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A ma chère grand-maman chérie 
que j’aime tant.



Let no one deceive you in any way… For that day will not come, unless the rebellion comes first, and the man of lawlessness is revealed, the son of destruction, who opposes and exalts himself against every so-called god or object of worship, so that he takes his seat in the temple of God, proclaiming himself to be God…
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“Dear Lord, I am heartily sorry for having offended thee, and I detest all my sins because of Thy just punishment, but most of all because I have offended Thee my Lord, Who is all good and deserving of my love.
“Though frankly, between you and me, I don’t see how I could be blamed for what my parents have done. Come to think of it, you do have a tendency to hold grudges, or you wouldn’t have punished all of mankind because Adam and Eve happened to disobey you that one time…
“So let’s strike a deal: If you’re willing to discard my past, I’ll be more than glad to overlook yours. And I promise to be really, really good from now on. After I’ve made Arthur pay for being a lying, scheming, good-for-nothing prat, that is. Thank you. Amen.”
I sign myself then let out a heavy breath as I slump back down onto the freezing floor.
“Psha!” a voice utters in the darkness, making me jump. “That ain’t gonna make a slick of a difference. He hasn’t listened to the Watchers’ endless mumblings for millennia. A minute of your whiny self isn’t gonna make a ripple in the Almighty’s conscience.”
“W-Who are you?” I ask, my voice shaking. I didn’t see anyone else in the split second it took for Irene to throw me in jail. “Are you a…a ghost?”
My eyes dart about uselessly. Half-Fey or not, I still can’t see without light. I hear someone expectorate and wince as a fat, wet glob lands on my arm.
“There’s no such thing as ghosts,” the disembodied voice says. “And I’m hurt you wouldn’t remember me. We had such a lovely time together—hoppy beer followed by a romantic boat ride on the lake. It was great till your brother cut me up and you disfigured me.”
I cringe away from the venomous tone. There’s only one who would fit that description, and it happens to be the only Fey in the world who has every right to rip my heart out.
“Nibs?”
“In the flesh,” the clurichaun says, “or what’s left of it.”
He shifts around and I hear the sound of clinking chains. I let myself relax a little—at least he can’t attack me in here.
“Say,” Nibs says, “you wouldn’t happen to have some aqua vita1 on you by any chance?”
“Some what?”
“No, I thought not.”
A long stretch of awkward silence settles between us, punctuated by the occasional dry cough.
“That jerk isn’t my brother, you know,” I finally say, feeling my breath steaming in the air. “Arthur’s a traitor. He lied to me, manipulated me, tried to—”
“Who cares what he is?” Nibs cuts me off. “He ought to be skinned alive.”
“Couldn’t agree with you more on that one,” I say.
“You too, for that matter,” Nibs adds.
“Right,” I say, my discomfort spiking again. “So how long have you been in here for?”
His restraints scrape softly against the wall as he shrugs. “Days, months, years? Does it really matter? I’m probably going to be stuck in here for the rest of my eternal life. Unless…”
“Unless?” I ask, my ears perking up. Could it be he knows a way to get out or here, or someone who might help us escape?
“Unless your fake brother finds my last ogham and affixes me to one of his noisome devices,” Nibs says. “Or kills me outright.”
“Your other ogham?” I ask stupidly. “I thought you guys only had one.”
“Some of us can split our oghams,” Nibs retorts nasally as if he’s digging his nostrils for boogers. “Though it hasn’t done much for me except prolong the torture.”
“Oh.” I let my chin fall back onto my chest in disappointment. If a full-blooded Fey can’t get out of here, I have no hope of making it out alive either.
I think back to my last moments of freedom, a few hours ago. Despite all my warnings, Carman, the wickedest witch of the west, is back from the dead to wreak havoc all over the globe in her frenzy for vengeance.
And after meeting her, being locked away down here might not be such a bad thing after all. It’s not like we parted on friendly terms her and I, considering I’m somewhat responsible for her son’s death, and may or may not have thwarted her attempt to kill Arthur and Lance. I wonder if she’ll believe me if I tell her that last one was a mistake I’m not likely to make again? Probably not.
Might as well make myself comfortable in this damp, cold, smelly, dirty tomb of mine….
I sit up suddenly, my stomach spasming.
“Don’t worry,” Nibs says, matter-of-fact. “Any bug you may have felt crawling on you is just a trick of your imagination.”
I crouch against the wall, all muscles tense, forcing myself to breathe through my nose.
“Seriously,” Nibs adds, more alert. “This place is as good as airtight—anything that tries to crawl in or out without going through the door the proper way gets zapped.”
Tears spring to my eyes with the effort of self-restraint. I whimper. “I-I have to pee,” I breathe, biting on my lower lip as the full extent of being left to rot in this cell finally hits me.

I stop yelling, my breath coming out in rough gasps, my fists laying useless at my sides, stinging from having beat on the iron door for hours.
No one’s come.
No one’s coming.
This is worse than being locked up in the prayer room by Sister Marie-Clémence; worse than my week stuck inside Irene’s house.
“Oh good,” Nibs says with a sneer. “I thought you’d never stop.”
I sigh, looking sightlessly at my hands. “You’d think being Fey would be useful,” I say bitterly. “Like allow me to open doors or something.”
Nibs spits loudly and I hear a fat glob of phlegm hit the wall inches from me. “You’re dumber than I remember. This place is lined with iron, no Fey can get out.”
“Right,” I say. “Iron’s a no-no with you guys.”
Nibs chuckles. “With you too now, though you’re lucky your human blood prevents you from feeling any pain at its touch.”
I slump back down as the last embers of hope die out inside me, leaving a black hole in their stead—Jesus’s agony in the Garden of Gethsemane was nothing compared to this.
“My soul is overwhelmed with sorrow to the point of death,” I mutter, remembering the verses from the Bible that Sister Marie-Clémence liked to recite whenever she was exasperated, which had been a daily occurrence with me. If only she could see me now. I sigh. “I’m going to die and I don’t even know a thing about my real parents.”
“Could you please stop with all the moping and whining?” Nibs asks. “It’s already bad enough that I have to stay chained to this wall for the foreseeable future.”
“Saint George’s balls!” I say, irritated. “Why can’t you just let me pray in peace?”
Nibs lets out a disgusted snort. “You should pray to Carman instead. The sooner she gets her ass here, the sooner she can kill all those knights off and free us.”
I shudder at the demon witch’s mention. If Carman comes over, then my death is going to come sooner rather than later. Besides, why would she bother coming to this rat hole when she’s got a whole world to conquer? Unless Nibs knows something I don’t….
Before I know it, I’m back on my feet, heading for Nibs when I trip over his chain and fall, smacking my head against the wall.
Nibs’s laugh rings out just inches from me. “Why so worked up?” he asks. “Think about it. The knights are the ones who put you down. And what for? Did you do anything to hurt them? No. Though between you and me if they hadn’t been so brainless themselves they would’ve locked you in here sooner. They would’ve prevented this mess, not that I’m complaining since—”
“Shhh!” I say, accidentally slapping him in the face.
He snarls and I snatch my hand away.
“I think I heard something,” I whisper.
“Doubtful,” Nibs says, “very doubtful. This place is about a hundred feet below ground, so unless—”
But he shuts up when a keening howl pierces our cell’s walls. The hairs at the back of my neck stand up. Despite it being muffled, I would recognize that sound anywhere.
“The banshee,” I whisper, huddling instinctively closer to the clurichaun.
Nibs’s chains rattle as if he’s just shook his head. “Again, very doubtful. Banshees would not dare get this close to humans, and to a place crawling with knights even less so.”
Again, the guttural, inhuman cry reaches my ears. “She’s here for me,” I say, my mouth dry. “I killed her master, she wants revenge!”
The banshee worked for Dean. Dear, sweet Dean whose care of me over the years turned out to be only a façade for his true intent: To harvest my blood, needed to free his mother Carman.
I feel the palm of my left hand where the cut he made has closed back up, leaving a puckered scar behind.
The minutes tick by, marked by the banshee’s mournful cries.
“Why is she even sad?” I ask, resentful at the recollection of Dean’s betrayal. “He didn’t even treat her well. In fact, he was going to kill her to complete the warding circle!”
“Sometimes being treated like shit is better than never having your existence acknowledged.”
“It was a rhetorical question,” I snap, not wanting to feel pity for Dean’s hired killer.
I dig my knuckles into my eyes in an effort to get rid of the vision of Dean’s pale face as the ground of Island Park slowly drew him under, eating him up like it did his other eleven victims. Not once did his eyes waver from my face, not even when the earth finally closed over him.
Tears well up, hot against my frozen hands. “I hope all the demons in hell are torturing you right now,” I hiccup, more angry at myself for missing him than at anything else. “I hope they’re tearing your eyes out and pulling your teeth out, and ripping your hair out, and cutting you to shreds, and…” I let my voice trail off—I’ve really got to work on better curses.
“Has anyone ever told you how overly dramatic you are?” Nibs asks, and I sniff back my tears in mild embarrassment. “If you ask me, there’s no hell worse than being stuck here with—”
“Shh,” I cut him off again. “Someone’s coming!”
“Yes, yes,” Nibs says complacently, “we’ve already established the fact that our little friend is—”
He breaks off as the muted thumping of boots on stone grows louder, drawing near, then stops. I hear a key being inserted into the lock and the door to our cell is wrenched open.
I close my eyes at the sudden, blinding light.
“Urgh, it reeks in here!” a man says.
I shy away from the deep voice, trying to cover my bare legs with my muddy skirt. My teary gaze falls on Nibs’s prostrated form and I hold back a gasp. Half his face looks like it’s been burnt with acid, a mesh pattern tracing his temple and the top of his left cheek. I swallow with difficulty as I match the pattern burned into his face to that of the iron threads in my coat.
“Morgan?”
I blink up through the curtain of greasy hair that’s fallen over my face as Arthur steps inside.
“Dear God, Morgan, what’s happened to you?”
“You locked me up,” I say through gritted teeth. “I thought that was rather obvious.”
“It wasn’t…” He pauses. “But it’s just been a few hours!”
“You mean days,” I say, alarmed. I can’t possibly have lost track of time that much, can I? Or is that a side effect from being locked up in total obscurity?
“I mean hours,” Arthur repeats, more gently, “and you already look like a mess.”
“Yeah, and your sweetie’s gone batshit crazy to boot,” Nibs says, voicing my fear. “But isn’t that why you put her in here for?”
Arthur glances at the clurichaun with obvious disgust. “Why have they been put together?” he asks, his voice cold. “I want Morgan moved to another cell, one with light and away from—”
“Can’t, sir,” the guard says, his eyes narrowed with revulsion. “Orders.”
“Don’t bother,” I tell Arthur before he can argue back. I lick my dry lips. “Nothing you do or say is going to change the fact that you betrayed me.”
Arthur flinches. “I didn’t mean for this to happen,” he says so low I barely hear him over Nibs’s loud, rattling breathing. “I will get you out of here, you need to believe me. This is all… temporary.”
Eyes pleading, Arthur leans down and slowly brushes my hair out from my face, his fingers lingering on my cheek. I can’t resist the temptation and bite him, my teeth sinking into his flesh. He cries out but I hold on until the guard kicks me in the gut.
“You’ll pay for that, demon!” the man says, his next kick landing on my sternum and knocking the air out of my lungs.
“Enough!” Arthur says, his voice striving for composure. “I won’t have the prisoner injured before her trial.”
“I hope your hand gets infected and you lose it,” I cough. Then the other shoe drops. “Trial? What trial?”
“The one that will determine whether you should be put down or not,” the guard says, looking like he’s straining not to hit me again.
“Put me down?” I repeat, my insides knotting with fear.
My eyes flicker to the door left wide open behind them. This is my chance. I smile at the guard, goading him to attack me again. In this confined space, he can’t use his sword, and I’ve learned enough from Master Ywain to bring the larger man down long enough to flee.
Arthur must have sensed my desire, for he moves into my field of vision before the guard can come at me.
“I just came to let you know that you are to be tried in a week and a day,” he says. “The trial will be held before members of both KORT and the Board, at Terce2.” He leans forward, enough so the guard can’t hear him, but far enough from my deadly dentition. “And drop the crazy act. I need you to make a good impression on everyone if I want to get you out of here.”
I squint up at him, too surprised to come up with a snarky repartee. He can’t be serious. It was my understanding that Irene—his own mother—wanted nothing better than to see me eviscerated. So what’s he doing here telling me he wants to set me free?
Arthur straightens up, gives me a pointed look then heads back out.
The guard snorts in disbelief. “Don’t know why he bothered,” he mutters. “You aren’t better than a feral dog.”
And before I can get over my surprise, he kicks me again. I double over in pain, gasping, a wave of warmth spreading down my legs. The heavy iron door squeals back shut, cutting off all light and any hope I had of escaping.
The tears I’ve barely been holding come pouring out in raking sobs.
“There she goes again,” Nibs says, sounding defeated. “Why are you overreacting again? At least you’ve got a chance to make it out alive.”
I cry even harder. “I-It’s not th-that,” I say, burning with humiliation. “I just p-peed myself.”




Days and nights bleed into each other with the sporadic meal to mark the time ebbing by. And, unfortunately, I’m still sane, which makes my ordeal that much harder to bear.
“Nobody knows the trouble I’ve seen,” I hum off-key, “nobody knows but Jeeesus. Nobody knows the trouble I’ve seen, Gloooory Halleluuuiah.”
“Can you please stop the racket?” Nibs asks plaintively.
“Sometimes I’m up, sometimes I’m down,” I sing louder, “oh, yes Loooord. Sometimes I’m splattered to the ground, oh yes Loooooord.”
“You’ve sung it ten thousand times already!” Nibs yells over me.
I snap my mouth shut and lean back against the iron door, my post since Arthur’s visit, and the perfect spot to tell if someone’s coming. Not that it matters. By now I’m convinced the whole world’s conveniently forgotten all about me.
“I’m bored,” I say after a while. “Let’s play a game!”
“How about seeing how long it takes Carman to get her ass here and bail us out?”
“That could take ages,” I say. “I’ll be tried and hung before that happens.”
“I wouldn’t bet on it,” Nibs says.
“Why not?” I ask, perking up.
“Because of your Fey blood. Have you noticed a propensity to heal, by any chance?”
I frown to myself, remembering my wounds closing up after drinking from the Sangraal. “I suppose…” I say tentatively.
“So you’re likely to suffer a much more gruesome, painful death instead,” Nibs says with relish. “One that won’t give you a chance to heal back up.”
“That was because of the Sangraal,” I say. “They can’t blame me for that, can they?”
“The Sangraal helps augment one’s powers not temporarily give you one,” Nibs says.
I think back to that dreadful night facing Carman, and how I was able to heal Arthur afterward. “Could it boost your healing too then?” I ask. “Could it restore your ogham?”
Nibs chuckles dryly. “No, but I’d settle for a face lift at this point. Not that it matters in our present circumstances.”
“If I get my hands back on it,” I tell him, “I’ll help restore you to health.”
Before Nibs can answer me with another one of his jabs, the metal of the door vibrates against my back. Someone’s coming down the stairs. I straighten up as the tremors intensify—more than one person is coming, which means this isn’t mealtime….
Someone unlocks the door and pushes it open, projecting a dazzling wedge of light inside the cell. Before I can scurry away to the other end, however, a guard grabs me by the arm and hauls me to my feet.
“Time to get yourself burned at the stake, demon,” the man says before dragging me out into the narrow hallway and closing the door again.
Despite the guard’s painful hold on my arm, the faint heat of the flickering torch releases some of the tension that’s been accumulating between my shoulder blades while in jail. As my vision adjusts to the light, I find myself standing before a familiar figure dressed all in black. The woman’s heavily-lined eyes are watching me with a flat expression, judging as they always have.
“Hello, Irene,” I say, smiling until my lips crack. “Always a pleasure.”
Her nose wrinkles in distaste.
“Laguz,” she intones, flicking her hand towards me.
The guard barely has the time to let go of my arm before a massive jet of water hits me in the chest, cold and unforgiving. When I think I’m about to drown, the deluge stops, leaving me soaking wet and shaking.
“That’ll have to do,” Irene says with a slight smirk.
The guard proceeds to handcuff me before slipping on a heavy iron collar around my neck, a long, heavy chain hanging from it.
“A fitting leash for the little bitch,” he whispers, before dragging me after him.

We emerge next to the church, the sky-lake bright with the light of noonday. The wind picks up, plastering my sodden clothes to my body, and bringing with it the ever-present scent of apple blossoms that can’t quite mask the acrid smell of fires. A chill runs down my arms as I remember the pile of dead Fomori serving as a pyre on my way back from facing Carman. Surely they can’t still be burning the dead?
“Get going, you demon spawn,” the guard says, yanking hard on my chain.
I stumble after him as Irene leads us past the church towards the training grounds. I hear the sounds of commotion long before we reach the arena, and I guess I’m to have a public trial, one the whole school seems most eager to attend.
The crowd’s excited chatter grows to a roar of disapproval the moment I step inside the stadium. Something hits me in the face, splattering all over my hair and my guard’s uniform. I barely taste the juice of a well-ripe tomato before another flurry of vegetables and rotten fruit hits me.
“Death to the traitor!” someone shouts as a solid apple hits the back of my head with a loud thunk before bouncing off to the ground and rolling away in the dirt.
My guard cusses under his breath and forces me to go faster towards a round stand erected a third of the way down the arena floor.
“Rip her ogham out!” another shrill voice screams from the stands.
Applause of approval resounds at the cry when a crackling thunder rends the air. I look up, startled.
“I will have order and discipline at my court!” a voice booms out, coming from the dais raised in the center of the stadium.
The curses and cries die out as quickly as a snuffed flame. The man who spoke is a grizzled geezer, his shoulders pulled back proudly, his face stern. Fluttering angrily on a pole above him is a triangular flag depicting a bearded man with the horns of a ram, a sword in one hand and a wreath of oak leaves in the other—the Board’s sigil.
The guard makes me climb onto the wooden stand then proceeds to attach my chain to it.
“Lovely,” I say bitterly, “as if this wasn’t degrading enough.”
The guard smiles wickedly from his position, then gives a final tug on my bindings before stepping away.
Despite the weight of my fetters, I hold myself straighter. If those people think they’ve got me cowering and ready to do their bidding, they’re out of their bloody minds. I stare, unblinking, at the judge and the rest of the jury set in a semi-circle about him.
To the judge’s right are six members of the Board. I see with some relief that Lady Ysolt and her husband are still alive, though Sir Boris’s scarred face and new eye patch tell me he’s barely made it through the battle alive. Next to him is a brooding Father Tristan, followed by a large woman the size of an adult hippo then, dwarfed between her and my once-upon-a-time stepfather Luther, sits Irene.
My gaze instinctively flickers away from her cold face to wander to the other half of the semi-circle, and my heart skips a beat.
“Percy!” I exclaim, more loudly than I expected.
The knight’s head snaps around in my direction and I break into a wide grin. The last time I saw him, he was on the brink of death after fighting off Dean’s evil banshee. I make a mental note to myself to thank Blanchefleur for saving him; if I ever get a chance to get out of these irons that is.
Percy throws me a quick smile before looking away again, as if embarrassed to be overtly friendly with the accused.
The slight hurts, but I can’t blame him. Rather, I blame everyone else around here. Who was the one who warned against the Fey behind all those black-veined murders? Me. Who warned against Carman getting out of jail? Me! But instead of thanking me, they’re now blaming me for everything!
“Morgan Pendragon?” the old man asks.
“What?” I yell, fired up with indignation.
Out of the corner of my eye, I see Arthur grow tense and remember his warning to be a good girl if I don’t want to ruin my chances of getting free. I take a deep, calming breath.
“Yes?” I ask more demurely.
“You have been accused of practicing illegal elemental manipulation,” the judge says, loud and clear for all to hear, “of hiding important and dangerous Fey artifacts, and of theft. Do you deny any of these charges?”
I refrain from rolling my eyes at him. “Yes, your highness,” I say. “I deny them all.”
I hear muffled laughs behind me and the judge’s wide face turns slightly pink.
“You’ll address me as ‘Your Honor,’ if you please, Miss Pendragon,” the old man says.
“Yes, sir. Your Honor.”
The judge nods then starts reading from a fat ledger.
“Let us begin then with the illegal practice of EM,” he says, looking over his glasses at me. “A little over a week ago, you found yourself on Island Park, did you not?”
I blink. Was it only a week ago that I was on that cursed island? “Yes, Your Honor,” I say.
“And how did you get to that island?”
“Your honor,” Arthur says, standing up. “There have been many reports, my own included, stating that she’d been kidnapped by the Pendragons’ lawyer.”
“After having escaped from our house,” Irene retorts, her back so straight it looks like a plank of wood’s been shoved down her bustier. “Which is highly suspect in and of itself.”
“Where the only guard present was her kidnapper, which is also highly suspect,” Arthur says, and I have the pleasure of seeing both Irene and Luther squirm.
“Noted,” the judge says. “Miss Pendragon, once on Island Park you were, however, seen performing EM illegally. And not for the first time, I believe.”
I blanch. To my surprise, Lance stands up, his perfect features blank of any expression.
“Your Honor,” he says, “Sir Arthur and myself had been fighting Carman and were losing the battle. We would have been killed if Miss Pendragon hadn’t come to our defense. She also healed Sir Arthur who’d sustained severe injuries, and cured the Lady Jennifer from the Fey poison that claimed so many before. If it weren’t for her, none of us would be present here today.”
I repress a grimace, wishing I could forget that last part—saving Jennifer is not one of my proudest achievements.
“Yet she was there when Carman was freed,” the judge says. “Indeed, she was brought there, which can only mean that she was somehow crucial to Carman’s liberation. So tell me, child, how did you perform those feats? Did you perchance obtain some of the school’s more powerful oghams?”
“Your Honor,” Arthur interrupts again, “no ogham was found on Morgan’s person at the time of her arrest, and there are plenty of witnesses that observed her performing these healings without their use.”
“She could have hidden them,” the blond-haired KORT knight sitting next to Percy says lazily. “I don’t believe she was searched until Lady Irene finally apprehended her.”
The judge eyes me carefully and I gulp. “I’m not quite sure about all the supposed EM, Your Honor,” I say, though Nibs’s explanations come back to mind. “I assumed it was because of the Sangraal.”
There’s a collective intake of breath in the stands behind me at the name of the magical cup, but the judge’s face brightens. This is what he’s been waiting for all along.
“How did the Sangraal come to be in your hands?” he asks.
“I first found the cup here at school,” I say, “but then I lost it and didn’t see it again until it was brought to me up on the island. I think”—I bite on my lower lip—“I think I would have died without it.”
The judge frowns. “Who brought it to you then, child?”
I look down at my hands stained with black, the indelible remains of that one, horrifying time I tried to save Owen from the Siege Perilous. I rub them together self-consciously.
“Who brought it to you, Miss Pendragon?” the judge asks again.
“Puck, Your Honor,” I reply with a sigh.
The jury pulls back in surprise.
As if he’d been waiting to hear his name, I spot the little hobgoblin making his way into the training arena, hopping and skipping down the sandy floor towards the jury’s dais as fast as his little legs will carry him.
Suddenly, his face whips upward and he skids to a stop to sniff the air. His horny head snaps over in my direction and I see his tiny, fluffy tail beat wildly as he launches off in my direction. But before he can reach me, he trips on his own two hooves and falls rolling to the ground, coming to a resounding stop at the foot of my stand. I instinctively try to kneel to help him up but the restraints tighten around me, keeping me locked in my upright position.
“Who let that creature through?” Irene snaps, motioning for the guard to take Puck away.
The hobgoblin’s head pops up above the platform’s wooden base, dazed, then splits into a beatific smile at my sight. As Puck struggles to pull himself onto my stand, I watch with some apprehension as the guard hurries over. But before the man can reach him, Puck hops into my arms and I hug him protectively.
Irene stands up in anger. “Drop him!”
“No,” I say, squeezing Puck closer to me.
A fat and cold raindrop splatters against my cheek, quickly followed by another, and I look up in surprise as the sky-lake bursts open in a fierce rain. Behind me, the stands erupt in panicked shrieks as the crowd struggles to disperse and find shelter.
“The sky is broken!” someone screams.
“The whole lake is going to fall upon our heads!” someone else shouts.
My gut clenches into a tight knot—did the attack on the school weaken it so much that the barrier keeping us safe from Lake Winnebago’s waters is failing?
I glance over to the makeshift dais where the jury is and, squinting through the sheets of rain, find that none of them have moved. I exhale softly as the stands behind me quickly empty themselves out. People are just being paranoid after the attack, but this isn’t anything more than a passing storm. Except that I’ve never seen one in Lake High before.
Puck snuggles closer to me, using my hair as an umbrella, before looking over his shoulder at a glowing shape moving towards us.
“Peace,” I hear a soft voice whisper, carried over by the whistling wind.
Slowly, the rain clears up to reveal Lady Vivian, the school’s principal, standing between me and the jury members. Her burgundy dress whips about her legs in an agitated fashion, the cloth as dry as the rest of us are drenched.
“You did that on purpose!” Irene accuses her, her mascara dripping in black streaks down her pale face.
Lady Vivian waves her hand dismissively. “I thought I’d clear the air a little,” she says. “Nothing like a good rainfall to wash out the dirt, though it’s not always entirely successful.”
Irene’s scowl deepens. “I knew having that filthy vermin show up here was a bad sign,” she mutters, loud enough for all of us to hear.
The judge clears his throat self-consciously. “Let us get back to the matter at hand, shall we?” he says.
“Yes,” Lady Vivian says, “let us. I came to hear the Gorlois heir’s account of Carman’s escape.”
“We hadn’t reached that part yet,” Luther says with a sneer.
“We were going over the Sangraal affair,” the elderly judge adds.
“Very well,” Lady Vivian says.
She snaps her fingers together and the wind picks up again, shooting straight for her. Her skirts twirl as the breeze gathers behind her, then Lady Vivian sits down and remains perched in the air.
“Please proceed,” Lady Vivian says, a small smile playing at the corners of her lips.
I stare at her, mouth wide open—I’ve never seen her use any kind of Elemental Manipulation before. I always thought she was another layman, like Miss Laplace or Miss Pelletier. Frowning, I scan her now still figure—her ears, neckline, and hands are devoid of any telltale jewelry that would indicate the use of oghams. Nor did she call any elemental name.
I let out a small gasp as understanding dawns on me: Lady Vivian is a Fey!
But having a Fey hold so much power over the school—a school dedicated to eradicating her kind—makes absolutely no sense. She must have some oghams tucked out of sight inside her dress somewhere, and learned to call upon their powers without speaking their names out loud. Except I’ve never heard anyone mention that was possible. Even Arthur can’t manage that feat, and he’s supposedly one of the best knights seen in ages.
Puck suddenly grabs my chin in his tiny hands and forces me to look up. I find the presiding judge is staring at me expectantly and I realize he must have asked me a question.
“Yes, Your Honor?” I ask, feeling myself blush. If Arthur was hoping for me to give a good impression, I’m afraid I’m doing a terrible job at it.
“Carman?” the judge asks, rapping his fingers on the wooden desk.
“Yes, she’s out,” I say.
“Thank you for stating the obvious,” Irene snaps. “We want to know how she did it, and what your role was in it.”
I pause. In my week spent in the cool of my prison cell, I’ve had plenty of time to consider this very question, and only one explanation’s come to me over and over again.
“Reverse engineering, I believe,” I say carefully. “According to the song, there were twelve people who sacrificed themselves to put Carman underground. Four men, four Fey, and four—”
“Nephilim,” says the rotund woman sitting next to Father Tristan. “We know the myth, but that doesn’t explain how she got out of there.”
I scowl at her, then remember Arthur’s words and try to smooth my expression into something more neutral and less likely to get me incarcerated again.
“From what I saw,” I say, “Dean killed twelve people to undo what had been done.” I start counting off on my fingers. “There were those people on the island who disappeared, our knights, Fey…” I shiver as I recall the ground slowly swallowing Dean up before the last of the standing stones rose in his stead. “He also used my blood on the central stone—”
“Gorlois had warned us against that,” Irene hisses, interrupting me. “We should’ve killed her when we first got our hands on her!”
I wince at her tone, though I shouldn’t be surprised by the venom in her voice. She’s never shown me a pinch of affection before, even when she was posing as my mother. But what gets my heart speeding is the mention of my father’s name.
“It seems your account of his words has changed over the years,” Lady Vivian says.
“His words are the same,” Irene says, “it is my interpretation of them that’s wizened.”
My hands clench instinctively around my chains. If Irene saw my father before he died, perhaps he also told her about my mother. Somehow, I need to find a way to question her, and the only way I can do that is if I’m out of these fetters.
“Enough,” the judge says. “I will not have speculations thrown out here, especially not vindictive ones.”
“Miss Pendragon,” Lady Ysolt says, turning to me, “did Dean or even Carman herself say anything to you? Anything that would elucidate his actions or hint at Carman’s plans could be of tremendous help to us in our efforts to rid the world of that abomination.”
“He was her son,” I say, enjoying despite myself the sour looks that cross both Irene’s and Luther’s faces.
Considering how long Dean worked for them, it’s no wonder they both look constipated. I wouldn’t be chirpy either if I was a Board member and found to have harbored one of the most dangerous demons around.
“Impossible!” the fat lady blurts out. “Her sons were defeated shortly after her demise centuries ago!”
I bite back a scathing retort. I need them to believe me, to trust me. Otherwise, they’ll throw me back down in that lightless cell for the rest of my life. And then I’ll never find the truth about my parents.
I think back on my time with Dean. Though I’ve known him all my life, the moments spent with him were few and far between, except during the last few months. I know now that it was only to keep an eye on me so he could get me to Island Park when the time was right. He sure wasn’t happy when I skipped out on him and he had to go looking for me all over the place…
A thought strikes me. “I did catch Dean talking with someone down here during the battle,” I say. “A man. Perhaps he would know something.”
“Down here as in Lake High?” Luther asks, his eyes narrowed in suspicion.
I nod eagerly.
“Are you implying there’s a traitor among us?” Lady Ysolt asks.
I see Father Tristan straighten up from his slouched posture.
“I’m not sure he was a traitor,” I say tentatively. “They had an argument and then Dean knocked the guy down. He may even have killed him.”
“An argument?” Gauvain asks. “What about?”
I frown with the effort of remembering every detail of the scene spied in the cellar between Dean and the unknown man.
“I’m not sure,” I say at last, “but they seemed to know each other and the man said something about Dean missing an ingredient.”
“Who was it?” Father Tristan asks, leaning forward.
“Dean called him Myrdwinn.”
Puck suddenly yanks down on my hair and I yelp out in pain.
“Are you sure about that?” Father Tristan asks, a note of excitement in his voice which he usually reserves for his sermons.
“Yes,” I say, finally managing to rescue the remaining strands of hair out of Puck’s sticky grasp.
“What did he look like?” Father Tristan asks and, despite the distance, I can see the feverish gleam in his eyes.
“Young, brown hair… I didn’t really get to see him properly, since Dean went straight for me after attacking him, but I thought perhaps he was the director’s grandson.”
“The child is obviously lying,” Luther says dismissively. “We all know Myrdwinn, and the man is old and senile.”
“You’ve got to believe me!” I say. “Someone must have seen him around, or at least found his body in the cellar, and—”
“There was no body in the cellar,” Irene says curtly.
“Maybe the man woke up,” I insist. “Maybe he’s somewhere else around here and—”
“Enough,” Lady Vivian says, rising from her seat of air. She turns to me with a severe look. “Need I remind you that you are here on trial, and that you are bound by your blood oath to tell us the truth and nothing but the truth?”
I flinch and take an involuntary step back. Lady Vivian has never spoken to me that way before. In fact, when I last saw her, she was taking my defense against Irene…
I look pleadingly at the priest and the KORT knights, the only ones who’ve taken my words seriously so far. But Father Tristan’s sudden interest seems to have fled just as quickly, and none of the knights are meeting my eyes.
“I see that we’ve exhausted Morgan’s knowledge on Carman and Dean,” Lady Vivian says. “Thank you for letting me listen in.”
She nods towards the judge then exits from the arena, her steps so light she doesn’t leave a trail behind on the sandy ground.
I let my shoulders droop. Everyone I know has turned against me, so what’s the point in continuing this charade?
“Let’s go back to the Sangraal, shall we?” the judge says once Lady Vivian is gone. “When you first found it, did you perchance see any evidence of Excalibur as well?”
“I beg your pardon?” I ask, startled out of my own dark thoughts.
“Excalibur,” the judge repeats. “A Fey weapon that went missing around the same time as the Sangraal.”
I shake my head. “I don’t know anything about a weapon,” I say. I look up sharply, hope blossoming one last time in my breast. “But I can show you where I found the cup if you want.”
“Please do,” the judge says, standing up so quickly everyone else around the table scrambles to follow suit.

As he unchains me, the guard tries to pull Puck away from me, but the hobgoblin hikes around my neck and hisses at him. The man throws me a dark look, giving up, then yanks on my restraints to get me off the podium. I shuffle towards the jury members assembling by the entrance, feeling apprehensive.
“Where to?” the large woman shouts over to me, wobbling down the steps of the dais, her large belly jiggling before her like a hyperactive jellyfish.
“The inner courtyard,” I say, pulling hard on my chain to make my guard stumble.
As we proceed out of the arena, I find myself the subject of intense scrutiny from a small group of students who have decided to brave the rain and watch my trial. Sitting in the very center of the small group is a girl with hair like spun gold. My mouth twists downward as I meet Jennifer’s eyes.
The girl looks much improved from the last time I saw her: The black veins that had covered her body are gone, giving her skin a diaphanous look, and the eyes that once were closed to the world are now open and filled with an intense hatred. I grimace—guess she’s as unhappy as I am about me saving her ass.
As I pass along the wall beneath her section, her squire Sophie flicks her finger and a large pothole suddenly opens up at my feet. I fall onto my face, cutting my lip open on my manacles, and the group of onlookers roars in laughter.
The guard pulls on my chain, and I let out a strangled gasp as the metal collar bites into my throat.
“Up!” he growls.
I push myself back up, Puck struggling to stay on my shoulders, and find Jennifer smiling at me. I licking the blood off my already healed lip then grin back at her.
If ever I get out of this alive, I silently promise her, I’m gonna make you pay.
Jennifer quickly looks away, her azure eyes looking troubled.
“Get moving!” the guard barks, prodding me with the tip of his steel-toed boot.
With a final nod in Jennifer’s direction, I resume my forced march towards the school. As we reach Lake High’s northeastern entrance, I can’t help but notice that the massive door’s once beautiful carved tableau of nymphs is now marred by deep gouges. A parting gift from the horde of Fomori that attacked us while Dean was up on the surface freeing his mother-dearest.
Percy, in the lead, pushes the heavy door open and we engulf ourselves in the darkened hallway in pairs. Our footsteps echo back to us as we cross the building, mixing themselves to the whispers of students watching us go by. Finally, we stride past the herbarium and find ourselves in the school’s inner courtyard.
The gardens look peaceful, untouched by all the death and destruction left by the attack. Standing tall in the middle of the courtyard is the giant apple tree, its branches heavy with apples.
“I can’t believe it was in the school,” the fat Board member huffs. “All this time we’ve been looking for it and it was right under our noses?”
“Makes you wonder if someone didn’t purposefully hide it from us,” Father Tristan says.
“We all know Gorlois did it,” Irene says. “No need to rehash useless facts.”
“Or the girl’s lying,” Luther says again.
“And now, child?” the judge asks me.
I point to the center of the courtyard with my chin.
“The Sangraal was in the tree, of course!” Father Tristan says, drawing a formidable roll of the eyes from Sir Boris.
“No,” I say, “the makeout—I mean the hedge hides a staircase that takes you to a small room below. That’s where I found it.”
Father Tristan pushes the other Board members out of the way in his rush to get to the wall of roots that stretches from the apple tree’s massive trunk all the way to the school’s inner wall, forming a small maze where couples at school like to snog all day long. Within seconds he’s disappeared inside, leaving the other jury members to examine the hedge from the outside.
“You’re not making any of this up, are you?” Arthur whispers in my ear.
“Why would I do that?” I ask.
“You were under a lot of stress,” Arthur insists. “A hallucination—”
“I know what I saw!” I snap.
Although, as I watch the others inspecting the area without success, I’m starting to doubt myself.
“Perhaps we should cut our way through,” Percy says, drawing his sword out of its sheath.
He raises the blade up then, with a practiced movement, swings it down. The sword slices through the thick roots like butter, but before he can take another swing, more vines move over the shorn area, thick black thorns sprouting over them like a hedgehog’s prickly back.
Irene yanks on my chain until my head is level with hers. “Explain,” she says, her breath tickling my chin.
“The roots move away when you get close to them,” I say. “You saw what they just did. Except, opposite.”
“Then show us,” Irene says, dragging me behind her like a dog.
But despite us getting closer, the wall of roots remains inert. I frown, idly scratching Puck who’s now cradled in my arms. “I-it worked before,” I say.
“I said she was lying, didn’t I?” Luther says. “I hope it’s evident to everyone now.”
I feel my cheeks burn. “I wasn’t lying! I came here, and the wall moved away to form a staircase. Even Puck knows about it, he’s the one who showed it to me!” I wrench the hobgoblin away from me and hold him before the hedge. “Show them, Puck,” I urge the small hobgoblin. “Show them where the staircase is.”
But Puck just looks over his shoulder at me and lets out a loud burp.
“See?” Irene says scathingly. “She’s nothing but a filthy, two-tongued little—”
“There’s no need to lose your civilities, Lady Irene,” the presiding judge says.
“What is more,” Gauvain says, his French accent thick, “Fey don’t lie.”
“She’s part human,” Irene retorts. “It could make her capable of falsehoods.”
“Says the woman who’s lied to me all my life,” I mutter, facing the hedge again.
Sweat pools under my armpits as every gaze is back on me, waiting to see what I’m going to do next. I wave my arms before it, my heavy chains clinking together. Then, as I don’t get any response, I push my hand through the wall of roots. Maybe I can force the vines away from the passage…
But as I try to clear them away, the roots suddenly tighten around my wrist, a long thorn embedding itself deep into my hand. I bite on my lower lip to refrain from screaming, tears springing to my eyes as the thorn keeps pushing itself through my flesh. I reach in with my other hand to free myself, but more vines creep over my arm, keeping me locked in place. A knife suddenly flashes in my vision before attacking the hedge.
“Hurry,” I whisper to Arthur as a blood-red flower blooms at the thorn’s base, a drop of nectar beading at the tip of its long pistil.
Arthur finally manages to pull me free, causing the bead of nectar to fall on my manacle. The metal sizzles as it comes into contact with the flower’s liquid and I gulp as the iron dissolves, leaving a wide hole behind.
“And to think that could’ve been your arm,” Percy says, patting my shoulder.
Holding my bloody hand up to my chest, I keep my eyes on the make-out hedge. Not only do Carman and Irene want me dead, but now I also have to add a stupid tree to the list?
“The girl is wasting our time,” Luther says, “and I’ve got pressing matters to attend.”
I nervously rub my hands together, the hole left by the thorn in my palm already closing over. Why won’t the stairs show up? And why does the tree suddenly not like me? I’m still the same person who—
I freeze. “I’m not the same,” I say out loud.
“I beg your pardon?” the judge asks.
I whirl around, my long chain wrapping itself around me. “The tree doesn’t recognize me anymore,” I say. “But I haven’t changed at all except for—”
“The seal,” Arthur says.
“You’re saying the seal…acted like a keycard?” Father Tristan asks.
I nod emphatically. “Exactly! That’s the only way—”
“Don’t be ridiculous,” Luther says already heading back the way we came. “This girl’s excuses are getting more outlandish by the minute. The longer we stay here, the more we’re getting involved in her little games. We came here, we saw nothing. Period.”
Resigned, the judge follows suit, trailed by the rest of the Board members and KORT knights. With an evil smirk, the guard pulls harshly on my chain to get me going.
“Looks like it’s the end of you after all,” he tells me with a wide grin. “And believe you me, I’ll be more ‘n happy to chop off that she-devil head of yours.”

“But she can’t be trusted!” Irene snaps after the judge and the jury members have deliberated, their whispers never distinct enough for me to hear what they’re saying about me.
“And she has repeatedly gone against express orders,” Luther adds.
I sag against the podium to which I’ve been chained again, letting Puck play with my manacles. I look up at the clear sky-lake then breathe in deeply, letting the fresh air fill my lungs. In a few minutes’ time, I’ll be back down in my stinky hole with Nibs for company, so I might as well enjoy these last few moments at the surface. My only regret is not getting to find out the truth about my parents.
“Miss Pendragon,” the judge finally says with a warning look at Luther and Irene. “The jury has deliberated and it has found that, despite certain events, it appears that you’ve shown you can be depended upon when it matters.”
I pause in my attempt to stop Puck from gnawing at my chains and turning my hands into a slobfest that I don’t particularly relish.
“However,” the judge continues, “the fact that your powers are now unfettered remains a problem. Therefore, though you are absolved of any wrongdoing, you will be placed back into your cell until a solution or other compromise is found. The Board has decided.” He raises a small wooden hammer and slams it quickly down on the table before briskly taking off.
The elation I felt just a second ago evaporates just as quickly. Finding a way to control my supposed powers is just an excuse—they’re going to keep me down there until my flesh rots off my bones, there’s no doubt about it.
I shiver as Puck lets out a disgruntled sigh and settles back into my arms, giving up on the irons.
But, I realize with some surprise, I’m not ready to back down quite yet.
“Puck,” I whisper before the guard finishes untethering me and takes me away again. “I need you to do something for me.”
The hobgoblin tilts his head questioningly.
“I need you to get the guard’s keys,” I continue. “No, not now!” I tighten my hold on the hobgoblin before he can jump out of my arms and onto my guard. “Later, after they’ve locked me up again. Then you can take the keys, discreetly, and come open the door for me.” I look into his eyes, trying to figure out whether he’s understood anything I’ve said.
“Can you do that for me?” I ask.
In response, Puck reaches for another strand of my hair and starts munching on it. I shake my head at myself—Nibs was right, I’ve gone completely bonkers to have even entertained the thought that Puck, whose only achievement is stealing milk, could help me.




“Carman must have been extremely weakened if she couldn’t beat a whelp like you,” the guard says, shoving me back inside my cell.
I glare at him, adding him to my payback list, but the man just sneers at me.
“Back so soon?” Nibs asks the moment the door closes on us, shutting out all light.
“Home, sweet home,” I mutter, feeling my way around to avoid walking into the solid walls.
“And with your head still attached to your shoulders I see,” Nibs adds. “It’s better than you expected, I suppose, though not what I was hoping for.”
“Does that mean you don’t want me to get you out of here?” I ask him.
“I told you, I’m waiting—”
“For Carman to come over and deliver you, yes,” I say, recalling the witch as she emerged from the earth’s entrails in a cloud of poisonous fumes—definitely not the picture of the benevolent savior. “Frankly, I don’t think she cares about you,” I add. “She probably doesn’t even know you exist.”
Nibs doesn’t respond, and I feel a pang of guilt. Considering his current state is partly my fault, I shouldn’t antagonize him so.
“Don’t worry,” I say in a manner of apology. “I’ll get you out, even if I have to drag your shivering butt out of here to do so.”
“Sounds like you have something up your sleeve,” Nibs says, his voice dripping with sarcasm. “But even if they release you, you won’t be able to charm my way out. I’m way past redemption at this point. As a Fey informer who’s betrayed its employer and had a big hand in the attack’s success, I have too many strikes against me.”
He says the last as if it’s his proudest achievement and I wonder at the wisdom of my decision to bring him along in my escape. But I promised I would, and I never go back on my word. If, that is, I do get out, which is another issue altogether.
My thoughts trail to Puck, wondering whether he’s managed to steal the keys yet. Or if he even understood a single word I told him which, as time trickles by, seems less and less likely. I feel fear’s cold fingers clamp around my stomach once again—I might as well pray for a miracle.
I take a long, deep breath. Now’s not the time to panic. What I need is to gain the judge’s clemency. And the only way to get that is to give him what he wants…
I stop in the middle of pacing the room, my hand resting on the cold wall. “I have a question,” I say.
“Jameson’s,” Nibs says automatically.
“What?”
“Unless you mean rum,” he continues, “in which case I must admit I like Captain Morgan.”
“I don’t care what alcohol you want,” I say.
“Then I don’t see why we should be conversing,” Nibs says with a note of finality.
“What do you know about the Sangraal?” I ask. “It can heal anyone, right?”
“Only when activated,” Nibs says, after a moment’s pause. “But only a few Fey can manage that.”
“I know you said it can’t give you a new ogham,” I say, “but what if I got your ogham back? Could it fix you then?”
Nibs’s breath comes out in a whistle. “It could help me reintegrate it into my system,” he says cautiously.
“Seriously?” I ask.
“The Sangraal augments one’s powers tremendously,” he explains, “so that the one using it can accomplish just about anything. Including merging its oghams into one, or breaking them into more parts, healing, changing forms…it can even increase your link with your weapon so you’re practically invincible.” He spits loudly. “Michael used that trick during the Great War. Nobody stood a chance against him and his sword of flames after that, not even Lucifer whose predilection was fire!”
“A sword!” I exclaim, the word jarring my memory. “That’s what it was!”
“What what was?” Nibs asks, annoyed at having his recollection interrupted.
“At my trial today they kept asking me about Excalibur, but I couldn’t remember what it was.”
“They did, did they?” Nibs asks, suddenly all ears.
“Yeah. Though I don’t know why they care so much about one sword. They’ve got thousands of others.”
“There’s no other sword like Excalibur,” Nibs says. “It is one of the Nine Worthies. And I’m not talking about your ridiculous knighthood ideals either, but about the ultimate Fey weapons. Any one of the Nine Worthies can destroy absolutely anything, even the Sangraal itself if the wielder so chooses.”
“Why would anyone want to do that?” I ask in surprise.
“So its power can’t go into enemy hands.” Nibs’s voice grows distant, “That’s what our leader had intended. It was the only way to defeat Michael and win the war, you see. Without it, Michael’s flaming sword wouldn’t have been any greater than Lugh’s Goirias, Manannan’s Fragarach, or Lucifer’s Excalibur.”
“Wait, wait, wait,” I say, my head reeling from the info dump. “Excalibur was Satan’s sword?”
“Lucifer, please,” Nibs says. “Or Lucifel, if you want to stick to the angelic declension. Satan wouldn’t have dared raise a finger if it weren’t for Lucifer, doesn’t have enough balls.”
“Excalibur was Lucifer’s?” I ask again, trying not to think about the devil’s privates.
“Yes,” Nibs says. “At least until it got stolen.” His voice lowers to a harsh whisper that makes me shiver, “And if I ever get my hands on Caim, I’ll make sure he suffers for the rest of eternity.” He hawks loudly and spits, the clump of mucus hitting the floor with a wet squelch. “So, what did your people want to know about Excalibur?” he asks jovially.
“If I knew where it was,” I answer automatically.
“And do you?”
“Why does everyone think I do?” I ask, exasperated.
“Well, your father was the last one to behold it,” Nibs says, sounding eager. “Perhaps he hid it with you?”
“Oh, I’m sorry,” I say caustically, “I forgot I had it tucked away in my diaper at the time, but I find it more practical to stuff it down my socks nowadays.”
“No need to be snotty with me,” Nibs says, his enthusiasm snuffed out. “I’m not the one who started with all the pointless questions.”
He sniffs, making it clear our conversation is over and done with. With, I resume my pacing around the room, waiting for help that’s not coming.

