was more likely he was just staring off into
nothing. “You’re just jealous because you died young,” Rhys shot back.“Did I?” asked the
Imperial Doctor. “I have to say, I feel very much alive. I’m invigorated by the amount of information
in your brain. I could spend all day learning up here.”“Do it silently,” Rhys commanded.The young
Vapros boy had considered all possibilities. Two had risen to the top of the pack, and in recent
weeks they’d become his primary theories. It was entirely possible that the Doctor had driven
him mad a month ago with the use of torture and manipulation, and now Rhys was imagining
voices. It was also possible that the Doctor had used an enhanced ability to transfer his
annoying mind into Rhys’s head before his death. Either way, things were bleak.If it did turn out
that Rhys wasn’t insane, the Doctor’s constant commentary would certainly change that. He
tried to focus on something else because clearly his books weren’t helping. He looked back at
Darius. His friend, the Taurlum giant, slurped down the last drops of ale from his mug. After
losing both Josephine, who’d been like a second mother, and Anastasia, his love interest, he’d
grown even more cynical and aggressive. It didn’t help he hadn’t been sober in a fortnight.They’d
been hiding out in Abington under the Empire’s nose for weeks. There was rebel activity here
and there of course, but they’d made the mutual decision to rest up and recover from the
traumas of recent months.Rhys stood up and approached the table, his small metal foot
clanking against the floorboards. Darius looked up at him. They were currently living at this inn
for lack of a better place to lie low, but they didn’t speak much anymore. They’d made a silent
agreement to be alone with themselves. “What are you reading?” Rhys asked. His own voice
sounded unfamiliar in his mouth.“The Lightborn book,” Darius said.“I know. Who are you reading
about?”Darius looked at the page again. He ruffled his blonde hair. “I guess I’ve forgotten,” he
said. “I’ve been… I’ve had too much of this.” He rattled his mug.Rhys leaned over the book. At
the top of the page, the Wolf’s neat writing said: Nikolai Taurlum.“Oh,” Rhys said.Darius looked
away, most likely to hide the pain in his eyes. The Imperial Doctor had been using his uncle
Nikolai as a pet and a weapon to torture people. This was the primary reason Rhys hadn’t told
Darius about his new mental state. What would Darius say if he knew that the man who had



turned his uncle into a monster was inside Rhys’s head? “I hardly did anything to Nikolai
Taurlum. The man was an aggressive simpleton before I met him. He might have dropped ten
I.Q. points, but he was well-fed at least.”“That’s repulsive,” Rhys said. It took him a moment to
realize he’d said it out loud.“What is?” Darius asked. “I’m not allowed to have a drink?”“No, no,
no,” Rhys said. He rubbed his temple. “The…” He looked down at the book. “The drawing is
repulsive. It looks like the Wolf put more time into the other ones.”Darius looked at the book. “Oh
really?” He paused for a second. “You could be right. The face is a little weird.”Rhys nodded. “I
agree. Really weird.”Darius squinted at the paper again, focusing on the drawing this time.He
turned another page and Rhys glimpsed the entry. It was the page about Eric Vapros. This had
been one of Rhys and Darius’s favorites. Eric had the ability to drain power from other Lightborns
and his lust for power eventually led him to drain his family members. In a rare act of
collaboration the Taurlum, Vapros, and Celerius had put aside their differences to have him
bound and killed.Rhys always thought of this as evidence the feud could be overcome, but his
last few weeks with Darius shook him. They seemed far closer to strangers than the friends
they’d become since banding together to escape the Empire.“Did you hear?” Darius mumbled.
“Lilly was here. In Abington. Yesterday.”“What?”“That’s why the streets were all closed
down.”“Oh,” Rhys said. “Did she…?”“She got away. Maybe we oughta think about…” Darius
trailed off.“Rejoining the rebels?”“Right.”They made eye contact for a moment, then both looked
off. “Or maybe we could wait a bit to—““Recover. Rest up,” Rhys said.“Right.” Darius stared at his
near empty mug. “Right.”Rhys knew what they were both thinking. Were they even any good to
the rebels anymore? Darius was drunk and depressed all the time, and Rhys was crippled and
insane. How had they fallen so far?“Okay so… Maybe next week,” Darius concluded with a final
chug of his drink.Rhys took this opportunity to return to his table and his book. “You know what
you’d love to read?” the Doctor said.Rhys didn’t respond.“The pain index is just sitting there, in
my old lab. It’s filled with decades of carefully compiled research and experiments. And the best
part is, I was almost done.”Rhys didn’t respond. His dynamic with the Doctor was odd. He had a
choice of what to say and what not to say. If he didn’t want the Doctor to hear his private
thoughts, he wouldn’t, which was very fortunate. Rhys desperately wanted to get a look at the
pain index, and every time the Doctor brought it up it became a little harder to squelch his
curiosity. Rhys wasn’t exactly sure where this curiosity came from and he hoped that it wasn’t the
Doctor’s private influence.“We could go tonight. The fool is always either drunk or hung over,” the
Doctor said, louder this time. “Don’t you want to see? Was I just a madman? Or was I a brilliant
scientific mind? Unappreciated and cut down before my time.”“I thought warriors weren’t meant
to grow old.”“I was never a warrior,” the Doctor persisted. “I was a scientist, and so are you, Rhys.
You understand the thirst to learn, to improve the world, and to make a difference… At any
cost.”“Not at any cost.” Rhys wanted to make sure the Doctor understood that above all else.“Not
yet, I suppose. But you will.”Rhys pulled his book close and tried to fill his mind with the
knowledge. He’d picked the most mundane book possible: The History of Misty Hollow’s
Bridges. Maybe with enough of it he could drown out the Doctor’s voice. Despite his desire to do



