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1. To what in the book/material do you object: (Please be specific; cite pages, frames of 
films, dialogues, etc.)? 

X Sexually Explicit: sexual nudity; sexual activities 
X Profanity (see list at end) 
X Violence  
X Alcohol Use 

See attached detailed references. 

2. Where did you first learn of this item?  
 
I first heard about this book when I was doing research about issues in the Manatee 
County schools.   I was looking for opportunities to help improve the school culture and 
academics.  I reviewed a number of the books that were on the lists of books being 
banned by school districts throughout Florida and in other states.  I was horrified to see 
the inappropriate materials that are being made available to students – our students.   
 



I decided to become involved with the School Board Elections as a starting point. The 
candidates in the 2022 Manatee County School Board Elections had platforms that 
promised to address some of these shortcomings.  I also attended some meetings with the 
Media Committee as they were grappling with the legislative changes that were being 
made in Florida, waiting for guidance on how to address challenges of some of the books 
that we had flagged.  At these meetings I found out that materials in the Library are 
violating Florida Law with regard to the protection of the students from pornographic 
sexual materials. In addition, I take issue with books that promote immorality, drug 
abuse, sexual confusion, suicide, anti-America sentiments, racism, activism etc.  
 
I am not challenging the freedom to read but wish to ensure that young people not be 
subject to topics that are not appropriate for their level of maturity or mental health.  
Public libraries and book stores are available for adults to access whatever materials that 
they may choose. Our schools should take the high road when it comes to our young 
people. 
 
Oh -- Just a reminder, the district policy: 

• Require book selections to be free of pornography and prohibited materials harmful 
to minors, suited to student needs, and appropriate for the grade level and age group; 

• Require consultation of reputable, professionally recognized sources and school 
community stakeholders for each selection; 

• Provide for library media center collections based on reader interest, support of state 
academic standards and aligned curriculum, and the academic needs of students and 
faculty; and 

• Provide for the regular removal or discontinuance of books based on factors 
specified in the bill, including those removed because of an objection by a parent or 
resident of the county. 
 

3. Have you read the book in its entirety? 

No – I have only read summaries and commentaries about this book 

Summary from Destiny link on Manatee County School Website 
 

 

 

 

			

A glimpse of the characters dealing with rebuilding and fallout after A Court of Wings and Ruin (2017). In 
a change of pace from the usual epic struggle against powerful forces, this slimmer-than-usual volume 
follows the cast during the festive Winter Solstice holiday. Nods to trouble on the horizon (dissent in the 
Illyrian ranks, Fae courts eyeing for expansion, and a politically fraught situation among humans) remain 
distant, the lack of progress at times resulting in frustrating repetition. Cassian's and Mor's backstories are 



explored, and prickly Amren's low-key relationship storyline is supplemented by her High Fae adjustments 
(including bodily humor). While Elain is becoming more comfortable, she still wants nothing to do with 
Lucien (who feels like an outsider nearly everywhere and has his hands full with a self-destructive 
Tamlin). Severely struggling Nesta self-medicates through alcohol, meaningless sex, pushing everyone 
away, and finding every last seedy corner of the otherwise utopian Velaris. While Rhys handles politics, 
Feyre's storyline revolves around Solstice shopping and art's potential for healing trauma—when the 
lovers aren't telepathically sexting or craving each other. Aside from occasional minor characters, most of 
the inhuman cast seem white. Several plotlines are predictably resolved. With introspection replacing 
battles, this extended epilogue gives breathing room between dramatic arcs but is best for readers who'd 
prefer downtime with the characters over high stakes. (map, preview of next title) (Fantasy. 16-adult) 
Copyright Kirkus 2018 Kirkus/BPI Communications. All rights reserved.	
 

 
My Comments 
The book violates the ban on allowing pornographic materials in the schools. The other 
books in this series have already been pulled – this one needs to go also. 

FS 847.012 2b(4), “A person may not knowingly sell, rent, or loan for monetary 
consideration to a minor (b) any book, pamphlet, magazine, printed matter however 
reproduced, or sound recording that contains any matter defined in s. 847.001, explicit 
and detailed verbal descriptions or narrative accounts of sexual excitement, or sexual 
conduct and that is harmful to minors." 