Bong.
I hit my head against the door, the sound resonating like that of a gong.
Bong.
A few more brain cells have been killed off, another hundred billion to go.
Bong.
“Will you stop that?” Nibs snaps. “I can’t think with all that racket.”
“What’s the point in thinking at all anymore?” I ask. “We’re both doomed to spend the rest of our lives here until our skin rots off our bones.”
Nibs lets out a disgusted sound. “Your father must’ve been the most annoying prick in the world.”
“Don’t you dare talk about my father like that!” I shout, pulling away from the door.
“Well you obviously don’t get it from your mom,” Nibs retorts.
I’m about to scream for him to shut up when the other shoe drops. “You know my mother?”
Nibs sniffs loudly. “I’m done talking to you. You always want information from me, but you never give me anything in return.”
I crawl over to him as fast as I can, scraping my knees in the process. “You know my mother?” I ask again, unable to keep my voice from pitching dangerously high.
“Like I told you,” Nibs says petulantly, “I have nothing more to say to you. Except to get out of my face, you’re invading my personal bubble.”
Before I know what I’m doing, my hands are shaking him like a rag doll. “Who is she?” I ask, spitting the words in his face.
“Get… Off… Me!” Nibs gurgles.
My anger boils over and I shake him harder. “Tell me who she is,” I yell, “or I swear being disfigured will be the least of your worries!” I freeze, hands trembling with the shock of my own words. “I’m sorry,” I start. “I didn’t mean…”
“Spare me,” Nibs wheezes.
A loud, grating sound makes us both jump in surprise.
“What was that?” I whisper, my hands still clutched around Nibs’s iron collar.
“Someone’s here,” Nibs whispers back.
We both hunker down as the door squeaks open and a thin ray of light penetrates the tenebrous depths of our cell. There’s another push, and the flickering beam of light thickens a full foot, outlining a long, horned shadow on the floor.
“St. George’s balls,” I squeal, “he did it!”
I rush to Puck’s side and grab the hairy hobgoblin into a tight embrace.
“You came!” I shout, twirling Puck around in the air until he’s about to get sick.
“Could someone please explain to me what’s going on?” Nibs asks, bringing me back down to the emergency of the situation.
I carefully set Puck back down and he teeters over to Nibs, sniffing about the clurichaun like a dog hunting for a bone. Nibs recoils from the smaller creature as Puck tries to lift his leg to sniff the floor underneath.
“Tell your pet to get away from me,” Nibs growls.
I laugh. “He’s not my pet,” I say, “and he’s here to free us! Which reminds me…” I reach around the door and hear an answering clink as my fingers grasp the round of keys still stuck inside the lock. “It’s time to get you out of your fetters.”
Nibs eyes me suspiciously as I go through the different keys on the ring to find the one that fits his locks. But when the chains finally come off, he doesn’t move.
“Well don’t just stay there,” I say. “Someone’s bound to find the keys are missing at one point or another, and when they do we better a thousand miles away.”
But, sitting in his tattered red clothes, the clurichaun looks lost, his one good eye staring vacantly at me through a mat of greasy hair. Like a lab rat who’s spent all its days in a cage, the clurichaun doesn’t seem to remember how to walk anymore.
Gently, I take Nibs’s hand and pull him to his feet, surprised at how light he is. Then, slowly, I coax him to move a shaky foot forward, and then another. Finally, we pause at the door, making sure the corridor’s still empty, then tiptoe our way out down the same way Irene and her guard took me just hours ago.
When we reach the end of the hallway, however, Nibs snatches his hand out of mine.
“What are you doing?” I ask, startled. “The exit is that way,” I add, pointing at the steps jutting out from the smooth wall.
“I don’t need you to babysit me,” he says, turning his face away from me so I can only see his unmarred side. “I thank you for keeping your word, but from here on out, we make our separate ways.”
“But I don’t—”
“I’ll find my own way out,” Nibs says, bounding down a narrow tunnel that opens up under the stairs.
I let out a grunt of frustration—after all the pain Puck and I went through to get us out, he’s going to blow it by going solo!
I’m about to go after Nibs when a long, dark shape slinks into view and meows. With an excited snort, Puck bolts towards the cat, but the feline avoids his outstretched arms and the hobgoblin falls, skidding to a stop at the foot of the stairs, stunned.
I refrain from crying out and quickly look up the staircase, but nobody seems to have heard him.
“Puck, get back here,” I whisper harshly, drawing the cat’s attention.
It’s all Puck needs and, with a wide grin, he grabs the cat’s tail in his pudgy hands and yanks down. With a furious snarl, the cat rakes its paw across Puck’s bewildered face, leaving deep gouges behind.
Suddenly, the metal door at the top of the stairs opens, and I dive for cover inside the tunnel, my heart pounding wildly. Then, motioning for the two creatures to stay with me, I run down the dark passage after Nibs, my booted feet barely making a sound on the flagstones. A moment later, Puck and the cat scurry by, but too late: As I look over my shoulder I see a guard’s outline delineated in the passage’s entryway.
“Ring the alarm, the prisoner’s escaped!” the woman yells.
Crap. I speed up, mentally cursing Puck for causing trouble so quickly. The tunnel veers suddenly right, a single torch sputtering feebly in the corner. But as I reach the bend something whooshes in the air above me, ruffling my hair, then hits the ceiling in a thunderous explosion, showering me with debris and extinguishing the torchlight.
Coughing on the billowing clouds of dust, I stumble through the rubble, feeling my way around.
I gasp as a small hand grabs mine.
“Over here, stupid!” Nibs hisses.
The clurichaun pulls me after him, and we both hurtle down the now completely dark passageways until the guards’ muffled shouts die down in the distance.
“Ouch,” Nibs exclaims when he runs into a wall.
“Are you OK?” I ask, slowing down.
“Just keep moving,” he breathes, turning left.
We sprint forward, ever deeper into the tunnels. Occasionally, I look behind us as the faint sounds of pursuit drift over, but the guards must have gone down another passage and soon, only our footsteps and harsh breathing can be heard.
Nibs lets out another string of curses as he slams into a wall for the sixth time.
“Are you sure we’re going the right way?” I ask. “I mean, I feel like we’re just going around in circles down here.”
I feel Nibs glower at me. “Well why don’t you light the way for us then, stupid hybrid?” he snarls.
“Look here, mister,” I say, fear and frustration making me raise my voice. “I don’t need you to be all attitude-y because I can’t just call on fire like Fey do!”
I punctuate my outburst with a snap of the fingers and a flame bursts to life above them. I swallow back a shout of surprise.
“You couldn’t have done that sooner?” Nibs asks, spitting at my feet in disgust.
“I didn’t,” I start, my mouth suddenly dry. “I’ve never…. It isn’t….”
Nibs snickers. “Well, that’s all well and pretty,” he says, “but can’t you do something more useful, like whisk us out of here, by any chance?”
It’s my turn to glare at the clurichaun.
“Then I suggest we keep running,” he says, bolting, Puck and the black cat on his heels.
Holding my hand as far away from myself as possible to avoid burning my head off, I run after them.

“Shhh,” Nibs says, skittering to a stop at another fork in the tunnel.
Breathing heavily, I perk my ears up. Over my heavy panting can be heard a faint, rhythmic buzzing as if thousands of bugs are trapped inside the walls and desperately trying to fly free. Nibs shudders visibly and I’m about to ask him what he thinks it is when the cat meows loudly, startling us.
“Where the hell did that thing come from?” Nibs asks, looking more and more frightened.
“Relax,” I say. “It’s just a stray that’s been following us.”
Nibs throws me a murderous look. “Just a stray, huh?”
The cat purrs loudly, circling my ankles, then heads down the right-hand passage where the buzzing is distinctly louder.
“I think it wants us to follow it,” I say.
“I’m not going anywhere near that beast,” Nibs says.
The cat comes padding back for us, then meows questioningly before trying to herd us down its chosen path again. But for once I agree with Nibs: We need to avoid people and eerie, unknown thingies trapped inside walls, not run headlong into them.
To the cat’s frantic hisses, we engulf ourselves into the left tunnel and run until the cat and the freaky buzzing are but distant memories. After what seems like hours, Nibs finally stops.
“What is it?” I ask, holding a stitch in my side.
Nibs sniffs the air then his lips thin out, stretching his scarred face outward, and I realize with a mixture of disgust and guilt that he’s smiling. “Up,” he says, pointing with his finger.
I lift my hand higher so the flames can illuminate a greater portion of the underground corridor and find a ladder has been carved into the stone wall leading to a trapdoor in the ceiling.
“What do you think is up there?” I ask.
“Only one way to find out.” Nibs jumps onto the first rung and, nimble as a monkey, makes his way to the top.
My arm shakes with the effort of keeping my hand up to light his way. But the moment Nibs pushes the trapdoor open, I hear him squeal and a gust of wind rushes inside to snuff my flickering flame out.




“Nibs?” I call out tentatively after the clurichaun has disappeared through the trapdoor.
I wait for an impossibly long minute, anger broiling within me as the seconds tick by. Finally, I’m forced to come to the only conclusion left: The little rat’s run away without me!
“I should’ve known he’d betray me,” I say through gritted teeth as I grip the ladder’s rungs and start climbing, “that’s what he was locked up for to begin with.”
Heart pounding somewhere in my throat, I crack the trapdoor open and momentarily close my eyes to bask in the last rays of the sun, breathing in the scent of wildflowers carried over by the playful breeze.
I hear a sharp ring followed by the clatter of wood and I quickly duck back into my hole before I realize the sounds are coming from the reconstruction site at the landing docks five hundred feet away.
I peer through the gap, the rung’s metal digging into my hand, as one of the workers bellows a shout and another pan of the burnt-out pier comes crumbling down.
I let out a breath of relief—it appears the general alarm hasn’t been sounded yet and the construction team is too busy working to notice one student wandering about the school grounds, even if she does pop out of the earth like some gigantic mole.
I carefully hoist myself into the open air then let the trapdoor close behind me, its grass-covered panel merging seamlessly back into the hillside. I take one quick look around: Behind me is the school, tall and foreboding, a machine to crank out soldiers in the knights’ ongoing war with the Fey; left of me are the landing docks; and to my right are the yet untouched remains of the asylum with, behind it, a tall mound of bones and ashes, the burned up remains of our enemy fallen in battle.
Shivering, I shift my gaze to the empty fields ahead of me and, lying beyond them along the hazy horizon line, Avalon’s forest.
My key to freedom.
“OK, keep your cool, Morgan,” I tell myself as I set off, my heart speeding up, urging me to walk faster. “You’ve gotta keep your cool or you’re gonna look suspect.”
But my legs won’t listen to me and I’m soon tearing down the hillside at full speed. As I round a small copse of trees, a loud blast shakes the ground and I duck behind an oak’s large trunk, scanning the area for any sign of pursuit. A second later, I spot Nibs’s small figure rolling down the hill, his red jacket now ripped to shreds. He gets back up with obvious difficulty, then starts running again as half a dozen guards appear from around the construction site.
There’s a shout and the guy in the lead lifts his arm, sending a beam of green, sylphid air shooting through the air. The bolt hits Nibs in the back and the small clurichaun falls sprawling to the ground.
“Come on, get up,” I mutter under my breath. “You can’t let them take you like this. Not after all the trouble I went through to get you out!”
But Nibs isn’t moving and the knights are closing in on him. With a loud swear, I sprint out of my hiding place towards the clurichaun.
“There she is!” a girl shouts, and I speed up.
“After them!” someone else yells, sounding closer, as I stoop down to help Nibs up.
“Get away from me, wench,” Nibs spits, feebly batting my hand away. “From here on out, we’re going our separate ways.”
“Don’t be stupid,” I retort, pulling him after me despite his objections. “There’s only one way out of here, and it’s the same for both of us.”
I glance over my shoulder to find the group of guards has doubled in size and, with a burst of fear, spot Percy and the cousins in their midst.
“Crap!” I say, redoubling the pace. “Here comes the cavalry.”
Nibs and I scamper away as if our bums are on fire. Already I can distinguish the large shape of one of the school’s markers detaching itself from the darkening sky.
“Keep running,” I tell Nibs who sounds like an old steam engine running out of fuel. “Just a few more fields, then we’ll be safe inside the forest.”
If you can call ‘safe’ a place crawling with Fey avid for my blood. But I don’t voice my concern; that’s something I’ll worry about when I get there.
A bolt of fire hits the ground in front of us, leaving a wide crater in its wake, and I swerve around to avoid it.
“They’re catching up!” I yell, panting.
The tall standing stone quickly grows larger, dwarfing all in its surroundings. But just as we’re about to reach it, a sentry appears from behind the monolith, sparks of fire blooming from her outstretched hands.
“Down!” I scream.
I throw myself to the ground as a ball of fire detonates above our heads, showering us with embers.
“They certainly aren’t playing around, are they?” I say, sweat dripping freely down my face.
“Great observation, Sherlock,” Nibs retorts, spitting mud back out of his mouth.
I flatten myself down as another flaming missile flashes past my head, singeing my hair in its passage.
“Are you trying to kill me?” I cry out to the guard.
“That’s what knights are for,” the woman says, “to kill demons like you two.” She flings her hand again and a third flaming ball hurtles straight at me.
I instinctively raise my hands before me and my stomach heaves in response. A glowing orb the size of a soccer ball blazes into existence from the tip of my fingers then shoots out towards the oncoming projectile. The two spheres of power collide in a sizzling explosion that knocks me backward.
“Wendy’s down!” someone shouts in the distance, the voice breaking through the ringing in my ears.
Blinking tears out of my eyes, I get back up into a low crouch, expecting another attack. But I find the sentry lying on the ground, knocked out cold by the force of the blast.
A fat ball of red rags moans a few paces away.
“Nibs!” I shout, rushing to his aid.
The clurichaun emerges from under the remains of his large jacket, sputtering.
“That bitch is gonna regret it!” he snarls, pumping his fists at the unconscious knight.
“No time,” I say, dragging the dazed clurichaun after me.
But the closer we get to the forest, the more Nibs keeps tripping over his own two wide feet, robbing us of precious seconds.
“Come on,” I urge him as I backtrack to help him up again. “We’re almost there!”
I shield my eyes as a sudden beam of light flashes in front of us then fades away, leaving a soft, glowing circle in the ground behind, runes twinkling along its circumference.
And, standing next to it, is a small boy. “Over here!” he shouts, waving at us excitedly.
The gleam of the magic circle reflects off his sharp teeth and I instantly recognize him: The Fey boy who took me to Avalon.
“A portal!” Nibs wheezes, finding the energy to wrench himself from my grip.
He sets off towards the Fey child at a hobbling run. I hesitate for a second before rushing after him.
“Hurry!” the Fey boy says, his big eyes flashing in the light of the bright runes. “They’re almost—”
A blast of wind rips through the earth, gouging a deep trench between us. As I drop to my knees, I watch Nibs disappear down the wide furrow with a cry of terror.
“Hold on!” I huff, crawling rapidly up to the edge of the long ditch.
The chasm is as deep as it is long, gaping like a ravenous maw below me. It takes me a while to spot Nibs, clinging to the side of the ditch several feet down. I reach for him, feeling the upturned earth under my fingers until they brush up against a head of greasy hair.
“Got ya!” I say, my hand closing around the scruff of Nibs’s shirt before pulling him up.
“Stop right there!” a guard shouts, his voice shrill.
Still holding onto Nibs, I crane my neck around and swallow with difficulty—a line of guards is closing in on us, weapons out, ogham-encrusted hands sparkling with energy.
“Just leave him and come with me,” the Fey boy says from across the ditch, his voice squeaking with fear.
I watch wearily as the knights inch closer, their eyes cold and unforgiving. I bite down on my lip hard, straining not to drop the clurichaun.
Two familiar faces appear in their midst, their heads towering over everyone else’s, and I feel all hope drain out of me.
“Bonsoir, Morgan!” Gauvain shouts, his French accent heavy.
“We’ve come to fletch you!” Gareth adds, his bright smile beaming in the early night.
“Just a second,” I mutter, sweat falling into my eyes.
It may be too late for me to run away, but I can still keep my word to Nibs. With a loud grunt, I swing my arm out and toss Nibs towards the Fey boy and his magic circle.
“Get him out of here!” I yell, turning to face the guards.
“I can’t leave without you!” the Fey boy says, sounding panicky.
“Just go!” I shout back, flexing my fingers, wondering if I can bring back that ball of fire. “I’ll keep them busy.”
“Then remember this,” I hear the Fey boy say over the crackling sounds of elemental magic being called upon by the knights. “When you can, call my name three times and I’ll come fetch you!”
But as he tries to tell me his name, two knights pump their fists in our direction and a gale of wind roars to life, eating up the Fey boy’s words. The mini-tornado spins around me then slices towards Nibs and the Fey boy, ripping the ground in its passage and threatening to cut them to ribbons.
I throw my hands up in a desperate attempt to shield them. The ground shakes in response, the tremors amplifying until it splits open and a wall of earth rises around Nibs and the Fey boy.
The column of wind hits the barrier with a deafening crash, sending debris flying in all directions, pelting the gathered knights with rocks and dirt. Shielding my face, I barely have the time to see the glowing circle wink out of existence before I’m blasted off my feet by another attack, my chest burning in protest.
I land on the packed earth, jarring my teeth.
“Lower your weapons!” Gauvain shouts.
“Or Arthur will extract revenge from all of you,” Gareth adds.
“It’s to ‘exact revenge,’ you dunce,” Gauvain says.
“I really don’t know why you want to dance now,” Gareth retorts, sounding frustrated. “Are you sure the battle with the Fomori didn’t wreck havoc with your brains?”
“I believe you meant ‘wreak havoc,’ dunghill,” Gauvain says, sounding mightily offended.
“It’s one in the same,” Gareth says. “And I don’t appreciate being insulted all the time.”
“One and the same,” Gauvain says through gritted teeth, “just as you and a donkey’s ass are apparently one and the same!”
Head spinning, I push myself back onto my feet just as Gareth punches his cousin in the stomach. The other knights use this opportunity to surround me and, out of the corner of my eye, I see one of them fling his hand towards me.
“Laguz,” he intones.
There’s a shout as a torrent of water bursts out, rearing overhead like a leviathan.
“Morgan!” the cousins shout in unison.
But it’s too late.
I watch with growing horror as the massive wave crests then comes crashing down into me. I gasp as the water sweeps me up into its freezing embrace, tumbling me over and around like a washing machine. Finally, when I think I’m about to drown, the stream subsides and leaves me hacking back water in the middle of a miasma of mud and cow manure.
Coughing, I look up as a dozen salamander lights flit into existence in the sky, casting wide shadows on the guards’ angry faces. Hands suddenly grab me, forcing my head down into the mud. I wince as a knee digs into my back.
“You’re going to pay for this, traitor!” a girl hisses in my ear, yanking my head back by the hair and placing a sharp blade against my exposed throat.
“Well that was an interestin’ show,” I hear Percy say, before he pushes his way to the front of the crowd clapping his hands together slowly. “But the spectacle’s over, boys and gals.”
He nods to the cousins and I notice Gareth has the knight who tried to kill me locked in a tight choke hold.
“That means droppin’ your new toys,” Percy tells them.
With a frown, Gareth unclenches his solid arm from around the knight’s neck and the guy drops to his knees, wheezing heavily.
“Especially when they’re not yours to begin with,” Percy adds with a significant look at the knight pinning me down.
I feel a tremor course through the girl and I try to push the knife away before she accidentally cuts my throat open, but the guard pulls harder on my hair and I bite back a sharp yell.
“Release her!”
The knights suddenly stand at attention as Arthur and Lady Ysolt make their way over, both looking extremely annoyed.
“I did warn you about playin’ with other people’s belongings,” Percy says, blowing on his fingernails.
“This Fey escaped from prison and attacked me,” the girl retorts, her knife digging a little deeper.
I feel the familiar pinch of skin breaking open and blood trickles down my neck, warm against my cold skin.
“That makes her a traitor, and a dangerous one,” the knight continues. “And traitors are to be killed!”
“That is not for you to decide, Lady Wendy,” Lady Ysolt says. “The Board rendered its judgment, you should follow its orders.”
“But did they know what she was capable of?” the knight asks, her knee pressing down harder into my back.
“Are you implying the Board is incompetent?” Lady Ysolt replies coldly, her hair looking like fire in the floating salamander lights.
The seconds lengthen, increasing the tension etched in every knight’s face. Finally, the girl speaks up.
“They weren’t in possession of all the facts,” she says, but she doesn’t sound as sure of herself anymore.
“Don’t make me repeat myself,” Arthur warns, his voice getting dangerously low.
The guard holding me down grows very still and I catch myself holding my breath in fear.
“Unhand my squire before I have you expelled for breach of duty!” Arthur snaps.
After another long, painful minute, the knife finally leaves my throat and the girl shoves me away with a growl.
“That’s right,” I say as I slowly get up, shaking like a leaf. “You heard the man, now shoo.”
The girl looks at me in disgust, her dark curls stuck to the side of her face with blood. I eye her knife wearily as she clenches its hilt, wondering if she’s going to throw it at me.
“Let’s have Dr. Cockleburr take a look at you,” Lady Ysolt says, steering her away from me and back towards the school, Percy and the cousins doing the same with the rest of the knights.
But as I watch their backs disappear into the night’s shadows, I wish I had been taken away too—anything to avoid having to face Arthur. Not after everything he’s done to me.
“I didn’t need you to step in,” I say, “I’m entirely capable of handling things myself.”
Arthur narrows his eyes at me but remains disconcertingly mute.
“You also mentioned something about squires,” I say, wriggling a finger in my ear to dislodge the sludge in it, “but I’m afraid I misheard.”
Arthur’s face cracks into a tiny smile. “I think you heard me quite well,” he says lazily. “You’re my squire, which means you’re at my beck and call twenty-four seven.”
“I don’t think so,” I say, spattering mud onto his impeccable uniform as I cross my arms.
I look longingly at the forest’s looming tree line, wondering whether I can outrun him. But Arthur steps in front of me, forcing me to look at him.
“It’s either that or you go back to jail,” Arthur says, his smile only getting bigger, and I resist the urge to smack the smarmy look off his face.
He wrinkles his nose at me. “And my first order is for you to take a shower,” he says. “You reek.”




I let the blazing hot water from the showers purge me of all the filth I’ve accumulated, smooth out every single knot of tension from my back. The only thing that won’t go away is my migraine, which surged like some rampant, fire-breathing dragon in my brain right after Arthur talked to me. I wonder if this isn’t my subconscious telling me to avoid his poisonous presence…
My stall’s curtains are suddenly pulled back, and a blast of cool air engulfs itself inside, raising goose bumps down my arms and legs.
“Can’t you see it’s busy?” I bark.
“Well, well, well, if it isn’t Princess Morgan come back from the dead,” says a very familiar voice.
I wipe the soapsuds out of my eyes to find a fourteen-year old Indian girl eyeing me critically.
“You need to wait your turn, Keva,” I say, snapping the curtains back in place.
I proceed to lather my washcloth with another layer of soap, when Keva opens the curtains again.
“Trust me,” she says. “I would much rather not assist to this deplorable spectacle, but you’ve been summoned.”
“Summoned?” I ask, my stomach twisting on itself with worry.
Has KORT and the Board decided to send me back to jail after all? Are they going to execute me for helping Nibs escape?
Keva throws a towel at my face and I wrap it around myself as quickly as I can despite my trembling fingers.
“To be technical,” she says, “we’ve both been summoned. Part of our newly acquired duties, you see. Woooh!”
“What?” I ask, looking down to make sure I’ve covered everything.
“What did you do to your eyes?” Keva asks, leaning into me so she can stare straight up into my face. “Did you get new contacts? They’re super golden!”
I look down, annoyed. “It’s a side effect,” I grunt, pushing her off away.
“You mean ‘cause you’re Fey and all?” Keva asks, staying close as I head to the lockers.
I dress up quickly, avoiding all the mirrors, unwilling to see my demon side shining through my irises.
“How come you never told me?” Keva asks, leaning against the lockers.
“Because I didn’t know,” I say bitingly. “Someone had conveniently hidden it from me. And when I say someone, I mean everybody!”
“Bitter much?” Keva asks, retouching her makeup. “I know I’d die to have Fey blood if it gave me those eyes.” She pauses, blinking at me. “Well not literally, of course, but gold would look so good with my complexion.”
I slam my locker door closed and am about to put on my jacket when Keva grabs it from me and hands me another one instead.
“New uniform,” she says.
“It looks the same to me,” I retort, trying to snatch my old one back.
Keva dumps the new jacket on my head. “No, dummy. The insignia’s different.” She lets out a loud sigh. “I know it’s only been a few weeks, but I’d forgotten how dense you are.”
Frowning, I hold the jacket before me and look at its breast pocket: A shield has been added behind the pages’ cross. My blackened fingers trace the embroidered crest and I grow thoughtful.
“I thought it took a year to become a squire,” I say.
“There are always exceptions,” Keva says, admiring her always perfect manicure. “In your case, it’s so Arthur can keep an eye on you at all times. You know, should you decide to go feral or something. As for the rest of us”—she shrugs—“war has a tendency to change things, and quickly. Most of our class has been taken on as squires, except for Elias and Nadia. Oh, and Jack. But that’s only because he’s been recruited to work at the Forge, surprisingly enough.”
I shiver as I put on the jacket. Not once in my wildest imaginings had I envisioned myself in the middle of a war; least of all one that involved fallen angels.

My feet feel heavier and heavier as we head down to the KORT room, a place I’ve come to absolutely abhor. At least the hallways are deserted at this time of night, so I don’t have to deal with everyone’s gawking.
“You’re so lucky,” Keva says with a hearty sigh as we reach the heavy door.
I choke back a laugh. “You can’t be serious.”
“Please, Arthur personally selected you to be his squire,” she continues as if speaking to a four-year-old. “Do you even realize what an honor that is? Of course not. Now let me tell you something: Not once in his four years has he bothered to pick anyone, then all of a sudden he goes and picks you, of all people. And I know that he told the Board it was to keep an eye on you, but he could’ve just handed you over to another powerful knight. So you know what I think it means?” She snaps her head around to look at me, dark eyes sparkling, and lowers her voice to a dramatic whisper. “He’s in love with you!”
I roll my eyes. “Don’t you have anything better to do than to start false rumors?”
Keva looks at me, lips pursed in dissent.
“First of all,” I explain, counting on my fingers, “the pompous idiot is already engaged, and to the most beautiful girl in school. And though she is absolutely despicable, she’s a perfect match for him. Second, didn’t it cross your mind that the two-faced, lying bastard is eager to torture me freely? And three, as you said, he’s doing it to keep me from running away again, and probably also hopes to get his dirty paws on Excalibur if he hangs around me long enough.”
Keva’s shoulders slump in disappointment. “Oh yeah, I hadn’t thought about all that. Sad, my version was so much more entertaining.”
She finally knocks on the door then pulls it open. To my surprise, waiting inside are Irene and her perennial cohort of attendants. I clench my teeth into a tight smile, despite knowing she must have heard every word I just said about her son.
I mentally kick myself. I shouldn’t care what this woman thinks of me anymore. And if she believes I’m still the meek Morgan she knew before, then I’m going to show her she’s wrong.
“Irene,” I say with mock enthusiasm, enjoying how she has to crane her head up to look up at me. “To what do I owe the joy of your lovely presence this time?”
Irene’s severely-lined eyes remain fixed upon me, unblinking. “You may think you’ve won,” she says, “but once I take this up to Camaaloth, you’ll sing a different tune. Especially once people find out you abetted a dangerous prisoner in his escape.”
“I have no idea what camel-sloth you’re talking about,” I say, causing Keva to cough loudly next to me. “And Nibs escaped on his own, while I’m stuck here having to deal with your PMS.”
This time, Keva seems to have succumbed to a frightful case of croup3 and has to excuse herself for a moment.
“And we all know the jail door can’t be opened from the inside,” a calm, collected voice says behind me. Lance walks in, his chiseled features placid as always. “The question then is who?” he says, going to stand behind his chair at the round table. “It could be a servant, as a number of them have disappeared since the wards fell down. Or, much more likely, someone from the outside slipped past our sentinels now that the wards are down.”
“I told you to have the remaining servants bound to the school itself,” Irene retorts, “before they all flee to join that stupid rebellion of theirs. They know too much about the school and our Order to be considered safe otherwise.”
Lance nods. “The President is taking it into consideration,” he says in his inflectionless tone, “but right now he’s got more pressing matters to attend.”
“Is his conference over then?” Irene asks. “I’ve got a number of—”
“Matters that don’t concern the Board,” Lance adds, cutting her off.
Irene’s scowl deepens. She opens her mouth then closes it again without speaking a word—a rare occurrence, and one I’m gratified to behold. Then, with a contemptuous sniff, she sweeps out of the KORT room with her disgruntled entourage.
“Always a pleasure,” I say, unable to hide my grin as the heavy doors slam shut behind the last of her retinue.
“Welcome back, my jolie4,” Gareth says, emerging from behind the heavy velvet drapes that cover the passage to the scrying mirror. “We have missed you.”
My smile slides off my face as the other members of the student council pour out behind him, each and every one of them a witness to my little scene. And apart from the cousins and Percy, none of them looks pleased to see me.
Unnerved, I avoid their baleful looks by staring instead at the darkness that lies outside the arched windows. Here and there are little pinpricks of light, the distant fires of the guards posted around the school, and I catch myself wishing I’d made it out with Nibs.
“I’m sure you’re aware who Morgan is,” I hear Arthur say, “but formalities…. In any case, I hereby present you with my new squire, Morgan de Cornouailles.”
I let out a small gasp of surprise at the mention of that mystical name. My father’s…. Mine now.
“This is a travesty,” a guy says, standing up. He waves at me like I’m a big, fat turd that needs to be scrubbed off. “We can’t have a half-Fey occupy such an important position as that of the President’s squire where she can exert her evil influence!”
“You’ve made your case quite clear once already, Hector,” Arthur says, rubbing his eyes reddened by fatigue. “Going over the same arguments again is a waste of time, and we’re already short on it.”
“But she’s used EM!” a girl with short black hair says. “What if she uses it against us?”
“Well that’s just not sayin’ much, is it?” Percy says in his slow, southern drawl, his voice holding an unusual edge. “One of the prereqs for bein’ a squire is to be able to use EM.”
“It’s not the same!” the knight says.
“It isn’t?” Arthur asks, steepling his fingers before him.
“Of course not,” Hector says. “We need to have oghams to be able to control the elements. Whereas she… Well, we all know she doesn’t need them.”
“’Cause she’s got her own,” one of the squires lining the back wall sniggers.
“Which is mighty useful, I’d say,” Percy says, balancing precariously on the back two legs of his chair.
Next to him, Gauvain nods. “She wouldn’t have to worry about any malfunctions,” he says. “Which could be crucial in any battle. Especially since some of our own have proved somewhat unreliable of late.”
“That’s right,” Gareth says, trying to cross his arms over his bulging pectorals and giving up at the sound of tearing fabric. “She protected Lance and Arthur both against cette sorcière de5 Carman.”
“Looks like the changeling’s already affected their brains,” the girl knight says in a clear undertone to Hector.
“And now they’re bringing a traitor into the fold,” Hector says in the same manner.
Arthur slams his fists on the table, making everyone jump. “I will not have slanderous comments said in my presence about anyone at this school!” he barks. “Is that clear?”
The knights’ faces turn scarlet and they look at me with unabashed hatred.
“Now that’s settled,” Arthur continues, his composure regained, “I want to make sure everyone’s on the same page. There is to be no hazing of the new recruits, or anyone else for that matter. We need to devote all our time to preparing for another attack”—there’s a collective intake of breath from the squires at his words—“because we all know it’s coming. We just don’t know where or when yet. Squires, we’re counting on you to help us with our responsibilities as KORT members. That includes watching over the pages, especially since so many of them are still too young to fully understand everything that’s going on.
“Finally, and I can’t stress this enough”—he gives me a pointed look—“the moment you spot trouble, go fetch one of us. Immediately. There is no place here for people who want to play the lonely hero. Is that clear?”
“Yes, sir!” the row of squires intones, standing straight and proud, Keva among them.
“Very well,” Arthur says with a satisfied nod. “Meeting dismissed.”
As people brush past me on their way out, I tense up—not because of all the glares and whispered curses I’m getting, but because I’m to be stuck with Arthur again. Alone. And I’m not sure I can stop myself from throttling him.
A soft breeze drifts in through the windows, lifting the brightly colored heraldic flags that hang high from the grey walls. Finally, the two of us are the only ones left in the trapezoidal room.
“I suppose you have some questions for me,” Arthur says, letting himself slump in his seat, his face pale from lack of sleep.
I would be tempted to take pity on him if all I’d had to go through wasn’t still fresh in my mind. But it is, and he being one of the greatest culprits, I take pleasure at the sight.
“No,” I say.
Startled, he looks up at me. “You don’t?”
“Listening to you would be like listening to the serpent in Paradise,” I reply, “poison to my ears and bound to lead to my fall.”
Arthur’s face turns a shade paler and his lips thin out. He looks like he’s about to argue, but then he sinks further down into his seat and closes his eyes. “Very well,” he says in a defeated manner. “Get out.”




I escape from Arthur only to find Keva waiting for me outside the KORT room. She raises her eyebrows questioningly, but I shake my head—the last thing I want to do is talk. Facing both Irene and Arthur has left me drained, both physically and mentally.
As we climb up the dark staircase, I’ve only got one thought in mind: sleep in a soft, warm bed. But as I make to go up to the last floor, Keva holds me back.
“This way,” she says. “We’re squires now, so our quarters have shifted.”
“Right,” I automatically say, shuffling after her down the deserted fourth floor, past empty classrooms, then all the way down to the last room in the dormitory section.
“I’ll miss having the place to myself,” Keva says, heaving a sigh as I beeline for the unclaimed bed.
I collapse onto the soft mattress, grab one end of the cover, and wrap myself in it like a giant caterpillar, then let the sounds of Keva puttering about our dorm room lull me to sleep.
But the moment she turns off the lights, I fling my eyes open in panic at the sudden darkness. I’m halfway out my bed before I remind myself that I’m no longer stuck in the school’s dungeons, that I can now sleep peacefully and know that in a few hours’ time I’ll be waking up with the sun’s rays caressing my face.
Yet no matter how many times I tell myself that everything’s fine, my heart keeps pounding at a thousand beats per minute, and the same nightmare that have been plaguing me for the last week comes back to assail me: Carman coming to kill me, Dean dying before my eyes, Irene throwing me in jail….
I toss over onto my other side with a loud sigh.
“Are you sleeping?” Keva whispers from her bed across the room.
“Yes,” I reply, slowing my breathing down in a vain attempt to calm myself down.
“Did you really use EM like they said?” Keva continues, louder.
“Yes,” I sigh, struggling to get my arms free from my cover.
“Without using any oghams?” she asks again, sounding more excited. “Other than your own, I mean.”
I open my eyes again and stare sightlessly at the ceiling, remembering my attempted escape. “I suppose,” I say at last, forced to contemplate what I’ve been avoiding since then, something that I’m forced to admit scares me more than having to face Carman again: That I’m no longer human.
Yet I can’t really consider myself Fey either. I’m just someone stuck between two worlds, rejected by both except for those few who see a way to use me.
Like Arthur and his stupid, never-ending war. How does he expect me to join it now, when he knows I’d be going against my own people? Against, perhaps—I swallow with difficulty at the thought—against my very own mother?
“So what kind of powers do you have then?” Keva asks in the same excited tone she uses when talking about shopping.
“I don’t know,” I say, “and at this moment I don’t care.”
“You should, you know,” Keva says. “I heard Kyle say, who heard it from Saba, who heard it from Sophie, who’s Jennifer’s squire as you know, that it proves you’re the one who committed all those black-vein murders.”
My hand clenches around my pillow in a burst of anger. “I didn’t do it,” I say. “I didn’t even know I could make fire until a few hours ago.”
“I know,” Keva says, sounding more certain of this fact than I am.
“You do?” I ask, too shocked to realize I’m still holding my pillow over my head, ready to throw it at her.
“Yeah,” Keva says. “I mean, your dad was killed the same way, and unless you were some super-evil baby from hell the minute you were born, there’s no way you did it.”
“Where did you hear about that?” I ask.
Keva shifts in her bed and I have the distinct impression she just shrugged. “Arthur mentioned it the other day, among other things,” she says.
“What other things?” I ask, sitting up again.
“I don’t remember,” Keva says, stifling a yawn. “Why don’t you ask him yourself tomorrow? You are his squire now, after all.”
I lay back down as the bloated, black-veined bodies of Agnès and Rei flash before me, just like my father must have looked almost twenty years ago….
Somehow, Arthur knows more about all of this than he’s admitted. No surprise there. The question now is: How am I going to make him talk?

I jerk awake as a pillow slams into my face.
“Wake up, you sloth. It’s time for mass.”
I crack an eye open to check the windup clock set on the windowsill. “But it’s only three in the morning,” I say.
“And we’ve got a lot of extra cramming to do,” Keva retorts. “We’re at war, remember?”
I dutifully roll out of bed and grunt as my feet hit the floor, blinking in the incandescent light provided by the salamander up on the ceiling. I look back at my bed wistfully.
After Keva’s revelation last night my mind wouldn’t shut up. It isn’t until it conjured an image of Arthur, tied down to train tracks and screaming like a damsel in distress, that I finally conked out, sometime after the Matins6 bells.
Without a word, I follow Keva down the flights of stairs, and out the Northern Door. The courtyard’s gravel crunches like a gazillion chips under the feet of dozens of knights as we rush to church. But when we finally step inside, I suck in my breath.
“It’s gotten a little more crowded since you left, hasn’t it?” Keva says. “It’s amazing how fear makes people more pious. That and the Board’s finally bothered to send some extra knights over to help out.”
She motions me forward and I follow her down the nave, catching snatches of conversation as we pass the benches filled to bursting with people.
“Look,” a woman says, elbowing her neighbor in the ribs, “that crossbreed’s dared to show up here.”
“I still don’t see why Arthur picked her,” an older man says, pulling on his saucer-sized earlobes. “There are plenty of suitable young squires around who could benefit from his patronage and deserve it so much better than this filly.”
“Shh,” his neighbor says. “She’ll jinx you if she hears you speak like that! I hear her kind always jump at the first opportunity to do evil. Who knows what she’d do to you if she got angry?”
Ears burning, I rush to our pew, forcing some new, wide-eyed pages aside to let me slide in next to Jack.
“Long time no see,” I whisper to the boy, his blue eyes gigantic behind his wire-framed glasses. “Where’s Bri?”
“Uh,” he starts, pushing his glasses up the ridge of his nose, “you’re not supposed to be here, you know.”
I feel my blush spread to the rest of my face at the unexpected rejection from one I’d considered a friend. I bite down on my lip to hold back the unbidden tears, surprised at my own reaction, when Jack points behind me. Turning around, I find Keva glaring at me across the nave, waving furiously for me to join her behind the KORT pews.
“You’re no longer a page, remember?” Jack says with a timid smile.
“Oh, right,” I say, returning his smile before I make my way to the other side, feeling immensely relieved.
Even if everyone else hates me, it’s nice to know that I’ve still got a few people who have my back.
I sit down right as the choir starts its procession down to the altar, carrying the thurible7, the cross, and a pair of lighted candles. As they spread out around the chancel, Father Tristan emerges from the sanctuary like a disjointed scarecrow in his black cassock. He looks gaunter than he did yesterday at my trial, as if he’s the one who just came out of jail instead of me.
The greeting is barely over when Father Tristan throws himself into another one of his long, fervent sermons, one that makes the hairs at the back of my neck stand on end, and I find myself slouching over in my seat to avoid the reproving gazes that are bound to find me.
“And remember Saint Paul’s words,” Father Tristan’s clear voice intones, his words reverberating around the church, “we do not wrestle against flesh and blood, but against the rulers, against the authorities, against the cosmic powers over this present darkness, against the forces of evil descended from the heavenly places. Therefore you must not only prepare your bodies for this war, but your minds as well, that you may not fall into their traps and lose yourselves in their false promises.
“It is with this in mind that I urge you to strike now, before the Fey have had the time to gather around Carman, before she herself has garnered her full strength back. Because, mark my words, if they do so, they will march upon the world and there will be no stopping them.”
A long silence pregnant with fear follows his words. One of the pages lets out a muffled sob before being shushed down.
I see Father Tristan’s somber face break into a small smile, as if satisfied with the result of his homily.
“Boy am I glad I’m not in your shoes,” Keva says, pretending to be in earnest prayer next to me. “First Jennifer, then Father Tristan, and now you can add that woman to the list of people who bear a grudge against you.”
She tilts her head towards the south transept where the professors sit, and my jaw clenches shut as I encounter Irene’s cold stare, her dark eyes fixed upon me like I’m a threat that needs to be obliterated.
“She needs to take a pill,” I say, ignoring the chill spreading down my spine. “She always knew that I was…what I am,” I add, the word ‘Fey’ getting stuck in my throat. “It’s not like I chose to be this way.”
“No, but you’ve made it public knowledge that her fiancé of the time had you out of betrothedom, so to speak,” Keva says. “Then you turned her son against her. Not to mention that her creepy lawyer turned out to be working for Carman and used you to free her. That’s like three strikes against her right there.”
“Dean didn’t work for Carman,” I say more loudly, still finding it difficult to hear anyone criticize the man who cared for me in place of my parents. I lower my voice again, “He was her son. Besides, that has nothing to do with me. Why would she be angry at me for that?”
Keva shrugs. “He’s Fey, you’re Fey.” She holds up her hands as if weighing both Dean and me. “Po-tay-to, po-tah-to.”
“It’s not the same,” I say, getting more strident with every word. “I’ve never hurt anyone, which is more than I can say about most people here!”
Heads turn our way, and the murmurs of whispered prayers hush. I hold my breath, only now realizing everyone must have heard what I’ve said. Any second now, people are going to dive for me, drag me outside and burn me at the stake like they burned all those Fomori!
Out of the corner of my eye, I see Lance motion towards Father Tristan, and steel myself for what’s about to happen. But, an eternal second later, the priest’s comfortingly dull voice rings out, urging the congregation back to prayer, and I finally let myself breathe again.