so, he knew it wouldn’t work. The Doctor was spinning a web in his mind. And while it felt
possible to clear the cobwebs, he knew if he ever stopped the Doctor might take control. Rhys
shuddered and hoped that the Doctor couldn’t feel it. If the madman sensed any fear he would
exploit it. After all, that was his greatest talent.

5The Slums HAROLD THORNEAdam Gregory was called Iron Adam for a reason. Even though
he wasn’t a Taurlum, he might as well have been. Years of factory work had solidified his
muscles and his wide shoulders added to his box-shaped form. Anyone watching him rifle
through papers in this abandoned butcher shop might have found it funny. His shoulders were
hunched over so his head wouldn’t drag across the ceiling, and he struggled to organize the
delicate parchment with his massive hands.His face was enough to deter any comedy, though.
His eyes sunk deep into his head and he looked at the people who had gathered, almost
hopelessly. “Was anyone followed?” His voice was like the sound of a mountain moving.“You’re
being paranoid,” a worker said. He was a little too loud, and people flinched when he spoke.“He’s
not being paranoid enough. Do you know what Thorne would do to us? If he knew?”“He can’t go
around slaughtering his workers,” Iron Adam said, seizing the attention of the room. “He’s not
royalty.”“He kills men every day,” someone grumbled. “We either drop dead in his assembly line,
or we die in the streets because he withholds our wages.”“We need to join the brotherhood,”
someone whispered.“We need to start the union,” Iron Adam persisted. “It’s our only hope. We
can’t beg for power. We need to take it.”The people sat on the floor or in the few chairs that could
be found. Their meetings were always cramped and uncomfortable, but maybe that was a good
thing. It kept people awake. It kept them alert. “Thorne needs men to work in his factory. If we
unionize, he can’t force us to work. We can negotiate as a group.”“Thorne will lose profits.”The
unenthusiastic voice came from a boy sitting in the middle. Iron Adam squinted and saw that it
was the green-skinned boy. Many avoided him simply because of the way he looked. His skin
had a pale verdant hue and thin red veins stretched over his whole body. Black messy hair swept
over his forehead giving him a boyish look. No one knew what had made him this way, but it
didn’t stop the other factory workers from poking fun at him. They called him the “drowned one”
because he looked like a body fished out of a river. Some called him “Moss,” or “Leaf” and a few
went with “Lizard.” Iron Adam was partial to Leaf, because the boy never had a firm opinion on
anything. He drifted. He always seemed detached from his own body. Or maybe he was
bored.“Of course Thorne will lose profits, Leaf,” Iron Adam said. “I fail to see how that matters.
The man owns every factory in Altryon. He’s not going to starve if we are able to eat.”“You don’t
understand,” Leaf said.“What don’t I understand?”“Thorne is a businessman.”“Yes.”“The best
business man in Altryon.”“Perhaps.” Iron Adam was becoming annoyed.“What’s cheaper?
Paying every worker in the city a living wage… Or making an example of twenty men?”The
papers crumpled slightly in Iron Adam’s hand. “I don’t…” He struggled to find his words. “He
won’t be able to make that choice. The union will be formed in secret.”Leaf reached into his coat
pocket with skeletal fingers and drew out a small canister. “You don’t keep secrets from Thorne.