 

4. Remove from all Manatee School District Schools and Media Centers listed and 
disallow future purchases– see below 

 Braden River High School 
  



 

 



A COURT OF FROST AND STARLIGHT  

 
Adult	 

By Sarah J. Maas  

ISBN:	978-1-68119-631-2	 
Book Summary:  
A	winter	celebration	brings	insight	into	the	casualties	of	war	and	deepens	relationships	between	friends	and	
family.	 
Summary of Concerns:  
This book contains obscene sexual activities; explicit sexual nudity; profanity; alcohol use; and 
violence  

 

 



Page 14  
There wasn’t a surface inside where I hadn't taken Feyre- the kitchen table being my particular 
favorite, thanks to those raw initial days after we'd first mated, when I could barely stand to be 
near her and not be buried inside her. 
...To get more than a few hours to sleep and bury myself in her.  

...Last week had been so stupidly busy and I'd been so desperate for the feel and taste of her that 
I'd taken her during the flight down from the House of Wind to the town house. High above 
Velaris- for all to see, if it weren't for the cloaking I had thrown into place. It'd required some 
careful maneuvering, and I'd planned for months now on actually making a moment of it, but 
with her against me like that, alone in the skies, all it had taken was one look into those blue-gray 
eyes and I was unfastening her pants.  

A moment later, I'd been inside her, and had nearly sent us crashing into the rooftops like an 
Illyrian whelp. Feyre had just laughed. 
I'd climaxed at the husky sound of it.  

Page 17 
Taking my mate to bed on a regular basis wasn't exactly a pressing issue.  

Page 46 
His gaze slid over my bare legs as I pushed back the covers. Heat bloomed in me, but I shoved 
my feet into slippers.  

Page 47  
Rhys sat, folding his wings behind him before reaching to pull me into his lap, but I dodged his 
hands and kept a healthy distance away. "Eat the food first." 
"Then I'll eat you after," he countered, grinning wickedly, but tore into the food.  

Page 51  
I ran a hand over the swirls and whorls of tattoos across his muscled chest, tracing the intricate 
lines. He shuddered under my fingers, wings twitching. 
...He rested his brow against my chest, right between my breasts, and wrapped his arms around 
my waist. For a long minute, he only breathed in the scent of me, as if taking it deep into his 
lungs.  

..."Prick," I hissed, making to step back, but his arms tightened around me. 

...He nuzzled the plane of my stomach. 
I dragged my hands through his dark hair, savoring the silken strands against my calluses.  

Page 53  
His fingers again stroked down my back. Lower. 
...He traced the seam of my backside with a long, lazy stroke. With me standing before him like 
this, he could instantly smell the shift of my scent as my core heated. 
...He pressed a kiss to my stomach, right over my navel. 
...He smiled against my stomach, his fingers still exploring, coaxing. "You tackled me like an 



Illyrian. Perfect form, a direct hit. But then you lay on top of me, panting. All I wanted to do was 
get us both naked.” 
"Why am I not surprised?" Yet I threaded my fingers through his hair. 
The fabric of my dressing gown was barely more than cobwebs between us as he huffed a laugh 
onto my belly. I hadn't bothered putting on anything beneath. "You drove me out of my mind. 
All those months. I still don't quite believe I get to have this. Have you." 
My throat tightened. That was the thought he wanted to trade, needed to share. "I wanted you, 
even Under the Mountain," I said softly. 
...His eyes gleamed, and he buried his face between my breasts again, hands caressing my back. 
...Rhys's hands clamped on the back of my thighs, the only warning before he smoothly twisted 
us, pinning me to the bed as he nuzzled my neck. “A week,” he said onto my skin, gracefully 
folding his wings behind him. "A week to have you in this bed. That's all I want for Solstice."  

I laughed breathlessly, but he flexed his hips, driving against me, the barriers between us little 
more than scraps of cloth. He brushed a kiss against my mouth, his wings a dark wall behind his 
shoulders. “You think I’m joking. 
"We're strong High Fae," I mused, fighting to concentrate as he tugged on my earlobe with his 
teeth. "but a week straight of sex? I don't think I'd be able to walk. Or you'd be able to function, 
at least with your favorite part."  