“Stay close to Arthur,” Keva says, the moment the last blessing has been given. “You’re now at his beck and call at all times, remember that.”
“Believe you me, he won’t get out of my sight,” I grumble. Not until he’s told me all he knows about my father, I silently add.
But I don’t have to worry about losing Arthur in the crowd for he grabs me by the arm and pulls me after him like an angry parent would his disobedient child.
“Ouch, let me go!” I say, trying to pry his fingers off my wrist.
Arthur only tightens his hold on me and I hear people snigger as we pass them on our way out. It isn’t until we reach the burned remains of the asylum that he finally lets me go.
“What do you think you’re doing, shouting nonsense like that in church?” he asks me in a harsh whisper.
“You know what it was about,” I retort, folding my arms, “you heard me.”
“That’s exactly the problem!” Arthur snaps. “Everyone in there heard you! As if they needed any more ammunition against me, here you go, reminding everyone around of your link to Carman and her son.”
“There wouldn’t have been a link if your family hadn’t hired Dean to begin with,” I retort. “Why should I get all the blame in this?”
Rubbing his forehead in exasperation, Arthur starts pacing before me, as if searching for a way to explain particle physics to a baby.
“There you are,” a shrill voice says behind us before Arthur can launch himself into another diatribe.
Arthur’s face twitches before he can school his expression, and he turns to face the newcomer. “Lady Irene?” he asks calmly, as if he wasn’t just yelling at me a second ago.
“I want to know what you’re going to do with this little mongrel of yours,” Irene says, her eyes sharp behind her black birdcage veil.
“I fail to see what you are referring to,” Arthur says.
But I know exactly who she means, and I feel my temper rise at the insult. Before I can do anything to her, however, Arthur steps in front Irene so that she’s forced to tip her head all the way back to look at her son.
“Unless you wish to speak with me of matters regarding the Order,” Arthur says, “I’m afraid I cannot make any time for you.”
Irene’s face grows livid, the thick vein on her forehead pulsing more quickly. “I told you not to get involved with that tramp, Arthur,” she says. “She’s tarnishing your reputation at a time when you can’t afford any more bad publicity. And if you insist on keeping her around, you at least need to appease the crowds and placate the opposition by making it clear you have her under control.”
“And how do you suggest he do that?” I ask. “Keeping me leashed at all times?”
“Although I wouldn’t mind seeing that,” Irene replies coldly, “I was thinking of something a little more classical,”—she pauses, her smile stretching over her pale features like a bleeding wound—“like a public beating.”
I exhale quickly. No matter how many times she’s proved me wrong, I still have a hard time accepting such evil intents from someone I once considered my mother.
“Don’t be ridiculous,” Arthur says. “We’ve got enough on our hands to worry about without having to throw a circus show in the mix.”
“You’re running a circus show right now,” Irene hisses, flinging her hands towards me, “you two parading together when we all know she helped Carman escape!”
“I didn’t help her, you stupid witch!” I exclaim. “How many times do I have to tell you that before you get it in your pea-sized brain?”
“Morgan!” Arthur exclaims, shocked.
There’s a loud clearing of throat and we all spin around to find Lady Ysolt and Sir Boris coming over to us.
“We are not interrupting anything, we hope?” Lady Ysolt asks, her grimace of distaste belying her words.
“Not at all, Ysolt,” Irene says, tucking a loose curl back into her chignon. She eyes me malevolently. “I was just on my way to report to headquarters.”
“Send my regards to Lady Parcenet, will you?” Lady Ysolt replies.
Irene nods stiffly before hurrying away, and Lady Ysolt and her husband close in on Arthur and me. I watch Sir Boris as he leans heavily on his thick cane, pulling on his long, handlebar moustache thoughtfully. Despite his latest injuries, the man is still imposing and I have to resist the urge to back away from him.
“She is right, you know,” he tells Arthur, rolling his ‘R’s. “You have to be more careful than any of them. You’ve displeased quite a number of people with your latest stunt, and not just on the Board.” His shrewd eyes come to rest on me. “As for you, girl, you’re Gorlois’s heir, one of the greatest knights of our time, and whose family ruled over this Order for centuries. So stand tall, be confident in yourself.”
“Perhaps not too confident,” I hear Lady Ysolt mutter. “She is rather disaster prone.”
I nod to Sir Boris, stunned to silence. I’ve only ever heard my father spoken of in hateful terms, as a traitor and a thief. Never in my wildest dreams did I think a professor, and a Board member at that, would praise him. But before I can find my voice to express my gratitude, Lady Ysolt thrusts some forms in front of me.
“Fill these out,” she says, “then return them to Lady Vivian. It’s for your custodianship transferal. And please do try to stay out of trouble.”
She wheels around and, with a nod to Arthur, marches away, Sir Boris limping after her.
I look down at the papers curiously, only to have them snatched away.
“Your license to freedom, huh?” Percy says with a wicked grin. “Let’s see…” He riffles through the pages and his eyes go round, a low whistle escaping his lips. “Well, well, would ya look at that?”
“What?” I ask, reading over his shoulder.
He holds up a recent bank statement and when I see the numbers, I go weak in the legs. There’s no other appropriate response to finding out you’re a billionaire, short from passing out cold.
“Don’t believe even the Pendragons got this much tin8,” Percy says, shaking his head in amazement.
“Too bad no amount of money can change her personality,” Jennifer says, gliding over to us and nabbing my account statements from Percy.
“Give those back,” I growl.
Jennifer cocks an eyebrow at me. “Or else…?” she asks petulantly, but Arthur plucks the papers from her slender fingers and hands them back to me before she can peruse them.
“I don’t believe this is anybody’s business but Morgan’s,” he says.
Jennifer smiles at me genially, a true Saint in the making if it weren’t for the dead look in her eyes that she can’t quite mask. “Honey, I was wondering whether you were ready to head to the dining hall?” she asks Arthur. Her dainty hand comes to rest possessively on his sleeve like a pale butterfly. “It’s been a while since we’ve had a chat and I thought we could catch up.”
“That’s a great idea,” I tell the two of them with a fake joviality of my own, edging towards Percy who looks ready to bolt himself. “You guys can go play the bashful lovers in your corner while I go have breakfast with my friends.”
But I don’t make three steps before a hand seizes my collar and tugs me backward.
“Not so fast,” Arthur says.
I try to shake him off, but his fingers are firmly hooked in my jacket. Arthur turns quickly to his fiancée.
“There’s nothing that’s happened that you don’t already know,” he says. “I need to show this one what her new duties entail. But don’t let me detain you, I don’t know how long this is going to take and I wouldn’t want you to miss breakfast.”
Though I rejoice in seeing Jennifer boil with indignation at his rebuttal, I don’t relish the thought of being caught in Arthur’s clutches again—literally and figuratively.
“Let go of me!” I say as I watch Percy get dragged away by a furious Jennifer.
“Only if you promise not to run away,” Arthur says lightly.
I twist around so that we’re face to face in a very close, very uncomfortable embrace.
We stare at each other for a moment, eyeball to eyeball, before Arthur finally releases me, his face beet red. I straighten my jacket and scowl at him.
“I don’t want to miss breakfast,” I say. “I haven’t had a proper meal in weeks, in case you’ve forgotten, and I won’t be a pawn in whatever little game you’re playing here.”
“This isn’t a game,” Arthur says, the blush receding from his face in splotches. “In case you hadn’t noticed, I’ve been sticking my neck out for you over and over again. Yet somehow you’re always the one who swings the axe down.”
“If only you weren’t being metaphorical,” I say, with a heartfelt sigh.
Arthur lets out a heavy sigh then says, “Just follow me.”
Despite my best intentions, I trail after him across the gravelly path, though not without dragging my feet. “I want to make something clear,” I say as the Eastern door comes into view, its dark wood gleaming dully in the flickering light of the tall torches that line the path.
Arthur flicks his hand in annoyance, uttering a word under his breath. A flash of green erupts from one of his rings and the heavy, oaken door flies open to let us in.
Realizing I’m no longer following him, Arthur stops. “What is it?” he finally asks with a guarded air.
“Two things,” I say. “First, I’m not going to be your personal slave.”
“A squire is not a slave,” he says slowly. “The second?”
“I want you to tell me about my father,” I say past the growing lump in my throat.
“Deal,” Arthur says immediately.
My mouth drops open. “Just like that?”
Arthur shrugs. “It’s going to be easy since I don’t know all that much about him.”
So there’s the hitch, I realize with a frown, but I suppose I’ll have to make do with it. For now.
And on that thought, I hurry after him. Instead of turning down towards the dining hall, as my stomach demands it, Arthur heads in the opposite direction, towards the staircase located at the back of the armory.
“You’ve got to understand,” he tells me on our way up, “that being a squire requires a number of things from you. It’s not slave work, mind, but it’s work nonetheless. You’ll have to take care of my armor and weapons, for one”—we emerge onto the second landing and head down its main corridor—“that includes replacing anything that’s broken, and dressing me.”
Arthur stops before what I can only assume is his bedroom, one door down from the KORT room, and I snort. “So not going to happen,” I say
Arthur shakes his head. “Meaning you help me put my armor on before battle and official events,” he says. “You really need to get your head out of the gutter.”
“I-I never…” I stammer then clamp my mouth shut when I see him gloating.
Arthur coughs, becoming serious once more, and adds, “It also includes a number of other courtly etiquette requirements, but I won’t hold you up to them. At least not now while we’re in Lake High, but…”
He stops and I feel my stomach tighten apprehensively.
“What is it?” I ask.
“Being a squire also means you’ve got to follow me wherever I go,” he says, looking at me pensively as if to gauge my reaction. “In battle as well.”
I take a half-step back. “Battle? Me? I don’t think so.”
“That’s what you’ve been training for, Morgan,” he says. “What did you think? That we were getting you reading for a theatrical performance?”
“Considering the way I’m treated here,” I say, crossing my arms defensively, “it might as well be. And after everything you put me through—”
“I did not put you through anything,” Arthur says through clenched teeth.
“Well you certainly didn’t help,” I snap back. “What with you lying to me all the time.”
“What did you want me to say?” Arthur asks. “That you were on heightened security because of what you are? That we couldn’t let you know so that you wouldn’t run away and get caught?”
“Yes, actually,” I say. “It would have been better than not knowing anything while being locked up all the time. Besides, your parents are the ones who unleashed Dean on me, you can’t fault me for that!”
Arthur bangs his fist on the door, making it shake in its hinges. “Maybe if you hadn’t been disobeying orders all the time, none of that would have happened to begin with!”
“Obviously you guys don’t know me at all if you think I’m ever willfully going to be kept in the dark,” I retort. “So you and your conniving mother can go stuff yourselves!”
Arthur’s face turns to stone. “Throwing yourself into dangerous situations when you don’t know what you’re getting into is pretty stupid of you,” he says, his voice brittle, “but I suppose I shouldn’t expect more from you considering that’s exactly what got your father killed.”
I feel like I’ve just been sucker punched. “What?” I breathe.
The sound of rapid footsteps clacking on the flagstones draws Arthur’s attention away. A moment later, a squire appears from around the corner, out of breath.
“An urgent message, sir,” the girl says, straightening up. “From Sir Ywain. He says that there’s a whole batch of weapons that have…gone rogue.”
She finishes her message looking down at her feet, as if ashamed of being the bearer of such news.
“How many?” Arthur asks, already moving to action.
But before he can escape from me, I hold him back, and I hear the girl suck in her breath in shock. “I asked you a question first,” I say. “What did you mean about my father?”
Arthur pries my fingers off him. “Does it matter?” he says, his tone so cold I could get frostbite. “You never listen to me anyway.”
I see the girl smirk before the two of them dash away, leaving me seething behind.
“You just wait, Mr. I’m-so-great-I’m-so-brave-I’m-gonna-make-you-my-personal-slave!” I shout at his retreating back, my blood coming to a rapid boil. “You think I’ll just take your orders meekly? I don’t think so!”
I feel something react in the pit of my stomach, hot as lava, before it erupts out of me. There’s a loud BANG and I crouch in sudden fear, covering my head as bits of plaster and wood shower down on me. When I look up again, I find that Arthur’s bedroom door has imploded and is now lying sideways through its casing, cracks and fissures stretching out along the wall around it.




“I swear I can’t leave you alone for one minute before you unleash another catastrophe!”
I jump in surprise as Keva surges before me.
“What are you doing here?” I ask numbly.
“Saw Arthur a second ago without you so I thought I’d check in,” Keva says.
I swallow with difficulty as we both eye the wreckage.
“I didn’t do that,” I say, and wince at the sudden stabbing pain in my gut.
“Sure you did,” Keva says tiptoeing around the debris.
“I mean, not intentionally,” I add, joining her to peer through the gap left by the torn door.
I pause for just a second before I push my way into the room. Dust and fragments of wood have been blasted over the entrance of an otherwise pristine suite of rooms. Keva slaps her hand on the splintered frame and the salamanders slowly light up in their colored bowls up on the ceiling, throwing iridescent patches over rich furnishings fit for a king.
Heavy embroidered rugs cover the floor between a boat-sized four-poster bed at one end of the suite to the beautiful, claw foot bathtub on the opposite end. The Prussian blue curtains that frame each window along the wall have been tied back with golden tassled cords, revealing the church’s illuminated façade in the distance.
“Nice,” Keva says, admiring a wall covered in jewel-encrusted weapons displayed in order of size, from small knives and daggers, to broadswords, axes, nasty-looking maces, and even a long halberd. “He’s even got a katar!” she adds, hopping up and down in an attempt to grab a long, triangular dagger with a double grip hung near the ceiling.
But all she manages to do is raise a cloud of dust from the rug that makes her sneeze, and she gives up.
“Every single one of them is covered in oghams,” she says, trailing her hand down the wall as she continues her fawning. “Do you even know how much just one of these is worth?”
“No, and I don’t care,” I say as anger rises inside me at the sight of all this luxury. How could Arthur have let me rot away in jail while he was up here lounging about?
A smile splits my face as an idea strikes me, and I roll up my sleeves: Time to get busy….
I walk up to Arthur’s desk, take a cursory look at the perfectly aligned pens and stacks of papers, then sweep everything off the table. My smile widens as a glass paperweight shatters on the floor.
“Let’s see how long it takes before he fires me now,” I say gleefully as I upend all of Arthur’s drawers onto the floor, leaving behind heaps of clothes in disarray.
“Morgan!” Keva shrieks. “Have you gone completely mad?”
“Yes, I’m very, very angry,” I reply, moving on to a massive trunk placed at the foot of the bed.
“That’s not the kind of mad I was talking about,” Keva says in a small voice.
I fling the trunk’s lid open, and stacks of books and pieces of spare combat armor stare back at me in neat piles. Then, with a loud whoop, I place my booted foot on the coffer’s edge and knock it over, letting its contents spill onto the plush carpet.
“Morgan, stop!” Keva says, holding me away from my next intended victim: Arthur’s gigantic bed.
I struggle to get out of her hold, but for a small girl Keva packs a lot of strength.
“He asked for it,” I snarl.
“If you don’t stop this sacrilegious act, I’ll have to call for help,” Keva says. “I’m sure Lady Irene’s still around.”
That manages to calm me down a bit. “Fine,” I say, giving up. “But only because you asked so nicely. Besides,”—I beam at the chaotic view, proud of my handiwork—“this ought to make my message pretty clear.”
“Well I’m not staying at the crime scene so let’s just—” Keva’s eyes light up on a particularly colorful pile of clothes. “Briefs, huh? I always thought he was a rather traditional guy.”
Rolling my eyes, I head back outside, dragging Keva after me—I don’t mind being accused of destruction of property, but not theft; a delinquent girl’s gotta know where to draw the line.
Keva throws one last longing look at Arthur’s room, the ultimate fangirl in her obviously itching to grab a few mementos.
“I guess we should head over to EM now,” she finally says.
“Really?” I ask. “We have to go to class even with the war and all?”
Keva tuts disapprovingly. “The more we know, the better prepared we’ll be,” she says as we make our way up to the third floor. “Do you think they’d send us, untrained, into battle like we’re common cannon fodder? By Kali’s mighty sword, Morgan, this isn’t the Order of Errant Companions!”
“The Order of what?” I ask as the swell of excited voices reaches us from the lecture hall. “Wait, are you saying there are others like us? Other knights that don’t go to Lake High?”
“Of course, dummy,” Keva says. “You think our Order survived throughout the centuries without ever suffering any schisms? But they’re all puny orders compared to ours, really not worth our attention. Although if you were forced to listen to Hadrian day-in, day-out, you might start to think otherwise.”
“Talking about Hadrian,” I say, slowing down as our classroom’s door comes into view, “how did you end up becoming his squire?”
“His last one died in the attack,” Keva says with a shrug. “I helped him with the school’s defenses, one thing led to another, and now I’m stuck with him.”
“How come he didn’t pick Bri?” I ask, chancing a look inside the classroom to see if the girl’s there already. “She is his sister.”
I spot Bri sitting calmly by the windows, her face blank, her eyes staring unseeing straight ahead of her.
“And that’s exactly why she can’t do it,” Keva says. “No favoritism.”
“But I became Arthur’s squire!” I exclaim, outraged.
Keva shakes her head at me, an enigmatic smile on her thin face. “You’re not his sister, as we all know now. You can imagine how pissed some people were, though, especially Jennifer. She and Arthur had a big argument over it at dinner time yesterday, before your little stunt with the Fey prisoner interrupted them.”
She pauses on the classroom’s threshold, frowning deeply. “I’m actually surprised Bri was picked at all to become a squire,” Keva says. Then, seeing my shocked expression, she explains, “I know you two were tight and all, but she’s been somewhat off ever since, you know….”
I nod in understanding. The death of Bri’s twin is not something I can wipe out of my memory, no matter how much I wish I could.
The moment we step inside, the class goes dead silent.
My first instinct is to hunker down, find an inconspicuous seat at the back of the room and remain as still as an old poster on a wall. But I know that tactic’s not going to work for me anymore, not when everyone sees me as a ticking bomb.
So I go for my next stratagem: If you can’t flee, fight.
Squaring my shoulders, I stop in the middle of the podium to face the sea of distrustful faces.
“All right,” I say loudly with more calm than I feel. “If you have something to say to me, do it now instead of behind my back later.”
“What kind of Fey are you?” Daniel asks from his usual spot at the back, his new knight sigil shining stark on the lapel of his uniform. “Just so’s I know how to use you after I catch you.”
“What kind of Fey?” I repeat stupidly.
“Certainly not a Leanan Sidhe,” Daniel continues. “You’re too ugly for that.”
“But she did seduce the President,” Brockton says, sniggering.
“Maybe she’s part-gnome?” Ross adds, snorting at his own, dumb joke.
“Nah, too tall,” Daniel says. He leans forward in his seat, tapping his lips with his forefinger. “I’m thinking maybe she’s a Dearg Due. She seems like the bloodsucking type.”
“Ew!” Laura exclaims, simpering one row in front of Daniel. “Sooo grooooossss.”
“Somebody might want to warn our beloved President that his life’s in danger,” Daniel adds, obviously pleased with all the attention. “Unless, of course, he’s into that sort of thing.”
Heat rises to my cheeks and I have to bite on my tongue to stop myself from lashing out at him—one might forgive me for a broken door, but I doubt people will be as lenient if I do the same to someone’s skull.
“There’s no need to insult Arthur by bringing him down to your level,” Keva says. “Besides, the only reason he picked Morgan to be his squire was so he could keep an eye her, same reason they made me be her roommate again.”
I force my mouth to wind back shut at this new revelation of Keva’s, and mentally kick myself for not realizing the truth sooner. I should’ve known that the Board would want my every move watched closely, even if it means having my own friends spy on me.
“I don’t know who or what my mother is,” I finally say, cutting their argument short. I flex my fingers menacingly. “But if you want, I’ll be more than glad to test my powers out on you. Of course, the process of elimination can be a long one….”
I have the pleasure of seeing Daniel’s face turn a couple of shades paler, and let my hand fall back to my side.
“Anyone else?” I ask, scanning the benches.
But everyone’s curiosity seems to have been satisfied and, with a contented smirk, I drop into the empty chair next to Bri.
“That was so unnecessary,” Keva says, tipping her chair back to look at me. “Now you’re really going to make everyone hate you.”
“Well at least they are being honest about it,” I say coldly. “Better that than getting stabbed in the back. Seems the only one I can count on here is Bri, after all.” I see Jack flinch next to Keva at his exclusion, but I can’t forget how he testified against me after Jennifer’s attack.
At the mention of her name, Bri finally looks at me, a feverish glint in her eyes.
“Did you do it?” she asks.
“Did I do what?”
“Push him.”
“Push who?” I ask, with growing confusion.
“Owen,” Bri says, her voice barely more than a whisper. “I heard you pushed him onto the Siege Perilous.”
Jack glances over his shoulder at me, his blue eyes reflecting my own concerns. Who could have come up with such a terrible lie? But I already know the answer: Jennifer.
“Of course I didn’t,” I say, nauseous at the thought she would believe such a thing about me. “How could you even ask me that?”
Bri’s eyes take on a faraway look that scares me even more. “I suppose…,” she says at last, losing all interest in the conversation again.
I dig my nails into the palm of my hands to stop them from shaking. I know that we haven’t had time to talk, what with getting locked away right after Owen’s disappearance, then the attack on the school, and of course my short spell in jail….
But to accuse me of murder? That, I must admit to myself, hurts more than finding out Keva’s spying on me.
“I see people are clowning around rather than getting some more studying done!” a gruff voice says.
Sir Boris hobbles in, his iron cane clacking on the floor with every second step. He drops his heavy satchel onto his desk, eyebrows raised high on his bald head. “So perhaps we should make this lesson a quiz,” he says.
A loud grumble of protest rises from the class, and Sir Boris motions for everyone to calm down.
“However,” he says, shuffling over to the board, chalk in hand, “it wouldn’t be fair to some of us who have been…indisposed for a little while.”
“Didn’t think a changeling would get preferential treatment at this school,” Daniel mutters.
Sir Boris, mid-text, drags the chalk down on the board with a loud, ear-splitting screech, leaving a long, white mark down the black surface.
“I may have lost the use of one of my legs,” he growls, “but not my hearing. So if I hear one more word out of you, Mr. von Blumenthal, it will be detention for a week.”
I grin as Daniel’s face turns bright red at being called like a commoner, and look at Bri to laugh with her. But, eyes glazed, she doesn’t respond, and I wonder if perhaps she hasn’t started losing her mind like her brother did.
Sir Boris smacks the butt of his cane on the blackboard, making me jump in surprise.
“Take note,” he barks. “Now!”
The classroom erupts in a flurry of pens scratching on paper as we all write down Sir Boris’s notes:
Of the four main elementals, the Undine is the second trickiest to catch, after the Sylph. If unprepared, it will easily slip through one’s fingers, never to be seen by the knight again. Therefore, many like to use other elementals to catch Undines, either the help of a Sylph or, if unavailable, with that of a gnome.


“Sir?” Laura asks, raising her hand in the air. “Why can’t we use another undine or a salamander to catch them?”
“Using two elementals of the same nature against one another is bound to be chaotic,” Sir Boris says. “Think of it as trying to make two magnets touch each other: It requires an incredible amount of force to make it happen, and then the moment you release the pressure, they fly away from each other again. Now think how that would be with elementals. The results would be unpredictable, and potentially lethal for the handler.
“As for using salamanders to catch undines,”—Sir Boris shakes his head, the handles of his long moustache swinging back and forth like pendulums over his large stomach—“just think of what fire does to water. The best it can do is make it evaporate, and then the nymph is definitely out of your reach. More often than not, however, your ogham will be overwhelmed and could even be destroyed. A free elemental is much stronger than one chained by us, for their link to their source of power hasn’t been cut off.
“Now, who can tell me how one could catch an undine without the use of oghams?” Sir Boris looks around the classroom hopefully. But after a minute, his jowls sag in disappointment. “A trap,” he finally says. “Every Fey out there has a weakness for something—it’s how they lost their place in Paradise to begin with. The trick is to know what that weakness is.”
Sir Boris grabs another piece of chalk and nearly pulverizes it on the board in his frenzy.
“Gems, for example, are very potent!” he explains. “Like magpies can’t resist shiny objects, so too can undines not resist the lure of the following stones: Amethysts, lapis lazuli, aquamarines, azurites, and, most importantly, moonstones.”
“Why most importantly?” a girl at the front of the class asks.
“Because,” Sir Boris says, straightening away from the board with an irritated look, “undines are ruled by the moon.”
“They are?” Dina asks.
Sir Boris clucks his tongue disapprovingly. “Have you not been studying from your books like you’re supposed to?” he asks. “The word undine comes from the Latin word unda, which means wave. And what affects waves? The moon! OK, let’s move on to the plants now. We have—”
“Sir?”
We all stare at Bri, amazed that she’s pulled out of her torpor long enough to interrupt the professor.
“What is it now?” Sir Boris asks, suppressed anger thickening his Russian accent.
“What about circles?” Bri asks, completely unfazed by his wrathful gaze. “Like the one that’s around our school, but a different version.”
The question seems to have drained all of Sir Boris’s annoyance away. “It is said those things are possible,” he says grudgingly. “But that is an art we know very little of.”
“If that’s true, Sir, then how are we going to rebuild our school?” Daniel asks, for once sounding concerned.
“Well that’s different,” Sir Boris says, clearing his throat self-consciously. “It’s not made to catch anything, just keep things out.”
“Specific things out,” Brockton says with a pointed look in my direction.
“Nasty things,” Ross adds. “Can’t wait till it’s functional again.”
Sir Boris slams his cane onto the board, cracking it. “Enough of this already, the school’s defenses are none of your concern. But how to catch elementals is. Napichite pazhalustra9!”

We spend the rest of the hour in the same manner, Sir Boris making us write down list after list of elemental likes and dislikes, what makes them tick, how to avoid insulting them if caught unawares, and what to do in emergency situations—which basically boils down to wearing as much iron as possible, the slight glitch there being that undines could easily drown you, and salamanders turn your armor into a life-sized toaster.
When the bell finally rings, we all rush out at top speed.
“Move, halfling!” Ross shouts, barreling into me, Brockton and Daniel right on his heels.
I yelp as I scrape my hands and knees on the rough flagstones and glare back up at the three boys’ retreating backs.
“I thought the battle would have matured them a little,” Keva says, helping me pick up my scattered notes.
“And I thought it wouldn’t have changed others quite so much,” I retort, snatching the papers from Keva’s hands.
“Are you having a fit because I’m spying on you?” she asks.
I scowl at her and Keva has the gall to laugh.
“Oh, Morgan,” she says. “How could you not know? It’s so obvious.”
“You think it’s funny?” I ask, outraged. “Not only am I expected to grovel at Arthur’s feet all day long, but on top of that you’re going all Big Brother on me too?”
Keva flicks her braid over her shoulder. “First of all, the groveling will only really take place once Arthur finds out what you did to his room,” she says. “Second, if he’s smart, he won’t want you to be at his beck and call twenty-four seven. Not if he wants to stay sane anyway.”
“Yeah, but even then I can’t get a break with you lurking behind me all the time.”
“I’ll make you a deal,” Keva says as I stand back up. “I won’t tell them anything that you don’t want them to know. But in exchange, you’ve got to promise me something too.”
“What?” I ask suspiciously.
Keva leans in and whispers, “I want to check out fairyland.”
I cock my head questioningly then take a step back when the answer hits me. “You mean Avalon?” I exclaim.
“Not so loud, you nitwit,” Keva mutters. “But yeah, essentially.”
“Why?” I ask. “I thought you guys hated anything Fey.”
I gesture vigorously towards the classroom left open behind us and accidentally smack Bri in the face as she finally emerges. She reels around and hits the wall before straightening up, looking dazed.
“St. George’s balls!” I exclaim as Keva bowls over laughing. “Are you OK? I didn’t see you there…I’m really sorry! Are you hurt?”
“Don’t sweat it,” Bri says, rubbing her reddened forehead. “What are you two doing here? I thought you’d be in Lore class already.”
“Waiting for you, of course,” Keva says, grabbing her arm.
Keva throws me a pointed look, and I’m not sure whether she’s still waiting for an answer from me, or if she’s warning me not to talk to Bri about Avalon, but I nod ‘yes.’ To both.




I do my best not to let the change in Bri affect me too much over the next few days, yet I can’t help but to acutely feel the loss of her once animated presence.
Even when Owen was sick and in the asylum she’d still confide in me, laugh with me, help me with my studies. Simply being with her had made me feel like…I was home.
Now, she’s turned into a robot, doing things solely when told to, only coming out of her catatonic state to spout a few random statements on the Fey that has even the teachers stumped. Every day she seems to be drifting further and further away from us, like a raft caught in a storm, and I sometimes fear she’s going to try to follow her brother by sitting on the Siege Perilous herself.
A ruler smashes on my desk, inches away from my hand and I jump in my seat.
“I would stare less at Bri’s profile and a little more at what I should be doing if I were you, Morgan,” Miss Pelletier says.
I let go of the inch-wide bluebell bulb I’m supposed to plant, staring guiltily at the deep fingernail gouges I’ve dug into its white scales. With a sigh, Miss Pelletier hands me a small pot and I immediately proceed to fill it up with earth.
“Can anyone tell me why bluebells are so important?” she asks, resuming her pacing around the muggy room.
Dina’s hand shoots up. “They’re a sign that the area is ancient,” she says. “Especially when found together with other plants, like wild strawberries and forget-me-nots.”
“And what does that imply?” Miss Pelletier asks.
Dina’s complacent smile melts off her face as she can’t answer, then turns into a frown when Bri raises her hand.
“They’re a sign of Fey presence,” Bri says, her voice sharp as an executioner’s axe. “They’re often used to trap people, especially children, into their lair.”
“Excellent,” Miss Pelletier says, clapping her hands together. “After you’re done with your bulbs, we’ll go over how to counteract the Fey’s trap. As you all know by now, every poison has an antidote. With this countercharm, you’ll be able to reverse the bait and destroy their hive.”
I repress a shiver at the casual way with which she says it, as if destroying Fey is as simple as wiping the blackboard clean.
At the table next to ours, Daniel raises his hand enthusiastically. “We’re already done with our potting, Miss,” he says. “So how do we disarm their traps?”
Miss Pelletier glances over at his and Brockton’s pots, then nods satisfactorily. “Very good,” she says. “You two can start on the extraction now. Use the triple closed alembic10 for the first phase. After that, you’ll need the retort11 with tubus12, but wait until I’ve come by before you move on to that step. And please, please, read the instructions carefully. We don’t want anything to explode now, do we?”
“Yes, miss,” Daniel says, before motioning for Brockton to fetch the material.
But in his hurry, Brockton drops one of the glass vials and it shatters on the floor, spraying Daniel’s boots with its contents.
“Oh, brilliant,” Daniel says, smacking Brockton on the back of the head. “It’s certainly not thanks to you we’ll defeat Carman, that’s for sure. Now clean it up!”
The burly boy hurries to follow Daniel’s orders, without a word of complaint, though at a slower pace to avoid any more mishaps.
“Hurry it up, slowpoke,” Daniel says, kicking Brockton in the shin. “I’d like to get this done before the end of this century!”
Brockton’s knee gives out and he collapses against their table with a yelp, nearly bringing down the whole apparatus with him. I look at the teacher in indignation, but though she’s witnessed everything, she remains in her corner, tight-lipped.
“Why doesn’t Miss Pelletier say anything?” I ask. I may not like Brockton, but the part of me that always wants to defend the weak screams for me to help him out.
“It’s up to the knight to teach his own squire as he sees fit,” Jack says. “Some knights may try to intervene but—”
“—but Miss Pelletier isn’t even a knight,” Keva finishes for him offhandedly. “So she can’t say a word.”
“Well that’s total nonsense,” I say, as Daniel gives the whimpering Brockton another kick with his steel-tipped boot.
“It’s the way things are,” Keva says.
“Makes me glad I became an apprentice blacksmith instead,” Jack says.
I flinch as Brockton cracks another dish and watch in horror as Daniel grabs a pair of shears from one of the racks.
“Never seen you quite so eager to learn anything beyond EM, Daniel,” Keva says nonchalantly, patting the earth in her own pot.
“Times are different now,” Daniel retorts, pointing at me with his secateur13, Brockton momentarily forgotten. “We’ve got battles to fight against those of her sort.”
Keva swings her trowel around so fiercely that dirt spatters all the way over to his table. “You’re just jealous Morgan’s got more battle experience than you do, admit it,” she says. “While you were cowering safe behind the school walls, she was out there fighting Carman.”
“Freeing her more like,” Daniel retorts. “I’ve got another theory instead. Wanna hear it? I think she was in league with them all along, a spy like. We all saw how tight she and that Fey guy were.”
I grip my flowering pot at the mention of Dean, remembering his final moments, his last words meant to comfort me even as the earth was eating him alive. But that’s not something I’m ever going to be able to tell any of these guys.
Daniel’s voice grows louder as the rest of the class pauses in their work to listen to him. “The barriers didn’t fall apart on their own, you know. Someone must’ve helped from the inside.”
“Daniel?” Bri’s soft voice cuts over the buzzing murmurs of the class. “Why are you trying to piss her off? We’ve all heard what she did to that guard. Now I don’t think you’d fancy having your brains splattered all over the place, would you?”
The blood drains from my face so quickly I’m afraid I’m going to faint.
“Briana!” Jack exclaims.
“Morgan!” Keva says, at the same moment.
I blink slowly and the room comes back into focus, as are the faces of my classmates, their fearful eyes staring at me in shock. No, not at me, at the table.
I glance down as something smooth and cool brushes over my hand then coils around my wrist. The remains of my shattered pot are lying about my splayed fingers and, poking out of the spilled dirt, is the bluebell bulb, writhing and contorting as long green shoots sprout from it, using my blackened hand for support. Mesmerized, I watch as a bud forms, growing larger and larger until a cobalt blue flower unfurls into a delicate bloom over my elbow.
“What are you?” Keva breathes next to me.
“A-a demon,” Daniel says, his voice subdued.
I hear the distinct ring of metal being drawn and a long, serrated knife buries itself in the table, cutting the plant’s stem neatly in two. I gulp, unable to tear my eyes away from the gleaming blade sticking a nail’s breadth from my hand.
“She’s a Fey,” Bri says before pulling the knife free and returning to her potting.

“Don’t you worry so much,” Keva says. “Everyone’s got a demon or two inside. Just look at Bri going all Jekyll and Hyde on us.”
I rub my arm, unable to dispel the sensation of the plant curling around it. “That…that wasn’t me,” I say. “It couldn’t have… it just happened.”
“Things don’t just happen, Morgan,” Jack says. “For every reaction there’s an action.”
“I know physics too, you know,” I say sullenly. “But that doesn’t mean I’m the one behind the action.” Or does it?
We wind our way down the corridors in silence, keeping well behind Bri as she marches head down through the thickening crowd of students on their way to the cafeteria. Spurred by the heavenly scents wafting over to us, my stomach rumbles loudly.
“Say, did you notice something special about our teacher today?” Keva asks, catching up with Bri who’s suddenly stopped at the edge of an uncommonly large throng gathered before the dining hall doors.
“Must’ve made something special for today’s lunch,” Jack says, pushing his glasses back up his nose. “They’ve been doing that more often lately, to keep people’s spirits up. Last time it was a chocolate fountain for dessert.”
Already salivating, we both push forward, eager to get in. Only Bri isn’t budging, as if rooted to her spot by some invisible force, despite Keva trying to get her to move.
“Don’t you think Miss Pelletier took your knife throwing extremely calmly?” Keva asks Bri, pulling on her arm to get a reaction out of her. “And I know exactly why that is.”
“What did you do?” Jack asks suspiciously, as we backtrack towards them.
“Nothing,” Keva says, her wide eyes full of innocence. Which of course means she’s absolutely, irrevocably guilty. She pats Bri on the shoulder, smiling widely. “Bri’s brother, on the other hand….”
“Remember that you’re his squire,” Jack says reprovingly. “You’re not supposed to make his life harder.”
“I’m making it easier, thank you very much,” Keva retorts. “And rose colored.” She smiles cheekily. “I wrote a letter to Miss Pelletier, signed by him, and now he’s using any far-fetched bio project as an excuse to go make goo-goo eyes at her all day long!”
But despite her taunting, Bri remains unresponsive, and Keva’s wide smile turns into a scowl.
“Well someone will be doing lots of things to Hadrian soon,” Keva huffs, finally letting go of Bri’s arm. “And he won’t mind it one bit!”
Without another look at her, Keva marches into the cafeteria. But Jack and I hang back. Most of the crowd has funneled through the doors by now, leaving Bri standing in the middle of the hallway with an inscrutable look on her face.
“What’s the matter?” Jack asks her.
But her eyes remain riveted to some point over his shoulder, and we trace her gaze back towards the news board.
Front and center is a newly pinned article that makes my blood run cold:
DISASTER HITS SOUTHEAST ASIA, CAUSING UNPRECEDENTED DESTRUCTION
Indonesia is left in chaos after the violent, double explosion of the Mount Tambora and Mount Krakatoa volcanoes destroyed parts of their islands, killing thousands of people. Clouds of ashes have spread out over the entire island of Jakarta and neighboring countries, keeping them in continuous twilight.
Temperatures have dropped ten to fifteen degrees and they keep going down, leaving governments scrambling to prepare for a volcanic winter that is bound to affect the whole world.
But that is not the worst of it. Scientists have now picked up on seismic readings that show irregular activity around Lake Toba, and have issued a warning that the supervolcano under it could erupt as well, with an estimated VEI14 of 7 to 8—enough force to wipe out Indonesia’s population. The last Toba eruption occurred some 70,000 years ago and it has been hypothesized that the volcanic winter that resulted from it lasted from six to ten years, followed by a general cooling of the Earth that did not end until a thousand years later.
Is this what’s in store for us as well?
“Carman,” I say, my mouth gone dry.
“A-and her s-sons,” someone adds beside me.
I find Elias frowning at the board, his usually pensive face now intensely concentrating on the article.
“Sons?” I ask, exchanging puzzled looks with Jack who shrugs at me.
“I-I was there at your t-trial,” Elias says. “You said that lawyer was C-Carman’s son. S-So I did some reading and…d-do you know what h-his real name was?”
“Dain,” I whisper after a momentary hesitation, remembering Carman saying it right before she tried to kill Lance and Arthur.
“V-Violence,” Elias says with a nod, his voice dropping even lower. “S-So that leaves Dub and D-Dother. D-darkness and Evil.”
“What makes you so sure it’s them?” Jack asks. “On the last count, they were supposed to be dead.”
“Gone, not dead,” Elias says, getting so excited his usually stooped shoulders straighten up and his stammer disappears. “Remember those black-veined murders? They involve a lot more power than any elemental could conjure, so it has to be a higher-ranked Fey. And then, there was that attack on Jennifer that happened on school ground. There’s no way a lower-ranked Fey could have breached our school’s defenses without actually taking our wards down. I mean, just that proves it was stronger than even the one who placed the wards there to begin with!”
“Unless he had help from the inside,” I say sullenly.
“But don’t you see?” Elias says. “If he’d had help the first time, why then would the Fomori need help taking down the wards? They could have gone through without notice too, killing everyone around before anyone realized what was happening!”
“And Dean did meet with someone else while he was down here,” I say, warming up to this new theory—anything to keep people from lumping me in with the rest of the deadly crew. “Maybe that other son slipped in through the wards to deactivate them and let the Fomori in. How come no one ever told me Carman had more sons? This makes so much sense!”
“Don’t you start with that Myrdwinn Junior business again,” Bri says, startling me. “No one’s found any evidence of this guy you claim to have seen. And everyone knows the old kook’s got no one in his life except for Lady Vivian, least of all someone related to Carman. Besides, if it weren’t for him, our Order would never have survived down here as long as it has, because it’s thanks to him our school’s protected!
“As for you, Elias,” she adds, “you should stop spouting nonsense and concentrate instead on your combat training. I’ve seen you fumble enough times at practice to know I wouldn’t dare trust you with a butter knife.”
Stunned, we watch Bri’s eyes go vacant again before she walks off into a side hallway and disappears around a corner.
“T-that’s the most I’ve h-heard her say s-since the battle,” Elias says, stooping over once more.
“I’m sorry about that,” Jack says quietly with an apologetic smile. “She must’ve seen that list, and in her already unstable emotional state….”
With a tired sigh, he points at a long piece of paper filled with names pinned next to the article we’ve just read.
“Bri, wait up!” Jack shouts, leaving us behind to run after her. “You’ve forgotten to have lunch again!”
“What is it?” I ask, drawing closer to the stapled page.
“Everyone who’s been k-killed in action or gone m-missing since the war s-started,” Elias says.
I quickly scan the names, then my eyes widen as I read the last entry:
VAUGHAN, OWEN (†)