Thorne knows his business. Thorne knows every cog and every gear of his business. And you
are his business.”Perhaps everyone was too shocked to react, but no one stopped Leaf from
pulling the pin on the canister. Black smoke billowed from the top and the men around Leaf
collapsed, wheezing and screaming. Leaf just sat there as he was engulfed in smoke. Not only
was he immune to the weapon, it looked like he didn’t mind that it was going off.Iron Adam leapt
to the back of the shop in an attempt to flee. He heard the front door being kicked in and tripped
in his haste to escape. Before he knew it, two men grabbed him by the arms and attempted to
restrain him. He threw one off and tried to run again, but cold steel slammed against the back of
his knee and he heard it crack. The smoke was already dissipating when they turned Adam over
to face his opponent.“Adam Gregory. One of my finest employees. Such a shame you’ve
decided to be so unreasonable.” Harold Thorne removed his gas mask and patted his stylish
hair back into place. His curled mustache had stayed annoyingly unruffled throughout his siege.
“Thank you for providing an entrance, Leaf,” Harold said.Leaf shrugged. “Sure.”Leaf had done an
admirable job. Thorne had only brought three thugs and even with his new invention, the
revolver, they wouldn’t have stood a chance against twenty desperate men. Leaf had
considerably shifted the terms of the fight.Thorne smiled at Iron Adam. “So I really am curious.
What did you hope to accomplish here today? You thought my employees would betray me and
unionize behind my back?”“These men have no love for you.” Adam spat at him, but it missed its
mark. Thorne was unfazed.“I’ve had my employees try to unionize many times, but I’ve never
really understood the concept. Could you lend me a hand?” Thorne’s eyes were empty and
calculating.Adam nodded slowly. He was skeptical, as he had the right to be. Harold Thorne
understood unions well. At any sniff of them, he’d eliminate workers and potential threats. “So…
we form a group and demand certain rights as a unit and not as individuals.”“And I can’t very well
fire my entire workforce, can I?” Thorne asked.“No sir.” Iron Adam tried to remain
resolute.Thorne snapped his fingers and his men dragged over a worker. “So let me just be sure
that I understand… Mr.…?”“Thompson,” the man blubbered.“Mr. Thompson asks for a raise and
for shorter hours.” He pulled a revolver from inside of his jacket and fired a bullet straight through
Mr. Thomson’s forehead. “I can spare one worker.” He craned his neck to observe the damage.
“Clearly.”Iron Adam looked like he was trying to speak, but his tongue froze in his mouth. Thorne
smirked. “So say you all decide to rise up against me. Every last one of you…” His men all raised
their revolvers. Leaf pulled another canister from his pocket. “What am I to do? Kill every single
worker? I couldn’t possibly do that? Could I?”Iron Adam heard the revolvers cocking. “Please
don’t do this,” he whispered. “You were a good man at one point. You were charitable. You gave
to the poor.”Harold nodded. “I was. But that was when I had competition.” He nodded to his men,
and bullets began flying.When the smoke cleared and the terrible noise ceased, Iron Adam was
all that remained of the workers. He lunged at Harold, but was struck to the ground by one of his
men. “You are an evil, immoral man,” Adam said while shuddering.Harold’s eyebrows narrowed.
“Immoral? No, no, no, Adam. I’m afraid you don’t understand good business. Good business isn’t
immoral, it’s amoral. I don’t hate you people. I just don’t really care what happens to you.”“These