He nipped the delicate arch of my ear, and my toes curled. "Then you'll just have to kiss my 
favorite part and make it better." 
I slid a hand to that favorite part- my favorite part- and gripped him through his undershorts. He 
groaned, pressing himself into my touch, and the garment disappeared, leaving only my palm 
against the velvet hardness of him.  

"We need to get dressed," I managed to say, even as my hand stroked over him. "Later," he 
ground out, sucking on my lower lip. 
...My core pounded, sister to my thunderous heartbeat, the need to have him buried inside me, to 
have him-  

...Rhys let out a low growl that skittered over my skin, his hair slipping over his brow as he 
turned his head toward the door. Nothing but predatory intent in his glazed eyes. “We have thirty 
minutes,” he said with remarkable smoothness. 
..."This isn't finished," he promised me, his voice rough, before he kissed the hollow of my throat 
and pulled away.  

...I slumped against the pillows and breathed deep, cooling the need that coursed through me. 
Water gurgled in the bathing room, followed by a soft yelp. 
I wasn’t the only one in need of cooling, it seemed. 
Indeed, when I strode into the bathing room a few minutes later, Rhys was still cringing as he 
washed himself in the tub.  

A dip of my fingers into the soapy water confirmed my suspicions: it was ice-cold.  



Page 61 
"And I am not in the habit of fucking Illyrian leftovers."  

Page 63 
I am not in the habit of fucking Illyrian leftovers.  

Page 83  
I'd be an excellent nude model? 
...Perhaps I''ll model for you later, then. A sensuous brush down the bond that had my blood 
heating. It's been a while since we had paint involved. 
That cabin and kitchen table flashed into my mind, and my mouth went a bit dry. Rogue.  

Page 100 
Save that tongue for later. I have ideas for it. 
...Mor called from the front hall, startling me from the warmth pooling in my core.  

Page 112  
"There are concert halls. Fine restaurants. Pleasure clubs. And yet your sister..." 
...Rhys kissed my brow. "If someone propositions you, tell them we'll both be free in an hour."  

Page 148  
I admired the view from behind as Feyre's glass was filled. 
It was an effort to leash every raging instinct at that particular view. At the curves and hollows of 
my mate, the color of her- so vibrant, even in this room of so many personalities. Her midnight-
blue velvet gown hugged her perfectly, leaving little to the imagination before it pooled to the 
floor. She'd left her hair down, curling slightly at the ends- hair I knew I later wanted to plunge 
my hands into, scattering the silver combs pinning up the sides. And then I'd peel off that dress. 
Slowly. 
...In my town house. Smiling. Drinking my liquor.  

Page 152 
 I leaned down to kiss him, a brush of our mouths.  

Page 153  
I kissed him again, and when I made to pull away, he slid a hand behind my head and kept me 
there. 
He kissed me deeply, lazily- as if he'd be content to do nothing but that all day. I might have 
considered it.  

But I managed to extract myself, and crossed my legs as I settled back on the bed and reached for 
my new sketchbook and satchel of supplies. "I want to draw you," I said. “As my birthday 
present to me.” 
His smile was positively feline.  

I added, flipping open my sketchbook and turning to the first page. "You said once that nude 
would be best." 



Rhys's eyes glowed, and a whisper of his power through the room had the curtains parting, 
flooding the space with midmorning sunshine. Showing every glorious naked inch of him 
sprawled across the bed, illuminating the faint reds and golds of his wings. “Do your worst, 
Cursebreaker.”  

My very blood sparkling, I pulled out a piece of charcoal and began.  

Page 154  
I'd filled pages and pages of my sketchbook with him- drawings of his wings, his eyes, his 
Illyrian tattoos. And enough of his naked, beautiful body that I knew I'd never share this 
sketchbook with anyone but him. Rhys had indeed hummed his approval when he'd leafed 
through my work, smirking at the accuracy of my drawings regarding certain areas of his body.  

Page 168  
"Drink?" A decanter and pair of glasses appeared in her hands. 
"Mother above, yes." 
She waited until I'd sat beside her on the oak steps and downed a mouthful of amber liquid, the 
stuff burning its way along my throat and warming my belly, before she asked, "Do you want my 
advice?"  

Page 169 
I refilled my glass, set the crystal decanter on the step behind us, and drank again.  

Page 171 
"There's more alcohol in the cabin.  