I’m still reeling from the shock of seeing Owen’s name on the list when I find Keva in our usual spot behind the KORT section, munching furiously on her salad like an angry goat.
“I’m so done with that girl,” she says, stabbing a piece of tomato with her fork so viciously it sprays juice across the table top. “In fact, I’m done with the whole Vaughan family.”
“Yeah, well, if you find a way to quit your job, please let me know,” I say, sitting down to eat.
“Not quit,” Keva says, “just jump ships.” She points towards the doors with her fork as Lance walks in. “Wouldn’t mind asking him if he’d take me on. I mean, he’s never had a squire, surely I can show him what he’s missing.”
“I’m sure he’s fine without having someone drooling over him every second,” I say. That and he probably doesn’t want a witness to his secret love affair with his best friend’s girl. “But if he’s interested, let me know, anyone’s better than Arthur.”
Keva tsks. “Not likely to happen,” she says. “You’re lucky anyone even wanted you. Why do you hate Arthur so much anyway?”
“Many reasons,” I say, quickly losing my appetite. “Did you know he still won’t tell me anything about my father? Every time I ask him, he’s got something more urgent to do first. It’s like he’s avoiding me or something.”
“Maybe you just don’t know how to handle him,” Keva says with a shrug. “Use your feminine charms on him and you’ll have him wrapped around your pinky. It shouldn’t be that hard, especially since he already cares so much about you.”
I choke on my iced tea, sloshing it down the front of my uniform. “I shudder to think about how he treats those he doesn’t care about then,” I say, mopping myself up with my napkin.
“I’m serious,” Keva says. “It’s just that he has to hide it”—she lowers her voice—“because of who he’s currently engaged to, you know. Wouldn’t do to make an enemy of her when her father’s so powerful, would it?”
My eyes automatically focus on a blonde head a few tables down. I watch Jennifer as she lets out a tinkling laugh, displaying her perfectly-aligned white teeth and the gracile curve of her alabaster neck.
A few rows behind her, I spot Lance, stopped dead in his tracks as if struck down by the sight of her. I shake my head, unable to comprehend how a guy as good and honest as Lance could ever fall for such a devious girl as Jennifer.
“I just don’t get it,” I mutter to myself.
“Wow, you know really nothing about boys, do you?” Keva says, misinterpreting my words. “I mean, hello? Arthur liking you is, like, so obvious! Just look at how he keeps running to your rescue! He definitely has the prince charming syndrome down as far as you’re concerned. I’m telling you, if you handled him a little differently, you’d be able to get anything out of him. Want me to help?”
“Help?” I repeat, not a little afraid at Keva’s sudden fanatical tone.
“We’ll start with the tried and true first,” Keva says. “I’ve recently become quite an adept at writing fake love letters. Yours could start with: Dearest Arthur, I’m sorry I seem so grouchy around you all the time these days, but I don’t know how else to hide my growing feelings for—”
“Are you insane?” I cry out.
Keva’s grin widens. “Trust me, it’ll work,” she says. “All he needs is a little push.”
I blush despite myself and glance quickly across the way to the KORT zone, but thankfully nobody seems to have heard her. The last thing I need is for more tasteless rumors to start circulating about me, especially with such a wicked, possessive harpy like Jennifer around.
As if she knows I’m thinking about her, Jennifer turns slightly in her seat to look at me, her previous mirth obliterated.
“Morgan?” a deep voice says.
Startled, I look up to find Lance has stopped at our table. Even from this close he looks perfect, no blackheads or pimple scars to mar his smooth skin, and I have to force myself to look away from his sapphire-blue eyes. Keva, on the other hand, appears to have looked straight at a basilisk and turned to stone, mouth still wide open.
I let out a sigh, dropping my silverware back onto the table, my plate barely touched.
“What did I do this time?” I ask sulkily.
Lance’s usually expressionless face cracks into a tiny smile, just long enough to show his dimples, and I hear Keva suck in her breath.
“Nothing,” he says. “Yet. And that’s why I’m here. Arthur needs to see you.”
“I already helped with the repairs this morning,” I say moodily. “His door is back in working order.”
“He wants you to go to the library,” Lance says. “Now.”
“Oh, he does, does he?” I say, annoyed. But when I see the scowl on Lance’s face, I add, “Fine. I didn’t want to go to practice anyway.”
“Now means now, Morgan,” Lance says. “Not in an hour’s time.”
“I realize that,” I say, “but I’m in the middle of lunch here. And though I may be part Fey, I still need food to survive.” I punctuate my last words by sawing a large piece of steak and stuffing it in my mouth.
“You really shouldn’t be like that, Morgan,” Lance says, shaking his head as I nearly choke on the piece of meat. “These are tough times we’re in, and we’ve suffered quite a number of casualties. Everyone needs to chip in as they can, yourself included.”
“He handled himself quite well without a squire before,” I retort, taking a big gulp of my drink to wash the piece of steak down. But Lance’s words have had their desired effect on me, and I look away in guilt.
I let my gaze trail over to the center of the room where Jennifer and her cronies are still enjoying themselves, apparently not taking this whole war business quite as seriously as Lance and Arthur are.
With a jolt of surprise, I catch Jennifer still glaring at me. Why can’t the girl leave me alone? Then again, I realize, her lover’s bypassed her table to come talk to me, a slight she’ll probably never forget.
A slow smile spreads on my face as I realize she must be dying of jealousy right now, and I can’t help but enjoy getting her to squirm for once.
I put my hand on Lance’s forearm, before simpering up at him. “Alright,” I say, batting my eyelashes. “You can tell Arthur I’ll be right there, just as soon as I’m done here. And I promise I’ll eat fast!”
My shift in attitude must have taken Lance by surprise for he looks flustered, mouth agape. Finally, he straightens up, nods curtly at me, and strides back outside.
“That’s exactly what I was talking about,” Keva says. “Now just do that in front of Arthur, and you’ll get him to talk. You may want to drop the whole fluttering of eyelashes though, it makes you look like you’re having a seizure.”
I shrug. Doesn’t matter what she thinks, or even Lance for that matter. I glance at Jennifer and have the pleasure of seeing her scowling so fiercely she may be in danger of looking common for the first time in her life. With another smile, I wave at her before returning to my meal.
“Now what were you saying about Arthur?” I ask, making sure to cut my steak in smaller, more manageable chunks.
But I barely have a chance to swallow another bite when someone kicks my chair from underneath me and I fall forward, cracking my head on the table and spilling my food everywhere.
“Now that was quite unnecessary,” I say, rubbing my chin as I get back up.
“We’re just getting rid of the trash,” Jennifer’s mellifluous voice says as she struts over with her whole retinue. “There’s been such a nasty smell about the place lately.”
“Must be your breath then,” I mutter. “You should make sure to brush your teeth twice a day and floss regularly you know.”
I have the pleasure of seeing Jennifer flush in anger before someone slaps my face with the power of a demolition ball. Tears spring to my eyes and I cup my burning cheek.
“You’ll speak with respect when addressing Lady Jennifer,” says a round-faced boy, his tightly curled hair bouncing on his head like tiny springs.
I immediately recognize him as Hector, the KORT knight who wanted me back in jail when Arthur introduced me as his squire. Behind him, Jennifer’s little fan club chortles loudly, pleased to see me humiliated in such a public fashion, Daniel loudest of all.
“I’ll treat her the way she deserves to be treated,” I retort, feeling the tell-tale signs of anger bubbling beneath my skin.
“It’s OK, Hector,” Jennifer says, flinging her long, golden hair back. “She’s too used to her own stink to notice it, just as demons can’t tell the smell of sulfur anymore either.” She circles me like a vulture, grimacing. “You may think you have duped us into believing you’re one of ours, but you can’t fool me. You never have. Not with those eyes of yours.”
I catch myself lowering my eyelids before I stop. I will not bow down to anyone anymore, least of all her.
“Be careful, Lady Jennifer,” Sophie says. “Look at how she’s glaring at you. I heard she set a guard on fire with her witchcraft simply for standing in her way.”
“Witchcraft?” Jennifer says, laughing delicately. “It’s been a while since we’ve had an execution for such a capital offense, but I think it’s high time we reinstated the tradition, don’t you think?”
“Definitely,” Sophie says with a malevolent smirk.
“I’ve got a better idea,” Hector says, his hand going to a dagger at his belt. “Her kind don’t make for that great of a fire display, but they can make pretty good slaves, and we are suffering from a shortage of oghams.”
I watch Daniel push his way to the front of the little crowd. “Let me do the honors of capturing her ogham for you,” he says, bowing to Jennifer.
“Buzz off, Daniel,” Keva says. “Nobody’s asked anything of you. Besides, you wouldn’t be able to handle more than an elemental anyway.”
Daniel’s face turns bright red. “Stay out of this, Kulkarni, if you know what’s good for you,” he says.
But his words don’t seem to have much of an effect on Keva. “What would be good for me,” she says, “would be not to have to listen to you braying everywhere all the time. It stresses me out. And if I’m stressed out, my adrenal glands are overworked, which is bad for my sleep, and therefore bad for my looks.”
“Enough!” Hector says, his fists glowing blue. “That changeling’s made a mockery of our Order by becoming a squire, and is further sullying us by disrespecting our ranks. I will send that demon spawn back where she belongs.”
There’s a flash of blue and Hector’s meaty fist swings towards me, catching me in the nose. I hear a loud crunch as my head snaps backwards, before I go crashing through tables and chairs like a bowling ball through pins.
I finally come to a stop among a group of screaming pages, feeling like I’ve just been trampled over by a pack of elephants. Shaking my head clear, I slowly get back to my feet and wipe the blood from my nose.
Time to fight fire with fire.
Whatever barrier inside me was keeping my anger in check disintegrates, and I feel a tingling sensation spread quickly through my limbs, hot and demanding, before flames burst to life above my outstretched fingers.
“Morgan, what are you doing?” Keva says, skirting the upturned chairs and spilled food to get to me.
“He attacked first,” I say, blowing a strand of hair out of my eyes.
“He’s a KORT knight, and human,” Keva says, more urgently. “Behaving like this isn’t going to help your case.”
“I know and I don’t care,” I growl.
Behind her, I see Hector crouch into a fighting position.
“Get out of the way, Keva,” I say.
But before she can react, Hector bounds forward, a high-speed jet of water shooting from his left hand towards me. Except Keva’s in the way, her back still turned to him. I curse under my breath and jump towards her, my flames roaring high before me like a gigantic barrier.
I reach Keva and pull her away, using my body to shield her as the stream of water hurls into my flames in a loud, hissing explosion of blazing vapor.
Then something long and sharp cuts into my side, scraping off my ribs. Screaming, I let go of Keva before falling over. I’m dimly aware of doors slamming open and booted feet pounding the floor on their way over as Hector pulls his knife back out and crouches over me.
“What do you think you’re doing to my squire?” Arthur roars.
There’s a flash of green and Hector shoots through the air onto one of the fluted pillars, then remains pinned to it, five feet above the floor.
I roll over in pain, and someone comes to help me up.
“You alright there?” Lance asks.
I nod, not trusting myself to speak as Arthur eyes my torn jacket, blood still dripping profusely from it.
“What is the meaning of this?” he asks, turning towards Hector. “Why did you attack my squire?”
“Darling,” Jennifer says, laying her hand on Arthur’s arm to calm him down. “She was being insubordinate, and since you weren’t present to subdue her, we decided to handle the business ourselves. Unfortunately”—she pouts prettily—“your pet is quite feral and attacked us.”
“Is this true?” Arthur asks me, his grey eyes blazing.
I feel myself blanch at the injustice of the accusation and at how quickly he’s ready to take her side. It doesn’t matter what I tell him at this point, I realize, he wouldn’t believe me anyway.
“Yes,” I say scathingly, and wince as my insides twist viciously, as if Hector’s knife were still stuck inside me.
Lance tightens his hold around my arms to prevent me from dropping to the floor and I wince as he presses against my wound.
“That is not true, Sir Arthur,” Keva says, edging forward. “They attacked Morgan while we were eating, the moment Sir Lance left us.”
“She used her powers against us, Arthur,” Jennifer says, frowning at Keva, obviously unaccustomed to having people contradict her. “Clearly she can’t be controlled. You need to put her back in jail, at the very least, before she does anything worse.”
“She did it to protect me,” Keva says louder.
I blink at her, surprised at her vehement defense of me, especially against someone of Jennifer’s social standing.
“If it hadn’t been for Morgan,” Keva continues, repressing a shiver, “Hector would have killed me.”
Quick as an eel, Sophie advances on Keva and slaps her. “How dare you speak against a knight, squire!” Sophie snarls. “You should be flogged for such base conduct.”
“I will decide who gets to be punished and for what,” Arthur growls, and Sophie skips fearfully back to Jennifer’s side, as if stung.
“If you don’t believe me,” Keva says, “ask Morgan.”
“Who in their right mind would ever trust a Fey?” Jennifer asks with a roll of the eyes.
“It’s because she’s Fey that you should trust her,” Keva says with a tight smile. “You see, she can’t lie.”
A stunned silence welcomes her words, and I feel every gaze level upon me once again.
“How can you be so sure?” Arthur asks, frowning deeply.
“She’s in violent pain whenever she tries to, Sir,” Keva says. “I’ve seen it happen.”
My eyes grow wide at the revelation. I have heard of Fey being unable to lie before, I just never expected it to be one of the traits I’d inherit from them. That would certainly explain a thing or two. I lower my gaze at Keva in annoyance—she had to hide that from me too, didn’t she?
“Try her,” Keva says. “See for yourself.”
Arthur looks at me pensively. “Are you hurt?” he asks.
I frown at the obviously fake concern in his voice. “No,” I say through gritted teeth, waiting for pain to rake my body before I realize I spoke true.
Looking down, I see white, flawless skin peeking out from the hole in my shirt, the knife wound healed over as if it never were. I let my breath out in a sharp hiss of surprise.
Lance’s hand carefully prods my ribcage, inadvertently tickling me, and I burst out in nervous giggles.
“The injury’s healed over,” he says, stepping away from me.
After a second’s hesitation, Arthur nods, as if he might have been expecting it.
“Did you get into an altercation with the Lady Jennifer?” Arthur asks next.
“Her and I fight? Never, we’re best friends her and I,” I say sarcastically.
But the words have barely left my lips when I double over in pain, as if someone has reached in and pulled my innards out. My vision clouds over and I feel myself sink to the floor, before strong, sturdy arms steady me.
“Convenient, isn’t it?” Keva says merrily before winking at me. “She comes with a built-in lie detector.”
“Who attacked you?” Arthur asks, as Lance helps me regain my balance.
“He did,” I say, motioning towards Hector still pinned to the pillar. “What a stupid thing to ask.”
This time, no agonizing cramps bear down on me and I breathe a little easier.
“Why is that?” Arthur asks.
“Why don’t you ask him that question?” I retort. “Although I think the answer is quite evident.”
“Did the Lady Jennifer do anything to you?” Arthur continues.
“Arthur!” Jennifer exclaims, shocked at the implied accusation leveled against her.
Arthur ignores her and stares at me, waiting for an answer.
“No,” I finally say. “Unless you count verbal harassment.”
“What about her use of EM against us?” Jennifer spits out, showing the burn marks all over the floor and the remains of a couple of chairs.
“Did you use your power against another student?” Arthur asks.
“I did,” I say, raising my chin in defiance. “Was that wrong? Was I supposed to let Hector school me by cleaving me in half? Or are you sad because his dagger didn’t find my heart?”
Arthur’s lips thin out. “Who made use of oghams first?” he asks, turning to Keva.
“He did,” Keva says, pointing without hesitation at Hector still stuck up on his pillar.
Hector doesn’t respond, but I can see the whites of his eyes as he glowers at me, and I know without a doubt that this isn’t over.
Just then, the walls of the dining hall shake as the tocsin bells ring the alarm, and we all look about in fear as we know what it means:
Another attack.




Gareth and Gauvain burst through the doors.
“What is it?” Lance asks, as the fearful buzz of murmurs hushes and people prick up their ears.
“Duty’s a-callin’ boys!” Percy yells, strutting in after the cousins. Only then does he notice the state of the dining hall, and he lets out a sharp whistle. “Were you guys havin’ a party without me?” he asks, sounding disappointed.
Arthur snaps his fingers and the silphid air that was keeping Hector chained to the pillar dissipates, letting him slide back down to the floor.
“Report,” Arthur says.
“The spies we’ve implanted up on the surface have bad news,” Gareth says, bouncing on the balls of his feet, eager to get going.
“Planted would be the operative word,” Gauvain says, “but he’s telling the truth. There’s been an explosion of suspicious origins around Fritse Park. It’s across Little Lake Butte des Morts from Menasha.”
I shiver at the lake’s name—the Hill of the Dead is not a place that sounds very cheery.
Lance asks the question everyone is wondering, “Fomori?”
Gauvain shakes his head. “Not from what the report says.”
“I don’t care if it’s Fomori, ogres or dybbuk,” Percy says, “I’m itchin’ for a fightin’ and I’m gonna get me one.”
Keva takes an involuntary step backward at the last name, and I look at her, confused.
“What’s a D-book?” I ask.
Keva throws me the most appalled look she can conjure. “A dybbuk is a soul sucking demon that takes over your body and uses it to attack more people,” she explains. “It’s really the worst, ‘cause if you don’t realize it, you end up getting killed by who you think is your own friend.”
“Don’t worry,” Gareth tells us. “I’m sure our spies are being jingly and humping the gun.”
“Ugh, my ears are bleeding,” Gauvain says. “Watchers aren’t a bunch of keys, you know. And I certainly hope nobody’s getting frisky with firearms.”
“We’ve already dispatched a squad,” Percy says. “But that’s just four tenderfeet15 against a potential dozen or more powerful Fey. Might as well send ‘em all to the slaughterhouse, unless we get a move on already.”
“Right,” Arthur says with a nod. “You, Gareth and Gauvain go give them hand, we’ll be right behind for the cleanup.”
“Ya hear that, boys?” Percy says with a wide grin that chills me to the bone. “It’s time for some beefin’16!”
He lets out a loud cheer and the three of them barrel out of the dining hall faster than they did coming in.
“Morgan, get my weapons ready,” Arthur says, already moving. “Hector, I want you and Marianne to organize the school’s defenses, just in case the fight spreads down here. And have Lionel check in on the farms with Lady Ysolt. Lance, get Hadrian and a few more knights together, and wait for me by the docks. We’ll depart from there in ten. Let’s move!”
Everyone jumps to follow his orders, but before Arthur can leave the cafeteria, Jennifer stops him.
“Where do you think you’re going?” she says, her voice sharp with mounting panic. “A general should stay behind to hold the fort, not leave his people defenseless.”
“A general who’s not out on the field with his troops does not make a good leader,” Arthur retorts, moving out of her reach. “And I’m hardly leaving this place unprotected.”
He motions for me to lead the way out but Jennifer steps in front of us, looking angry.
“What if it’s a diversion?” she asks in a strained whisper.
“It could be,” Arthur says. “But if we don’t do anything, we’re leaving hundreds of laymen at the Fey’s mercy, and I will not have their deaths on my conscience without trying to stop this carnage.”
“You don’t even know how many Fey are out there, nor how strong they are,” she says. “What if Carman’s there?”
“Doubt it,” I say, glancing at the milky-white sky through the tall French doors across the room. “Last time she was around, the whole lake turned to blood. It still seems pretty clear to me.”
“Though the location of the attack is pretty far north from here, Morgan’s right,” Arthur says. “Nobody’s reported any of the plagues that always precede her. No need to worry.”
“What about that monster who attacked me then?” Jennifer retorts. “You wouldn’t stand a chance against him!”
At the mention of the Shade I feel a thrill course down my back. If that monster truly is up there, then this could be my chance to avenge my father.
“You don’t have enough people to combat them,” Jennifer continues, pleadingly. “Why don’t you wait? I can ask papa to send—”
“If the Board had been willing to help,” Arthur snaps, “we wouldn’t be having this conversation right now. Now excuse me, I’ve got a job to do.”
Arthur pushes past her without letting her place another word, and I chuckle at Jennifer’s livid face.
“Go ahead and run crying to your daddy then,” I say with a smirk. “In the meantime, I’ve got people to save.”
“Don’t fool yourself!” she snarls. “No matter how hard you try, you’re never going to fit in.”
“At least I’m not parading around like some useless peacock,” I retort, before speeding down the hallway.
“Blood’s thicker than will,” Jennifer shouts after me, “and your demon side will always come out on top. And, mark my words, I will stop you from spreading your evil.”
I engulf myself into the dim staircase and Jennifer’s cries of rage die out. Within seconds, I’m wrenching Arthur’s bedroom door open, practically tearing it off its hinges again.
“Weapon, weapon, weapon,” I chant to myself.
My eyes lock on a broadsword, oghams covering its basket hilt from the pommel to its double-edged blade. I hurry to unhook it from the wall, then pause as a vicious-looking, steel-spiked mace catches my eye. Perhaps that would be useful as well, if he does end up facing a dybbuk….
I struggle to detach the massive weapon from its perch, but the mace is much heavier than I’d expected and it slips from my grasp. I wince as its spiked head smashes into the floor with a dull ring, chips of stone blasting out from the impact.
“What do you think you’re doing?” Arthur asks, staring in horror at the large hole now adorning his floor.
“Just picked your sword,” I say, holding the broadsword out to him by its scabbard. “So many choices,” I add with an apologetic smile.
Arthur lets out a defeated sigh and grabs the sword from me.
“Try to stay out of trouble while I’m gone,” he says, attaching the weapon to his belt. He then picks out a long, serrated-edged dagger hanging by the door and straps it onto his leg. “I don’t want to find you’ve been lynched on my return.”
“There’s no need to worry about that,” I say, trying to keep my voice within a normal range—I need to give him the impression of being calm and collected, not a vengeful madwoman, “because I’m going with you.”
Arthur frowns at me. “No you’re not. You’re not ready.”
“Squires are supposed to go into battle with their knights,” I retort. “You said so yourself.”
“You’re completely untrained for the battle front,” Arthur says. “My decision is final.”
“But look!” I say, pulling my torn shirt up to uncover the side where Hector stabbed me. “I healed right away! I’ll be perfectly fine up there with you guys. Besides, I could prove useful.”
“This is not a game, Morgan,” Arthur says, pulling my shirt back down with a faint blush.
“I saved you from Carman,” I say, using my trump card.
I see him hesitate.
“Besides,” I add, pushing my advantage, “if you don’t bring me with you now, I’ll find a way up to the surface on my own. You know I will.”
“Fine,” Arthur says. “But you’ve got to stay away from the front line. Is that clear?”
“Yes, sir!” I say with a mock salute.
Unless my father’s killer happens to be around, I silently add. In that case, all bets are off.

Outside, the air is heavy with the sharp tang of oncoming rain. The sky-lake has turned a dark grey, the shapes of large fish visible along its domed surface like ominous clouds, as if the creatures are huddling at the bottom of the lake to avoid a tempest.
We meet up with the rest of our crew by the landing docks. Lance is already there, along with a few faces I don’t recognize—a couple of serious and tough-looking girls, and a whale-sized knight who’s still got traces of sauce dotting his dimpled chin that his scrawny squire is trying desperately to remove.
“There are about three hours until sundown,” Lance says, checking his pocket watch, “but due to the storm, visibility may be quite limited.”
“They’re getting more and more brazen if they’re now attacking in broad daylight,” one of the girls says gruffly.
Arthur nods. “Means we need to be extra careful too,” he says. “Not only do we have to deal with the threat, but we ourselves won’t be able to benefit from the cover of night should laymen be around.”
“I’ve asked Safir to set up a perimeter around the area and scramble all electronic devices within it,” Hadrian says, trotting over with Keva at his side. “Though if Fey activity’s that important, all the computer signals will be garbled anyway.”
“Is everyone here?” Arthur asks, looking over our group.
“We’re still missing one person,” Lance says as a figure makes its way up the hill.
“Why are you here?” Keva blurts out as Daniel reaches us.
“I’m a knight, aren’t I?” Daniel says, wiping his sweaty brow.
Keva snorts. “Sure you are.”
“You all know the area we’re headed to,” Arthur says, interrupting their bickering with an irritated look. “We’ll rendezvous in the woods off Fritse Park by US 41, where the trees should give us some cover. Gauvain will update us on the situation when we arrive. Any questions?”
“No, sir!” everyone shouts.
“Then let’s get going,” Arthur says, motioning for me to come close to him.
“Wait!” someone shouts, and I see Sophie crest the hill, somewhat out of breath. “Lady Jennifer wanted to speak with you.”
“We’re out of time,” Arthur says sharply.
“I know that, Arthur darling,” Jennifer says, coming up behind her squire. “But I’m not here to see you.”
I look questioningly at Lance, but to my surprise Jennifer turns instead towards Daniel.
“Y-yes, your l-ladyship?” Daniel stammers, crimson-faced.
Jennifer smiles at him while unfolding a bright yellow handkerchief from around her neck. She dips forward, giving the whole lot of us an ample view down her loose shirt, and ties the bandanna to Daniel’s right arm.
“A knight always needs a lady’s favor,” she says.
“Sh-shouldn’t Sir Arthur have yours?” Daniel asks, looking like his eyeballs are going to pop out of their sockets.
Jennifer straightens up. “Arthur’s used to battling,” she says. “It’s the only thing he’s good at, really. Whereas this is your first true battle, and I want to make sure you come back here in one piece.”
“O-Of course, your Ladyship,” Daniel replies, sticking his chest out proudly.
I watch Jennifer saunter back down towards the school. Her stiff back tells me Arthur’s reaction, or lack thereof, was not what she had anticipated, and I would find it rather amusing if I didn’t first see Lance’s pained look. Catching me staring at him, Lance immediately schools his face into his usual robotic mask. Then, without waiting for anyone, he hurtles himself into the sky like a green shooting star.
“Hang on tight,” Arthur says, grabbing me by the waist and holding me close.
I barely have the chance to latch onto his shoulders before we launch into the air. I instinctively hold my breath as we shoot through Lake Winnebago’s murky waters, scaring a couple of saugers17 on our way up, then break through the thick ice at the surface.
“Good thing a storm’s on its way and none of the usual ice fishers are around,” Arthur says, his warm breath tickling my ear as he angles us towards North Asylum Bay’s shore. “We’re not being very discrete today.”
A chill not due to the frigid November wind courses down my spine as Island Park’s dark outline reveals itself in the distance. I can still picture Carman as she surged from the earth in a scorching mass of darkness, like a Venus rising from hell. I blink as light flashes in my vision.
“Did you see that?” I ask.
“See what?” Arthur asks back without slowing down.
I peer intently at the island, but there’s nothing to be seen beyond the line of brown trees and the snow.
“Never mind,” I mutter, annoyed at myself for panicking so easily.
But as I start to look away, light flickers to life on the island’s furthest edge, as if Carman’s still inside her stone circle, beckoning me over.
“No,” I whisper as my ears start to buzz furiously.
Blinding light suddenly fills my vision and I gasp as pain slices through my mind. I’m dimly aware of my grasp loosening from around Arthur’s shoulders and Arthur yelling my name before blackness enfolds me.




“Your time has expired.”
A long, narrow room bathed in red light comes into focus, the walls tilting dangerously outward at the base. As my vision clears, I realize I’m inside a tent, rows of strange instruments lining one side of it, tables full of computer screens on the other.
I try to turn around to get a better look, but find that I can’t move at all. Have I been drugged?
“Help,” I try to murmur, but not a sound emerges from my unmoving lips.
A wave of panic twists my insides as the woman speaks again, “If you exceed your exposure limit today, you’ll be discharged.”
“Just let me finish this,” a second, muffled voice says. A man.
“Did you find something?” the woman asks with a point of excitement.
A figure appears before me, dressed in a yellow hazmat suit. I want to scream, run away, but my body is not responding.
“Arthur,” I vainly try to say.
“Something’s growing inside,” the man says. “The scanner revealed fissures spreading from its center before the machine broke down again.”
“I’ll have the technicians look at it,” the woman says distractedly. A second hazmat suit comes to stand next to first one. “Are you sure about what you saw?”
The man reaches to the side and when his hand comes back into view, I see that he’s now holding a large circular saw, the blade’s teeth looking dangerously sharp.
“How could anything grow inside it?” the woman asks, as the man draws closer to me. “The readings didn’t show any signs of insertion.”
“I guess we’ll find out soon,” the man says, looming above me.
I let out a silent cry of terror.
Morgan!
My guardian angel’s voice booms inside my head just as the blade touches me. My vision fragments, swathes of green reflecting off the sharp blade’s surface before everything goes dark again.

My eyes snap open and I sit up, feeling my body for any cuts. When I’m secure in the fact that I’m still whole, I realize that Arthur’s sitting right in front of me, looking livid.
“What’s the matter with you?” I ask, too relieved to notice the furious glare in his eyes.
“What’s the matter with me?” he barks back. “What’s the matter with you! You’re the one who passed out for no reason, forced me to land ASAP, and then nearly died on me!”
“Really?” I ask distractedly, my thoughts trailing back to that strange vision. Was it all a dream?
“I really thought I’d lost you there,” Arthur says with a strained voice. “I couldn’t feel any of your vitals.”
“I’m perfectly fine,” I say, realizing that if I don’t calm him down now, he may decide to send me back down to Lake High. “I…I just saw Island Park, and it reminded me of…you know. Maybe I have some bad PTSD associated with the place, but I swear I’m good now!”
Arthur casts me a suspicious glance before staring out over the frozen lake in the direction of the island.
“Shouldn’t we get going?” I ask, standing up. “The others are probably wondering where we are.”
For a moment, I fear that my distraction hasn’t worked, but then Arthur gets back up. I extend my arms towards him, ready for him to hold me.
“What are you doing?” he asks with a note of derision in his voice.
“Uh…getting ready for takeoff?”
“The car’s over there,” Arthur says, pointing south towards the hospital. “We thought that would be a more discrete way of traveling.”
I feel myself turn a bright, traffic light red and hasten down the snowy path after Arthur who, most annoyingly, can’t seem to stop laughing.
Moments later, we’re heading down County Highway Y, heat blasting through the car’s vents, the rolling clouds overhead so low they look like they’re going to suck us right in. As we turn onto US 41, I catch myself thinking about what’s waiting for us up north, and who.
I fidget about my seat, rubbing my hands together nervously. What if my fire-generating ability won’t be enough to take that Shade down? What if I can’t even make the fire happen at all?
Fear squeezes my insides, gnawing all my courage away.
I close my eyes against a sudden, mounting nausea, but all I can see is Agnès’s eyes bulging in her black, swollen face.
“Having second thoughts?” Arthur asks. “’Cause I can always pull over and drop you off.”
“No,” I say, forcing my hands to lay flat on my knees.
I can’t chicken out now. I need to focus on my father, on the happy family life I would have had with him if he hadn’t been stolen away from me, not on the fact that in a few minutes I may be facing my own, very probable, and most definitely gruesome death.
I look at Arthur’s sharp profile, gauging his mood.
“Can I ask you a question?” I say.
He throws me a quick glance, his face taught with worry. “What is it?” he asks.
“Can you tell me more about my parents?” I ask, trying to push my anxiety to the back of my mind.
“I really don’t know much about them,” he says readily.
Too readily, like he’s rehearsed. I cross my arms over my chest. “You’ve been told to tell me that, haven’t you?”
Arthur’s cheek twitches as he clenches his jaw. “No, Morgan,” he says. “I can understand that you don’t trust me, but I’m done.”
“Done with what? Me?”
“With lying to you,” he says.
I let out a fat, moist snort. “Let’s pretend I believe you. What is it you do know then? Apart from the fact that Gorlois—my dad—got excommunicated for stealing that sword?”
“He was a great knight,” Arthur says, his brow creasing as he concentrates on the road. “One of the best we’d seen in ages, and very forward thinking. Too forward-thinking, in fact. People thought he’d lost his mind after his first disappearance. Had him tested and all.”
“What do you mean?” I ask.
For a moment, Arthur doesn’t respond and I fear his moment of truth has burned out. “He wanted us to form an alliance with the Fey,” he says at last. “And, well, you know what we do with people who’ve had unusual Fey encounters….”
I nod glumly—they’re locked up in an asylum. A lump forms in my throat as I recall the Spartan building before it got burned down, its inhabitants speaking nonsense if they weren’t foaming at the mouth. And I can’t bring myself to imagine my own father among them, the same glazed look Owen had in his eyes.
“So he took Excalibur with him and fled,” Arthur continues. “He didn’t show up again—”
“—until a year later, with me in his arms,” I finish for him.
Arthur nods. “He was already dying from the black-vein poison. There was nothing anyone could do.”
I let out a long, shuddering sigh.
“You think he’s going to be there?” I ask after we’ve driven for a while in silence.
“Who?”
“The one who killed my father.”
Arthur shrugs. “I doubt it. He seems like a lone-wolf type of Fey, and our messengers reported that there was a much greater number of them than usual.”
I lean back in my seat, the leather creaking under me, unsure whether to feel relieved or disappointed. This would have been the perfect opportunity to get my hands on that Shade. Especially since I doubt Arthur will give in as easily to my pleas the next time I ask to accompany him in battle.
The sign for Oak Ridge Drive crawls past my window when a thought strikes me. “Now that I think about it,” I say, “you were awfully quick at letting me join the fight this time around. You’re not planning on using me as bait, are you? Hope Carman’s going to show up because she wants me dead?”
“What are you babbling on about?” Arthur asks, his tone of voice rising to match mine. “You’re the one who insisted on coming with me. Now you’re blaming me for it?”
“You just played another one of your mind tricks on me!” I exclaim, jabbing at his arm. “You knew how I would react, you did one of those…reverse psychology numbers on me.”
Arthur throws me a disgusted look. “Please, I don’t need to work anything on you, you’re dumb enough to get yourself into trouble without any help.”
“Ha! So you do admit that you’re taking me towards trouble?”
“It’s a battle, Morgan, of course there’s trouble! What did you think this was going to be? A ride down lover’s lane?”
I open my mouth to shout a reply when the meaning of his words hits the two of us and we both look away. Before we can come up with something to fill the awkward silence, headlights flood our car from behind in rapid bursts then we hear the blaring sound of a horn.
We both look over as a car whizzes by us, the driver flipping us off.
“What was that all about?” I ask, glad for the diversion.
“Probably a drunk,” Arthur says.
But when another car barrels past us honking like a madman, I get suspicious. I lean over to stare at the dashboard.
“Arthur, you’re going thirty in a fifty-five zone!” I exclaim. “I thought this was an emergency?”
“It is,” Arthur says, “but ever since Carman’s return, things haven’t been quite as safe around here, and the government’s instated a curfew. I don’t want to draw their attention on a couple of teenagers, especially considering what we’re up to. Besides, they shouldn’t be driving that fast in all this snow, especially not with that storm brewing.”
“Well, couldn’t we just, you know, pfft?” I ask, mimicking us taking off.
“In front of laymen, and with all those radars around?” Arthur asks. “Are you crazy?”
“Yeah, I’m crazy all right,” I retort with a huff. “It’s genetic, so sue me.”
But as we near the exit to our rendezvous point, the scene that greets us ahead erases our petty squabble away.

“Percy’s already at the site with the others,” Lance says the moment we get out of the car, the sky lit up in flaming golds and reds above him, the acrid smell of smoke thick in the air. “We’ve also already had to send a number of wounded knights back down for urgent care.”
Arthur nods but Lance’s his unblinking gaze remains fixed upon him.
“What’s the matter?” Arthur asks as we trudge up the path towards the rest of the group clustered at the edge of the park.
In answer, Keva holds up a heavy shirt before her, its metallic threads glinting. “Percy’s,” she whispers with a mix of awe and concern.
“He’s getting reckless,” Arthur says with a frown, and I realize that must be Percy’s battle shirt.
“We’re going to have to be careful around him,” Hadrian says, “just in case.”
“We’ll give him a wide berth, at all times,” Arthur states, and the other knights nod, their features strained.
“He went into the fight, in the middle of winter, half-naked?” I ask Keva. “Is he nuts?”
“And so very sexy,” Keva breathes. “Did you know he had this awesome lightning tattoo on his back?”
“It’s not a tattoo,” I say through gritted teeth as his battle against the banshee flashes before my eyes.
There’s a loud explosion and the ground shakes, dislodging snow from the top of the trees, and sending a pack of crows flying off, cawing in distress.
“What was that?” I ask, my breath fogging the air.
“Bridge just collapsed,” Hadrian says, looking over the leafless trees at the blazing fire beyond.
Sirens sound off in the distance, drawing closer.
“Crap,” Hadrian mutters. “I thought Safir had taken care of the locals.”
Another gust of hot, dry air makes me cringe backwards.
“Holy smokes,” I whisper.
“You can say that again,” Keva says with a pout. “I’m not surprised Safir wasn’t able to cover the attack entirely—not when half the county looks like it’s burning down.”
Her small face lights up as we watch the fire blaze higher through the leafless trees, spreading along the train tracks. A nervous tension courses down my spine as several fire trucks and police cars appear, their emergency lights blinking fretfully around the crackling flames before they get swallowed up by the dark clouds of smoke.
A few seconds later, we hear gunshots go off like series of firecrackers, before they suddenly die out too.
“Let’s get going!” Lance shouts, waving for the knights to spread out.
At his command, they all bound forward, their dark uniforms quickly blending into the trees.
“You stay here,” Arthur tells me. “Daniel will keep an eye on you.”
Daniel’s face turns ghostly white. “But I’m a knight, I’m supposed to fight out there with you!” he exclaims.
“You’re a knight and you’re meant to protect the weaker,” Arthur retorts, before handing me his long dagger.
“What’s this for?” I ask, suddenly afraid to touch the weapon.
“Hopefully you won’t need it,” Arthur says, forcing my trembling fingers to close around the proffered dagger. “And get back inside the car if you’re starting to feel off, OK?”
I remain mute, unwilling to make him any promise I may not hold.
“You heard me,” Arthur growls in warning. “If you’re feeling peaky, you get inside. And that’s an order!”
“Overprotective much?” Keva says with a smirk as Arthur disappears after the others.
“It’s nothing like that,” I say, annoyed. “I just had…an accident on the way over.”
“An accident?” Keva asks, her eyes going round with surprise. “What? Like you peed yourself?”
Daniel chortles. “Aww, did Morgan get too scared because of a widdle fight?” he says as if speaking to a baby. “Just don’t get near me. Don’t want to start smelling like cat piss.”
“No one would notice over your smell of cowardice,” Keva retorts.
Daniel’s mirth drains out of his face and he throws me an evil glare. “It’s all her fault,” he snarls. “My first mission, and I’m forced to babysit! Even the other squires are out there fighting. What will I tell the Lady Jennifer when she asks me what I’ve accomplished?”
“Oh, shut it, Daniel,” I say. “Can’t you even tell she doesn’t care an inch for you? You’re just another toy for her.”
“So not true,” Daniel says. “The Lady Jennifer’s an angel.”
I look quickly away before he can see me roll my eyes. How can so many people be blind to what Jennifer’s truly like? Then again, sociopaths are amazing manipulators….
Keva ignores Daniel entirely, apparently still not done with me. “So about that accident,” she says.
I push my hair out of my face as another gust of wind whips around us, fanning the bridge’s flames higher. Dark smoke billows out, merging with the threatening cloud cover; it won’t be much longer before the snow storm hits.
“I, uh, sorta blacked out,” I finally say, avoiding Keva’s inquisitive eyes.
“Again?” she asks. “Seems to be your specialty. What happened this time? Another attack?”
I shake my head. “Not even,” I say, embarrassed. “It was weird. I thought I was…somewhere else. And there were these people doing tests on me, or something. And then”—I drop my voice—“I heard him.”
“Him who?” Keva asks.
“My guardian angel,” I whisper, glancing over at Daniel to make sure he isn’t listening—if people got wind of my daily talks with my inner voice, they’d for sure have me locked up like they did my father.
I freeze.
“What now?” Keva asks.
“I-I can’t hear him anymore,” I whisper.
How could I not have noticed this sooner? Apart from my weird dream, I haven’t heard from my guardian angel since…I close my eyes as I dig through my memories…since Irene locked me up in her house before the fight.
“Can’t hear who?” Keva asks, getting impatient.
“My guardian angel!” I say. “Who else?”
Keva bursts out laughing, doubling over, and Daniel casts us a suspicious look.
“That’s not funny,” I say.
“I beg to differ,” Keva says, wiping tears from her eyes. “I hate to break it to you, but not having auditory hallucinations is actually a good sign.”
I scowl at her. “I knew you wouldn’t understand,” I say, both angry at her for her lack of concern, and at myself for not noticing his absence sooner.
I start pacing, the snow crunching under my every step, as I try to trace back what happened for me to lose who had once been my best and, for most of my life, my only friend. It must have happened during the battle with Carman, I finally conclude.
“St. George’s balls,” I mutter as understanding finally hits me. “The seal!”
When the seal dissolved, freeing my Fey side, it must also have gotten rid of my guardian angel.
I drop into a crouch with a low moan, feeling sick at what this implies: Not only was my guardian angel a figment of my imagination, as I often told myself, but he was a bloody side effect of what the Board did to me to contain my true nature.
“You know, there’s a legend about this place,” Daniel says, misinterpreting my reaction for fear, “about the Hill of the Dead. It’s where the natives buried all their warriors who died in a long and bloody battle with the French.” He steps closer to me in an ominous way. “There’s at least a thousand dead people at our feet right now, all killed in the most horrific, bloody way—”
“Can it, Daniel,” Keva says. “Those stories may scare you, but it’s not working on us.”
Daniel pauses, momentarily taken aback. “The dead call to the dead,” he says uncertainly. “And you know that attracts the Dark Sidhe.”
“There’s dead people everywhere around the world,” Keva says, “every place can attract the Dark Sidhe. How can you be such a sissy?”
As the two of them continue their quarreling, I move up the trail, my eyes locked on the conflagration ahead, flashes of color streaking the sky as the fighting goes on.
“Not every death is equivalent,” I hear Daniel say, getting riled up. “A murder’s different from a suicide’s different from a fatal disease.”
“There’s going to be another murder here if you don’t shut up,” Keva threatens.
“Something’s strange,” I say, cutting them off. I tilt my head as I try to put my finger on what it is that’s making me feel on edge, besides the battle that is.
“You mean all those Fey over there attacking humans right on our turf?” Keva asks petulantly.
“No, she’s right,” Daniel says. His hand drops to his sword as he scans our surroundings. “What happens when there’s a big accident?”
“People die?” Keva says, looking more and more puzzled.
“People stop and stare,” Daniel says. “Or they go out of their homes to have a look.”
I can see now why KORT’s decided to turn him into a knight. Every line of Daniel’s body is taught, ready for anything that might spring on us.
“Maybe they’ve been evacuated?” Keva suggests, but she doesn’t sound too certain herself.
Daniel’s sword rings as he pulls it free of its scabbard. “Wait here,” he says. “I’m gonna go check it out.”
“You can’t go out there alone!” Keva shouts. “You’re supposed to stay here with us.”
“Just shut up and hide if ya want,” Daniel says. “But I’m gonna go catch me a Fey!”
“Really?” I say as Daniel sprints away. “All he cares about is showing off?”
“It’s Daniel,” Keva mutters, as if that answers everything. “Besides, it must rankle him that he’s been made into a knight before the rite of passage. Even Brockton made fun of him for it, though that ended him in the infirmary.”
“What rite of passage?” I ask. Then, remembering the knighting ceremony during Samhain, I add, “You mean a jousting contest?”
“I mean his official first Fey capture,” Keva says.
I watch the spot where Daniel disappeared, angling away from the fire and the fighting. And away from any potential backup.
“I’ve got a bad feeling about this,” I say. “We better get him back.”
“What?” Keva asks. “Now?”
“You can stay here if you want,” I say, already running into the trees after Daniel.
Keva lets out a string of unladylike curses then hurries after me. Branches snap in our passage as we follow Daniel’s trail. We emerge onto a quiet street: Large houses surrounded by large gardens, all covered in a thick blanket of snow that scintillates like diamonds in the light pooling out from the houses. All is peaceful and quiet, except…
“The door’s open,” I say.
I turn to look across the street. Same thing.
“OK,” Keva says slowly. “Definitely getting the creepy vibe here. Now what?”
Green light flashes from behind one of the homes.
“He’s using his oghams!” I exclaim, cutting through the tree-filled yards towards the back of the house as snow starts to fall.
“Morgan!” Keva whines. “We should get back to the cars and wait for the others there. It isn’t safe this close to—”
A loud explosion rends the air and I instinctively duck as a tall column of fire reaches down from the heavens to hit the remains of the bridge. Clouds of dust, smoke and debris blast outward from the impact, reaching out like the tentacles of some giant squid.
“You think they’re alright?” I ask, swallowing with difficulty.
“They’re knights,” Keva says. “They can handle a little fire.”
I look down as another blast hits the wreckages then suddenly grab Keva’s arm.
“Look!” I breathe, pointing at the ground.
“Oh, goody,” Keva says sarcastically, slapping my hand away, “tracks.” She pauses before adding in a more serious tone, “Lots and lots of them.”
“And all going in the same direction,” I say, “away from the houses—”
“—toward the train tracks,” Keva says. “Guess we know where our missing people are.”
We look at each other for a moment before Keva nods, and we both dash into the woods that separate this tranquil neighborhood from the highway.
The ground grows muddier as we reach the train tracks, and the hairs at the back of my neck stand up. I gag as I take in a lungful of a strange, cloying smell that hangs about the area.
“Ugh,” Keva says, covering her nose with her coat sleeve. “Smells like we landed in the sewers!”
I slowly face north, where the sharp smell of rotting eggs is stronger.
“This way,” I say, dashing forward again, wondering if Daniel’s gone that way too, and hoping we don’t get to the townspeople too late.
As we make our way along the tracks and away from the roar of the fire, a soft melody rises in the air, its strange notes compelling us forward.
“You don’t think this place is haunted, do you?” I ask, slowing down as Daniel’s tale of the bloody fight comes back to me.
“Ghosts don’t exist,” Keva says.
“I dunno,” I say, darting glances about. Night is falling steadily, and the Fey fires are now too far behind to provide much light anymore, leaving us to make our way in ever-deepening shadows. “I feel like something’s watching us.”
“If there’s something funky going on,” Keva says without a grain of doubt, “that only means—”
“—trouble,” I say as we hit a crossroad.
I catch movement out of the corner of my eye. Without a second thought, I grab Keva’s arm and wrench her out of sight behind a squat warehouse before anyone can spot us. From behind our cover, we can finally see the dark outlines of hundreds of people lining in the middle of the street, heading slowly towards a faint light somewhere by the lake’s frozen shore.
“Jennifer was right,” I whisper. “That fight back there is just another diversion. The Fey are after these people.”
Keva nods emphatically next to me. “The question now is: Why?” she says as we watch the laymen sway on their feet to the rhythm of the music, some of them already in their pajamas, oblivious to the biting cold.
“It’s like they’ve all been hypnotized,” I say, blinking snow out of my eyes.
“Let’s get closer,” Keva says. “It sounds like there’s something really good going on there.”
Frowning, I turn towards her and find that she’s already halfway down the street, her head bobbing in time with the music.
“Keva!” I whisper harshly. “Get back here!”
I catch up with her towards the end of the road, grab her braid and yank her down behind a tree, our fall cushioned by the snow.
“Get off of me!” Keva yells, struggling to get free. “I have to go out there, they’re waiting for me!”
I slap my hand over her mouth, and have to clench my teeth together to stop myself from screaming when she bites into it.
“Snap out of it!” I say, slapping her face so hard her lip cuts open and starts bleeding.
Kava’s vacant eyes momentarily focus on my face and I shake her forcefully.
“W-What’s going on?” she asks, her voice shaky.
“Have you gotten your senses back?” I ask, still not letting her go.
Keva reaches towards the back of her head and winces. “My head hurts.”
“Don’t listen to the music,” I say, slapping my hands over her ears.
“Ow, do you mind?” Keva asks, trying to pry my fingers away but I shake my head.
“You’re gonna get sucked into it again,” I say. “And then you’re fodder for whatever those Fey are doing to these people.”
Keva’s eyes widen as she takes in the crowd moving beyond our hiding place towards the shore. She nods then places her own hands over her ears.
I scan the crowd, in search of the Fey, amazed that we haven’t gotten caught yet. My gaze stops on a couple of shadows at the very front. A flash of purple lights them up, and for a brief moment I think I recognize one of them.
“Go back and get some help,” I tell Keva urgently.
“What about you?” she asks.
“I’m gonna figure out what’s happening,” I say, “and see if I can’t find Daniel.” She’s about to protest, but I cut her off, “I’ve got my own superpowers now, I’ll be alright. Just hurry.”
Keva finally nods. “Don’t get yourself killed before then,” she says before sprinting back toward the train tracks, her feet kicking up snow.
I turn back towards the Fey and nearly throw up as another wave of the sweet smell of decay grips me. “I’ll try not to,” I whisper back.