people had families!” Adam was screaming now. “You call this amoral?”“I call it risk
management.” Harold fired another shot from his revolver into Adam’s face.He paused and
admired the havoc they’d wrought. “Risk is eliminated as it appears and gain is…?”He gestured
to Leaf.“Maximized,” the boy said.“Exactly.”Thorne pocketed his revolver and turned to his men.
One of them pulled a ledger from his pocket. “We can have these particular men replaced
immediately.”“Good,” Thorne said. “The revolvers have passed their initial tests and so has Leaf.
Between these and Carlin’s potions, we’re about to make a killing. Schedule a meeting with the
Emperor.”Harold approached Leaf and examined the boy for side effects of the gas. He looked
unaffected, as per usual. “Boy am I lucky I found you,” Thorne cooed.“What should I tell the
Emperor you want to speak about?”“Tell him I feel like diversifying. I’m entering a new market.”
Harold touched his face and found that it was splattered with blood. He pulled out a
handkerchief.“Which one?”Harold wiped away the evidence of his crime and shoved the
handkerchief into his pocket. “Death,” Thorne said, a small smile playing on his lips. “We’re
getting into death.”
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Grady Harp, “‘The wound is the place where the Light enters you’ - Rumi. Young Florida author/
actor/comedian Kyle Prue is a studying creative writing and acting at the University of Michigan
and began his FEUD TRILOGY, of which THE ASHES is Book 3, at age 16! His acceptance into
the realm of YA and teen audiences is matched by the professional awards he has garnered to
date - Presidential Awards from Florida Authors and Publishers Association, Florida Book
Festival, New England Book Festival, Midwest Book Festival, Southern California Book Festival,
International London Book Festival and the Indie Fab award for Best Young Author. Of special
note, Kyle founded Sparking Literacy – a non-profit with the goal of ‘lowering high school dropout
rate by inspiring teens to read write and follow their dreams.’Some newcomers to Kyle Prue’s
writing may wonder whether entering his Trilogy with Book 3 is feasible: is it necessary to read
Books 1 and 2 (THE SPARKS and THE FLAMES) first? And while the trilogy is an epic story,
Kyle’s writing is so strong in this third volume that reading the preceding books becomes an
addendum – recommended, but not required to keep pace with this book. The titular hero has
been defined as follows: ‘Born with superpowers. Raised as an assassin. To survive, he must
become a revolutionary. Neil Vapros just wants to make his father proud. The sixteen-year-old
aspires to serve his family as an assassin, but he nearly dies in the process. Worse yet, Neil’s
family, as well as two rival dynasties, have abandoned an ancient promise to protect their city. An
unknown evil has begun hunting all three houses from the shadows…’Cleverly, Kyle opens this
volume with an underline of Neil Vapros, the primary force: ‘The skin was going to come off. That
was the only thing Neil knew for certain. Day in and day out the chains wore against his flesh,
which was already softened and tenderized by the water around him. The skin on his knee was
already long gone, and he was certain the wrists were next. He’d been transferred here over the
course of a few weeks and held in this custom cell for three interminable days. He’d been quite
the nuisance to his captors while they transported him, and he was sure that they were taking
their frustrations our on him now…’ Entry point, and the past history is obvious.To finalize the
Feud, the synopsis gels the action – ‘His fate has been foretold. Unless he can accept his
fortune, his nation will fall to its doom. Teenage warrior Neil Vapros strives to live up to his
destiny. Imprisoned at the hands of the Empire, to return to his family and sweetheart, he’s
forced to stage a daring breakout. But as he smashes the chains, he uncovers a shocking truth…
On the run and desperate to fight back, his valiant efforts against the rising forces only result in
more tragic deaths. And now Neil understands that the only way anyone will live is if he
embraces his own demise. Will Neil pay the ultimate price to prevent freedom’s
annihilation?’Prizewinning writing, this, and a fine invitation to enter the entire spic. A fantasy
world, creative characters, some fine philosophy, and immensely colorful writing make this book
an entertaining journey. Recommended. Grady Harp, August 20”

Scarlett Jensen, “The victory lies within the ashes. The Ashes Book III of the Feud Trilogy by