Page 172 
"An Illyrian custom, actually- the heated sheds. The birchin. A bunch of naked warriors, sitting 
together in the steam, sweating."  

Page 173  
I snorted. "So the three of them are just in there. Naked. Sweating." Mother above. 
Interested in taking a look? The dark purr echoed in my mind. 
Lech. Go back to your sweating.  

There's room for one more in here. 
I thought mates were territorial. 
I could feel him smile as if he were grinning against my neck. I'm always eager to learn what 
sparks your interest, Feyre darling. 
I surveyed the cabin around me, the surfaces I'd painted nearly a year ago. I was promised a wall, 
Rhys. 
A pause. A long pause. I've taken you against a wall before. 
These walls. 
Another long, long pause. It's bad form to be at attention while the birchin. 
My lips curved as I sent him an image. A memory. 



Of me on the kitchen table just a few feet away. Of him kneeling before me. My legs wrapped 
around his head. Cruel, wicked thing.  

Page 182 
 I didn't fail to note that when Elain turned again to the liquor cabinet, she poured a finger of 
amber-colored liquor into a glass and knocked back the contents with a grimace before facing 
Nesta again.  

Page 183 
Az, to his credit, gave Mor a smile of thanks, a blush creeping over his cheeks, his hazel eyes 
fixed on her. I looked away at the heat, the yearning that filled them.  

Page 185 
I blinked away the tears that threatened at those words and leaned into the kiss he pressed to my 
mouth.  

Page 192  
He knew about the drinking, about the males. He told himself he didn't care. 
He told himself he didn't want to know who the bastard was who had taken her maidenhead. 
Told himself he didn't want to know if the males meant anything- if he meant anything.  

Page 197 
By the time Cassian returned, quiet and brooding, and knocked back a glass of liquor before 
stalking upstairs.  

Page 198 
He ran his hand down my thigh. "I'm glad."  

Page 201  
Rhys leaned in, brushing a kiss to my neck, right beneath my ear. "Shall we begin tonight, 
mate?" 
My toes curled. "That was the plan.” 
"Mmm. Do you know what my plan was?" Another kiss, this one to the hollow of my throat as 
his hands slipped around my back and began to undo the hidden buttons of my dress. That 
precious, beautiful dress. I arched my neck to given him better access, and he obliged, his tongue 
flicking over the spot he'd just kissed.  

"My plan," he went on, the dress sliding from me to pool on the rug, "involved this cabin, and a 
wall." 
My eyes opened just as his hands began to trace long lines along my bare back. Lower. 
I found Rhys smiling down at me, his eyes heavy-lidded while he surveyed my naked body. 
Naked, save for the diamond cuffs at my wrists. I went to remove them, but he murmured, 
"Leave them."  

My stomach tightened int anticipation, my breasts turning achingly heavy. 
I unbuttoned the rest of his jacket, fingers shaking, and peeled it from him, along with his shirt. 



And his pants. 
Then he was standing naked before me, wings slightly flared, muscled chest heaving, showing 
me the full evidence of just how ready he was. 
"Do you want to begin at the wall, or finish there?" His words were guttural, barely recognizable, 
and the gleam in his eyes turned into something predatory. He slid a hand down the front of my 
torso in brazen possessiveness. "Or shall it be the wall the entire time?" 
My knees buckled, and I found myself beyond words. Beyond anything but him. 
Rhys didn't wait for my answer before kneeling before me, his wings draping over the rug. 
Before he pressed a kiss to my abdomen, as if in reverence and benediction. Then pressed a kiss 
lower. 
Lower. 
My hands slid into his hair, just as he gripped one of my thighs and hoisted my leg over his 
shoulder. Just as I found myself somehow leaning against the wall near the doorway, as if he'd 
winnowed us. My head hit the wood with a soft thud as Rhys lowered his mouth to me. 
He took his time. 
Licked and stroked me until I'd shattered, then laughed against me, dark and rich, before he rose 
to his full height.  

Before he hoisted me up, my legs wrapping around his waist, and pinned me against that wall. 
One arm braced on the wall, the other holding me aloft, Rhys met my eyes. "How shall it be, 
mate?"  

..."Hard enough to make the pictures fall off," I reminded him, breathless. He laughed again, low 
and wicked. "Hold on tight, then." 
...My hands slid onto his shoulders, digging into the hard muscle. 
But he slowly, so slowly, pushed into me.  