I force my legs to keep moving, trying not to think about what I’m about to do. Staying low to the ground, I creep down the small path between the house and the pockets of bushes that form the hedge. I sink into the snow behind a shed as another flash of purple illuminates the long field that separates me from the lake’s shore.
The line of people moves up, still swaying to the music’s soft rhythm, and the man at its head steps forward before dropping out of sight in another deep purple flash.
I stifle a gasp as I realize the flashes are coming from a Fey circle of some kind. Just beyond it, I can make out the outlines of the two Fey themselves—one hovering about the portal, the other sitting to the side, hunched over a long, curved flute.
My heart skips a beat as I watch the Fey standing beckon the next in line, an old man with a shock of white hair, to come forward. But at the edge of the circle, the old man seems to hesitate, wobbling on his feet. I hold my breath, hoping against hope that the man’s going to escape, but the Fey pushes him over and his snowy hair disappears down the hole in another flash.
I grind my teeth together as my suspicion about the identify of this operation’s leader is confirmed, the purple glow from the circle highlighting his tattooed face—he’s the one who threatened Lugh and came to fetch Carman upon her liberation!
I nervously scan the horizon, expecting the Fey witch to show up at any moment and blast me to bits. Keva was right, I should’ve stayed by the cars. There’s nothing I can do here.
But as I make to backtrack, I see a little boy come to stand at the circle’s perimeter and my blood runs cold. The child can’t be more than seven!
Anger swells within my breast, and I feel my fingertips crackle in response. I throw my hands out and twin bolts of fire shoots out, hitting the ground far off to the left in a blast that sends flurries of snow high up into the stormy sky.
Cursing at my inability to aim, I quickly push myself up and aim again when a large, furry face springs in front of me, pale spikes growing out of its skull in dangerously sharp rows. I barely have the time to turn away before the monster’s heavy paw rakes across my shoulders. I drop to the ground with a cry, but the Fey yanks me up by the leg, and I find myself hanging upside down, my ankle held firmly by a tail covered in glistening spikes.
“Put me down!” I shout.
The tail tightens its hold around my ankle and one of its barbs pushes into my flesh. I scream in pain, blood dripping down my leg, warm and slick.
I try to bat at the creature, but it swings me up into a wide arc then whips me back down onto the frozen ground.
My teeth smack together, biting my tongue, and the metallic tang of blood floods my mouth as my vision blurs with hundreds of tiny stars. I feel the tail unwrap itself from my leg, and I scream and the spike rips itself free.
But my Fey side quickly takes over, dulling the pain and closing the wound up. I blink my tears away to see the monster readying itself to charge me again, and I force myself to get back up, the wound in my leg already a memory.
“You’re messing with the wrong girl,” I wheeze, trying to stop my legs from shaking. I point forward and say, “Fire!”
A few sparks come to life, quickly snuffed out by the bitter air.
I blink—that’s not how it’s supposed to work. With a hacking bark that sounds strangely like a laugh, the Fey lunges forward, spikes pointing straight at my head.
“Fire!” I yell again.
This time, I don’t even get a spark in response, and the creature lands on me, burying one of its long horns into my shoulder.
Tears spring to my eyes and I gasp as the monster’s weight slowly crushes my thorax.
“Can’t…breathe…,” I gasp, my vision tunneling.
My fingers grope about my waist, trying to reach the dagger Arthur gave me, but the blade is stuck between my back and the ground, and I can’t pull it free.
Finally, the Fey pushes itself off me, before its tail whips back down, its cluster of spikes aimed at my head.
The knife finally comes clear of my belt, and I swing my arm back in front of me, gritting my teeth against the force of the impact. I feel the double-edged blade dig past fur and into the Fey’s tender flesh with a loud hiss.
The creature rears back in pain with a deafening screech. Its beady eyes flare red as it focuses back on me, tail swinging angrily above him, when a large ball of fire slams into its side with a loud crack.
Slowly, the Fey’s large body whirls around, before another burst of flames sends it sprawling down.
“Morgan?” A pale, round face comes into focus. “You dead yet?”
“Obviously not, dummy,” Keva says, her voice so sharp it makes my ears ring.
“But look at all the blood,” Daniel says.
I blink. “I’m OK,” I say through numb lips.
I try to stand up, but my ankle gives out and Keva reaches out to steady me.
“Good thing Sir Percy got here when he did,” she says, “or you’d be minced meat by now.”
“I can’t believe you thought you could take it down on your own,” Daniel says, looking at the massive body lying a few feet away, snow already covering it in a thin mantle.
“It didn’t respond well to my threats,” I rasp as the pain in my shoulder ebbs away.
Bright colors burst into my vision and I flinch as Percy whirs past, his elemental lights throwing another dozen Fey monsters into view.
“Where are the others?” I ask as one of the creatures bellows out a roar before charging.
“Will be here shortly,” Keva says, “just as soon as they’re done at the other site.”
The ground shakes as the large Fey barrels towards Percy, its long, razor-sharp talons slicing the air before it. Though a third his size, Percy waits patiently for the creature to come to him, his twin blades held lightly at his sides. Then, just as it looks like he’s going to get skewered, Percy leaps over the Fey’s scaly head in a flash of green, twists around in mid-air, then plunges his short swords into the monster’s back.
The creature lets out a bone-rattling cry as Percy brings the swords down the length of its body, putrid smoke and black ichor gushing out of the wounds. The Fey stumbles to the side before finally crashing to the ground.
With a roar, Percy pulls his swords back out, and whips around to face the others.
“We’ve got to help!” I say.
But Keva holds me back as Daniel jumps towards the fallen creature.
“We’d only get in the way,” she says. “Percy’s gone berserk, which means that anyone that goes near him in that state will get hacked down, friend or foe.”
“Then what about him?” I ask, motioning toward Daniel.
“He’s on cleanup duty,” Keva replies.
And I see the boy pry the Fey’s body open, using his own knife to hack at the flesh and tendons holding the creature together, before he buries his arm elbow-high inside of it. My stomach heaves as Daniel finally pulls away, his body covered in the foul-smelling blood and, with a triumphant squeal, drops a stone inside a metallic pouch.
“That’s seven!” Daniel hoots, trotting back to our side, and I realize with a sickening jolt that he’s talking about oghams.
There’s another hair-raising shriek as Percy cleaves another Fey’s arm off, before he swirls around to face the remaining creatures, laughing like a maniac. The others pause in their attack. It seems they too have realized that nothing can stand in Percy’s way, but while the knight keeps the Fey busy, so too do the laymen keep dropping into that portal.
I look back towards the glowing circle, but the boy’s long gone. I choke back a sob as a housewife steps forward, her flowery apron flapping about her ample hips in the violent wind.
Enough!
I won’t let anyone else disappear without lifting a finger. I check that the others are too busy to notice me—Daniel pilfering another Fey’s cadaver, Percy fighting the monsters off, and Keva admiring him—before I dash forward.
“Morgan!” Keva yells.
Squinting against the storming snow, my feet pound the ground towards the rapidly diminishing line of civilians. I see another woman disappear down the hole, followed by a tall, balding man.
“Stop!” I yell to a woman towards the front of the line, her dress falling awkwardly over her pregnant stomach.
Although still too far, I reach out towards her, and a large ribbon of green shoots out from my extended hand, parting the heavy snowflakes on its way to the woman. The sylphid air wraps itself around her like a large cloak until her booted feet lift from the ground. But before the pregnant woman can float over to me and out of harm’s way, a long, red rope latches around her neck and yanks her back down.
I yelp, and dive to catch her.
“Out of the way!” I hear Arthur yell, as he and the cousins land around me, keeping a long-limbed creature at bay.
Only then do I realize the rope around the woman’s neck is actually the Fey’s oversized tongue. The beast’s bulging eyes dart back and forth between the three knights, its tongue squeezing harder in anticipation, and the woman lets out a strangled gasp.
The cousins spring forward, drawing the Fey’s attention upon them, before Arthur attacks as well. The creature’s tongue finally unwinds itself from around the woman’s neck, swinging to the side to deflect the oncoming blows, and I drop to the ground next to her.
The woman’s eyes focus on mine, filled with pain and fear, before rolling back into her head.
“Hold on,” I tell her, cradling her head in my lap. “You’ll be OK. I’ll get you better, you and your baby.”
I use some of the snow to clean the mud from her face, but her breathing is still coming in short gasps. Please, please, please, I silently pray, don’t let them die. Not here. Not like this.
A soft warmth blooms under my hands, spreading from my fingertips to the woman’s chest. I hold my breath as color drains from her cheeks, her thoracic cage barely lifting anymore.
“Come on!” I mutter through clenched teeth, swallowing a wave of nausea back down. “You can’t die on me!”
Arthur drops into a low crouch next to us. “You need to get out of here!” he yells, calling forth another elemental.
A tall wall of ice crystalizes around us seconds before long, bony spikes thud into it, their sharp ends poking through.
“Now, Morgan!” Arthur says as his shield shatters, letting us see two more Fey bearing down on us.
My eyes travel between the woman and Arthur’s tense face.
“She’s gone and we need to get out of here before—”
Arthur jerks sideways as another bony spike lodges itself in his side. With a grunt, he pulls the long bone out, splattering the snow with blood. I gulp, take one last look at the woman’s face, her eyes still closed, her hands limp at her sides. There’s nothing I can do for her anymore, I realize, a lump forming in my throat. I’m too late. Again.
But as I push myself up on my feet, my hand slides down to the woman’s protruding stomach and I feel it spasm. My fingers tense as the bump grows rock hard under them.
Relief washes over me, but it is short-lived as I realize what’s happening.
“She’s going into labor,” I say, with a growing sense panic. “We need to take her to a hospital!”
Arthur’s eyes widen. “Can’t she hold off?” he asks.
“This isn’t pizza delivery, Arthur!” I yell at him. “You can’t make these things fit a set schedule!”
I see him gulp, but he helps me as I lift the woman up. We’ve barely made a few steps, however, when someone yells, “Duck!”
Arthur shoves us back down, covering us both with his injured body as a volley of fire rains down around us, leaving the ground pockmarked with muddy holes.
“We need to retreat,” Lance says, coming over to our aid. “We’ve suffered too many casualties, backup isn’t coming, and some of our oghams have stopped responding.”
“We can’t just leave all these people here!” I exclaim.
The pregnant woman’s hand suddenly tightens around mine, crushing my phalanges.
“We have to stop that music,” Lance says his deep blue eyes fixed on the Fey still playing by the shore. “But every time we bring one of them down, another pops up.”
“It’s their leader we must get,” Arthur says, pressing his gloved hand against his wounded side.
“Mordred,” I whisper without thinking, looking over to the portal.
The blue-tattooed Fey’s head snaps towards me and I barely have the time to see his eyes shine golden before Percy rams into him.
“Looks like it’s our cue,” Lance says, springing forward.
“Stay out of trouble,” Arthur tells me, his hand lingering on my shoulder.
I nod, and Arthur motions for Keva and Daniel to stand guard over me. Then, with a burst of elemental wind, he jumps straight over our heads to join Lance.
“I don’t know what it is with these demons,” Daniel says, swinging his sword around and almost dropping it, “but they’re much stronger than anything we’ve ever faced.”
“That can’t be hard considering you’ve never had to fight any before,” Keva retorts, though her shaky voice betrays her seeming unconcern.
As another contraction relents, I ease one of my hands free from the woman’s crushing hold to grab a handful of snow and spread it on my burning forehead in a vain attempt to dispel my growing migraine.
“I’ll tell you one thing,” Daniel says. “If I were one of them Fey, I wouldn’t want to fight Percy. That guy’s a total lunatic.”
“He’s not crazy,” I retort, bristling at the hated expression, one thrown so carelessly around by people when they don’t understand someone. “As if you’re so superior yourself.”
“Yeah, Daniel, nobody’s better than the Triumvirate, least of all you,” Keva says, using the school’s nickname for the good-looking, highly-skilled trio formed by Lance, Percy, and Arthur.
She suddenly yelps as the earth heaves under us like a tidal wave, scattering knights and laymen alike over the field like seeds in the wind. I feel my hold on the woman slip, despite her deathly grip, and shout out in fear. If she gets tumbled around too roughly, she may lose the baby!
I come to a sliding stop by the lake’s edge and immediately push myself back up to look for the pregnant woman. Another explosion hits the ground and, in its flare, I finally spot her large form lying beside the glowing circle.
“Morgan, watch out!”
I turn at the sound of Gareth’s voice as a gargantuan, scaly beast slams into me. There’s a loud crunch and my ears pop as I fly backward into the air.
I land on the lake’s frozen surface, jarring my elbows with such force the ice cracks underneath me.
“Morgan!” Arthur exclaims, but another Fey tackles him and they both fall rolling to the ground.
“No!” I scream, wincing as pain shoots down my spine, anchoring me to the ice as if someone’s nailed me to it.
I watch the few knights left as they keep on fighting, their movements getting more and more sluggish, their blows less effective. At this rate we’ll all be slaughtered before the sun rises.
I struggle to get back up, biting hard on my lip not to scream at the pain every movement produces, trying to force my body to respond the way I want it to.
“Don’t. Move.”
I blink sweat out of my eyes as the tattooed Fey draws closer.
“Stay away from me,” I whisper with dread.
I scramble further back onto the lake, crying out as spasms lance down my body. Then the ice disappears from beneath me and I feel myself slip backward into the frigid waters.
“Morgan!” Mordred yells.
I see him dive after me a second before the water closes up over my head. My clothes, threaded with iron, drag me further and further down towards the lakebed. My lungs scream for air, my ears buzzing from the increasing pressure. I feel something wrap itself around my waist and I come to a sudden stop. Then, slowly, I feel myself get dragged the other way.
The bitter wind nips at my face the moment I break the surface and I feel myself get unceremoniously dumped onto solid ground. I gasp, coughing up water.
Mordred grins above me, his teeth flashing white, his hair sticking to his face in wet strands. “That was a close one,” he says through the ringing in my ears. “Still better than becoming another reaping for the Teind though, right?”
“A what for the what?” I ask through chattering teeth, distracted by a distinctive clip-clopping coming from the lake.
Something blows warm air on my face. Blinking furiously against the snowstorm, I turn around to find a large, round eye the color of dying embers staring at me.
The beastly horse suddenly rears up, its dark mane spraying me with icy droplets of water.
“Time to get going,” Mordred says, calming his steed down. “Though I suppose I should get rid of this first. Wouldn’t want any more accidents to happen, would we?”
Winking at me, Mordred strides over to the magic circle, its edges still pulsating with that strange purple light. He pauses beside the pregnant woman.
“One more, I suppose,” Mordred says, placing his foot on her large stomach.
“Don’t!” I yell, my voice raspy.
Mordred looks over his shoulder at me, and a strange glint enters his eyes. “As a sign of my good will towards you,” he says at last, “I’ll grant you your wish. But remember that you owe me now, Morgan.”
He removes his foot from the inert woman before slowly sweeping his hand around the portal. Steam rises from the earth in response, momentarily hiding him and the woman from view. But when it dissipates again, all that remains is a large patch of mud.
The woman finally stirs, and I realize that the music’s stopped.
In one lithe movement, Mordred jumps onto his horse then looks down at me, his golden eyes gleaming brightly in the darkness.
“You should come with me,” he says. “You don’t belong with them.”
There’s something about Mordred that draws me, a lilt in his voice that lulls my instinct of self-preservation. I frown. What is wrong with me? Why am I willing to trust him so easily, especially after everything I’ve seen him do?
“I heard you wanted to learn more about your mother,” he insists.
A frisson runs down my spine. “You know who she is?” I ask.
The sounds battle all around us roar louder—the clang of swords, explosions of elemental attacks, and the growing screams of the crowd who’s finally rising from its stupor. Mordred leans down and holds his hand out for me.
“Morgan, don’t!” I hear Arthur yell, his voice drifting over the din of the fight.
I stop, just inches from the mare’s side, before I realize I’ve even moved. Startled, I look up at Mordred, his face split with a knowing grin. Can he hypnotize people with his voice? I hug myself to stop from shaking, scared at the thought of going with him, scared at the thought of staying behind.
This could be my only hope of finding out about my mother, I realize. Even Arthur admitted he didn’t know a single thing about her.
I take another step towards the tattooed Fey, his warm fingers already closing around mine. As I get ready to jump on the horse behind him, I glance one last time at those I’m leaving behind and stop.
Knights are still struggling to defend the terrified population while the Fey chase them down on the muddy pool the field’s become. I see Arthur hack his way through a group of Fey, his body the only thing keeping them away from the pregnant woman I tried to help.
“No,” I say, the word leaving my lips with a tinge of regret.
“Are you quite sure?” Mordred asks, pulling me to him.
I pry my hand loose. “Leaving chaos and destruction in your wake may be your thing,” I say, feeling more confident, “but it isn’t mine.”
Dropping his smile, Mordred shrugs. “Maybe next time you won’t be so picky,” he says, before sending his Fey horse galloping over the lake’s frozen waters.
I watch him raise a long, curved horn to his lips and let out a deep, drawn-out blow. The remaining Fey halt their slaughter, shackles raised, then howl in unison before bounding over to their leader.
“They’re escaping!” Percy yells, veins bulging on his muddy forehead.
“Let them,” Lance shouts back.
The ice sheet glows red as a circle forms around the pack of Fey, Mordred in its center. He gives me a brief salute, and then they all vanish.
“Morgan?” Arthur asks, turning me around to make sure that I’m not hurt.
My eyes focus on the woman panting on the ground, her arms wrapped around her protruding stomach, in obvious pain.
“The baby!” I say, automatically reaching out for her frail figure.
But Arthur holds me back. “Help is on its way,” he says, “but we can’t stay here. They can’t know what we are. What we do.”
“But she already saw everything,” I say as Arthur drags me away.
“They’re confused,” Arthur says. “By tomorrow they’ll only remember the fire and think some of them died in it, while the others lost their minds fleeing.”
“After all of this?” I say, skeptical.
“People believe what they want to believe,” Arthur says stopping out of sight behind a large house.
I look down at myself as we stand before the lit kitchen window, the light’s warm glow catching the silvery threads of my dirty uniform. And I see that I’m not covered in mud, but in blood.
Yes, I finally admit to myself as Arthur grabs me around the waist then launches us into the air, the mind does like to play tricks.




We land next to the cars, snow whirling around us in a wide circle, Percy’s salamander orbs lighting our way. As our feet touch the ground, Arthur brusquely lets go of me and I nearly slip.
“What did I tell you?” he yells, his face red.
I stare, wide eyed, caught off guard by his sudden anger.
“I told you to stay out of trouble!” he continues.
“I went looking for Daniel,” I say, stung. “Besides, I couldn’t let all those poor people—”
“We would have gotten to them without you meddling in!” Arthur explodes.
“I sent for help, Keva—”
“—almost got killed because you decided to go check things out on your own,” he cuts me off again. “You never listen, Morgan! How can I trust you, when you keep getting everyone around you killed?”
“That’s not fair,” I say, as the rest of our troop lands in the parking area around us.
“And you,” Arthur snaps, pointing at Daniel who’s jingling a now fat pouch filled with oghams, “you failed your very first mission. You were to remain with the squires and keep an eye on things over here, not try to play the hero.”
Daniel’s face turns ghostly white, but for once I’m too mortified myself to enjoy his predicament.
“If you call a hero someone found cowering in the bushes,” Gauvain says, his dreadlocks bobbing up and down as he shakes his head.
“You’ve got no nuts,” Gareth tells Daniel with a deep frown. “I should teach you to grow them bigger so you don’t hide next time.”
“He means ‘guts,’” Gauvain says, “but I agree with him. You can’t consider yourself a knight if you run away from danger.”
“Give him a break, guys,” Percy says, an excited gleam still lodged in his eyes, “he’s just a button18. Might be he ain’t knight material yet, but he can still grow into his britches.”
“We should probably call the base,” Hadrian says, looking at his watch. “Lance is still back there, but the longer the laymen are left alone, the harder it’ll be for us to take care of them.”
“Right on it,” Gauvain says, the glowing orbs of fire now hovering above him.
We crowd around him as he tilts the nearest car’s side view mirror towards him. In a few quick strokes, he draws a few runes in the condensation then mutters a couple of foreign words.
The surface of the mirror swiftly fogs over before turning dark. Suddenly, a single point of light appears in its center, growing bigger and bigger until a face comes into view.
My mouth drops open as I recognize Bri’s father.
“Sir Neil,” Gauvain say, “we have an emergency to report.”
Sir Neil’s eyes grow into the side view mirror until all we can see is his veiny eyeball, eyelid lined with dark lashes blinking rapidly over it. His voice crackles in the air, as if coming from very far away through an old phone line. “Who is this?”
“This is Sir Gauvain,” Gauvain says, “reporting from battle. We need a team of cleaners sent over urgently, as well as one from the trauma center.”
“The trauma center?” Sir Neil exclaims. “For how many people?”
“We’re not sure,” Gauvain says.
“Two dozen laymen,” Hadrian interjects, reading off a list Keva’s holding before him.
“Two dozen!” Bri’s father exclaims, dousing the surface of the mirror with droplets of saliva. “Y-yes, of course,” he says, quickly wiping his spit away. “I’ll let Lady Irene know straightaway.”
“We’re at Little Lake Butte des Morts,” Gauvain says. “An exit away from US 10, on the northwestern corner of Fritse Park, but the teams are needed further north along the coastline.”
“Noted,” Sir Neil’s dim voice responds as the side view mirror fogs up again.
“I’ll wait here for them,” Percy says.
Arthur frowns at him. “You should go back and get your wounds treated,” he says. “I can stay here until the teams arrive.”
“Ya’ve got quite a few injuries too,” Percy says, resisting the cousins’ attempts at forcing him into his bright orange car. He grins with pride despite the new gash on his forehead. “And ya’ve got Morgan to think about,” he adds.
“True,” Arthur says with a scowl in my direction. “I’m still not done with her. Very well, please report to me as soon as you get back from Dr. Cocklebur’s. And do put your shirt back on.”
“Righto,” Percy says, waving at me as I drag my feet back to Arthur’s car, then sink into the passenger seat.
I watch the others through my window as they pack up, envying their Arthur-less state, until the car turns down a corner and the group drops out of sight.
An uncomfortable silence settles between Arthur and me, and my thoughts drift back to Mordred. The tattooed Fey is a knot of contradictions, one minute offing everyone who stands in his way, the next saving me and that woman.
I made the right choice not to go with him, I tell myself, trying to quell the feeling of regret growing inside me. He’s got no qualms killing humans like animals at the slaughterhouse. He probably lied about my mother too so I would go to Carman without resisting.
I shiver at the thought, remembering how he said I now owed him for sparing the woman’s life.
“What’s the trauma center?” I ask Arthur to distract myself from my disturbing thoughts.
“A treatment center for laymen,” he says in clipped tones.
“I gathered that much for myself,” I say. “But what does it do?”
Arthur casts me a furtive look. “It’s where we take care of those who’ve been in contact with the Fey,” he says.
“Like the asylum?” I ask, finding it suddenly difficult to breathe.
“Not exactly,” Arthur says. “Regular people react differently than we do. The trauma center consists instead of different forms of treatment, mostly psychological. Anything to get them over their encounter.”
A strong sense of suspicion descends upon me. “You mean brainwash?” I ask.
“You could call it that,” Arthur says. “We basically find ways to recreate the events they went through and turn them into something more believable, something more rational, that their minds will more readily accept.”
“It’s still brainwashing,” I say. “Manipulating people against their will.”
“We’re helping them live their lives with fewer worries,” Arthur says. “Even if they knew about the Fey, they wouldn’t be able to do a thing against them. Would you rather they live in constant fear? You saw all those people out there. Did they look like they were taking things well?”
The laymen’s screams when they woke up from their trance echoes in my mind, giving credence to Arthur’s assertion.
“What’s your success rate?” I ask instead, unwilling to admit he’s right.
“About seventy six percent,” Arthur says. “But we’ve got people working to get that figure up.”
“What happens to the remaining twenty-four?”
Arthur shrugs. “They’re sent back to their families just the same.”
“Just like that? I didn’t think you’d be comfortable with people spreading around your dirty little secrets.”
“It’s easy to discredit people when others think they’re crazy,” he says, casting me a careful glance. “Some ideas catch on, of course, like UFO abductions and whatnot. But they never truly become mainstream, which allows us to continue with our mission.”
“Your mission to rid the world of people like me, you mean,” I retort.
“Of getting rid of the Fey who are a threat to humans,” Arthur says.
But we both know that, to some, those two statements are one and the same.

We arrive at Lake High just as the morning church bells ring Lauds. I groan at the thought of having to attend another interminable hour listening to Father Tristan while I’m still caked in blood.
I find Keva already seated, all prim and proper, as if she hasn’t just spent the whole night out battling Fey.
“What took you so long?” she asks.
“Arthur’s grandpa driving,” I say, sitting next to her.
Keva scoots further away from me, wrinkling her nose in distaste. “You could have at least cleaned yourself up.”
“I took a dip in the lake,” I say, stifling a yawn. “That’ll have to do.”
I stare sightlessly at the back of Arthur’s head, struggling to keep my eyes open. Now that my system’s no longer flooded with adrenaline, my whole body wants to shut down. Which is strange. I’ve pulled my fair share of all-nighters before, back in Switzerland, when I wanted to escape the confines of the boarding school. But I’d never had such a hard time staying awake afterward, despite the nuns’ own brain-deadening lectures.
My eyes close of their own volition as the first notes of the Kyrie Eleison ring out. Moments later, I jerk awake as a sharp elbow digs into my ribs.
“Ow,” I say, rubbing my sore side.
“You were snoring,” Keva whispers. “Can’t you at least wait till mass is over?”
I note Arthur’s look of reprobation and smile sheepishly back at him.
“In short,” Father Tristan says, his deep voice echoing down the nave, “I entreat you not to lose faith and courage in the face of adversity. For let me remind you of these words from Deuteronomy, ‘Do not fear or be in dread of them, for it is the Lord your God who goes with you. He will not leave you or forsake you!’”
I keep myself from rolling my eyes, sure that my every movement is under scrutiny for any hint of my own demonic side. If I’m to believe Father Tristan’s words, my sole existence was condemned from the moment of my conception, and nothing I do will change that. Yet I’m still forced to spend an hour every day listening to him preach about my own and other Fey’s burning at the stake.
I watch the priest lean over his stand, his dark eyes ringed with black, and catch myself wondering what he must have been like before, when he and my father were friends. If what Arthur said about my dad is true, then Father Tristan must not always have been the zealot he is now. Something drastic must have happened for him to change like this….
“That was the true light which enlighteneth every man that cometh into this world,” says Father Tristan, already in the middle of the Last Gospel, a sign that mass is almost over. “He was the world, and the world was made by Him, and the world knew Him not. He came unto His own, and His own received Him not.
“But as many as received Him, to them He gave great power to become the sons and daughters of God: To them that believe in His name, who are born not of blood, nor of the will of the flesh, nor of the will of man, but of God.”
We all drop to one knee, right hand over our heart.
“And the Word was made flesh,” Father Tristan continues over our prostrated figures, “and dwelt among us, and we saw His glory, the glory as of the only begotten of the Father, full of grace and truth.”
“Deo gratias19,” we all say in unison, making the sign of the cross, before we all rush to get out.
Rubbing sleep from my eyes, I find myself trailing behind the crowd on our way out, when an odd sight catches my attention: Lining one of the aisles are the cousins, Percy, Daniel, and Hadrian, all waiting with obvious impatience by the confessional. As I watch them draw strings to see who gets to go first, Lance and Arthur join them.
“What are they doing?” I ask.
“It’s a tradition,” Keva says, standing exactly one foot away from me so I won’t dirty her uniform. “All those who take part in battle go to confession the next day.”
“You’re not,” I point out, surprised nobody’s made me confess since I first got to Lake High. Back in Switzerland, Sister Marie-Clémence was always most adamant I be absolved of my sins on a weekly basis.
“I was more of a bystander than anything,” Keva says. “Besides, this is just a more religious version of a psych’s couch, where people can relieve themselves of their guilt.”
“Which is obviously not something that you ever have to struggle with,” I mutter with a twinge of jealousy.
“Come on,” Keva says, “we’ve been dispensed from morning classes, and I need my beauty sleep.”
But as Keva prods me towards the exit, an idea strikes me.
“Go on without me,” I say, already making my way between the benches towards the confessional.
Arthur eyes me wearily as I move down the line, looking ready to pounce on me with another scolding. But before I can reach him, Lance motions for me to cut in front of him.
“You look like you’re about to fall asleep standing,” Lance says.
“Why thank you,” I say, ignoring Arthur’s irritated look. “It’s very gentlemanly of you.”
Lance doesn’t answer my smile, and I wonder if his considerate treatment of me lately is a thank you for saving his sweetheart Jennifer. But I don’t mind, not if it means I get to annoy the brat standing right behind him.
Arthur glares at me from above Lance’s shoulder, and I raise my chin in defiance.
“You were the one who stayed behind, right?” I ask Lance.
The tall knight eyes me without saying a word.
“You know…after the battle…,” I add.
I still get no reaction from him, and I clear my throat self-consciously.
“Because you see,” I continue, wishing Lance would fix someone else with his unblinking stare, “there was this woman there, a pregnant woman, and I was wondering…is she OK?”
Lance finally shrugs. “Our trauma team took care of everyone,” he says curtly.
I wait for him to continue with his account, but it appears that’s all he’s going to tell me. My shoulders slumping in disappointment, I turn back towards the front of the line.
As my turn at confession draws nearer, I find myself growing more and more anxious, wondering if my idea of getting info on my dad this way is a daft one after all. But I see no other way I can get the priest to speak to me in private, especially on what must be for him a rather sore topic.
My stomach plummets as the velvet drapes move to the side to let Hadrian through, and I fight back the urge to push the knight back inside so I can have more time to work on my arguments.
“It’s your turn,” I hear Arthur grumble behind.
I nod and, taking a deep breath, finally step inside the wooden structure, the drapes swishing closed after me. Behind his screen, Father Tristan’s sober face looks paler than usual.
I kneel before him, my head bowed, then sign myself. “Bless me Father, for I have sinned,” I start, old habits kicking in. “My last confession was…a long while back. I’m not quite sure where to start, but I suppose the worst sin I’m guilty of these days is anger.”
I chance a quick look at the priest’s face, but he doesn’t bat an eye, and I continue.
“Anger at everyone always judging me for things I’ve never done,” I say, my voice quivering slightly, “anger at the betrayal I’ve experienced at the hands of those I once considered my family, and…”
I pause, biting on my lower lip.
“Go on, child,” Father Tristan says, though his tone tells me he wants me to shut up.
“…and because you never told me anything about my father,” I finish, looking up.
Father Tristan stiffens in his seat. “If those are all your sins, child—”
“Arthur said you were the one who found me,” I say over him. “That you were the one who witnessed my father die. Did my father say anything to you then?” I drop my voice to a whisper, “Did he say anything about…my mother?”
“If you are truly sorry for all of your sins,” Father Tristan says as if I haven’t interrupted him at all, “then do—”
“I’m not sorry for it!” I retort, furious at his lack of response. “Even God was subject to righteous anger. You guys all see me as evil, but I’m God’s creature too. All Fey are, despite what you preach at mass. And maybe if you guys hadn’t decided to ostracize us and make us all to be demons, we wouldn’t be at war right now!”
“You sound just like your father,” Father Tristan hisses, his eyes gleaming dangerously in the thin light filtering through the gap above his door. “He too was a fool who believed in impossible things, like forging a bond with those who ought to be cast down into Hell’s eternal flames. That’s what got him killed.”
His words chill me to the bone and my counter dies upon my lips.
“Only God’s anger may be considered righteous,” the priest continues, his voice shaking with disapproval. “Take care not to succumb to temptation like your father, the heretic, did. I can see that already you are identifying more with those devils than with your one source of redemption: Your humanity. And should you lose yourself going down that path, make no mistake, we will hunt you down!”
I ball my hands into fists, my fingernails digging deep gouges into my palms.
“Now get out of here, daughter of Satan,” Father Tristan adds. “I’ve got better things to do than to argue with a girl who’s got daddy issues.”
I burst out of the confessional, momentarily blinded by the sudden light.
Out of the corner of my eye, I see Arthur take a few steps towards me, but I turn away from him. I know that he and Lance must have heard all that was said, and somehow that makes everything worse.
Keeping my eyes firmly to the ground, I dash out of the church and head straight for the dorms. Thankfully, Keva’s already asleep by the time I get to our room, and I throw myself onto my bed to drown my sobs into my pillow, wishing I’d never been born.




I awake to a strange, choking sound. I raise myself halfway up and peer over to the other bed where the noises are coming from. In the slanting sunlight, I see Keva’s bed shake as her small, wiry body’s raked by sobs. I shove my covers off and tiptoe over to her, hesitate, then put my hand on her shoulder.
“What’s the matter?” I ask. “Are you hurt?”
“I’m fine,” Keva sniffs from under her covers.
“Did you have a bad dream?” I ask.
“No, go away,” Keva says.
But I heard the hesitation in her voice and know I’ve hit the nail on the head. I sit on the edge of her bed and awkwardly pat her back.
“I had the same thing happen to me, after the whole Carman incident,” I say after Keva seems to have calmed down a bit. “I kept replaying in my head what had happened. Was that your first time seeing people die?”
“No,” Keva’s muffled voice says. “There was Rei, remember? And then the attack on the school.”
I keep my hand on the curve of her shoulder. “It’s normal to be scared,” I say at last.
Keva’s head pokes out from under her cover. “I’m not scared,” she says petulantly.
“Well I am,” I say, my voice shaking a little at finally revealing something about myself I used to only tell my guardian angel. “All the time. I just try to keep myself busy so I won’t think about it.”
“Well, yeah,” Keva says, sitting up, “you’ve got both knights and Fey trying to skin you a alive. I’d be scared too if I were in your shoes.”
“Thanks for the pep talk,” I say, regretting confiding in her. “That was exactly what I needed to hear.”
Keva’s face splits into a grin. “It was exactly what I needed, though: A reminder that it’s always worse for someone else out there.” She flings her cover off as if her crying fit never took place, picks up her handheld mirror, and grimaces. “I hope I can get the puffiness down before we go to lunch.”
I guess everything’s back to normal in Keva’s world if she’s worried about her looks again.
As I get up from Keva’s bed, the door squeaks open and a big ball of fur slams into my legs. I buckle over, toppling onto the floor with a loud thud.
“Puuuuuuck,” I mutter, rubbing my smarting knees.
The hobgoblin drops onto his buttocks and looks at me with shiny eyes, munching on a piece of paper thoughtfully.
“What have you got there, huh?” I ask, hoping it isn’t my homework.
I pull the remains of the sheet of paper from Puck’s pudgy fingers and groan.
“What is it?” Keva asks, pausing in the middle of applying a layer of mascara.
“Orders from Arthur,” I say, giving the paper back to Puck so he can destroy all evidence of the offending note. “Says we’re to help out at the library this afternoon.”
Puck sneezes and rolls over backward.
“My thoughts exactly,” I say, patting his head. “Who wants to spend time among musty old books when there are better things to do, like playing with my new powers!”
Keva frowns at me as Puck takes my hands in his and tries to pull me after him, his tiny bottom shaking with the effort.
“Sorry, Puck,” I say, laughing. “I can’t play with you today. Unless”—I throw Keva a slanted look—“unless someone lets me off the hook a little.”
“And get myself lynched if you disappear again?” Keva says, dabbing her lips with some gloss. “No thank you. I’ve learned not to trust you.”
“Not to trust me?” I exclaim, trying not to step on Puck as I get cleaned up and dressed.
“Don’t even start me on you and your utter contempt for rules, especially when it comes to your safety,” Keva says, looking at herself in the full-size mirror.
Seemingly satisfied with her reflection, she motions for me to follow her down to the dining hall, and I hurry along, Puck on my heels.
But when we reach the first landing, Puck suddenly grabs the bottom of my skirt and starts pulling on it to get me to go down to the basement where I know the kitchens are situated. I laugh, pulling away from him.
“If you want some milk, you’re gonna have to come with me to the dining hall,” I say. “I’m hungry too, you know.”
Vexed, Puck sniffs loudly and hobbles down the stairs without me, holding onto the side of the wall to keep from falling down.
“That creature’s so strange,” Keva says as we enter the packed cafeteria. “There’s plenty of other Fey around this place, why he has to fixate on you, I just don’t get.”
“I don’t know,” I say, grabbing a plateful of lasagna, “but if it weren’t for him, I’d be dead by now.”
“That’s even weirder,” Keva says as she heads for the salad bar. “I mean, how did he even know about the Sangraal and all?”
I shrug. “He’s Fey, and he’s been here at the school for a while,” I say as we make our way down the rows of tables.
Wanting to avoid the KORT area where Hector might try to attack us again, we decide to eat with Jack and Bri instead. We find both of them tucked between one of the pillars and a tall, stained-glass window, already finishing up their lunch.
“How was it yesterday?” Bri asks, as we sit down.
Keva grimaces. “Not pleasant, I can tell you that. Certainly didn’t think it was going to take all afternoon and all night to deal with those Fey.”
“I heard Arthur nearly died,” Bri says.
I sputter on my juice. “What?” I ask.
Bri’s big eyes come to rest upon my face. “Didn’t you know?” she says. “I heard he lost so much blood Lance had to carry him out of the church this morning after mass.”
My fork clatters to the table as I remember Arthur getting hit by a spike while trying to protect me and the pregnant woman. How could I have forgotten about it?
“Heard he could have died of sepsis if Dr. Cockleburr hadn’t looked at him on time,” Bri continues.
“Don’t be ridiculous, he didn’t present any of the symptoms,” I say, trying to remember what he looked like when I last saw him, but all I can picture is him scowling at me from behind Lance’s shoulders before my disastrous tête-à-tête with Father Tristan.
“It’s Fey poison,” Bri says. “It doesn’t work the same way as traditional poisons or human diseases do. But I guess you wouldn’t know that, would you, since you never get sick and all.”
Jack coughs loudly, and Keva’s eyes narrow.
“What is it you’re implying?” Keva asks.
“That she should stick to her own kind,” Bri says, returning to her parfait.
Jack’s eyes bulge behind his glasses. “You don’t actually mean that,” he says.
“I do,” Bri says. “Morgan shouldn’t be Arthur’s squire. In fact, she shouldn’t be anyone’s squire.”
“And who are you to say that when an experienced knight, and the KORT President at that, has found her up to the task?” Keva asks.
Bri’s piercing gaze travels over to Keva and remains fixed there. “He may be President,” she says, “but it doesn’t make him immune to errors of judgment. But that’s a human error, and forgivable. Whereas Morgan, with her inability to put herself in our shoes, could very well commit an error that could cost him his life, or worse.”
Chills spread down my spine. I see Keva open her mouth to counter Bri, but I cut her off, “She’s right. I-I didn’t think to check on Arthur after the battle…I forgot, now that I….”
My throat constricts but everyone at the table knows what I meant—now that I’m no longer human myself.