Kyle Prue.“That victory lies within the ashes,” could be a key statement of this story. Danger,
adventure, destiny, treachery, prophecy…this book is a follow-up to the first two books in the
series. Prue is an award-winning author, actor and comedian. He wrote The Sparks: Book One
of the Feud Trilogy when he was just 16 years old. Kyle is now a student at the University of
Michigan, studying acting and creative writing.If you like assassins, dystopian backgrounds,
superpowers, shifted and twisted things, and new age worlds, you have an ideal book. The
author maintains tension, creates characters that reflect power or weakness in their actions,
prospecting the birth of a new nation… “From the ashes of an era of Lightborns, Saewulf and
Carlin will bring a new age into the light.”The Wolf’s vision is clouded: “Step into the light and
you will perish, Carlin.” “And why’s that?” “Because that’s what darkness does. It dies in light.”
And then Carlin was alone in a room of dead men.”Neil had powers. One would understand the
role of fire and light more after reading the preceding book in this series.Saewulf says to Neil :
“We’ve both walked through the fires of this war.”…“Those fires forged you. They strengthened
your metal. You look older, like a man. Those same fires melted the flesh from my skin. I am dried
skin over bone and here you are, undamaged. Unscarred.”Hopeless. Faithless. Powerless are
the combatants against Neil who launched a fireball into saewulf's torso. Some had the ability
to drain power from other Lightborns. In a rare act of collaboration the Taurlum, Vapros, and
Celerius had put aside their differences to have Saewulf killed.Looks like the Wolf’s inner circle
has a whole lot of Lightborns The animal populations controlled each other, not for gold or
power, but in pursuit of the most basic desire: survival. That’s what he needed too. He needed to
survive and know how to kill Lilly Celerius. “She walks away from every battle with you because
she can heal. The benefit of being a true Celerius.”“Saewulf believes it,” Neil knows “He wants to
kill Neil for Altryon. Carlin wants to kill Neil for Volteria.There is also a rebel army led by the
Emperor. What they really want is peace, mercy of the Emperor, liberation. With psychic power,
Celerius was turned into ash, and she floated away on the wind. So does the Emperor’s psychic
powers glow with dark energy.Darius was there, leading a hundred rebels. Saewulf turned to
face them. Neil couldn’t help but wonder what he was thinking. These were the people Saewulf
thought he was fighting for, but they didn’t look upon him as a saviour. They looked on him as a
plague.The revolution and fight was to take Abington and force the Emperor out of these lands,
the rest of the rebels would slip into the shadows and wait for Saewulf’s siege on Abington. The
rebel camp had been partially evacuated at the time of the attack, but as Neil gazed upon the
destruction from above, he wondered if the remaining rebels knew how bleak the situation was.
After all, Neil was flying, or falling slowly, and he could see everything: Carlin and his men
coming from the south. Saewulf razing tents and advancing from the north, men with gas masks
followed by plumes of yellow gas from the west, and endless gunfire from the east. Neil saw
bodies falling everywhere and tents collapsing over men like funeral shrouds. Neil? Are you a
martyr or a coward?The author handles his images with care and insight: “Volteria is not a
place.” “It was born in basements and bars and it lives in the hearts of men who believe they
deserve a life free of shackles and oppression. Volteria flees into the woods with the people.”



The last thing Neil did that day was take Saewulf’s corpse outside into the light and place his
hand on the back on his neck. He channelled his energy into his old enemy and Saewulf
dissolved, slowly, then all at once. His ashes floated away on the wind, indistinguishable from
those of the city. Maybe it was clear to him that he wasn’t winning this war. His hands were
glowing and contorting in new ways. “You’ve ruined everything. You’ve opened the door for more
death, more abuse.” “I know you believe you’re right, Saewulf.But what do the people decide?
Don’t they want Saewulf's new world? With horror Neil saw the wound of sealing itself,
remembering that he’d been leeching power from other Lightborns.Was Saewulf really too
powerful to kill? Was the doctor’s craftsmanship enough to contain Saewulf’s powers. He hated
Lightborns with every ounce of his soul, but not being one even for a moment, left him helpless.
He was going to create the new nation, but not by killing Neil.The anger and hatred changed and
something came over Neil. He wanted to believe it was peace. Did the Empire fall? Who were
brought down? Saewulf, Carlin, the Emperor…are they all dead? Was the feud over?… Was the
Empire gone?…No more fight to win? Are the Taurlum and Celerius still alive?Great concept to
let you fight moral  battles with your characters.Scarlett Jensen25 August 2020”

Karrie, “A Good Way To Wrap Up The Series. So far, it was a great read down to this concluding
part of the feud trilogy. One thing I cherish most while reading this trilogy is the cover design of
each book. They carry deeper meanings and send strong messages about the plot and setting
of the book. The designs are interesting and captivating.Just when you think you’ve seen it all,
Kyle Prue yet provides us with a stunning adventure once more to enjoy. In this concluding part
of the series, Neil Vapros continues his adventure towards fulfilling his destiny.Neil uncovers a
bitter truth while attempting to flee from his captors. As Neil gallantly fights to stay free, he
leaves behind a trail of tragic deaths, which haunts his conscience. At last, he fully understands
everything that was foretold about his purpose, to live free, he must embrace his destiny.The
Ashes is action-packed and full of thrilling adventure and gripping adventure that will keep you
glued. Reading through the 323 pages of this book was very exciting and interesting. They were
no dull moments at all.Recommending this book to my friend was not difficult. The Ashes truly
deserves a 5-star rating.”

The book by Kyle Prue has a rating of  5 out of 4.8. 69 people have provided feedback.
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