So I felt every inch of him, every place where we were joined. I tipped my head back again, a 
moan slipping out of me. 
"Every time," he gritted out. "Every time, you feel exquisite." 
I clenched my teeth, panting through my nose. He worked his way in, thrusting in small 
movements, letting me adjust to each thick inch of him.  

And when he was seated inside me, when his hand tightened on my hip, just...stopped. I moved 
my hips, desperate for any friction. He shifted with me, denying it. 
Rhys licked his way up my throat. "I think about you, about this, every damn hour," he purred 
against my skin. "About the way you taste."  

Another slight withdrawal- then a plunge in. I panted and panted, leaning my head into the hard 
wall behind me. 
Rhys let out an approving sound, and withdrew slightly. Then pushed back in. Hard. 
A low rattle sounded down the wall to my left.  

I stopped caring. Stopped caring if we did indeed make the pictures fall off the wall as Rhys 
halted once more. 
"But mostly I think about this. How you feel around me, Feyre." He drove into me, exquisite and 



relentless. "How you taste on my tongue." My nails cut into his broad shoulders. "How even if 
we a thousand years together, I will never tire of this." 
Release began to gather along my spine, shutting out all sound and sense beyond where he met 
me, touched me.  

Another thrust, longer and harder. The wood groaned beneath his hand. 
He lowered his mouth to my breast and nipped- nipped, and then licked away the hurt that sent 
pleasure zinging through my blood. "How you let me do such naughty, terrible things to you." 
His voice was a caress that had my hips moving, begging him to go faster. 
Rhys only chuckled softly, cruelly, as he withheld that all-out, unhinged joining I craved. 
I opened my eyes long enough to peer down, to where I could see him joined with me, moving 
so achingly slowly in and out of me. "Do you like watching?" he breathed. "Watching me move 
in you?" 
...He let me in instantly, mind-to-mind and soul-to-soul, and then I was looking through his eyes- 
looking down at me as he gripped my hip and thrust. 
He purred, Look at how I fuck you, Feyre. 
...Look at how perfectly we fit. 
My flushed body was arched against the wall- perfect indeed for receiving him, for taking every 
inch of him. 
Do you see why I can't stop thinking of this- of you? 
Again, he withdrew and drove in, and released the damper on his power. 
...And still Rhys remained before me, my legs wrapped around his waist. 
I brushed my own mental hands down him and breathed, Can you fuck me in here, too? That 
wicked delight faltered. 
...Then undiluted, utter predator answered, It would be my pleasure. 
...He gave me everything I wanted: the unleashed pounding of him inside my body- the 
unrelenting thrust and filling and slap of skin on skin, the slam of our bodies against wood. ...All 
while he moved in me, relentless and driving as the sea. Ove rand over, power and flesh and 
soul, until I think I was screaming, until I think he was roaring, and my mortal body clenched 
around him, shattering. 
...And when my mind could form words, when I could again feel his essence around me, his 
body still moving in my own, I sent him that image one last time, into the dark and stars- my gift. 
...Rhys spilled into me with a roar, his wings splaying wide. 
...He remained buried in me, leaning heavily against the wall as he panted against my neck, 
"FeyreFeyreFeyre." 
He was shaking. We both were. 
I worked up the presence of mind to crack open my eyes.  

Page 207  
"Do it again," I breathed, my voice hoarse. 
Rhys knew what I meant. 
And I'd never been so glad for a Fae mate when he hardened again a heartbeat later, lowered me 
to the floor and flipped me onto my stomach, then plunged deep into me with a growling purr. 
And even when we eventually collapsed on the rug, barely avoiding the broken pictures and vase 
shards, unable to move for a good long while, that image of my gift remained between us, 
shimmering as bright as any stare.  



Page 208 
The words we'd exchanged last night, what we'd done, flowed between us, as invisible and solid 
as our mating bond.  

Page 209 
"Build a house with an office for you, and one for me. Build a house with a bathtub big enough 
for two- and for wings."  

Page 210 
The sex had destroyed me.  

Page 229 
Before I could elbow him, Rhys kissed me again, breathless and swift.  

Profanity  Count  

Ass 4 Fuck 4 Piss 1 Prick 4 Shit 9  

 