I slowly file out of the cafeteria after the others, regretting ever eating that lasagna as it feels like a big anvil in the pit of my stomach. My thoughts keep revolving around Arthur and his injury, guilt threading its barbs inside my chest. How could I not have noticed him bleeding himself to death while on the long ride back to Lake Winnebago, or even on our flight back to school?
“Stop looking like you’ve just eaten a boxful of sour candy,” Keva says, “or you’ll get wrinkles early. If Arthur’s managed to send you a note to find him at the library, it means he’s not doing so bad. Dr. Cockleburr would never had let him off the hook otherwise. Isn’t that right, Bri?”
Bri shrugs. “I suppose so,” she says at last, her hands deep in her pockets.
At their words, I feel a weight lift off my shoulders, my body finally willing to digest its meal.
“Where are you guys headed?” Bri asks.
“Library,” Keva says.
“Forge,” Jack says at the same time.
“Can I come with?” Bri asks.
“I thought you didn’t like the forge?” Jack says, looking rather pale. “Too noisy, you said.”
“The library, silly,” Bri says. “Why would I want to go to that disgustingly hot place for?”
“Why would anyone want to go to the library?” Keva retorts. “At least at the forge you’re surrounded by sweaty, virile men who—”
“You want to skip practice?” I ask Bri, surprised.
“More like temporarily postpone it,” Bri says, evading our inquisitive looks by heading for the library first.
With a shrug, Keva follows suit, but I hang back at Jack’s crestfallen look.
“Is everything OK?” I ask him.
Jack starts, as if he didn’t notice me standing a foot away from him, then blushes slightly. “Yeah, no problem,” he says. “I’m just glad she’s socializing again.” He grins at me. “Gotta go, Mr. Vestri isn’t a very patient man.”
I watch him pelt down a side corridor before I finally set off too, though at a statelier pace—now that I’m ninety seven point eight percent sure Arthur’s OK again, I don’t feel like there’s any problem with making him wait a little.
But as I make my way inside the library stacks, a hand shoots out to grab me and flings me inside one of the private study rooms before locking the door behind me.
“Let me out!” I yell, banging furiously on the door. “Arthur, if this is your way of asserting your dominance because I’m late, you’re going about it the wrong way!”
“I’m afraid Arthur’s unavailable to play with you at the moment,” a malicious voice says from behind me.
Ever so slowly, I turn around to find Irene scowling at me. She may be half my size, but even from across the small room her kohl-rimmed eyes make me feel like I’m a two-year-old on the brink of being reprimanded.
“Tell me how you did it,” she says.
“I have no idea what you’re talking about,” I reply.
“The Sangraal, Morgan!” Irene snaps, her mask of coolness sliding off her sharp features in the blink of an eye. “It’s supposed to help those who use it heal, but no matter who drinks from it, nothing’s happening.”
“Try turning it on and off again,” I say. Then, realizing they probably don’t get technology-related jokes much in this underside of the world, I add, “Perhaps if you…”
Irene leans forward, hanging on my every word, and I stop. All these years I’ve wanted to get something from her—a hug, a word of kindness—but never has she deigned lift a finger for me, except to try to have me executed. And though I’ve figured out she’s not my mother by blood, the sting is still there, like a festering wound inside my chest.
But now, for the first time in my life, she actually needs something from me—other than my head on a platter, that is.
I recline against the door and cross my arms over my chest. It’s payback time.
“Perhaps if you answered my questions first, I’d be willing to share my knowledge,” I say nonchalantly.
Irene looks like she’s about to argue, then seems to change her mind. “What do you want to know?” she asks carefully.
“My parents,” I say, and my voice shakes slightly at their mention. “I want you to tell me what you know of them.”
Irene’s lips thin out, but she nods. “Very well, you have my word, I’ll tell you all that I know. Now spill it, how does the Sangraal work?”
“I’m not quite sure myself,” I say. “Puck gave it to me and it started filling up on its own when I was holding it.”
“That hasn’t happened with any of us!” Irene exclaims, pacing in front of me so that her long, flounced skirt swishes about her like a bell. “What did you do to it? Were you using your powers? Did you do some kind of incantation? Trace runes on it? What?!”
“I still had the seal on me then,” I say slowly, sifting through my memories. “It disappeared only after I drank from it. So it can’t have been my, uh, abilities.”
Irene halts in front of me, close enough that she could hit me if she wanted to, but far enough that she’s not forced to crank her head up to look at me.
“What. Did. You. Do?”
“I told you, nothing! I was hurt, so…” I pause, recalling Puck biting my hand the first time I ever found the cup, and how, the second time, my hand kept bleeding after Dean cut me to free Carman. I close my fingers over the palm of my hand where the scar remains. “Perhaps it’s the blood.”
“What?”
“I was bleeding when I was holding the cup,” I say softly.
“Blood, huh?”
A dangerous gleam lights up Irene’s eyes, and she pushes past me to knock on the door. A second later the guard outside unlocks it.
“Wait!” I say, gripping her small arm. “You promised to answer my questions too.”
Sneering, Irene turns partly around. “I believe you wanted to know about your mother?” she says.
I nod, my throat constricting at her icy tone.
“Who was she?” Irene repeats, more loudly. “A tramp, that’s what she was. A succubus who ensnared your father, used him for a while, then tossed him away when she grew tired.”
My hand falls away from her, and, a look of cruel satisfaction on her face, Irene struts away.
She’s lying, I tell myself, breathing hard, she has to be. But then how else could my mother have abandoned my father to his death?
My vision clouds ever as every molecule of oxygen seems to have been sucked right out of my lungs. I barely notice the door slamming open again.
“Morgan?”
I blink furiously as Percy helps me down onto a chair.
“Need some bug juice20?” Percy asks kneeling in front of me.
I shake my head, unable to speak around the bowling ball that seems to have lodged itself down my throat.
“Need to go see the doc?” he asks. “Ya don’t look too good.”
I sniffle loudly, shaking my head again. I really don’t need anything, except for an answer….
“W-what’s a suck-you-bus?” I ask, gasping between the words.
“A Fey who likes to use men for her pleasure,” Percy says, looking confused. “She’ll suck ‘em dry, leavin’ behind mummy-like corpses. They say Lilith was the first of them, maybe even the only one.”
I repress a shudder at the name of Adam’s first wife, she who left the Garden of Eden to cavort with the angel of death himself.
“You’re saying my mother could be Lilith?” I whisper, shuddering.
“Is that what Lady Irene said?” Percy asks, raking his hand through his hair, looking tired. “Frankly, I wouldn’t put much faith in what she says on the subject. Somethin’ ‘bout hell and furies and women scorned21. She and Gorlois were engaged to be married, ya see. Then off he went with some other woman, a Fey one at that, and got her with child. Well, ya can only imagine how that must’ve gone down with her.”
Slowly, air seems to seep back into my deflated lungs. “She’s jealous,” I say, clinging to that small shred of hope that my mother isn’t some monster after all.
“Righto,” Percy says, holding his hand out to me. “Now come on, let’s get goin’. Artie’s lookin’ for ya.”
I gratefully grab his calloused fingers and let him lead me up the stairs to the last floor. We’ve just rounded the fourth landing, however, when a nervous giggle breaks out behind us.
“What’s this, a fan club?” Percy asks, puffing up at the sight of a small group of squires and knights lying in wait by the staircase.
I automatically cringe away as a girl approaches us, egged on by the others.
“We, uh, we were wondering,” the girl starts, staring down at her well-polished boots, “if you were planning on getting a seat at KORT?”
“I think she might be talkin’ to ya,” Percy says, with a wink at me.
I shake my head—obviously the girl and her friends are here to make fun of me. Unfortunately for me, Percy seems to think I’m just being shy and pulls me forward to face the girl.
“I, uh,” I start, “don’t think that’s very likely. I’m not a knight yet and, uh, I don’t even make a very good squire.”
“Considering your background, I wouldn’t be surprised if you made it up the ranks really fast,” the girl says, finally looking up at me with fervent eyes. “After all, you’ve been here for only a few months and you’re already the President’s own personal squire.”
“I don’t think that last one should be counted in my favor,” I say automatically, and I hear Percy snort behind me.
“Your father was the head of the Board, and had crazy amounts of wealth too,” the girl continues eagerly. “He’s still got many supporters around.”
The warmth I’d felt at the initial mention of my father dissipates when I realize where this conversation’s going.
“My father’s dead,” I say coldly. “I doubt he could be of help to any of these so-called supporters, monetary or otherwise.”
“But surely the Gorlois heir would be needing our help at some point or other?” the girl asks. “We could make this a mutually beneficial relationship.”
“Look, I don’t have access to my father’s money,” I say, growing angry. “And I don’t see why I should even be talking about it with someone I don’t even know. Now please stop bothering me.”
“My name’s Abigail Wechsler,” the pushy girl says, placing a thick, rectangular business card into my hand before I get a chance to leave, “of the Wechsler Bank. Keep us in mind when you finally decide to play with the big boys.”
She bows slightly to Percy, then heads back into the stacks with her friends, leaving me fuming behind.
“I guess some people will always be willing to sell their soul to the devil for a bit of money,” I say sardonically, crumpling the card up and tossing it into the nearest trash can.
But Percy fishes the card back out, flattens it out, then slips it into my pocket.
“That girl ain’t wrong, ya know,” he says. “As she put it, it’s all a game. Now it may be a foul and dishonest one, but it’s a game nonetheless. And the Weschlers would be a formidable ally, if ya discount the interest you’d owe them for any help they give. Like she said, if ya play your cards right, you could end up at the head of our Order.” He grins at me. “You’d end up orderin’ Artie around.”
Now there’s an idea worth considering. I smile back at Percy and we finally head up to the fifth floor.
But as I follow him across the bridge towards a sectioned off area of the library, the distinct rumble of arguing rises ahead of us. We glance at each other then hurry along to find a large pack of KORT knights surrounding Bri, her own brother scowling beside her.
“Uh oh,” Percy says. “She’s done for now. Hadrian can be even more uptight ‘bout rules than Artie, if ya might believe it.”
Worried, I push my way to the front of the crowd, but as I near the tables, the din of voices cuts off abruptly.
I look about, confused, as one of the figures detaches itself from the tables. I repress a grimace as Agravain, Hector’s right-hand man, limps over to me, his prosthetic leg clicking with every step.
“And here she is,” he says, “the one who’s always at the center of any commotion. We were just talking about you.”
“Aww, that’s sweet of you,” I say with a tight smile. “Were you waiting for my autograph?”
I bite down on my lip, immediately regretting my words.
Agravain grabs my shirt into his fist and pulls me roughly towards him. “I suggest you go back to whatever hole you crawled out of,” he rasps. “We don’t need your kind here, unless”—his other hand moves to his belt, over the handle of a dagger—“you’re willing to give your ogham to me. I’d be more than happy to keep you around then, changeling.”
Goosebumps cover my arms as I stare into Agravain’s icy blue eyes. Finally, after a long, tension-filled minute, he looks away.
“You better come up with a solution fast, Arthur,” Agravain says, gripping my shirt so hard I’m afraid it’s going to tear. “And that means real action, not spending your days up here playing scholar. I won’t let the school fall to another attack because of your poor choices, like this one.”
He shoves me away savagely before taking off.
“Well that was very un-knightly of him,” Keva says, hurrying to my side as the sound of Agravain’s uneven footsteps disappears down one of the library’s steep staircases.
Without a look in my direction, Arthur returns to the set of books laid out before him, and I feel myself seethe with anger. How could he let someone threaten me like that without even lifting a finger to defend me?
“As we were saying before we were interrupted, we’ve tested this circle formation before,” Arthur says, pointing at a diagram. “But the shield it creates isn’t strong enough to prevent any Fey beyond our basic elementals to pass through.”
Gauvain pulls another book over. “This squire here says the orientation of the points of the main pentagram affects its efficiency,” he says. “But Sir Freyvidh says he’s already tried reorienting them without much success.”
“Where was it located?” Bri asks, and I feel my mouth unhinge itself in surprise as I realize she’s the squire Gauvain, the smartest guy in school, is taking advice from.
“Amazing, isn’t it?” Keva whispers to me at my look of dismay. “Didn’t know Bri was such a whiz at wards, especially when she’s been failing celestial math all year long.”
“About four or five miles northeast of here, oriented north-south,” I hear Gauvain answer.
“How about combining it with the actual elements you’re trying to draw power from?” Bri suggests.
“What do you mean?” Arthur asks.
Bri pulls a thin book out of her pocket and opens it before them. “Here,” she says. “If you look at these figures closely, you’ll notice that they’re referring to the original name of the elements, not simply their genera.”
Arthur and Gauvain lean over her to take a closer look at the page she’s showing them.
“It’s true,” Gauvain says, surprise and admiration tingeing his voice. “How fascinating!”
“And if you turn to page twenty-seven,” Bri continues, flipping through the booklet, “you’ll see that some of the circles are also aligned with celestial objects to give them more potency, not with the cardinal points as you’ve discovered. Which got me thinking. I’ve been at the forts you’re rebuilding around the farmsteads, and I thought there was something odd about their locations.”
Bri unrolls a large scroll of yellowed paper and I recognize the school’s pentacle at its center, markings denoting the hamlets and other structures peppered around it.
“You don’t mean…,” Gauvain starts, as he follows her finger over the map.
“Fort Megrez is the first of not just four defensive locations,” Bri says, “but seven.”
“Like the Ursa Major constellation,” Arthur says, “hence the name. It’s so obvious, and yet we all missed it. Except for you. Very well done!”
Bri flushes pink with pleasure. “And if you look further,” she continues, handing Gauvain her book, “you’ll see that our school’s wards might have involved not only a spell for protection—”
“But also one of preservation,” Gauvain finishes, waving the open book in Arthur’s face. “A circle within a circle, Arthur. Which possibly means at least a double pentagram as well. That’s why we’ve been having such a hard time!”
“But preservation of what?” Arthur asks.
Gauvain shakes his head. “I would need more time to study these charts then check my results against other sources before I could venture a guess.”
“I think it’s a preservation of time,” Bri says.
“How’d you figure that out?” Percy asks in the sudden silence that follows. “I’ve spent most of my life ‘ere, yet I’ve aged like everyone else. Heck, Lance and Arthur were down ‘ere most of the time with me too, but they’ve both managed to become as hairy as a pair of fluffy bunnies.”
“I doubt Sir Lance is that hairy,” I say, thinking back on my few close encounters with the knight. “Dunno about Arthur though.”
Percy chokes back a laugh and I blink, realizing I’ve spoken out loud, and Arthur’s scowling at me.
“It could be linked to something else,” Bri says. “I was rather leaning towards Lake High itself.”
“You mean it can target what it affects?” Gauvain asks.
Bri nods. “I think it was meant to keep the school from getting worn down. Just like the repelling ward only affected the Fey. But the book also describes circles that heal and others that can alter space, and a dozen other types I couldn’t quite get, so I could be wrong.”
I cock my head at Bri. Her tone betrays a confidence in her assertions that I find hard to reconcile with the playful, wide-eyed girl I met upon my arrival here. Then again, I’m the first to know war makes everyone grow up faster.
“We should test this out,” Arthur says. “I’ll talk with Lady Ysolt and Sir Freyvidh tonight about—”
“There ain’t no time for no more hesitatin’,” Percy says. “If Agravain hears about this an’ ya haven’t done a concrete thing yet, he’ll find a way to get ya outta the picture.”
“We can’t incorporate these designs into our school’s wards if we don’t know all the variables,” Arthur retorts. “It’s too risky. I won’t bet the lives of everyone here on an unproven theory.”
“What about the forts?” Gauvain asks. “It’s not like they were functional before, so if the wards don’t work there, no harm will be done.”
Arthur pauses. “I suppose we could try out with the forts,” he says cautiously.
Gauvain whoops happily and Gareth slaps Bri hard on the back, sending her sprawling onto the carpeted floor. “Well done, girl, well done!” he exclaims, helping her up with an apologetic smile. “Who are you again?”
“Bri Vaughan, sir,” Bri says, massaging her backside.
“Vaughan?” Gauvain turns to Hadrian who’s remained impassive throughout this show of his sister’s knowledge. “Any relation to you?”
Hadrian nods slightly, looking pensive. “She’s my sister.”
“I had no idea your family was so smart!” Gareth says, his grin sparkling white against the dark of his skin as Gauvain puts his arm around Bri’s frail shoulders and steers her away, talking quietly into her ear.
“Well, ya’ve done it,” Percy says, smacking Arthur’s shoulder. “Ya found what ya were lookin’ for. I, for one, am ‘appy I get to leave this place and get back to trainin’!”
Gareth booms out a joyous laugh as he and Percy hurtle back downstairs, garnering the librarian’s wrathful scowl from across the atrium. Slowly, the others trickle out of the library as well, leaving Arthur to stare at his research on his own.
As Keva and I make to follow the others across the bridge, however, Arthur holds me back.
“Help me clean up,” he says.
I look down at the books, maps and charts covering every inch of the table in titanic piles, and groan. It’s going to take me at least until Matins to clear and re-shelve the books, and that’s not even counting all those blueprints and maps.
“What do you know about that girl, Bri?” Arthur asks.
My hand freezes on top of a massive book titled A History Of Fey Architectural Designs Throughout The Times. “What do you mean?” I ask.
“Aren’t you two friends?” Arthur asks.
“Yes,” I say. “So if you expect me to say anything bad about her, then you’re barking up the wrong tree.”
Arthur nods. “I thought you might say that,” he says. “Still, I have to ask. I hadn’t heard anything extraordinary about her from the professors beforehand, I didn’t realize she was such an expert in wards…”
I busy myself picking up his discarded books to hide my annoyance. “She changed after her brother’s death,” I say. “She’s become…more focused.” I look up at him then, willing him to go away. “Anything else to add? Or can this maid continue with her cleanup duty? That is what you called me up here for, isn’t it?”
Yet Arthur doesn’t seem to be in a rush to leave his research area. Finally, after I’ve already filled half a cart up with his books, he clears his throat.
“I’m sorry about Agravain,” Arthur starts. “He too has been more…focused since his training accident, and I didn’t want to antagonize him more than—”
“Never you mind,” I say, slamming another batch of books onto the cart so its metal rings from the impact. “You didn’t lift a finger to help me just now, I forgot to check up on you after the battle this morning. Let’s call it even.”
There’s a short pause, then I hear Arthur say, “We’re even.”
I keep my eyes resolutely set upon my task and, a moment later, I hear him finally leaves. I let out a long breath. Why is it that being around him is always so taxing on my nerves?
“Having issues?” Keva asks, making me jump.
“I thought you were gone with the others,” I say.
“I thought so too,” Keva says, grabbing a book to skim its cover before dropping it back onto the table. “Sometimes it’s really annoying having a soul. I don’t understand why the devil wants them so badly.” She chucks another book from the cart back onto the table. “Isn’t it ironic?” she asks, idly flipping through another volume as I wish she could stop undoing all my work.
“What is?” I ask. “That you said you’d help me but you’re here reading instead?”
“No, that’s just natural,” she says. “I wouldn’t want to break any nails. What’s ironic, is that the symbol for iron is Fe.”
I blink at her, then burst out laughing.
“Glad I amuse you,” Keva says imperiously. She then points at a spot on the floor. “You dropped one.”
“No I didn’t,” I say,
But, looking down, I find that she’s right: Lying partway under the table is a lone book, its pages partly reflecting the dim sunset filtering through the circular window.
Annoyed, I lower myself to pick it up, then freeze.
“What is it?” Keva asks, leaning over.
My heart skips a beat as I stare at the large illustration of a woman with a reptilian face, long, bat-like wings drawn partially over her clawed feet. Under the drawing, are the words:
LILITH
 MOTHER OF ALL DEMONS
“How did that book get here?” Keva asks, prying it out of my fingers. “This has got, like, nothing to do with wards or even Fey architecture.”
She looks the book over, her brow furrowed in confusion.
“They say she’s the second worst thing that happened to this world,” I murmur, repeating one of Sister Marie-Clémence’s favorite lessons. “Almost as bad as the devil himself.” I look at Keva, unable to hide my fear any longer. “What if Irene’s right? What if I am a descendant of hers?”
“So what if you are?” Keva asks, tossing the book aside with complete disregard. “You’re not responsible for what your mother’s done. Besides, I don’t hold much credence in that title they give this Lilith. It’s typical in a misogynistic society for all powerful females to be depicted as evil.” She turns to me with a smile. “Doesn’t mean they’re always right though.”




It is close to midnight by the time Keva and I finally get to drag our feet out of the library. But as we turn down the ground floor’s central hallway towards the staircase on our way up to our dorm room, Keva stops.
“Just a sec,” she says, dropping her backpack in front of the news board.
She pulls out a roll of papers then proceeds to staple them to the corkboard.
“What are you doing?” I ask, stifling a yawn.
“Gotta keep this updated, don’t I?” Keva says.
My mouth runs dry as I realize what she means. “That many people?” I ask, staring at the list of dead or missing that is now taking up three pages. “In so short a time?”
“Guess Carman’s keeping busy,” Keva says, moving on to another section of the board to staple a notice that states access to the make-out hedge is now forbidden. “She’s gotta make up for centuries of boredom down in her hole, I guess.”
She swings her bag onto her shoulder then freezes for a nanosecond before flattening herself onto the wall.
“What’s the matter?” I ask, blinking around owlishly to see what’s gotten her so worked up all of a sudden.
Keva shushes me and I hear hurried footsteps coming from further down the corridor, heading for the stairs.
“What does the coot22 want now?” I hear Percy say.
“Another vote,” Hadrian says, the rest of his explanation abruptly cut off as they disappear up the staircase.
Keva and I look at each other for one long second then, without a sound, we move as one after the retreating knights to find out what’s going on. We reach the first floor in record time, and pause on the landing to make sure our coast is clear. Then, our soft-soled boots barely making a whisper on the floor, we head down the hallway after the knights’ retreating voices, past Arthur’s suite, and finally come to a stop before the KORT room as its carved door closes shut.
Immediately, Keva sets her ear to it and, after a moment’s hesitation, I follow suit.
At first, only indistinct murmurs reach me through the thick wooden panel, but after a brief period of adjustment, I make out a voice raised in anger.
“How could you even let this happen?”
“Arthur didn’t let anythin’ happen,” Percy’s distinct southern drawl answers back. “It ain’t like any of us knew what was bein’ done.”
“Exactly my point,” the first voice says, and I now recognize Hector’s clipped tone. “It’s his duty to know, but instead we have to find out there’s a traitor in our midst after the school’s attacked. That just demonstrates his lack of true leadership.”
“Methinks you are as guilty as the rest of us,” Gauvain says. “You are a KORT knight too, we should all be working together.”
“The crux of the matter is,” Percy says in a dangerously low voice, “that the smart ones are always doubtin’ themselves, while the sophomoric ones are over-confident.”
There’s the sound of wood scraping on stone, a fist slamming on the table, and several choice swearwords are thrown out.
I give Keva a questioning look, wondering if this is going to turn into a full brawl, but she shrugs in return. Then another voice rises above the commotion inside, and the hairs at the back of my neck stand up.
“It’s high time we got rid of all the Fey in Lake High to begin with,” Agravain says. “We all know they are the root of all evil. We need to weed them out, the sooner the better.”
“Don’t be ridiculous,” Arthur says. “You’re accusing all the Fey here indiscriminately. Yet those are people who have devoted their lives to this school, and now you’re telling me that you want to get rid of them?”
“People, Arthur?” Agravain’s razor-sharp voice replies. “You forget yourself. I believe you mean to say demons. And yes, they should be destroyed, every last one of them, especially now that we know without a doubt the wards’ fall was an inside job. Starting with those filthy Watchers that live beneath our school.”
“The Watchers are only passive players in this war we’re waging,” Arthur says, and even through the door I can hear his weariness. “They’ve vowed to remain neutral throughout any conflict. Besides, they’re an important source of information to us. Without their support, we wouldn’t have half the reports on Carman’s activities that we’ve received.”
“And with no Fey around the school ya wouldna get your food cooked, or your dirty panties washed, Agravain,” Percy says.
“Vows can be broken,” Hector retorts before another fight can break out. “And don’t you forget what they were like before this oath of theirs.”
“You can’t hold their past against them like that,” Arthur says. “Not when they’re immortal beings. And I think the last few millennia should be proof enough that they are true to their word.”
“It is precisely because they’re immortal that they can’t be trusted,” Hector says condescendingly. “For them, a promise is easily forgotten. Besides, one can’t change one’s nature, and theirs is one of blood and destruction. They cannot be trusted.”
“You forget yourself, Hector,” Arthur replies tonelessly, “that humans are just animals themselves who also thirst for power and blood. They’ve never needed the Fey’s help to wreak havoc on earth either, and they can’t be discounted in our investigation.”
“Look, we all know you are enamored with your pet,” Agravain says, “but the rest of us still haven’t lost sight of our purpose here!”
I move away from the door, outraged. Who is he calling a pet here? My hand is on the cold doorknob, already pushing it down, when Keva stops me, her index finger over her closed lips. She then points inside, mimics getting punched in the face, then shakes her head. I breathe loudly through my nose, realizing that she’s right: It would be best not to burst in, uninvited, and risk getting beat up. Or worse—sent back to jail.
So, with a distinctively bad taste in my mouth, I finally stick my ear back to the door.
“Each party has stated its arguments,” Lance’s collected voice says. “It is time now to cast the votes. Who is still in favor of Arthur as our President?”
I press myself further against the door, the carved dragon’s wingtip digging deeper into my cheek, as if that’s going to let me see what’s happening inside the room.
After a long, strained silence, Lance speaks up again, “Very well. You’ve all witnessed the results. The meeting’s adjourned.”
I barely have the chance to straighten up before the door smacks me in the face.
“What’s this?” Gareth’s rumbly bass asks. “Looks like there’s gerbils roaming about!”
Gauvain pushes past his cousin then breaks into a wide grin at our sight, Keva and I both rubbing our sore noses.
“No need to worry,” Gareth says, thumping his chest with his fist, “everything’s back to normal.”
I let out a small breath of relief at the news—though Arthur can be the most annoying prat sometimes, he’s still loads better than having the two psychos Hector and Agravain lording over us all.
“’T was a close call though,” Percy says, striding out.
“How many votes?” Keva asks.
“Just two,” Hadrian says, stepping out next, fuming.
Keva’s habitual smirk melts off her face as Hadrian grabs her by the ear. “You and I need to have a talk,” he grunts. “I won’t have you eavesdropping like a petty thief!”
“Eavesdropping?” Keva says, trying to remain dignified despite the ear-pull. “I was coming to get the key to your room. In case you forgot, I am your squire.”
“Sometimes, I wish I could forget that fact,” Hadrian says, herding her away.
My sight of Keva gets suddenly blocked off as both Gareth and Gauvain move in front of me, pinning me to the wall behind their bulk.
“Wha—” I start.
But Gauvain’s large hand whips out to cover my mouth.
“Always a pleasure to deal with ya, Hector,” Percy says, as two shadows emerge from the KORT room.
“Laugh all you want, you wacko,” Agravain says, “we’ll see who has the last laugh.”
“Sorry about the unmanly handling,” Gareth says, when Hector and Agravain have retreated beyond hearing range.
“Yes, sorry about the manhandling,” Gauvain adds. “But we couldn’t let them see you. Hector’s temper is rather volatile in the best of times, and Agravain hasn’t been much better since he lost his leg, as you readily saw up in the library. And now that they’ve just lost their little coup…”
“Yeah,” Gareth says as the remaining knights file out of the room, “you don’t want them to blow away in your face.”
“It’s blow up, moron,” Gauvain says. “Unless they’re a bunch of flying pigs caught in a gale.”
Gareth snorts out a laugh. “Who says they aren’t?” he asks, as Arthur and Lance finally make their way out.
“You should be more careful with what you divulge to others,” I hear Lance say. “It’s dangerous to have them question your authority all the time.”
“I know,” Arthur growls. “But I find it hard to keep my temper these days. Everything and everyone seems to be conspiring against us. Hadrian’s just found out Sir Freyvidh’s been reporting straight to the Board, leaving us floundering behind. He could’ve saved us months of work if he hadn’t treated us as imbeciles!”
“Well at least ya’ve one-upped him now, thanks to Hadrian’s lil’ sis,” Percy says, playfully punching him in the shoulder.
Arthur’s frown doesn’t lessen, however. “We’re still far from repairing our wards,” he says dourly, “and we don’t know when Carman will strike again.”
“Hell of a way to dampen our spirits there, Artie,” Percy says, kicking at a non-existent stone.
Arthur takes a deep breath. “Sorry guys,” he says, cracking a tight smile, “I’m just tired. I’ll see you later at mass.”
But as the cousins leave, Arthur finally notices me standing there and his smile drops. “Not now,” he says, “I don’t have the energy to deal with your temper.”
“What do you mean you have to deal with my temper?” I ask, trailing him down the hallway back to his suite.
But without a look at me, Arthur slips inside his room and slams his door in my face.
Bubbling with indignation, I start pounding on his door. “Get out of there and apologize!” I shout, my fist throbbing with every bang. “I won’t have you treat me like a slave! Arthur? Answer me!”
I suddenly stop as I become aware that someone is standing right behind me. Slowly, I turn around and come face to face with a very grim and disapproving Lance.
“A squire is supposed to lighten his knight’s load, not increase it,” he says, and I cringe at the rebuke. “Not only that, but Arthur’s walking on eggshells right now, as you may have noticed, and any misstep on your part is only making his position here more precarious.”
“He’s the President,” I retort, “he can do whatever he wants.”
Lance grabs me by the shoulders so that his deep blue eyes can bore into mine with cool condemnation. “He can be voted out at any time,” he says. “And taking you under his wing has set a lot of people against him. He barely kept his post tonight.”
“That’s his problem, isn’t it?” I flare up. “I never asked him to do anything for me!”
“You little fool,” Lance whispers harshly, his fingers digging painfully into my flesh. “Who do you think will protect you from the Board if he’s ousted? Heed my words if you don’t want to spend your life at their mercy, and be a proper squire for once!”
A stifled gasp has us both turn around at the same time, and my gut clenches. Glaring at us from down the hallway is Jennifer. Her eyes flicker between our faces and Lance quickly pushes himself away from me. But it’s too late: She’s locked onto her target—namely, me.
“What were you two doing?” Jennifer asks, prowling towards us.
My jaw tightens as she stops inches from me.
“I see what you’re trying to do,” she says sweetly. “You want to emulate me, don’t you? First, you go for my fiancé, then you move on to the best knight in school. Isn’t that right?”
“I have no idea what you’re talking about,” I say.
“Don’t you dare deny it,” she hisses in my ear. “I’ve seen the way you look at them.” She throws Lance a significant look and an evil smile raises her luscious lips. “Now tell me, don’t you wish Lance would only look at you the way he looks at me?”
I ball my hands into fists. “Not at all,” I say.
My insides feel like they’re about to get yanked out my constricted throat, and beads of cold sweat pearl on my forehead.
Jennifer’s smile grows bigger. “Do you know why it is Fey can’t lie?” she asks, guessing the reason for my sudden discomfort. “It’s because they have no souls.”
I glare at Jennifer’s beautiful face, my vision growing blurry as anger boils within me. My hands shake with the effort not to punch that smarmy face of hers.
“So you see, Morgan,” she continues, “however you may try to hoodwink us, you won’t succeed”—she gives the door behind me a pointed look—“unless people are too stupid not to see through it.”
Slowly Jennifer’s hair starts to rise in the air, sticking out from her head like thousands of tentacles, as if she’s suddenly been caught in zero gravity. And for the first time since I’ve known her, a look of deep confusion crosses her fair features. Lance’s frown deepens as his gaze travels between Jennifer and me. Suddenly, the door behind me swings open as Lance springs in front Jennifer.
“Morgan, don’t!” Arthur shouts.
He grabs me by my waist and throws us down as a loud crack resonates in the hallway, shaking the walls. We land on the solid flagstones, and I hit my head on the floor, white sparks bursting across my vision at the impact, Arthur’s breathing loud in my ear.
An acrid smell reaches me and I cough. Finally, Arthur rolls off me and my mouth runs dry as I see the state of the hallway: The spot where I was standing a moment ago is singed black, as if it’s been hit by a massive lightning bolt, the torch that had been lighting the area disintegrated.
On the other side of the long, black stain, I see Lance trying to restrain an irate Jennifer.
“She tried to kill me!” Jennifer screams, pointing her finger at me, the whole front of her uniform covered in burn marks. “You little witch! You ought to be shot! Hanged! Flayed! Burned at the stake!”
She lets out a strangled cry of outrage as Lance grabs her into his arms and carries her away.
“I didn’t do it,” I murmur, crossing my arms tightly around myself to stop shaking. “I didn’t….”
But I’m not so sure of it myself. I felt something there for a second, rearing inside of me like a wild beast wanting to get out. And now it’s gone, leaving me an empty husk.
“Morgan?”
Arthur tries to grab my arm but I flinch away.
“Don’t touch me,” I say.
“But you—”
“No,” I say, afraid to meet his eyes, and I run away.
I burst through the western gate and into the cool night without once breaking my speed.
I run to forget what’s just happened, forget the fear that’s now lodged in the pit of my stomach and growing bigger every time my feet hit the ground.
How could I have ever believed that having powers was cool? There’s a reason everyone around here thinks the Fey are monsters, it’s what we are!
It’s what I am. Twice now I’ve caused an explosion, and just now I…
I come to a sudden stop, gasping for breath.
I could have killed someone, I realize with a shudder. If it hadn’t been for Lance and Arthur, Jennifer’s brains would have been splattered all over Lake High’s walls by now.
I heave at the thought, spilling my dinner all over the grass, tears prickling my eyes.
Irene was right, I realize, wiping my mouth on the back of my hand, they should’ve kept me locked up.
I jump as something soft and warm rubs itself against my ankles with a purr as loud as a motorcycle engine. I look down to find a black cat twirling about my feet, its tail brushing against my legs.
“You shouldn’t come near me!” I snarl, shoving the feline away with my foot. “I put everyone near me in danger, I—”
My voice breaks and the cat perks its ears up, its tail swishing back and forth like a metronome. It meows once, pads away then sits down by a large boulder and looks back at me.
“Don’t be stupid!” I shout, grabbing a rock to throw at it. “I said to stay away! Do you want to die?”
The cat burbles plaintively and I freeze, my hand in mid-air.
Only now do I realize I’m standing at the edge of the school’s perimeter, with no guard in sight. My eyes travel automatically to the jagged horizon line, the milky way shining brightly over the forest as if showing me the path to take.
“Avalon,” I whisper, the rock dropping from my limp fingers.
A dazzling light flashes in my vision, forcing me to look away. When I gaze back, I find that there’s a soft glow coming from behind the school’s large stone ward.
“Morgan?” a soft voice calls out.
My heart skips a beat as a small shape detaches itself from the massive boulder.
“Hurry, princess,” the childlike voice says. “We don’t have much time.”
I take a tentative step forward and let out a gasp as the strange glow hits the child’s face straight on.
“The spiky-toothed fairy!” I breathe, remembering the Fey boy who helped Nibs escape.
“It’s Pigfain,” the small Fey tells me, miffed. “And I’m not a fairy! I am the mighty Master of the Gates, and I—”
Something round and furry rams into him and a squeal of surprise escapes Pigfain’s lips.
“Puck!” I cry out when the furry ball untangles itself from around the Fey’s legs and the hobgoblin hops back up.
But instead of bouncing over to me like he usually does, Puck zooms off to the side, tongue lolling out of his mouth. Suddenly, there’s a loud, warning hiss as the cat faces the hobgoblin, hackles raised and claws out. Puck slides to a stop a few feet away, then starts grazing, chomping on large clumps of grass, having seemingly lost all interest in the feline. But, as the cat slowly backs away, Puck suddenly dives.
“Princess, please,” Pigfain entreats me as I watch Puck face-plant on the ground. “It’s too dangerous for you to stay here, you’ve got to believe me! If they get their hands on you—”
“You wait for me, you spy!” someone yells from behind us, interrupting Pigfain again.
My initial instinct is to duck out of sight, until I catch a disheveled figure pelting up the hill.
I watch, stunned, as Myrdwinn, the school’s senile director, hurtles after Puck and the cat, his long grizzled beard flowing down between his naked, knobby legs and trailing after him like a long, fluffy white tail. I look back to Pigfain but find that he’s already disappeared, the glow of his magic circle and my chance to escape both gone with him.
“Got ye, ye old beast!” Myrdwinn yells triumphantly as the cat, cornered between the boulder, Puck and Myrdwinn hisses furiously.
For a second, all three seem to be suspended in time, then Puck and Myrdwinn both leap together, landing in a confusion of hairy limbs. I watch the cat extricate itself deftly from the mess then quickly slink away towards the forest.
“Oh, dear,” Lady Vivian says, startling me.
“I-I didn’t hear you come,” I say, panicking for a second at the thought of being punished for straying too far from school in the middle of the night.
Lady Vivian’s inclines her head. “What happened here?” she asks.
“Uh, they were both trying to catch a stray cat,” I say, glad the pressure’s off me.
“Were they?” Lady Vivian asks, her silver eyes reflecting the moon’s bright scythe up in the sky-lake.
“And I would’ve gotten it if it weren’t for your varmint here,” Myrdwinn says, lying upside-down, feet up against the boulder.
Puck, still looking for the cat, grabs a fistful of the director’s beard and shakes it hard.
“Off with ye, beast!” Myrdwinn spits, rolling over sideways and pushing the hobgoblin away.
“Come over here, Puck,” Lady Vivian says.
Puck looks up, momentarily confused, then hops over to his mistress eagerly. Muttering to himself, Myrdwinn gets back up then slowly unknots the bottom of his robe so it can cover his legs again.
“What were you going to do with that cat?” Lady Vivian asks him. Though her tone is light, I detect a note of worry.
Myrdwinn looks at her and gives her a toothy smile. “Wouldn’t you like to know,” he says. He spits on the ground but with so little strength that the saliva gets caught in his beard.
I stifle back a laugh at Myrdwinn’s disconcerted look. He looks back at us then, his eyes brimming with tears.
“It’s alright,” Lady Vivian says with a sad smile. “Just go on back to the school and you can get yourself cleaned up. Puck, if you could?”
The hobgoblin nods vigorously, his horns bobbing up and down, then dashes over to the old man. I watch Puck grab the bottom of Myrdwinn’s robe in his tiny hand then lead the director back to Lake High.
“Pain can drive one to madness,” Lady Vivian whispers, so low I’m not sure I actually heard her properly. She brushes her long curls back. “You should take care of your friends so they don’t go down the same path,” she says. “And as for you, young lady, remember that it is your thoughts and actions that matter, not what blood happens to course down your veins. What happened tonight can, and should, be avoided.”
“Y-You already know?” I say, blushing furiously.
“You have to learn to control your emotions,” Lady Vivian says sternly. “Otherwise, even a small annoyance such as a fly buzzing about your ears could be a trigger.”
“Control my emotions?” I repeat dumbly.
“That’s right,” Lady Vivian says, patting my cheek. “And a great way to achieve that is to make sure you get plenty of sleep.”
I nod. “Goodnight, Lady Vivian,” I say, before retracing my steps back to the school, my heart turning cold with dread. For if there’s one thing I know for sure about myself, it’s that I have a very short fuse. And if Lady Vivian’s right, that means things about me are likely to quickly go KABOUM!




Maintaining my cool certainly doesn’t come easy, and my self-restraint keeps being tested over the next few days as word of my ‘minor’ incident spreads through the school like wildfire.
“Hey, demon spawn!” someone yells in the hallway as Keva, Bri and I make our way to Lore class.
A rotten apple skims my face and splatters against the wall.
“That’s foul,” Keva says, covering her nose at the sweet yet pungent smell that’s sprayed over me.
I swing around just in time to see a knight and his squire fist-bump. I fight back my urge to retaliate as the knight swaggers over to me, an oily smile stuck to his equally oily face.
Just keep calm, I tell myself, breathing furiously through my nose.
“You know what the repercussions are for going against someone of higher rank,” the knight says with a grin. “So you better keep your filthy eyes down.”
“That rule goes out the window if there is abuse, though,” Bri says. “So I’d keep my distances if I were you.”
“I don’t see how anything we do to the changeling could be called abuse,” the knight’s portly squire retorts, his stringy hair falling into his eyes.
“We’ll see what KORT has to say about that,” Keva sniffs disdainfully.
To our surprise, the knight’s grin only widens at her threat. “Do it, why don’t you?” he taunts. “Let’s see how popular your precious President will be when word of his pet gone rogue comes out.” He steps forward, forcing the three of us to back into the wall. “At which point, I doubt anyone will mind if he’s fragged.”
I blink at the boy. “Is that supposed to be an insult?” I ask.
The knight and his squire burst out laughing.
“That’s sedition!” Keva shouts as the hour bell rings and both boys scamper away. “I’ll have you reported!” she yells again, but her words don’t hold much conviction.
“I still don’t get it,” I say, as Bri drags us to class.
“It means they may intend to kill him off,” Keva says darkly, “by placing him in danger every chance they get. Deliberately.”
I repress a shiver. Surely they can’t seriously want to lynch Arthur, he’s one of them! But that midnight vote between the KORT knights and Lance’s warning right after trot back to the front of my mind, and I can’t help but wonder if Arthur’s position at school really is that precarious, or that dangerous.
“To your desks, quickly now!” Sir Lincoln snaps as Keva, Bri, and I arrive last. “We do not have a single minute to spare. As if it wasn’t enough that my class has been reduced to an hour a week! Don’t they understand that history is just as important as EM training? How are we to evolve if we have no basis to compare our actions to?”
“I’m sure those demons would love it if I went after them with my Lore book,” Daniel says.
Brockton and Ross snigger in their corner.
“Perhaps we should try it on the one we have in class,” Daniel continues. “Might as well prove herself useful for once.”
My face heats up. If I could only punch the simpleton without potentially blowing the whole classroom up, I’d totally go for it.
“Shut up, Daniel,” Keva says. “We all know you’re better with a book than you are with a sword, so if you already suck at that—”
“Enough!” Sir Lincoln shouts, spittle flying from his thin, dry lips. The outburst is so uncharacteristic of him that everyone immediately quiets down. “We’ll start where we left off last week: How to act if you find yourself in the presence of Fey while unarmed. Adams, please read.”
I throw a surreptitious look in Daniel’s corner, and catch him staring at me. Instead of looking away, however, he points at me then draws his thumb across his neck, and I quickly look back down to my book, suddenly afraid—afraid of what people may do to me, but mostly afraid of what I may accidentally do to them.
In an effort to calm myself down, I force my eyes to trace each and every word on my textbook page as Laura reads them out loud.
To avoid the unhappy chance of falling in the Fey’s bad graces, one must be aware—and respect—a certain code of conduct amongst these somewhat fickle beings. For not only are they immortal, but they can hold grudges spanning what would equate to us humans as generations upon generations.
Therefore, one should remember the following two key points while in the presence of the Fey:
First, a Fey would rather die than to be dishonored, or preferably kill the one guilty of the affront.
Second, there are no free gifts—should you receive something from them, anything, they expect something of equal, if not greater, value in return.
It is important to note here that one’s pulchritude23is oftentimes directly related to how willing the Fey are to give out favours.
Though many have tried to subdivide the Fey into different classes and groups, or even courts, and therefore ascribe different codes of conduct to each, one must remember that, at their basic level, the Fey are all the same—angels who have fallen from grace. So no matter how innocent some of them may seem, one ought always remember their unspoken motto:
Nothing is certain in this world, not even one’s immortality.
The latter of which the Fey are willing to do anything to preserve.
“You hear that, Morgan?” Daniel says in a mock whisper. “Doesn’t matter how innocent you look, we all know what’s hiding inside you!”
“Bet we all know why Arthur wanted her, huh?” Brockton says.
Ross nods. “Heard your mama was a whore!”
“We still haven’t figured out which kind,” Daniel says calmly. “Perhaps an empousai?”
“What the hell is that?” Ross asks.
“A demon who likes to kill men,” Daniel responds. “Easy to detect if you look down though, they apparently have donkey feet.”
Understanding dawns on Ross’s face and he chortles. “Yeah, and we all know how much of an ass she is.”
“Bet her dad died of shame,” Brockton adds.
Pure, unabated rage pumps through my veins like arsenic, burning through the last tendrils of my control. My hands stiffen around my open textbook, crumpling the pages.
I take an unsteady breath, trying to refocus my eyes on the lesson, but my vision remains blurry.
“I certainly would’ve killed myself too,” Daniel says, “if I knew I’d created a freak like her!”
“For heaven’s sake, Daniel!” Bri explodes. “We all know you’re a virg—”
Keva yelps. I have a dim sense of her and Bri stumbling away from me. I shut my eyes—I need to calm down….
Someone shouts my name as a violent wind picks up inside the room, sending furniture flying into the walls with loud, wood-shattering crashes. The explosion from a few nights ago flashes before my mind’s eye, and I whip my hands over my ears to block out the screams, unable to stop what’s happening around me.
“Get out,” I whisper, terrified, as a storm breaks loose above our heads, quickly soaking through my uniform.
“Sowilo!” Sir Lincoln shouts, his voice drowned out by the tempest.
The wind suddenly drops and the downpour abates to a light drizzle as calm is slowly restored over the classroom. Panting, I crack my eyes open and find my classmates eyeing me wearily from the tops of the remaining chairs and desks to avoid the foot of water that’s submerged the room.
“Another pair of shoes ruined!” Keva exclaims, fuming. “Couldn’t you have at least warned me?”
“Sir, Bri’s hurt!” Dina yells.
My eyes widen. “What?”
Jack vaults over my desk, pushes me aside, then drops to the floor to lift Bri’s small, inert body out of the water.
“Oh my god, did she drown?” Laura asks, hopping onto Keva’s desk so she can get a better look.
“Don’t be stupid,” Keva snaps, pushing her away.
Laura squeals as she slips off her perch and falls into the water, the class bursting into nervous giggles around her.
But Jack’s not saying a word.
“Out of my way, Morgan,” Sir Lincoln says, waving the last of the storm clouds out the windows with another push from his sylph.
He gently gathers Bri in his arms then lays her carefully on top of our desk to check for a heartbeat. Bri’s face lolls to the side, pale under the blood streaking down from a cut on her forehead.
With a muffled whimper, I stagger back towards the exit then turn around and flee.
“It don’t matter where you go,” Daniel calls out after me, “we’re still going to hunt you down, she-devil!”
I barrel down the hallway towards the restrooms, and a surprised scream greets my entrance as I reel towards the stalls.
“Leave!” I manage to utter, before I fall onto my knees and get sick.
I hear a girl run out, shrieking, while my stomach heaves again, emptying itself of all its contents. I swat my hair away, sticky with sweat before another wave hits me, followed by a low rumbling propagating through the floor.
“No,” I say weakly, holding tightly onto the toilet bowl.
The rumbling grows louder and I throw myself out of the stall as the floor convulses before the toilet explodes, dirty water erupting like magma from the broken pipe. I let out a terrified scream as the toilet in the next stall explodes as well with a deafening sound.
Large pieces of white porcelain fly overhead, cracking one of the sinks and shattering the mirror above it. I cover my head as the silvery shards fall in a scintillating shower around me and into the fetid water flooding the bathroom.
My hand convulses around something sharp. I suck in my breath as a stinging pain lances through my finger and, looking down, find that I’m gripping a large piece of the broken mirror.
A strange sense of calm suddenly descends upon me, as if I’m no longer inhabiting my own body. I watch myself raise the shard to my arm.
“I’m a monster,” I say flatly, “and monsters don’t deserve to live.”
I push the jagged piece of mirror through the remains of my shirtsleeve and into my flesh. Blood pools at the tip then flows down to my blackened hand as I pull the fragment of glass across my forearm, from elbow to wrist. I bite on my lips to stop myself from screaming, the pain burning its way up to my shoulder, forcing me to connect with reality again. Yet, even as the cut reaches my hand, it’s already mending itself.
I pull the shard back out before ramming it into my forearm again, cutting more deeply, only to watch in horror as my muscles, tissue and skin knit themselves back up again.
I burst into hysterical sobs, raking the broken piece of glass up and down my arm, feeling it hit the bone, until the water around me is scarlet with my blood, my arm screaming in agony.
The door to the restrooms slams open.
“Morgan, stop!” Arthur yells.
I hear him rush over, the water splashing as he drops on the floor next to me, then his warm hand grabs my own before I can stab myself again, crushing my fingers in his fist.
“I’ve got to find the ogham!” I shout, tears pouring down my face. “Only then will I be able to stop!”
Arthur twists my arm around and I let out a sharp yelp, dropping the shard into the murky waters of the overflowing toilets.
“No!” I scream hysterically. “I’ve got to find it, it’s the only way!”
“Morgan, stop it!” Arthur yells, grabbing my other arm before I can find another piece of glass.
“Don’t look at me,” I wail, bursting in renewed tears. “I’m evil! You should put me down before I hurt anyone else!”
Arthur’s arms suddenly encircle me, holding me so tight to him that I can barely breathe. I try to fight him off, but no matter what I do he doesn’t let go.
“I can’t hurt them anymore,” I wail, pounding his back feebly. “I keep getting everyone killed….”
“Shh,” Arthur says, rocking me back and forth, “it’s OK, everything’s OK.”
My sobs eventually die down to a hiccup, and Arthur finally pulls away from me.
“Bri’s fine,” he says, “there’s nothing to worry about. It was just an accident.”
I want to tell him that he’s got it wrong. That he was never supposed to protect me. If he’d kept me in jail, then Bri would never have been hurt in the first place. And if I hadn’t been brought to Lake High, Owen wouldn’t have sat in that stupid chair, and Percy wouldn’t have almost died fighting the banshee, and the whole attack on the school wouldn’t have happened! And if my father had let me die at the hands of that Shade, then Agnès would never have been murdered, and he himself…
A strangled sob escapes my lips.
Everything bad that’s happened around me started with my cursed birth.
“Let me show you something,” Arthur says, pulling me up after him.
I stumble as he leads me to an intact mirror. Then, using his wet finger, he traces some runes on its surface before whispering a few words. The mirror fogs up, smoky white tendrils rising from its smooth surface before dissipating again to show me a woman’s face, smiling as it looks down at something outside the mirror’s range.
“Who is that?” I ask, my voice breaking.
“You really don’t recognize her?” Arthur asks. “Even after you fought tooth and nail to save her?”
Arthur traces another glyph in the mirror’s corner and the image pulls out so that I can now see what the woman’s smiling at.
“A baby,” I whisper, finally recognizing the pregnant lady from the fight by Little Lake Butte Des Morts. I glance at Arthur in amazement. “They both survived?” I ask, still unwilling to believe what my eyes are showing me. The woman had been attacked by a Fey, pumped full of poison, and on the verge of giving birth in below-freezing temperatures…those aren’t what can be called ideal survival conditions.
Arthur nods, smiling. “They wouldn’t be there if it weren’t for you,” he says.
I look again at the nursing mother, remembering the warmth that had spread from my hands into her body. I hold out my hand to touch the infant’s soft-looking cheek, but the moment my fingers graze the mirror the image dissolves.
“So don’t you ever hurt yourself like that again, understood?” Arthur says meeting my eyes in the mirror’s reflection. “If it weren’t for you, those people wouldn’t have made it, Jennifer would be long gone, and I would just be another name on the casualty list.”
I nod slowly, though I am not entirely convinced I shouldn’t have my powers restrained somehow.
“Good,” Arthur says, sounding relieved, “then let’s get out of here and call for a cleanup crew.”
But as he takes a step, his knee gives out.
“You’re bleeding!” I exclaim, rushing to his help.
“It’s nothing,” Arthur says, pulling a shard of mirror out of his knee and dropping it on the inundated floor.
“Don’t tell me it’s nothing,” I say. “It’s an open wound and”—I straighten up and point at the broken toilets which, thankfully, have stopped their spewing—“with all the crap around us, it could get infected, or you could get cryptosporidiosis24, or hookworms, or—”
“OK, OK, I get it,” Arthur says with a disgusted grimace. “I’ll go see Dr. Cockleburr.”
“Or…” I narrow my eyes at him and he takes a half-step back, wincing.
“Or what?” he asks apprehensively.
“Or I could heal it for you,” I say haltingly.
Arthur looks around uncertainly.
“Don’t you trust me?” I ask, unable to stop my voice from shaking.
I find myself holding my breath as I wait for his answer.
“Do…do your thing then,” Arthur says, rather stiffly.
“Awesome,” I squeak out. I clear my throat. “Uh, why don’t you sit down over there?” I say, motioning towards a small wooden stool down by the showers where the floor isn’t covered in refuse.
As Arthur limps across the room, I wash my hands and arms until my skin is raw, apprehension knotting my insides, then drag my feet over to him.
“Could you, uh, roll up your pants?” I ask, kneeling before him.
I hold my hands before me so they won’t touch anything dirty as Arthur carefully reveals his wound.
Without my asking to, he passes his hand over his injury.
“Laguz,” he murmurs.
One of Arthur’s rings sparkles pearlescent white and a soft jet of water washes the grime off his leg. A vision of Bri lying unconscious on the school desk flashes before me and my hands start shaking uncontrollably. I look up apprehensively, but Arthur has the good grace to pretend not to notice.
“It appears to have passed right next to the patellar tendon,” I say to distract myself from the terrifying thought of losing control over my abilities again. I gently prod his knee and blood seeps from the deep gash. “Though it could have damaged your meniscus…and perhaps even your anterior cruciate ligament.”
I babble on for another minute, enumerating every single medical fact I know about the knee to hide my increasing nervousness.
Finally, when I’ve run out of things to say, I take a deep breath, lay my hands over the cut and close my eyes.
Please, just please don’t let me blow his leg to pieces, I silently pray. Slowly, a pleasant heat envelops my hands. I want to open my eyes but I’m too scared to see what I’m doing. What if I’m making it worse instead, or making something strange grow, like a spike, or fur? Arthur’s leg is awfully soft, now that I think about it….
I fling my eyes open and let out a sigh of relief. Arthur’s knee looks as good as new—no fur, no spikes or scales and, most importantly, no gaping wound.
“You could’ve told me I was done,” I mutter, shivering with relief.
Not getting an answer, I lift my eyes and notice Arthur’s looking neither at his leg nor at my face. I follow his gaze down, wondering what’s caught his attention, only to find that my torn shirt is sticking to me in a very revealing way.
Heat blazes to my cheeks. I throw my arms up to cover myself and my fist connects with a loud thwack. Arthur gasps in surprise as he falls off his stool, smacking his head hard on the tiled wall.
“Oops,” I say. “Didn’t mean to give you a concussion.”
A voice coming from the bathroom’s doorway makes us both jump. “It was either that or somethin’ much more embarrassin’,” Percy says with what can only be an evil grin. “Came to tell ya that Irene wants to see ya both. I recommend ya don’t change—could make the conversation briefer and to the point, so’s you guys can resume where ya left off real quick.”
And with a wink, Percy dashes away.




To my perverted pleasure, Percy wasn’t wrong—the moment we walk inside the KORT room, I see Irene’s small face pucker up in distaste.
“What have you two been up to, cleaning the sewers?” she asks. “Never you mind,” she adds as I open my mouth to reply, “I don’t want to know. I just called you in here to inform you that I’ve called the Board over and they’re sending a crew to pick up the Sangraal. They’ve asked that Morgan demonstrate how it works to them before they leave. Oh, and they’ll want to interrogate the Watchers as well.”
“You. Did. What?” Arthur asks, tense as a drawn bowstring.
“What I had to do, evidently,” Irene retorts. “What you should have done. You know very well that this place isn’t secure anymore, what with the spy working from inside the school, and the wards currently down. On top of that, I heard you almost got ousted last week.”
“I gave you no permission to remove the Sangraal from the school’s precinct,” Arthur says. “It’s always been here, and it shall remain here.”
Irene gives a tired sigh. “This is no time to have a fight, Arthur. I just told you about it out of courtesy, so my son won’t look like an idiot for once.”
“I still can’t allow it to happen,” Arthur says. “You talk about things being bad here? Yet why is it that you never broach the subject of corruption within the Board itself? Or has Luther converted you to his side of the matter too?”
Irene casts me an uncertain look. “You shouldn’t talk about your father like that,” she says quickly.
“Why not?” Arthur asks. “It’s only the truth. It seems to me the Sangraal is just another stepping stone to garner more people at your sides. I suppose you find it’s too bad Jen’s father was elected to the Board’s presidency after you two so carefully managed to get rid of Gorlois.”
A loud, resounding smack echoes around the large room. Arthur doesn’t budge, but I feel like I’m the one who got hit. I look at the two of them with growing confusion. What did Arthur just say about my father?
“You have no idea what truly happened back then,” Irene says through clenched teeth, “despite nosing in secret files. And you should get rid of Morgan before she brings you down along with her.”
And in a whisper of satin and lace, Irene flounces out of the spinning KORT room.
Dizzy, I close my eyes and feel my balance shift, catching myself on the back of one of the chairs before I can fall down.
“What else haven’t you told me?” I ask, breaking the strained silence. I open my eyes to look at Arthur straight on.
“I’m sorry,” Arthur says. “I didn’t… I mean, it wasn’t…” He rakes his hand through his already disheveled hair.
I scowl at him and Arthur looks away, a blush that has nothing to do with his mother’s slap creeping all the way up to his hairline.
“Sorry,” he says. He looks at me pleadingly. “That last part I said about, you know…it’s just a conjecture on my part. I wanted to shock her.”
“But there’s a reason why that thought crossed your mind, isn’t there?” I ask.
“It’s more complicated than that,” Arthur says.
I watch him as he paces up and down the room to get rid of his nervous energy. “I know Luther’s goal has always been the Board presidency,” Arthur explains. “In his eyes, there are only two categories of people: Those who can help him, and he uses them avidly; and those who can hinder him, in which case…. Well, anyway, despite what it may look like now, Irene really did love Gorlois. Given the choice, she’d never have picked Luther.”
“So you’re saying that Luther killed my father?” I ask, my head pounding with an oncoming migraine.
“No,” Arthur says. “The reports are clear on that—he was killed the same way those other people were, the same way Jennifer almost was: By Fey poison.”
“How do I know you’re telling the truth?” I ask. “He is your father, after all.”
Arthur freezes for a second, as if he’s just been slapped again. “True,” he says. “No matter how many times I wished that weren’t so, although sometimes I’m glad it’s him rather than….”
Arthur looks away, as if ashamed, and I know he meant to say he’d rather have Luther than a Fey for a father. Finally, his hazel eyes find mine again. “I’ll show you I’m telling you the truth,” he says.
“How?”
“I’ll show you your father’s file.”
A thrill flows down my spine. “Truly?”
“Truly,” Arthur says, then his lips split into a rueful smile. “But you’re going to have to do a little more training if you want that to happen, because it means going to Camaaloth.”
I let out my breath in a rush. Arthur’s taking me to the Board’s headquarters, my father’s previous home!

Still reeling from the roller coaster ride my emotions have taken me on, I stumble to the infirmary where I find Bri lying on a bed at the far end of the ward, listening with a frown to Keva who’s writing next to her.
Despite my quiet footfalls, my pungent scent alerts them both to my presence, as denoted by the distinct wrinkling of their noses.
“What happened to you?” Bri asks, round-eyed.
“Let’s just say that we won’t be able to use the bathrooms on our floor for a while,” I say.
“You could have at least taken a shower before coming down here,” Keva says, pointing to the side of the bed furthest from her.
“I just wanted to make sure that….” I look at Bri, shifting from one foot to the other. “I’m sorry,” I whisper.
“What for?” Keva ask. “This is the perfect excuse for Bri to skip out on practice again. She should be thanking you instead.”
I smile in relief, glad neither of them seems to hate me for what happened in class, and sink into an empty chair, all my energy evaporated.
“So let’s go back to the letter,” Keva says as her pen resumes its scratching. “If I say ‘I miss you most terribly every minute I’m not with you,’ do you think that’ll sound like him?”
“No,” Bri says categorically.
“Right,” Keva says. “Well, since you’ve said no to everything so far, I’m still going to keep that in there.”
“What are you two doing?” I ask, frowning as a migraine thumps behind my eyes in tandem with the wild beatings of my heart.
“Writing a letter,” Keva says, still scribbling away.
“I realize that,” I say, “but what for? And to whom?”
“To Professor Pelletier,” Keva says.
“You miss her?” I ask, confusion redoubling my headache. “Didn’t we just have her class yesterday?”
“Not me, Hadrian.”
I look pointedly at the letter and Keva sighs dramatically.
“Fine, technically I’m the one who’s writing it,” Keva says, “but I’m going to sign his name.” She pulls another sheet from under the letter to show it to me. “I’ve got a sample of his writing here, so that’s easy.”
“Why are you still doing that?” I ask. “I thought that your previous letter had succeeded?”
“Because,” Keva says, speaking as if I have a negative IQ, “although those two clearly fancy each other, I’m tired of seeing them playing coy. We’re in the middle of a war here, there’s no time to beat about the bush. I figured if the two of them finally hook up then Hadrian’ll be bound to give me some space to breathe.”
“What if it backfires?” I ask, laughing.
“Can’t,” Keva says. “The attraction’s there, it’s already been confirmed. I’m just giving them a gentle, extra push.” She looks up at me and cocks her head. “I know I’ve asked you this before, but are you sure you don’t want me to do one for you too? Love letters are actually quite entertaining, so I’m taking orders.”
Lugh’s face suddenly comes to mind and I feel myself blush.
Keva’s smile deepens. “Who were you thinking about? Arthur?”
The name shatters my daydreaming. “What?” I exclaim. “No way!”
“Bandar kya jaane adrak ka swaad25,” Keva mutters. She taps her pen thoughtfully on her chin. “If not him, then who were you thinking about?”
I look down at my lap. “No one,” I mumble, grimacing as a searing pain jabs my insides.
“Don’t lie,” Keva says, wheedling, “it’s so obvious when you do. So if not Arthur, who? Percy? Gareth? Gauvain? Lance?”
I shake my head ‘no’ at every name.
“It’s not like you’re close to anyone in our year,” Keva says thoughtfully. “So it’s gotta be someone outside. I give up. Maybe you got bonked on the head by some Fey during our outing and lost your marbles….”
My blush deepens and Keva stops, a mischievous gleam entering her dark eyes. “That’s it, isn’t it?” she asks. “You’re in love with a Fey.”
“I’m not in love!” I exclaim, louder than anticipated.
Keva smirks and I realize I’ve subconsciously touched my lips, and I quickly drop my hand back in my lap.
“That good, huh?” Keva says.
“A Fey, Morgan?” Bri asks, sounding disgusted. “It’s worse than kissing a dog’s behind!”
“Don’t be ridiculous,” Keva says. “We all know the lures of the immortals are hard to resist—every world mythology is full of such stories.” She sits up on the edge of her seat as if ready to pounce on me like a sphinx. “So how was it? And who was it?”
“It doesn’t matter,” I say. “It was an accident. Besides, he’s thousands of years old.”
“Try millennia,” Bri growls.
I nod. “Everything he does has to be out of pure boredom,” I say, remembering Blanchefleur’s warning. “Anyway, nothing’s ever going to happen between us,” I add, and I’m surprised to find myself disappointed at this prospect.
Keva resumes her letter writing with a disappointed sigh. “True. For him, it’s probably as memorable as the batting of an eye.”
But Bri is still looking at me with a mix of reproach and weariness. I squirm in my seat as her feverish gaze refuses to leave my face.
“It’s for the best,” she says at last. “The only good Fey is a dead Fey.”
Bri then closes her eyes, and I release my white-knuckled grip from the seat of my chair, wondering if that last dig was meant for me or not.




“Oh, look. The king of fools and a demon’s get walking together like lovers. Guess those who eat shit together, stay together, huh?”
Agravain leers at Arthur and me, leaning nonchalantly against the arena wall, his prosthetic foot on top of a pile of old garments.
“Why aren’t you in there training with the others?” Arthur asks.
“Got temporarily waylaid,” Agravain says, kicking the ball of rags towards us.
The heap comes to a wriggling and grunting stop and, with a sinking feeling, I realize it can only be one thing.
“Puck!” I exclaim, kneeling down to untie the bundle.
I uncover the little hobgoblin and find him curled up into a tight ball, a dark patch of blood sticking his fur to the scalp between his tiny horns. Upon seeing me, Puck scrambles to throw his trembling body into my arms.
“What did you do that to him for?” I ask Agravain, my whole body shaking with rage. “He’s an innocent creature who’s never done anything to anyone!”
Agravain’s unflinching gaze comes to rest upon me. “Interesting, isn’t it,” he asks, sounding mildly amused, “how all the Fey are always so attracted to her? I wonder what that says about you, Pendragon. Your mother didn’t happen to follow in Gorlois’s footsteps, did she?”
Agravain pushes himself away from the wall, gives us a mock salute, then strides inside the arena where the distinct sounds of fighting can be heard.
“That guy ought to be shot!” I exclaim, pointing at Agravain’s retreating back as Puck hiccups pitifully.
Arthur grabs my hand roughly, his gloved hand practically twisting my finger off. “I’ve had enough of that kind of talk from you,” he says.
He drags me after him, forcing me to leave Puck behind to fend for himself.
“But Puck’s hurt!” I exclaim, outraged.
“He’ll survive,” Arthur says. “Now get your ass out there and practice.”
“Why should I?” I ask, loathe to face the whole school at once, especially after my latest mishaps. Already people have stopped their practice to stare.
“Because I’m telling you to,” Arthur says.
I scowl at him, feeling that his scolding is uncalled for, especially in such a public venue. He knows I’m too dangerous to be around anyone, so why the hell is he so intent upon throwing me into the midst of battle practice?
My hair crackles with static in response to my rising anger, and I feel the ever-more-familiar twist in my guts that heralds my own power use.
I bite on my lip, hard. Not again!
“Perfect,” Gareth’s rumbling voice says, “I was about to start myself.”
“So was I,” Gauvain adds. “I feel like I’m getting rusty after all those nights spent at the library.”
They bow to me with big grins and, before I can unleash my anger on Arthur, they’re both corralling me away.
“You should keep your temper in check,” Gauvain tells me when we’re a safe distance away.
“Yeah,” Gareth adds, “Agravain’s just killing to find an excuse to throw Arthur away.”
“It’s ‘dying,’ you goof,” Gauvain says, before turning to me. “Agravain thinks the quickest path to getting the KORT Presidency is you.”
“Me?” I ask, practically choking the word out I’m still so mad.
“Agravain’s put it in his head that he must own your ogham to become President of KORT,” Gauvain explains, “thereby completely removing you as a threat, while still being able to use your abilities.”
“But you keep fighting back,” Gareth says proudly, “which instead makes him look real dumb. You’re his Achilles talon.”
“Heel would be more like it,” Gauvain says, “though with that fake leg of his, I suppose talon could work.”
The sound of practice battle grows louder as we make our slow progress towards the training area reserved for KORT members, also known as the get-your-ass-right-out-of-there zone because of all the explosions and crazy EM battles that always take place there.
“I’ve seen that thing,” Gareth says ominously. “Looks viscous.”
“It’s ‘vicious,’ chickenhead,” Gauvain says.
“And the thing’s sharp as a battleax,” Gareth continues as if he hasn’t heard his cousin’s insult.
“A weapon’s only as good as its wielder,” Gauvain says.
“I wish I had a battleax,” Gareth says wistfully.
“You have a battleax,” Gauvain retorts, as I carefully extricate myself from between them.
“But to be one with your weapon,” Gareth retorts, moving into the space I’ve vacated without noticing my absence, “and in hiding like that…. I wish I had one in me too.”
“Where the hell would you hide it?” Gauvain asks sarcastically. “Your empty head?”
Gareth squares his shoulders menacingly, his shaved head gleaming in the waning light of day. “Are you calling me stupid?”
Fists on hips, Gauvain leans into his taller cousin. “Guess you’re a little brighter than I thought if you figured that one out on your own.”
As the two continue their bickering, I tiptoe away, sticking to the arena wall so as not to be noticed. I’m barely halfway back to the exit, however, when an arm shoots out to bar my passage.
“Thinking of going somewhere?” Arthur growls.
“Nooo,” I say with a sheepish smile, wincing as the small lie makes my insides squirm like they’ve been caught in a vicelike grip. “Just a, uh, restroom break.”
Arthur’s frown deepens into an angry scowl. “On the field. Now.”
I plant my feet firmly on the ground. “I don’t need any practice,” I say. “I’ve got powers now, so I can take care of myself.” Too well, actually.
“Oh, really?”
Arthur unsheathes his sword, leveling it at me. The sharp edge of the blade gleams in the torches’ flickering light and I swallow with difficulty.
“Yes, really,” I sputter.
“Then prove it,” Arthur says. “If you can beat me, I’ll stop badgering you.”
Sweat drips down my face as I realize he really means to attack me.
“I don’t want to kill anyone,” I say.
The words have barely left my lips when Arthur lunges forward, the point of his sword aimed straight at my chest. I let out a squeal and drop to the ground, my arms instinctively going up before me. I feel a sharp, burning pain as the blade nicks my hand before deviating up.
Without a pause, Arthur brings his weapon down toward me, and I find myself scurrying backward to avoid getting felled in two.
A look of disgust crosses Arthur’s face and a second later the tip of his sword is resting against my throat. I gulp, pinned to the arena’s wall, my heart beating loudly in my ears.
“Get to practice,” Arthur says, sheathing his sword back.
I slide down to the ground, hand at my throat, swallowing convulsively. “You could have killed me!” I exclaim.
Arthur looks at me scornfully. “I hope you see now that being a knight isn’t all about EM,” he says, “which is another thing you’re obviously lacking in. You’re about as competent as a dodo bird facing a tiger.”
“Dodos are extinct,” I mutter.
“My point exactly,” Arthur retorts.
As if she’s been lying in wait for this exact moment to exacerbate my humiliation, Jennifer appears at Arthur’s side. “I don’t see why you’re so determined to try to help her,” she says. She shakes her pretty head and smiles at him. “You always were too kind.”
“What do you want?” Arthur asks curtly.
Jennifer’s smile wavers for a second then she grabs Arthur’s arm. “Father’s online,” she says. “He wants to speak with you.”
A resigned expression settles on Arthur’s face. “What does he want now?” he asks as he follows Jennifer docilely back to the school, leaving me square in the middle of a malevolent crowd of onlookers.
“Does that mean she’s no longer his squire?” I hear someone ask.
“He’s just finally showing her who’s boss,” a knight retorts.
I cringe at the snide remarks, wishing I could disappear fifty feet below ground.
“Everyone clear out!” a booming voice says.
The crowd opens up to let Sir Ywain and Lady Ysolt through, then closes behind them again to watch the show, avid for more drama.
“Don’t you have anything better to do?” says Lady Ysolt’s stern voice. “If I catch anyone ogling in this direction, I’ll personally make it a point to have you running an extra thirty laps at the end of practice!”
Begrudgingly, the crowd finally disperses, though a few of them make sure to resume their half-hearted practice within hearing range.
“What are you still doing on the ground?” Sir Ywain asks me. “A warrior should know never to let his guard down.”
I slowly get back to my feet and dust myself off without meeting either of the teachers’ eyes.
“I don’t know what Arthur hopes to achieve by dropping you off here without supervising you,” Sir Ywain mutters. “Squire practice is quite more complex than that of a page, and you weren’t any good at the latter. One can’t be expected to handle a sword properly without knowing the basics first.”
“Sword practice?” I ask, startled. “What’s the point in that? I could just do EM with the others.”
“That’s quite out of the question,” Lady Ysolt says. “You can barely control yourself in normal times. I won’t have you about like a loose cannon in my class.”
I feel the blood drain from my face at the rejection, then chide myself, knowing that she is right. With a wave towards Sir Ywain, Lady Ysolt marches back to her class, yelling at her students to resume practice.
I watch Sir Ywain wearily as he crosses his arms over his prominent pectorals.
“A proper squire needs to know how to handle basic weapons,” he says tartly.
“But I don’t need to use them, I’ve got—”
“And what if your powers stop working, hmm?” Sir Ywain cuts me off. “You evidently couldn’t call them to your aid when you and Arthur pulled that little circus number a few minutes ago. What if, by some mishap, you’re no longer in possession of your ogham?”
“That would be a good thing, actually,” I hear someone snigger in the background.
“Then what?” Sir Ywain insists. “You’ll just surrender?”
“I….” My voice falters, and I bite on my lip—that’s actually a very good question. But isn’t figuring out how to handle my powers the more pressing question of the two?
“Now that’s settled,” Sir Ywain continues, scanning the groups of squires and knights scattered about the arena, “I need to figure out where to place you. Ysolt’s right, you can’t practice with the young ‘uns…too inexperienced…. Perhaps Gauvain or even Gareth would handle your practice session, they owe me for getting them out of trouble with their mothers.”
“I will supervise Squire Morgan’s training,” an unctuous voice says.
I watch with apprehension as Agravain steps up to me with the same intense look he gave Puck earlier. “If it pleases you, Sir Ywain,” he adds, with a knowing smile in my direction.
As the Master at Arms hesitates, Agravain adds, “I will have Sir Daniel help as well. The two should be better matched.”
I glance around and find Daniel standing off to the side, his wide eyes a clear indication he’s as surprised about this turn of events as I am. But that doesn’t make me any less nervous. I look back at Sir Ywain pleadingly, wishing he’d dismiss the knight outright for his ridiculous suggestion.
“Very well,” Sir Ywain says at last. “But have her stick to the basics at first. She’s hopeless with any sharp object.”
My stomach sinks as Sir Ywain leaves me to face two knights who absolutely abhor me and wish for nothing better than to see me dead.
“Come on, slowpoke,” Daniel says grouchily. “Grab one of those.”
He points at a long weapons rack pushed up against the stadium’s inner wall and upon which are suspended a number of wooden practice swords. With a long, deep-felt sigh, I grab one of the weapons then turn to face Daniel.
“How do you want to do this?” he asks, with a hint of uncertainty.
“The way you would face any enemy,” says Agravain, his sharp blue eyes never leaving me as he prowls around us.
“W-What do you mean?” Daniel asks.
“What do we do to the Fey?” Agravain replies with an ounce of impatience.
“W-we capture them?” Daniel says with growing unease.
“And when we can’t, we destroy them,” Agravain adds. I take an involuntary step back as the older knight points straight at me. “She’s Fey, you know the drill.”
Daniel gulps visibly. “But she’s a squire at our school,” he says.
“A wolf in sheep’s clothing,” Agravain quips. “Tell me, Daniel: If Lucifer himself were posing as a student right here in our midst, would that stop you from trying to destroy him?”
Daniel shakes his head vehemently. He licks his lips, grabbing his own practice sword more firmly. Then, with a sharp battle cry, he propels himself straight at me.
I raise my own sword to parry, and the two weighted pieces of wood come crashing together, jarring my teeth.
Daniel quickly pulls back then lunges, catching me in my midriff and I bend over double, air whooshing out of my lungs as he spins and brings his sword across my shoulders.
I lurch to the side, then turn around to face him again, sword shaking in my hands.
“Daniel,” I huff, “what are you doing? This is practice!”
“And what better practice can there be than to face a true Fey in mortal combat?” Agravain asks with a predatory smile.
Thankfully, I’ve had to train against Daniel before, and I remember some of his moves. So when I see him take a half-step back, getting ready to strike again, I step sideways.
As predicted, Daniel swings his arm over, overreaching, and I whip my practice sword around towards his opening. But before my sword can connect with him, a real blade meets mine, its metal cutting neatly through the wood of mine.
I look in surprise at Agravain as he flicks his hand at me. Sparks fly in my direction, catching me in the chest, and I feel my feet leave the ground as I’m propelled through the air. My body rises over the arena’s wall before it succumbs to gravity again, and I land hard into the benches.
“What do you think you’re doing?” I hear someone cry out through the ringing in my ears.
“Training, what else do you expect?” Agravain’s silky voice responds.
I shake my head to clear it, then stagger back to my feet. My eyes sweep over the grounds below, searching for Agravain. To my surprise, he waves affably at me from the middle of a jubilant crowd, as if he’s just scored a goal and I happened to be the ball.
Fury wells up inside me as I reach for my broken sword. “It’s certainly easy to fight me like that, huh?” I shout at Daniel, vaulting over the arena wall and landing onto the dirt floor. “Calling for help whenever you’re about to lose,” I say with a sneer as I straighten up. “I don’t think that’s gonna help people forget you’ve never passed your knighthood test when they always see you cowering in front of a Fey.”
“Don’t listen to that harpy, Dan,” someone hollers.
“Yeah, just shut her up already!” a girl shouts over the rising jeers and shrieks of laughter.
With a yell of anger, Daniel rushes at me. I wait for him to come within range then throw myself straight at him. I see shock register on his face as his sword hits me on the shoulder, whipping my other arm around towards him. I tap Daniel on his chest with the flat of my hand and a large vibration answers.
Daniel bounces back, as if he’s run straight into a wall, then collapses onto the ground, unmoving. The laughter in the audience snuffs out, along with my rage. What have I done?
I drop down beside the boy, feeling for a pulse, then let my breath out in relief as his chest rises and falls, his heart beating slow and steady.
“Finally showing your true colors,” Agravain says, giving his sword an idle turn. “Allow me.”
He gives me a mock bow. I see his lips move and the ground beneath me suddenly vanishes. With a shriek, I drop into the wide, gaping hole, Daniel plunging down with me, and come to a bone-crushing stop onto a layer of hard rock, twisting my ankle beneath me with a sickening crunch. I bite back a scream.
“I wanted to send you back to hell,” Agravain’s voice floats back down to me, “but I guess this grave will have to do.”
I crane my neck up to find Agravain staring at me from twenty feet up.
“Are you insane?” I shout up at him.
“I think I’m the only sane one around, actually,” Agravain says.
“You could’ve killed us!” I roar, furious.
Us. Daniel! What if he’s broken his neck in the fall? Dread washes through me as I look for the boy. My fingers encounter a large, limp form, and I drag myself to his side.
“Daniel, are you alright?” I ask with mounting panic as I tap him on the cheek.
Light suddenly blazes overhead, as if someone’s shining a searchlight down the hole. I look over my shoulder, wondering if one of the teachers has come to help us out, and let out a cry of fear when I realize the light’s coming from a gigantic sphere of fire hurtling down the heavens towards us.
I throw myself over Daniel, heat scorching my back, and I know it’s too late.
I feel an intense pressure bear down on me, the smell of burned hair and earth acrid in my nostrils. I screw my eyes shut tighter. I’m not ready to die yet! I’ve still got to figure out what happened to my parents and avenge my father’s death.
My breath comes in short gasps…stars burst behind my eyelids…my head feels like it’s going to explode…Dad…Mom….
Suddenly, a strange coolness envelops me, taking all the pain and stress away. My body feels weightless, as if I’m floating in space wrapped in a fuzzy blanket.
“Morgan!” someone screams somewhere far away.
A hand shakes me by the shoulder.
“No, no, no, no, no,” I mutter, curling up around Daniel as the balmy cocoon around me shatters.
“She’s alive!”
My eyes crack open. “I’m alive?” I cough.
I roll over and find Arthur standing over me.
“Did you stop him?” I ask, blinking dizzily. “What happened to the fire?”
“The fire evaporated,” Arthur says, his hand not leaving my shoulder as if wanting to make sure I haven’t turned into a ghost.
“More like it was zapped out of existence,” Lance says, hopping down into the hole next to us. “Need some help?”
“I-I think I’m OK,” I say, still shaking. I look over at Daniels’ prone body. “He needs to go to the infirmary. I-I think he may have a concussion….”
Or at least I hope that’s all he has. I pass my hand over my head, and it comes away with long clumps of charred hair. I take in a deep, shaky breath.
“Here, let me help you,” Arthur says.
But I push him away. “I said Daniel needs to be taken to the doctor’s,” I tell him through gritted teeth.
I turn away from Arthur’s disconcerted look. If it hadn’t been for him, none of this would have happened.
“How will you climb out of here?” he asks.
“I’ve got my ways,” I say.
Except I don’t, I realize with annoyance as I stare up the vast ditch’s walls.
“Hold onto me then,” Lance says, grabbing me by the waist.
I barely have the time to see Arthur’s deep scowl before Lance has us soaring up into the air. Too soon, we’re landing gently onto the arena’s floor, and I see Arthur burst through the gaping hole’s opening before zooming out of sight, Daniel in his arms.
“I can’t believe you dispelled that ball of fire,” Keva says, rushing to my side. “How did you do it? I mean, it was gigantic and then whoosh, it was gone!”
“You mean another knight didn’t stop it?” I ask, shivering as the night air brushes against my back through my burned-out clothes.
Keva shakes her head emphatically as Lance drops his heavy coat around my shoulders. “None of us were paying attention to what was going on,” she says. “Lady Ysolt was making sure of that. Until the fire, that is.”
I’m about to retort I wasn’t the one who stopped the fire either, when I realize everything’s just too quiet. I look around uncertainly and find the crowd’s watching me with a mixture of wonder and horror, like I’m a monster that’s just crawled straight out of their nightmares.
“You’ll pay for this, bitch!” Agravain howls, pinned to the ground by Gareth’s and Gauvain’s combined weight.
I see Hector motion the cousins off, and Agravain pushes himself up, cradling his left hand.
“I’ll rip your ogham out for what you did!” he seethes, and only now do I see that his combat glove has partially melted off his hand, large chunks of it melding into his skin.
“Ya better keep that snake tongue of yours shut in your trap,” Percy tells Agravain, moving in front of the injured knight before he can attack me again. “I think tryin’a kill a coupla students here’s grounds for bein’ expelled. Ain’t that right, Lance?”
Lance nods. “This is a very big breach of conduct,” he says coldly. “Absolutely inexcusable for a KORT knight.”
“It was an accident,” Hector says curtly.
“Just like the one that got my leg,” Agravain adds with a vicious smile. He slaps his prosthetic limb, looking pointedly at Percy who was practicing with him when it happened. “But that devil of yours deliberately forced the power back into the ogham and it exploded. Now who are you saying tried to kill whom?”
“It wouldn’t have happened if you’d controlled yourself,” says Lady Ysolt, sweeping through the swarm of people. “Consider yourself lucky Morgan was even able to repel your attack, or I’m afraid the Board would have had to take greater sanctions against you than simple banishment.”
“She means capital punishment,” Keva whispers, sounding stunned.
I feel myself grow cold. Capital punishment, in this day and age, and against one of their own. Then what are they going to do to me now that people think I’ve blasted Agravain’s hand to bits?
“In the meantime I suggest you take yourself to the infirmary,” Lady Ysolt tells Agravain with a stern look. “I’m sure you remember the way?”
Casting a final scathing look in my direction, Agravain sets off, leaving uneven footprints in the packed earth behind him.
“As for you, Morgan,” Lady Ysolt says, “go to the Principal. Now.”
Ever so slowly, I wend my way through the throng. For once, getting cursed and spat at seems ludicrously trivial, for if Lady Ysolt threatened Agravain with decapitation, then surely I’m about to be flayed, or whatever medieval torture device the Board likes to use on half-breeds like me.
As I draw closer to the school, my steps falter. This is exactly what Lady Vivian warned me about the other night, isn’t it? But I didn’t lose control over my powers this time—I’m sure of it! Something else helped me back there….
“Over here, Morgan.”
I start at Lady Vivian’s soft voice and look up to find her already waiting for me by the eastern gate. The hem of her long dress lifts up and Puck storms out from under it to plunge into a nearby bush with a grunt. There’s an answering yowl and a black cat slinks away from the plant, tail held close to the ground.
“Follow me,” Lady Vivian says, slipping inside the building.
I trail after her, heavy-hearted, as she makes her way to the basement. To my surprise, Lady Vivian stops before the very same room where Arthur taught me the use of oghams, chosen because it was far away from everything and everyone. I swallow. It’s the perfect place to have me tormented without subjecting the whole school to my cries of agony.
At a sign from her, I force my trembling fingers to push the door open.
To my surprise, I find the room has been cleaned up since the last time I used it—all the old, disused furniture has been removed, and the floor swept of all dust and cobwebs. In a corner, a single candle shines feebly, barely dispelling the ambient darkness yet strong enough to show the room is devoid of any torture instrument. I take a tentative step inside and nearly swallow my tongue when someone steps into the narrow pool of light.
“Hello, Morgan. It’s been a while.”
A blush creeps up my face in bewilderment. “Hello, Lugh,” I whisper back.




“W-what are you doing here?” I ask.
I look uncertainly between Lugh and Vivian. What are they playing at? My stomach knots up as a suspicion forms in my mind: Is she the traitor who destroyed the wards around our school?
“He’s here to train you,” Lady Vivian says calmly, the gold of her eyes glowing in the shadows, “as I can’t do it myself anymore.”
“You can’t?” I ask, just to keep her talking.
If she is the traitor, then I’ve got to warn the others. But how can I get out of here with these two around?
“My abilities have been greatly diminished since the wards were taken down,” Lady Vivian explains, and something finally clicks.
Abilities? When did she ever have abilities? I stare at her ever-changing eyes and refrain from slapping myself silly—of course, she’s Fey too! That’s how she was able to conjure that storm when I was brought before the jury. And then I remember the one thing about Myrdwinn junior that’s been eluding me since my imprisonment: He was Lady Vivian’s lover and she never once mentioned him during the trial!
“Lugh’s graciously agreed to replace me in the capacity of instructor,” Lady Vivian continues. “I’m sure you know not to spread word of this to anyone.”
My gaze travels back to the tall, dark-haired Fey prince, my thoughts awhirl. How could he be involved in all this? I thought he didn’t like Mordred. And it wasn’t Lugh who attacked us, it was Dean and his Fomori….
I nod, tension easing from my back. If Lugh had been involved in the attack, surely he would have decimated us already since he can get in and out of the school like this without being noticed. And if the fall of the wards has weakened Lady Vivian, like she says, then surely she can’t be behind the breach either.
“Before I leave you to it,” Lady Vivian says, “I want to remind you of a few things.” She glides towards me, her long, russet skirts billowing after her. “It seems that you didn’t listen to me the first time, so I’ll repeat myself: If you want to get a better grasp of your own powers, you need to be in better control of your emotions.”
“Even if I’m under attack?” I ask. Because if I can barely get a handle on my bladder in such times, I’m not sure how she expects me to remain stoic.
A low hiss comes from Lugh’s corner and Lady Vivian hesitates.
“Defending yourself is one thing,” she says, “but you disintegrated Agravain’s ogham, thereby destroying the life it contained. You need to find a way to hold yourself back.”
“But I didn’t—” I start.
“The Fey are rebelling, Vivian,” Lugh interrupts me. “Something like this was bound to happen sooner or later, even without Morgan’s help.”
“I hope you don’t take it upon yourself to convince her to keep down this path,” Lady Vivian says. “Morgan has to be doubly careful now, because if anything goes wrong, people are going to blame her for it, and they won’t be as lenient as they have been thus far.”
I snort. As if anyone’s ever been lenient with me to begin with.
“Which is why I’m training her,” Lugh says, his smile bright.
“Very well,” Lady Vivian says with a defeated sigh. “I’ll come back in a few hours’ time.”
I look up suddenly. “You’re leaving?”
Lady Vivian cocks an eyebrow at me. “Is there a problem?”
I throw a quick glance at Lugh who’s as still as a statue, and my heart ups its tempo as I remember our dance together.
“I’ll leave Puck here as a chaperone,” Lady Vivian says with a trace of mirth.
I look down at the hobgoblin just in time to see him spit out a corner of her dress and look about guiltily. Right. ‘Cause he’ll make all the difference in the world if something were to happen.
The moment the door closes on Lady Vivian, Lugh crosses the room to stand before me, so quickly I barely see him move.
“You’re no longer safe here,” he says, brushing what remains of my hair. “If we take the catacombs, we’ll be out of here before anyone realizes you’re gone.”
The catacombs? Is that how he got in without being seen? Then a shiver runs down my spine—what if other Fey find out about them? The whole school would be at their mercy!
“You still need to be invited to make it inside the building proper,” Lugh says, guessing at my thoughts. He grabs my hand. “Come on, Morgan. A few hour’s time is not all that much.”
“I can’t,” I force myself to say. “Arthur promised me he’d help me find out about my dad. He’s taking me to Switzerland with him.” Assuming he didn’t lie to me again, I silently add.
“Carman is intent upon her revenge,” Lugh says, his golden eyes boring into mine, “and there are two places that she is bound to unfurl her rage upon: This school, and your Board’s headquarters.”
“But didn’t you guys help her put her away too?” I ask. “If we are to go by that logic, your village in Avalon would be a prime target as well.”
“Demesne,” Lugh corrects me automatically. “It would be if it were not for the fact that Carman hates humans more so than us Fey. Except for you, darling, since you killed her son Dain.”
An arctic chill spreads down my body. I lick my dry lips. Put that way, Lugh’s offer sounds rather appealing. My presence is sure to make any place Carman’s target numero uno, and Lugh’s people are bound to be more prepared to withstand the witch and her demons than a bunch of kids in a crumbling school. But, as Lugh seems so convinced, Carman will attack this place anyway, in which case shouldn’t I be here to help with the defenses too?
“Rain check?” I ask.
A muscle twitches in Lugh’s cheek and he drops my hand. “All this time I thought that ball of fur was too stupid to get you to come to me,” he says coldly, waving at Puck impatiently, “when in fact you simply never wanted to leave this place to begin with. Very well. It is your choice.”
He turns away from me, and I get an irrational fear he’s going to abandon me completely, but he stops instead at the opposite end of the room and turns back to face me.
“Come over here,” Lugh says.
I take a step forward but Lugh shakes his head.
“No walking,” he says.
No walking? I look down at the floor. Does he expect me to crawl over to him?
“No touching the floor either,” he says with a slight smirk as I lower myself to the floor.
“How am I supposed to do that?” I ask, petulant. “I can’t jump all the way there.”
“You could,” Lugh says. “Or fly over. It is up to you.”
Is he insane? How can I fly without an ogham? He can’t truly expect me to use my powers—all they’re good for is making things explode.
“Calm down,” Lugh says.
“How can I be calm when you tell me to do something I can’t do?” I ask instead, glaring at him.
“It’s because your emotions are erratic that your power’s going all over the place,” Lugh retorts. “It doesn’t know what you want.”
I open my mouth then shut it closed again. Could it really that simple?
“Isn’t there a magic word I’m supposed to say?” I ask. “You know, like an ogham’s name or something?”
“That’s only necessary if you use someone else’s powers,” he answers. “You need their true name to control them. I assume you can control yourself, can’t you?”
Ha, that is the ten billion dollar question.
For the next couple of hours, I spend my time scowling at my feet as they remain resolutely anchored to the ground.
“Any day now,” Lugh mutters at last.
“I’m trying here!” I snap, my migraine making my eyes throb.
I stomp my foot on the ground, and gasp as a strange, bouncy resistance encounters it. My foot kicks forward and I slip, falling hard onto the flagstones.
“Some progress at last,” Lugh says.
“Progress?” I bark as Puck hops over to sniff at me. “I just fell down!”
A tendril of smoke wraps around my wrists and helps me up.
“You’re not concentrating,” Lugh says.
“Sorry,” I grumble.
“Don’t be sorry,” Lugh says impatiently. “Learn to control yourself.”
“So you keep repeating,” I say, rubbing my lower back.
“Are you sure you do not want to leave this place with me?” Lugh asks. “Our demesne in Avalon would be idyllic for your protection. At least until your training is over.”
“Which could take years,” I retort. “By which time the whole world might be pulverized to dust by Carman and that Mordred guy. Besides, I still need to find out about my—”
“Father, yes, I know.” Lugh sighs. “There are other ways to find out about him, you know.”
I stand straighter, my sore back forgotten. “You never mentioned that,” I say accusingly.
“You never asked.”
“You could have told me sooner,” I say, crossing my arms. “How can I trust you if you don’t tell me the truth about something that important?”
“A Fey cannot lie,” Lugh retorts calmly.
“I know,” I say. “I’ve felt the effects of that stupid law already. But one can get around it by not revealing the whole truth.”
“There is only one person who knows the whole truth and I am not sure she would want to talk to you,” Lugh says. “She has been somewhat of a recluse for the past eons, give or take a couple of thousand years. Of course, there have been a few rare exceptions….”
The door is suddenly thrown open, making Puck scurry away. Is the time up already? My eagerness morphs to annoyance as Arthur strides in, looking irate.
“What’s going on?” he asks. “And what are you doing here?” His eyes move back and forth between Lugh and me. “How did you get in here?”
“I was invited,” Lugh says. “How did you know to come here?”
Arthur throws a black pillow towards the Fey in response. The pillow lands on four paws and meows reproachfully before I recognize the black cat. Lugh’s cat, I realize, wanting for the second time tonight to punch myself silly for not connecting the dots sooner.
Puck dashes out of the shadows with a loud snort of excitement then comes to a sudden stop as the cat hisses in warning, ears down.
“Well I rescind your invitation,” Arthur says. “Please leave the same way you came or I’ll have you jailed.”
“Assuming you could even get your filthy hands on me, human,” Lugh retorts with seeming unconcern.
“You two can stop arguing now,” I tell them. “Arthur, Lugh’s here to train me.”
“I asked Lady Vivian to supervise your training,” Arthur says, “not have her bring an enemy inside our territory.”
“She can’t do it herself,” I say with growing frustration, “something about being weakened by the attack.”
“Then how come another Fey at the school can’t teach you?” Arthur asks.
“Because they don’t have the ability to contain her should things…get a little rough,” Lugh retorts. “As she cleverly demonstrated earlier today.”
Arthur narrows his eyes at him. “Not even the Watchers?”
Lugh shrugs. “They follow their leader’s orders, and his orders are for them to keep their vows, which include no fighting, and no training others in the art.”
“You seem awfully well aware of what the Watchers are up to,” Arthur says.
“Knowledge is a formidable weapon,” Lugh says with a slight shrug.
Out of the corner of my eye I see Puck’s gotten over his initial fear as he faints one way then jumps between Arthur’s legs to catch the cat’s tail in his pudgy hands. The feline meows, turns quickly around and scratches Puck’s face before jumping into the security of Lugh’s arms.
“Part of being Fey,” Lugh says, petting his cat, “is that we get to know things about each other in ways that common humans cannot.” He winks at me. “Don’t worry, sweetheart, your turn will come. Once you get a hang of your Fey side.”
I feel myself turn an incandescent red at Lugh’s unexpected lovey-dovey attitude towards me, and feel very grateful for the dim lighting in the room.
“I’m still not sold on you being here,” Arthur growls. “What’s to keep me from trapping you here instead? You could be a spy for all I know.”
“You are not powerful enough to take me on,” Lugh says, brushing some nonexistent dust from his shirt, “even with short-fuse over here.”
“Short-fuse?” I repeat, not sure if I should be offended or not.
“You do not seem able to call upon your powers unless you’re throwing some sort of temper tantrum,” Lugh explains.
Arthur’s lips quirk up. “I noticed that too. Couldn’t get the ogham to respond unless she was threatened.”
They both sigh at the same time while shaking their heads.
“You two can get off my back,” I say, definitely offended now.
“You’ve just got to repeat the situation until she gets a better hang of it,” Arthur tells Lugh, ignoring me entirely.
“Perhaps it’s a side effect from the seal,” Lugh says thoughtfully. “It could have repressed her natural instincts.”
“Hey,” I say louder. “I’m right here.”
I recoil as both of them look at me at the same time.
“You’ve got to get in tune with nature,” Lugh says.
“Really?” I say, oozing sarcasm. “And how should I do that? Become a hermit?”
“That could work,” Lugh says.
“But it seems impractical,” Arthur adds.
“You’ll be out in the open where anyone can attack you,” Lugh agrees.
“And I’m afraid solitary confinement, even if voluntary, has a tendency to drive people crazy,” Arthur finishes.
“How did you two become so chummy all of a sudden?” I ask, disgusted with the both of them. Do they really think this is easy for me?
“Well if Lady Vivian’s willing to trust him,” Arthur says, though with some difficulty, “I will try to do so as well. But let me ask you something”—he turns to Lugh—“why did you accept to train Morgan?”
The smile that had been lurking on Lugh’s face melts away. “Let’s just say I’m honor-bound,” he says.
Honor-bound? What is that supposed to mean? Is it because I happened to crash on of his parties? Or because we accidentally kissed once?
But before either Arthur or I can quiz him any further, the door opens up again to let in Lady Vivian, and Puck bounces over to his mistress to hang onto her skirts.
“I see you’re all acquainted,” she says brightly. “That’ll make things a lot easier.”
“I do wish you’d let me know about him beforehand,” Arthur says.
“We weren’t sure how well you’d receive that nugget of information,” says Lady Vivian, patting Puck on the head so he’ll stop clinging to her.
“I would think this is something a little more substantial than a nugget,” Arthur mutters.
I massage my head as the sharp pain from my migraine springs back to the forefront, making it difficult to concentrate on what’s going on. I gasp when a cool hand presses against my forehead.
“What is he doing now?” Arthur asks, reaching for his sword.
“Just a little feverish,” Lugh says, his breath tickling my neck. “It will get better once you figure out how not to use your own energy to source your powers anymore.”
He pulls away, taking my headache away with him.
“What did you do?” I ask, amazed.
“Just gave you a little boost,” Lugh says. “Like I said, once you figure out how to link up to the Aether, you’ll be free to use up as much energy as you want. Well, with some restrictions, but now is not the time to get into details.”
“Aether?” I ask. “What is that? Some sort of magic current I need to plug into to recharge?”
“Same place, same time tomorrow,” Lugh whispers without bothering to answer me. And with a slight nod towards Lady Vivian, he’s gone again.
“There’s no portal in here, is there?” Arthur asks, scanning the floor and walls meticulously.
Lady Vivian lets out a tinkling laugh. “Of course not, that would be too dangerous. He got here as you and I would, on his own two feet.”
“The catacombs,” I say. Then, remembering my own attempted escape from Lake High, I add, “He came here through the tunnels.”
Arthur grunts, then notices the book tucked under Lady Vivian’s arm.
“Gauvain told me you had questions about it,” Lady Vivian says, handing him the thick volume, Milites Fabulae written in large on its cover.
“There’s a passage that caught my attention,” Arthur says, riffling through the pages. “Here. It says that when all the children of God came together, the world seemed as it was in the times before the fall of the Tower of Babel: Everyone working together towards a single goal. And thus the evil plight that represented Carman was banished from this plane.”
Lady Vivian nods, her long, loose curls falling over her shoulder.
“Which reminded me of the words from her stele,” Arthur continues, encouraged. “’Four men to raise the stones their blood did shed, Four Fey their essence over the cairns did spread, Four of the Nephilim to Avalon’s protection their lives vowed, And Danu, to seal the spell, her power over all bestowed.’ Doesn’t that mean that Fey, humans and Nephilim, all children of God, joined hands to vanquish Carman?”
“It could,” Lady Vivian says. “But I am not the one to ask, as I wasn’t yet around when it happened, and you just let the one who could answer you go.”
“What’s a Nephilim?” I ask, before they can delve any deeper into their confusing talk.
Arthur glances over his shoulder at me. “Don’t you remember the passage in Genesis? ‘Now it came about, when men began to multiply on the face of the land, and daughters were born to them, that the sons of God saw that the daughters of men were beautiful; and they—”
“—took wives for themselves, whomever they chose,” I finish. “But weren’t they just a name for a race of giants?”
“They are the result of the unholy union between humans and angels,” Arthur says. He freezes, looking at me sheepishly.
“An unholy union like the one between my own parents,” I say, stung. “Thank goodness I didn’t turn out to be a giant, huh? Would’ve been a lot harder to hide me then.”
“That’s not what I meant,” Arthur says, looking pleadingly at Lady Vivian.
But Lady Vivian is already gone, leaving Puck behind.
“Any other insult you might want to throw at me?” I ask, picking the hobgoblin up to stop him from chewing on my boots.
“Yes,” Arthur says. “I mean no. What I meant was…about Agravain. I wanted you to know I’ll make sure he receives the appropriate punishment for what he did to you.”
“Don’t,” I say, tickling Puck until he starts snorting convulsively. “It’ll only make the division between you guys bigger, and I don’t want you to blame me for getting kicked out of KORT.”
“His actions speak for themselves,” Arthur says, piqued. “And attacking my squire is insult enough.”
“Then stop adding fuel to the fire!” I exclaim. “The school’s already weak enough, and though I hate to admit it, it’s best for everyone around if you’re President instead of that vile pack of flees.” Puck clucks his tongue questioningly at my heated tone, and I pat his round belly to soothe him. “Not you, silly,” I tell the hobgoblin with a smile.
“I can’t let him parade around school as if nothing happened,” Arthur says. “Not when it puts you in danger.”
My breath catches in my throat at his ardent tone. Slowly, I raise my gaze to Arthur’s stern face. Despite the shadows, his eyes hold an intensity that makes me squirm. I clear my throat self-consciously, when we suddenly hear the angry rumble of voices outside our room.
“You are the last person I want to see near that demon!”
The tone is so virulent I have a hard time placing the speaker, but there’s not a trace of doubt in my mind as to who this ‘demon’ is, and that kind of reduces my choices.
“Out of all the knights out there, you should be showing me the most loyalty,” Jennifer continues, her voice filtering through the closed door like it’s made of paper.
“I did not think my actions put my loyalty in question,” Lance says.
“I already have to give way to your relentless pursuit of glory in the name of your dead brother,” Jennifer snarls, “I don’t want to have to place a changeling ahead as well.”
“You don’t,” Lance says curtly. “And do not speak of Gale like that. He was worth a thousand of your ruling families put together.”
“I’m sorry,” Jennifer says, so softly I’m forced to lean forward to hear her. “I didn’t mean to. You know how I hate having Morgan hovering around you, it’s already bad enough Arthur’s picked her as a squire.”
I look over at Arthur—though I’ve known about Lance and Jennifer getting together behind his back, I’ve never dared mention it to him. But Arthur catches my worried look and sets his index finger over his lips conspiratorially.
“You knew all along!” I exclaim, shocked out of my wits.
Outside, the voices grow quiet. Arthur expels a deep sigh and pulls the door open to uncover the quarreling pair. If it weren’t for Lance’s stricken look, I’d relish Jennifer’s utter consternation the whole second it lasts before it dissolves at my sight.
“What were you two doing in there?” she asks, her brow furrowed.
“Training my squire,” Arthur retorts. “I would ask you the same but you’ve already made it abundantly clear.”
My gaze sweeps around the trio uncertainly.
“The more you associate yourself with that tramp the more you’re tainting your blood, Arthur,” Jennifer says.
“You should know a man’s worth isn’t linked to his blood,” Arthur replies calmly. “After all, our families didn’t start at the top, did they?”
Jennifer grinds her teeth together. “Is that what you tell yourself to excuse your incompetence?” She points at me. “If it weren’t for that piece of trash right here, KORT wouldn’t be in shambles right now.” She looks straight at me then, her pale blue eyes filled with so much loathing I’m momentarily left winded. “I wish you’d sat in the Siege Perilous instead of that stupid boy.”
The slap comes quick and loud like a gunshot.
Jennifer remains stunned for a moment while the imprint of Arthur’s hand blossoms on the ivory of her cheek.
Lance places himself before Arthur, shielding Jennifer with his strong body. Not a word passes his lips but it’s abundantly clear he will not let anyone—not even the KORT President—hurt his girl again.
“You’ll be sorry for this, Arthur,” Jennifer says, angry tears pooling into her eyes. “We’ll see how you react when the Board arrives tomorrow. As for you”—she trains her eyes on me like a pair of machine guns—“you better stay out of my sight or, mark my words, I will have your stain removed from the face of the earth.”
With all the dignity she can muster, Jennifer hurries away down the long corridor where the sounds of firing furnaces and cooking orders can be overheard.
I groan inwardly. First Agravain and now Jennifer have both vowed to kill me off in the span of one evening. I look up to the ceiling, wondering if any more turds are going to fall on me tonight.




“Everyone’s waiting,” Lance says, back to business mode now that Jennifer’s gone.
I raise a questioning eyebrow at Lance, surprised at his ability to dismiss what just happened as if it were a pure figment of my imagination. But Arthur claps him good-humoredly on the shoulder.
“Let’s get going,” he says, walking off briskly.
“Where are we going?” I ask, following the two knights down the hallway in the opposite direction from the kitchens.
“To have a word with the Watchers,” Arthur says.
My footsteps falter as I recall the strange blind Fey who somehow keeps appearing before me whenever bad things happen.
“Why?” I ask, unable to hide my discomfort.
Both Arthur and Lance give me the same look of surprise.
“To get some information, of course,” Arthur finally says.
“Do you, uh, think they could have something to do with the attack?” I ask.
“Of course not,” Arthur says as we turn into a small passage leading downward. “They never interfere with anything, they just observe events unfold.”
“And what about the Siege Perilous?” I ask.
“What about it?” Arthur asks back, looking baffled. But he never saw that Watcher standing at the KORT room’s entrance when Owen was sucked into the Siege Perilous, and I’ve never mentioned it to anyone.
“Don’t you think it’s strange you have something so dangerous hanging out here for anyone to just sit in and get swallowed up by it?” I ask, shaking my head to dispel the memory of Owen’s frightened look. “What if these creepy Watchers put it there to lure innocent knights to sit in it?”
I’m rewarded with another look of utter confusion before Arthur bursts out laughing.
“I don’t see what’s so funny,” I say, annoyed.
“The seat is part of the school’s legacy,” Lance says. “It has always been here. In fact, the school was built around the Siege Perilous, which itself is the center of Avalon.”
“What?”
“Avalon doesn’t start at the forest,” Arthur says, “how else do you think this school can exist under a lake?”
I ignore him and instead fall into step with Lance. “So you guys stole this school from the Fey and then kept their chair of doom?”
“It’s not a chair of doom,” Lance says, steering me around a corner into a darker part of the tunnels.
“Actually,” Arthur says, sidling in between the two of us, “we’re not quite sure what its use is. Only that there’s a spell on it that prevents anyone from sitting in it. Why, we don’t know, but it’s certainly too dangerous to leave it to the Fey.”
“That’s pretty hardcore of them to curse anyone who happens to sit on their stuff,” I say. “I suppose it’s a great anti-theft device though.”
To my utter surprise, Lance bursts out laughing, and I find myself staring at the knight, blinking furiously as if I’ve been looking directly at the sun for too long.
“So, uh,” I say, my brain fried, “are we going to, uh, ask them about it?”
“No,” Arthur snaps, pulling me roughly after him down a narrow staircase.

“There ya are!” says a moody Percy, lounging against a large archway, Gareth and Gauvain brooding next to him.
Across from them are Hadrian and a very sour-looking Keva, who seems about to topple over under the weight of a ginormous pile of books.
“We’ve been waitin’ for hours in this rank place,” Percy adds.
“They’re just tunnels, Percy,” Arthur says, handing Milites Fabulae to Hadrian who sets it atop the pile of books held in Keva’s already shaky arms.
“Do they know we’re coming?” I ask, uneasy. I may be part-Fey myself, but my history with that side of creation isn’t stellar.
“They always know what’s happening,” Gauvain says.
“Kano,” Percy whispers, and a series of small orbs of light blinks into existence above us, dancing in the air like a bunch of obese fireflies.
A large iron door comes into view within the archway’s deep recess, its surface inscribed with strange glyphs. Arthur places his hand over a large, grey stone where the doorknob should be, and a red light blazes beneath his fingers. There’s a soft click and the door swings open without a sound.
One by one, we silently file inside the dark chamber. It takes a while for my eyes to adjust to obscurity, but when they do, I find myself wishing I’d remained oblivious to the strange, swaying shadows that dwell within the vast hall.
As I follow the knights, I catch wisps of a strange litany ebbing and flowing from the shadows, and hug myself as I recognize its narcotic rhythm—it’s the same voices I heard during my attempted escape from jail.
One of Percy’s floating lights settles on one of the shadows, briefly lighting a pale face, dead of all emotion or movement except for the lips mouthing the words of the chant.
Something shifts in the air, and I instinctively yank Arthur backward.
“Stop being so jumpy,” he whispers.
But an eerie hiss rises before us and we look down to find a snake slithering away, its dark scales occasionally reflecting Percy’s fiery orbs. The other knights suddenly fan out around us, their fingers twitching by their weapon-heavy belts.
“And so the chosen finally deigns to come,” a sultry, if sardonic, voice says.
A tall, lithe woman steps forward, then kneels down to let the snake wrap itself around her forearm. As she stands back up, a ring of light falls upon a pair of almond eyes set in a dark face, a scar over the left eyebrow marring otherwise perfectly symmetrical features.
“Chosen one?” Arthur asks guardedly.
“There’s no such thing, Sameerah,” another voice says behind the tall woman.
I shiver as I recognize it—the blind Watcher.
“No one’s fate is pre-determined,” the blind Watcher continues, “least of all that of humans’. It is, after all, the idea behind free will.”
Sameerah smiles, and in the semi-darkness she looks particularly predatory. “Perhaps not,” she says. “Yet even you must admit some are more predisposed than others towards certain… undertakings.”
As if to corroborate her statement, the snake on her arm hisses.
“Come closer, Gibborim,” the blind Watcher says.
I shiver at the strange word, the same he used with me before the school’s invasion. What kind of information can he give us that’s worth having all these strange Fey live beneath us? They’re morbid, cryptic, and probably half-insane from what I’ve already seen.
“Have you any news?” Arthur asks immediately, as if he too doesn’t like to be down here longer than necessary.
“I assume you mean about the corrupted one,” the blind Watcher says. “No, all we can do is follow the path of the plagues.”
“Thought ya were all on top o’ things,” Percy drawls. “What with bein’ Watchers and all. But seems to me y’all are always just one step behind, like everyone else.”
The Watcher inclines his head. “We unfortunately cannot be everywhere at once,” he says. “And it’s been a long time since the Dark Sidhe have cut themselves off from us, which makes them harder to track.”
“What does that even mean?” I blurt out.
I can feel more than see the Watcher’s blind eyes settle upon me. “The Dark Sidhe are like us,” he says, “but they have fallen further from the path, rupturing their connection to the Aether, and thus to us as well.”
I cock my head questioningly. Why the hell does everyone keep spewing the same chemistry term today?
“I’m afraid we have more bad news for you,” he says. “We’ve lost all trace of your fellow knight.”
“Kaede?” Arthur asks, his voice strained.
The Watcher nods.
“So she’s gone up the flume26 then,” Percy says sullenly.
“Perhaps, perhaps not,” the Watcher says. “We have simply lost her trace.”
“Probably another victim to the geas,” Sameerah says lightly.
“K would never have performed another blood oath,” Gauvain says, “she’s sworn to our Order!”
“But the Dark Sidhe have,” Sameerah retorts, petting her snake fondly, “and they better keep to their end of the bargain if they don’t want to become prey themselves.”
The knights shift uncomfortably on their feet, and I’m suddenly too scared to ask what they’re talking about.
“What about Carman’s other sons?” Arthur asks hesitantly.
“Darkness and Evil are present everywhere,” the Watcher replies, “and thriving in our midst.”
“An answer that ain’t no answer,” Percy says dourly.
But the Watcher’s words remind me of what Elias once said about them, and I wonder if this doesn’t confirm both of Carman’s sons are out there, wreaking havoc with the others.
“Can we put Carman back in her prison?” Arthur asks next, as if he’s used to getting these enigmatic responses from the Watcher. “If we were to reform past alliances—”
Sameerah lets out a soft, chilling laugh. “What makes you think we’d allow the same thing to happen again when you were the first to break the alliance by creating your foolish Order?”
“But would it be possible?” Arthur insists.
“I counsel you to seek that answer elsewhere,” the Watcher says with a sad smile, “for we do not have the power needed ourselves to accomplish such a feat. All we can do is report what we have witnessed.”
Sameerah slips behind me so fast none of us have a chance to stop her. Her long-fingered hand comes to rest upon my shoulder and I feel something smooth and cold brush against my cheek. I freeze, scared to take another breath, as her snake slowly glides across my clavicles.
“Besides,” Sameerah coos, “perhaps your little project here wants to join with Carman too. They are, after all, of the same ilk.”
The clear ring of a sword being drawn echoes in the chamber and Arthur’s well-sharpened blade comes to rest above my shoulder. “Take. Your hands. Off her.”
Sameerah lets out a low laugh as her hand tightens around my throat. I gulp, feeling the latent power behind her fingers—a small squeeze is all she would need to snap my neck.
“Sameerah,” the blind Watcher says calmly.
The Fey’s hand lifts from me as if burned, then, in the bat of an eye, she’s back at her post behind the blind Watcher.
“I apologize for her impropriety,” the Watcher continues, “as well as for our inability to help. However, there is something we can do to be of service to you. You see, Danu’s envoy has requested the child’s protection, and Sameerah has generously accepted the role.”
“What?” I ask feebly, for the Watcher’s blind eyes are fixed upon me once again.
Sameerah’s pupils contract until they’re but pinpricks in the silver of her irises. “Trust me,” she says, “it doesn’t please me either, pinky27.”
“Nor I,” Arthur says. “Morgan’s safe enough with us.”
Both Sameerah and I snort back a laugh of derision, and Arthur glares at me, offended.
“The request was clear and we will abide by our instructions,” the blind Watchman says. “Sameerah will be responsible for Morgan’s safeguard.”
“I thought you guys didn’t interfere with anything,” Arthur says.
“Exceptions can always be made in extreme circumstances,” the blind Watcher retorts evenly.
“You’ll forgive me if I don’ find your words reassuring,” Arthur says.
“Yeah,” Percy adds, “that Fey there looks ready to eat her up more so than doin’ any sorta protectin’.”
“The plan is to keep her out of the Dark Sidhe’s clutches,” Sameerah says, “as well as those of your precious Board.”
“The Board wouldn’t dare!” Hadrian exclaims.
“The Board has dared,” Sameerah retorts.
Hadrian steps forward, his sword halfway out of its scabbard, and Sameerah’s snake straightens up in the air between them, ready to strike.
“One more inch and you’ll get the kiss of death,” Sameerah hisses.
“Remember yourself, Sameerah,” the blind Watcher says.
With another hiss, the Fey woman shifts back, though I can still see her snake jabbing at the air, as if angry at having its prey taken away.
“I need your word she won’t attack one of ours,” Arthur says after a moment’s consideration. “And that she’ll take over Morgan’s training.”
“What?” I yelp. It’s now my turn to glare at Arthur.
The blind Watcher closes his eyes in thought. “That goes against our vows,” he says at last, and I allow myself to let out a sigh of relief.
“So you’re sayin’ Sameerah’s not really goin’ to protect Morgan then,” Percy says, “but be more like an alarm system?” At Sameerah’s growl, he adds, “A mighty pretty one, but useless nonetheless.”
“Fine!” Sameerah snaps. “I’m not going to supervise the pinkie’s training, but I’ll make it a pleasure to protect her properly should the occasion arise. I’ve broken plenty of vows in the past, what’s one more? Besides, when the command came, there was no mention as to how I should accomplish my duties.”
“Remember what we agreed upon,” Arthur warns her. “No attacking our people.”
With a sharp smile, Sameerah lowers herself to one knee and the snake unfurls itself from around her arm to slither towards me at an incredible speed.
“She’ll be my eyes and ears,” Sameerah says. “Try not to piss her off.”
With a grimace of disgust, I force myself not to stomp on the reptile.
“Thank you for your help,” Arthur says curtly.
Numbly, I let him drag me back towards the exit and the rest of the knights fall in behind us. Before we go through the door, however, Arthur stops again and I repress a shiver as the shadows at my feet shift, the only evidence I have that a poisonous snake is now trailing my every move.
“I almost forgot,” Arthur says over his shoulder. “The Board’s on its way and it will want to have a talk with you.”
As we leave the chamber, I hear the blind Watcher’s soft voice say, “We know, Gibborim, we know.”
And then the door finally closes shut behind us.




To top off this epically awful day, I find myself unable to sleep. So when the first rays of light filter through my window, I fling my covers off and force myself to get dressed for my morning run—an exercise I don’t relish, but one I find helpful in both reducing my stress levels, and curbing that freaky energy that always wants to spill out of me and lay waste to everything.
As I leave the school building on my way to the southern fields, an familiar shadow glides down the path after me.
“Stay away, you slimy thing,” I mutter.
The snake flickers its forked tongue at me before slithering out of sight under a shrub. I stifle a grunt of exasperation, hating the fact that no matter what I do or where I go, unwelcome eyes are always on me.
“Not now, Tristan, I’m expecting someone.”
I freeze in my tracks at Lady Ysolt’s strained voice, and look about for its source.
“Your husband, I suppose?” Father Tristan asks, sounding dour.
“Don’t be silly,” she replies, and I now realize that the voices are coming from the teachers’ lounge, a few windows down.
“Who are you waiting for if it isn’t Sir Boorish then?” Father Tristan asks petulantly.
“The Board.”
“How come I wasn’t notified of their visit?” Father Tristan asks angrily. But as his question’s met with a dead silence, he adds, “Who’s deigned to come over this time?”
“Sir Pelles.”
“The High Judge himself?” Father Tristan says, sounding excited now. “Perfect!”
I slowly back away from the open window, willing the gravel not to crunch under my feet. The last thing I need right now is to get caught eavesdropping by those two while they’re in the middle of their squabble.
“Don’t even start with that story again,” I hear Lady Ysolt say with a tired sigh that tells me they’ve had this argument before.
“There’s something fishy about Myrdwinn, Ysolt,” Father Tristan insists, and I nearly stumble at the school director’s mention. “Don’t you see? He and Vivian are conniving together to bring this whole place down. I know for a fact that they’re in league with the Order of Errant Companions, who have been dying to get their hands on our money and facilities for ages. And with Carman on the rampage, they’ve found the perfect opportunity to do so! That’s why I’ve got to get Pelles to interrogate Myrdwinn for us.”
“The Errant Companions don’t care a fib about our school,” Lady Ysolt retorts, exasperated. “They don’t believe in ever staying in one place. As for Myrdwinn, the old man spends most of his time drooling over himself and eating grass with Puck. He lost his mind ages ago, and it seems to me you’re doing a fine job going down the same path.”
“I’m telling you it’s all a ploy!” Father Tristan explodes. “Mark my words, I will find out what he’s up to, whether you help me or not.”
“The Board’s here,” Lady Ysolt says resignedly. “You better get ready for your homily, Tristan, instead of spouting this nonsense, or you might end up locked away too.”
I dive behind a collection of leafy bushes as Lady Ysolt jumps through the lounge’s open window, then watch her stride away towards the landing docks where a large black and gold ship is slowly descending from the skies.
She reaches the vessel’s mooring as two pairs of well-dressed men and women march across the lowered drawbridge, followed by a retinue of knights armed up to the hilt. I tense up as I recognize the grizzled man in the lead: Sir Pelles, the High Judge who presided over my trial. I keep my eyes fixed upon his silver head as a dark thought insinuates itself into my mind—what if he’s here to change his verdict about me?
Something soft brushes against my clenched fists, and as the Board members slowly make their way down to the school, I find myself glad for the first time to have Sameerah’s snake at my side.
The Prime bells suddenly ring out in the warm morning air, calling all to mass, and the door behind me bursts open. I jump in surprise as Percy and the cousins bound outside, followed by their sleepy-eyed squires.
“Top o’ the mornin’ to ya!” Percy says, catching me still crouched in the middle of the flower bed.
“Looks like we’ve got company,” Gauvain says, nodding towards the newly-anchored boat.
Percy whistles. “More like the circus is in town.”
“Or the Exhibition Team,” Gareth says knowingly as I make my way toward them.
“I think you mean Inquisition, doofus,” Gauvain says.
“Either way,” Percy says, “Artie ain’t gonna be too pleased by their early arrival.”
“Perhaps I should go warn him,” I say.
But Percy throws his arm around my shoulders, forcing me to stoop down. “Ya ain’t gonna do no such thing,” he says, marching me towards the church, “’cause ya can’t afford showin’ up late for the gospel will28. Not with your DNA.”
He motions to Gauvain who sends his squire, a stout boy with large ears, to go find Arthur in my stead, then pulls the door open for me.
“There, there,” Percy says, dousing my head with holy water from the church’s fount as I try to pull away, “that’s a good girl. Now here’s my tip o’ the day for ya: bow lots, keep quiet, look pretty, an’ ya should go through this visit unscathed.”
And with a final pat, he leaves me at my bench to go sit in the KORT section with the cousins.
The rest of the school slowly trickles in over the next five minutes, chatting wildly, a clear sign they all know about the latest arrival. A moment later, Keva slides in beside me, out of breath and covered in mud.
“I blame you for this,” she says, seething.
“What?” I exclaim. “I didn’t do anything. What happened?”
“Hadrian had me give a message to Sir Valdis the moment I woke up,” she says, grimacing in distaste at the mention of the head mason. “Found him at Fort Megrez, of course, hauling rocks with the workers, and since he apparently can’t be bothered by a squire, I had to haul my ass across the construction site. And who do you think happened to follow me there? Your BFF Puck, anxious to find you. So anxious, in fact, that he tripped me.” She huffs, patting her skirt in annoyance. “If the Board notices my appearance, I’m gonna throttle you, Hadrian, and that hobgoblin of yours.”
“I thought your love letter plan had worked out,” I say. “So why does Hadrian keep sending you all the way out there all the time?”
“It backfired on me,” Keva says mournfully. “Now he’s making me work harder than before so he can have more alone time with Pelletier. It’s really disheartening.”
The crowd suddenly grows quiet, and I know, without looking around, that the Board members have walked in.
As the group’s heavy footsteps draw ominously close, I catch myself glancing at the newcomers. Sir Pelles is still in the lead, his head held high. Behind him comes a tall, spindly woman with a snub nose and jewels flashing across her flat chest, a rotund man next to her whose head keeps bobbing about like that of a pigeon. Finally, flanked by Irene and a disgruntled Arthur, is a pale woman, her non-existent chin giving her a severe bucktoothed look.
I let myself breathe again as the judge passes my bench without stopping and heads straight for the teachers’ area in the transept, when two shadows fall upon me.
“Oh, my dear Sir Eric, will you look at that?” the tall, flat-chested woman says in a cringeworthy voice. “I believe we’ve found the half-breed.”
The pigeon-like man darts his head left and right, as if pecking seeds out of thin air. “I told you it’d be easy to spot,” he says, watching me with globulous eyes.
My hands snap into fists at the insult, my blood pumping faster in my veins, when something sharp and heavy stabs my toes, and I repress a yell as Keva digs her heel into my foot.
“A pleasure to meet you, Lady Parcenet,” Keva says, standing up only to bow low to them.
I see the woman sneer at her unkempt appearance, but as Keva’s heel threatens to crush my metatarsals, I follow her example.
“Your Honors,” I mutter through gritted teeth.
Obviously disappointed at my lack of reaction, Lady Parcenet sniffs then turns away, the oghams around her collar throwing pinpoints of light around her like a disco ball.
With a warning glance in my direction, Arthur squeezes himself onto the KORT pew just as Father Tristan bows before the altar.
“I wish they’d just take the Sangraal and leave,” Keva says, upset at having missed her opportunity to shine before the Board members.
“Why do they even want to take it away?” I ask Keva. “If Arthur doesn’t like the idea, it means it must be dangerous. So why risk moving it?”
“Frankly, I don’t agree with your Arthur here,” Keva whispers back. “First off, we’ve already been attacked, then there’s the fact that there’s a spy in our midst, and Camaaloth’s got tons more fully-trained knights than we do. On top of that, it’s also got amazing vaults filled with all the weapons we’ve collected through the centuries. No Fey’s ever managed to get its hands on any of them, not when they’re locked inside a massive iron box with walls several feet thick.”
“Are you sure they didn’t lose Excalibur in their stack, if they’ve got so many weapons already?” I ask grumpily, still bristling at the accusations of theft thrown at my father regarding the sword.
“Believe you me, if they did, everyone would know about it, and it wouldn’t be locked away. Not when it can bring us victory against the Fey.” Keva pauses. “Well, as long as they have someone who can wield it,” she adds thoughtfully. “Some weapons are so powerful, that they become too dangerous for us to use, and the last person we know of who could use Excalibur was your father.”
“You mean not just anyone can use the sword?” I ask. That’s the first time I’ve heard of such a thing.
Keva shakes her head. “Obviously we won’t know until we get it back, but chances are it’ll end up in the vaults like the other ones.”
“The other ones?” I ask as the choir hits the first notes of the Gloria. “There are other Excaliburs?”
“Don’t be stupid,” Keva says. “There’s only one Excalibur, the one your father took away. But it’s not the only highly powerful weapon out there. From what I’ve heard, we’ve got quite a collection of them down in our vaults, like the Sword of Air, and Ascalon—”
“They’ve got Saint George’s spear?” I exclaim, and I see Lady Parcenet’s head swivel around on her spindly neck toward me.
Keva elbows me in the ribs and we both drop our heads, pretending to be avidly listening to Father Tristan’s sermon.
“Let us remember the fate the Lord reserved for the King of Tyre, the devil himself,” Sir Tristan says, and I clench my teeth together in apprehension—it’s never a good sign when the name of Satan’s mentioned in my presence.
“Lucifer, as everyone may recall, was made full of wisdom and beauty, and was treasured above all other angels as a guardian cherub in Eden,” Sir Tristan says, and I’m surprised to find that his fervent stare’s for once alighted upon the teachers’ section, where the Board delegation is seated. “Yet he allowed himself to sin, for his ‘heart became proud on account of his beauty and he corrupted his wisdom because of his splendor.’ And so the Lord cast him out of Paradise and into Hell, where he is to meet with a horrible end.
“I only bring this up to you today,” Father Tristan continues, “to remind you that no one is sheltered from corruption, no matter how much you may claim to be doing God’s work. Even those at the height of their power can be brought down”—he leans dangerously over his pulpit—“for no one is above God’s just retribution when it comes to striking down those who let their pride guide them.”
A long pause follows and I silently thank Father Tristan for giving me a break. But if he hoped this would endear the Board to his cause, then he’s certainly lost his marbles: Lady Parcenet’s face has turned a couple of shades pinker, the chinless woman’s drawn her lips over her protruding teeth, and even Sir Eric’s stopped his neurotic dipping-birdie movements. Only Sir Pelles, the High Judge, seems perfectly untroubled by the priest’s words.
When mass finally ends, everyone rushes to exit first in order to avoid the oppressing sense of hostility oozing inside the church’s walls.
Keva and I, unfortunately, have to wait for the Board and KORT members to clear before we can leave ourselves. As we finally fall into step behind them, I see Jennifer hasten to join Arthur and the Board delegation. At her sight, Lady Parcenet’s face clears and she shakes Jennifer’s hand heartfully.
“They seem awfully chummy,” I tell Keva, making sure to stay well out of earshot of the group.
“She’s the Board President’s only daughter,” Keva says, “of course they’re going to want to be friendly with her.”
“I didn’t know the post was hereditary,” I say.
“Technically it’s not,” Bri says somberly, she and Jack joining us on our slow way out. “Makes people dream of achieving greater heights. Unfortunately, that’s not how things work in politics.”
“There are always exceptions,” Jack says, pushing his glasses back up the bridge of his nose.
Bri rounds on him. “It takes money to make money, so unless you’re an exceptional knight, you’re fooling yourself if you think you’re going to get a seat on the Board, let alone become its President. We all know the last person to succeed despite his poor background was Sir Egbert, and that’s because he put an end to the little Ice Age caused by the Fey in their last Great Rebellion.”
She says this with so much bitterness that it takes us all three by surprise.
“Hey, cool it,” Keva says at last. “None of this is Jack’s fault.”
“Stuff it, Keva,” Bri retorts. “Considering you’re part of the problem, I don’t see how your point of view is relevant here. Now, if you’ll excuse me, this commoner has to get ready for her grunt work.”
She storms off and, after giving us an apologetic smile, Jack runs after her. Keva shakes her head, tossing her braid back over her shoulder.
“It’s because of her dad,” I say in Bri’s defense, remembering a piece of conversation I caught between Sir Neil and his wife once. “He’s so focused on his goal of becoming a Board member he’s lost track of a number of other things, like—”
“You think they’re officially together?” Keva asks me, and I frown at the sudden change of topic. “She’s been cutting class a lot lately, and while his schedule’s all over the place, I somehow always find them together….”
I roll my eyes, finally catching on. “I doubt the thought’s even crossed their minds,” I say.
“Don’t underestimate the tremendous power of teenage hormones,” Keva says. “There’s definitely something going on between them.”
“If it were up to you, there’d be couples everywhere,” I retort.
“Who’s going out with whom?” Gauvain asks, pouncing on us the moment we step outside.
With a sigh, I point at Keva for her to give an explanation. When the cousins bite down on something, they certainly don’t let go. They’re almost as bad as—
“You?” Percy asks Keva, appearing from behind the cousins’ bulk with a mischievous smile. “Thought Hadrian was workin’ ya too hard for any spoonin’29.”
“Not me,” Keva says, batting her eyelashes at Percy as if waiting for him to offer his services.
“Morgan?” Percy asks, oblivious to Keva’s eye-twitching. “Who’d ya happen to be sweet on?”
“Shh,” Gareth says, nudging us. “Arthur’s coming over.”
“And with a sour look that would pucker a hog’s butt,” Percy says, clapping my back before winking at me. “So better keep your love life under wraps, eh? Just till things smooth down some.”
And indeed, Arthur’s features appear frozen in an air of severe disapproval as he marches towards us, Lance and Hadrian at his heels. Before they even reach us, Arthur points at me.
“You’re to get yourself to Etiquette Class starting today,” he says.
“What did I do now?” I ask.
“Let’s just say the Board wasn’t too impressed with your attitude,” Arthur says.
“Call me surprised,” Keva says in an undertone with her usual sarcastic charm.
“Same with you, Kulkarni,” Hadrian says, matching Arthur’s reproving tone. “I can’t be seen at Camaaloth with a squire who doesn’t know how to hold herself properly.”
He gives Keva a very pointed lookover and I can practically hear her internal cry of outrage. I smirk. At least I won’t have to suffer alone.
“We need to be without reproach if we are to accomplish what we’ve set out to do,” Arthur says. “And that includes proper manners.”
“You can’t blame me for being impolite if people insult me first,” I say. “Besides, I don’t care about anything except my father’s file.”
“There are more pressing things than your father’s records,” Arthur points out, annoyed.
“Like getting the Board’s carte blanche regarding a little voyage of ours,” Gauvain says.
“No matter what proof we show them of this necessity, they’re more than likely going to balk at the idea,” Hadrian says.
Keva sucks in her breath. “You guys are planning on going to Avalon, aren’t you?” she says, her eyes gleaming.
“Only if those old farts give us the green light,” Percy says. “But that’s why we’ve got Artie here”—he catches Arthur in a chokehold and knuckle-rubs his head—“ain’t that right, Mr. I’m-getting-hitched-to-the-Board-President’s-daughter?”
Arthur punches Percy in the ribs to get free, completely oblivious to Lance’s stiffer countenance at the mention of his sweetheart.
Despite Jennifer’s more than questionable personality traits, it’s clear that Lance really loves her. So why can’t they be together openly, instead of being torn apart by this stupid engagement of hers? Unless, I realize, she didn’t get a say in the matter, which would explain her constant pissed-off attitude.
And for the first time since knowing Jennifer, I catch myself feeling sorry for her.
“Get to class,” Arthur barks, startling me out of my reverie. “You know what will happen if your manners fall short when we’re at Camaaloth.”

“Stop moping,” Keva says as we make our way to etiquette class after a dreadfully long lesson on Elemental Manipulation with Sir Boris. “It’s really not that bad, and I’ve heard Sir Nigel’s quite fun.”
“I just don’t see why we need to learn which fork to use with what when there are more important things at stake,” I say, dragging my feet.
“Etiquette class is much more than that,” Keva says. “It’s about learning the basics that will allow you to enter that thrilling and oh-so-dangerous game that is politics. It’ll teach you to analyze people and their interactions, what ticks them off and what’s likely to please them, without making a faux pas yourself. From there, you’ll be able to figure out what their strategies are, bargain with them, and manipulate their emotions without their knowing…all with the aim of getting what you want.”
“It sounds tiring,” I say, finding myself wishing for Sir Lincoln’s lore class instead.
“If you don’t fit in, you’ll be ostracized,” Keva says. “And if you’re ostracized, you’ll never get to have a say in anything of importance. See? It’s all very simple.”
We enter a spacious, well-lit room with a long line of tables set in its center, white tablecloths brushing the gleaming parquet floor. Students are already there, huddled by the French doors that look out onto the inner courtyard like a flock of honking geese.
I take one look at their apprehensive faces then head straight for the opposite end of the ballroom. A decision I immediately regret for the back walls are lined with tall, silver-framed mirrors, and everywhere I turn I can see the eerie glow of my golden eyes reflected back at me.
“I don’t want to play games,” I tell Keva, turning my back on the mirrors only to find my new classmates pointing at me while speaking behind their hands.
“If I were in your position,” Keva says, “I’d try not to offend anyone anymore, your life is complicated enough as it is. Besides, I need a break.”
The incessant giggling from across the room suddenly stops as a tall, spindly man struts in, an elaborate cane marking the beat of his footsteps. He halts beside the line of tables and snaps his fingers.
“Gather around, children,” Sir Nigel says as a long queue of servants trails in, carrying steaming dishes, and jugs of water and apple cider. “Our lesson today—”
“What is she doing here?” a nasally voice says from the entrance door.
Sir Nigel’s eyes bulge out at the rude interruption and he’s about to express his displeasure, when the sight of Jennifer and her squire Sophie deflates him entirely.
“I apologize for our tardiness,” Jennifer says, pushing past her squire. “We were detained longer than expected by our guests.”
“Of course,” Sir Nigel says, with much genuflection. “Please, we were just starting.”
The spindly man clears his throat before continuing, “As I was saying, our lesson today will be entirely dedicated to the art of eating in public.”
I give Keva a significant look—didn’t I say this was going to be a dumb lesson in table manners? And there she was, getting all fiery about games and politics and other such nonsense.
Sir Nigel raps his cane against the floor and the servants withdraw, leaving behind large dishes of smoking salmon, braised chicken, wild rice, roasted sweet potatoes, and vegetables of all kinds.
The rich, savory scents make my stomach grumble, reminding me I haven’t eaten since yesterday’s lunch, and I grab the first chair I see. But before I can pounce on the food, Sir Nigel whacks my head with the butt of his cane.
“A squire will not sit until told to do so,” he says. “I suppose you’re that Morgan everyone keeps talking about. I have been forewarned of your attendance, but I was also under the impression you’d be accompanied by a guardian.”
I bridle at his words, but Keva steps forward before I can speak my mind and earn myself a big fat zero in my first etiquette class.
“I take it that would be me,” she says with a small curtsy.
Sir Nigel examines her closely but doesn’t seem to be all that impressed, and I distinctly hear Keva curse in Hindustani, Hadrian’s name added to the mix.
“Everyone pair up,” Sir Nigel finally calls out, striding around the tables to open one of the French doors. “One squire per knight.”
I stand off to the side with Keva, wishing I could just skip this stupid session, when I catch Jennifer smiling at me.
“Why don’t you practice with me?” she asks, and I feel my shackles raise. “Sophie, dear,” she adds to the offended girl, “you can team up with her friend. It’ll be good practice for when you’re a knight.”
Sophie seems to thaw a little at this suggestion but she doesn’t spare a moment to glare at me.
“Squires, pull out a chair for your knight,” Sir Nigel says. He eyes me disapprovingly as I help Jennifer sit. “Cleanliness is next to godliness, Squire Morgan. What did you do to your hands? Kill an octopus?”
I hide my hands behind my back self-consciously. “An accident, sir, and the stains won’t come off.”
The professor tuts. “You’ll have to wear gloves then, and make sure they reach your elbows.” He harrumphs before resuming his pacing. “Squires, you may serve the beverages. Gently now. That’s right…”—I lift a jugful of cider, my arm shaking with the effort to hold it one-handed—“And not to the top of the glass either”—Jennifer’s elbow smacks into mine and I miss her cup—“without slopping it all over the table, Squire Morgan!”
I jump at the sharpness of Sir Nigel’s voice and accidentally slam the heavy jug back onto the table, sloshing cider all over the white tablecloth.
“Service should be performed in utter silence,” Sir Nigel growls. “Squires shouldn’t have their presence felt and need to anticipate their knight’s needs at every moment so as not to distract the latter from his, or her”—he curtsies before Jennifer—“important conversations. As I’m sure you all know by now, many a critical decision has been struck over dinner in this manner.”
“This is so antiquated,” I mutter to myself, as I select a very bony, fatty chicken leg to serve Jennifer.
She frowns as I drop the meat onto her plate, and I smile innocently back at her, knowing it’s going to take her ages to finish her meal if she wants to remain the epitome of elegance.
Savoring my momentary reprieve, I withdraw by the open French doors, eyeing the courtyard with longing. A soft breeze ripples the heavy brocade drapes that frame the doors, bringing with it the heady scent of night jasmine.
I edge closer to the glass door, my eyes drawn towards a group of people standing restlessly by the giant apple tree. Don’t those people know the makeout hedge is off limits? But I quickly realize that the group consists of the four visiting Board members and Irene, and all of them seem to be waiting for something.
That something, I find out a minute later, is Lady Vivian.
“Well met,” the principal says, her soft voice carrying easily over to my ears.
“Well met, indeed,” Lady Parcenet sniffs disdainfully. “You know very well why we’re here and you’re deliberately stalling us.”
“I simply wish to caution against the removal of the Sangraal,” Lady Vivian says, echoing my earlier talk with Keva.
“You would, wouldn’t you?” Sir Eric says. “Tempting, isn’t it, to have that much power at your fingertips?”
“You know that is not the reason for my reservations,” Lady Vivian says.
“We wouldn’t have come if we didn’t feel the Sangraal’s security had been compromised,” Sir Pelles says in a conciliatory tone, and the chinless woman next to him nods in agreement.
“By taking the Sangraal to your headquarters you’re bound to draw the Dark Sidhe to you,” Lady Vivian says.
“We can handle the rabble,” Lady Parcenet says haughtily, “unlike your lot.”
“But we believe we’ve found a solution,” someone else says.
I hide further behind the drapes as Arthur appears from around the makeout hedge, Lance and Hadrian still at his sides.
Lady Parcenet looks annoyed at the unwelcome interruption. Her grimace turns into a scowl when Arthur hands Sir Pelles an opened book, and I recognize it as the thin volume Bri found in the library.
“If we rework the wards according to this diagram,” he says, “we believe we could put Carman back where she belongs.”
He hangs back in anticipation as the High Judge scrutinizes the page. Finally, Sir Pelles hands him back the volume.
“It appears to be a containment ward,” the man says carefully. “But it seems to me you’re missing two crucial things: Carman’s true name, and a power source strong enough to contain her.” The judge strokes his beard thoughtfully. “Perhaps if the best of our Order were to use their strongest oghams together…”
Lady Vivian shakes her head. “I’m afraid that even if you were to put all of your oghams together it wouldn’t be enough,” she says. “Carman will be able to sense your spell as soon as you start it, and she will lash out before you have a chance to finish, killing everyone involved.”
“Then what would…” Sir Eric starts.
Lady Parcenet hiccups in shock. “No!” she exclaims.
“We thought this might be an issue,” Arthur says, “which is why we sought you out first. But we fear this may be our only choice, and that is why I hereby formally request the authorization to send a delegation to the Fey.”
Lady Parcenet lets out a sharp squeak.
“I can see your point,” Sir Pelles says after a moment’s reflection. “However, finding a Fey of such power will be a very dangerous enterprise. Not to mention the fact that our relations with them are rather…strained.”
“But such an alliance has been formed before,” Arthur says. “That’s how Carman was imprisoned in the first place.”
“That may be so,” Sir Eric says dismissively, “but I doubt our ancestors had been waging an ongoing war with them at the time.”
“What if I could prove to you that our relations with them might not be as bad as they seem?” Arthur asks.
“Your proposal has its merits, however tenuous it may seem,” Sir Pelles says, “but it is a decision I cannot make alone.”
Arthur bows respectfully. “I thank you for your consideration,” he says. “I will bring it up again with the Council then.”
“Good luck with that,” Lady Parcenet says. “Nobody would be fool enough to allow anyone to get friendly with the enemy, especially with the perpetrator behind the fall of the school wards still on the loose.”
“But you do have a great bargaining tool at your disposition that might be able to tip the scales in your favor,” the chinless woman says, speaking for the first time. “Perhaps an exchange of sorts could be negotiated.”
Arthur tenses up. “No,” he says.
“You may have no choice in the matter,” Sir Eric says, resuming his birdlike head-bobbing.
I lean forward, my breath fogging the glass before me. What are they talking ab—
My hair gets yanked back and I let out a cry of surprise.
“What do you think you’re doing?” Jennifer asks. “I’ve called you ten times already, but instead of doing your duty I find you spying?”
Her icy blue eyes sweep over the courtyard and I see her pupils contract when they alight upon the Board delegation. Her grip tightens until it feels like my hair’s going to be ripped out of my skull.
“Eyeing things that don’t belong to you again?” she whispers harshly in my ear.
“Which one are you talking about?” I ask back through gritted teeth. “The official one or the secret one?”
Jennifer pushes me into the glass door with a snarl, and one of the windows shatters as I ram headfirst into it.
“Lady Jennifer!” I hear the teacher exclaim in shock.
I wince as I straighten up, blinking at the blood slowly dripping down my face.
“Jealousy is not a good trait to have, you know,” I say, turning to face Jennifer, “as you’ve just demonstrated.”
“You, changeling, need to be taught a lesson in manners,” Sophie says, advancing upon me as the rest of the class crowds in around us.
“This is most outrageous!” I hear Sir Nigel whimper somewhere beyond the wall of students circling me.
“You are a stain on the Squires’ honor,” Jennifer’s pimply-faced squire continues. “Nothing you do can hide the fact that you’re a demon: Ever since you got here, we’ve been hit by one disaster after another. I think that makes it abundantly clear what needs to be done, don’t you?”
“Why don’t you just shut up,” I say, my mouth gone dry, “or this Fey’ll make sure those pustules never leave your face.”
“Squire Morgan!” Sir Nigel’s falsetto says over the din. “Threatening your classmate is inexcusable. You’ve forgotten all about the five knightly virtues: courtesy, piety, chastity, genero—”
“I always knew there was something nasty about you,” Jennifer says, cutting the professor off. “I sensed it the moment Arthur decided to bring you down here.”
“Whatever,” I say with a shrug. “There’s no point talking to a pathetic smellfungus30 like you.”
I hear someone choke back a laugh, and the pink drains from Jennifer’s cheeks.
“What did you call me?” she asks.
“A smell—fung—us,” I repeat, enunciating every syllable. “An overly critical, ignorant fool. Hasn’t anybody told you only the dumbest of the dumb think they know everything already?”
Jennifer’s hand whips around and connects with my jaw in a thunderous clap.
“Guess that hit close to the truth,” I snarl, cupping my burning cheek.
“I know what rankles you,” Jennifer says. “You have the hots for my boyfriend and you hate that he’d never go for you.”
I grin. “I think you have our roles exchanged,” I say. “What is it that bothers you most? That your title’s your only appeal or that he’s been more inclined to spend time with me lately instead of you?”
Jennifer’s eyes blaze with fury. “Hagalaz!” she intones, flinging her hand towards me.
I instinctively recoil, expecting a blast of hail to hit me straight on, but nothing happens. Blinking, I lower my arms to find Jennifer’s surprised face staring at me, and burst out in a relieved laughter.
“Did you not charge my ogham back properly?” Jennifer asks her squire through clenched teeth.
“I swear I did,” Sophie whispers back to her. “But a lot of oghams haven’t been functioning lately.”
She looks positively alarmed, and there’s no denying she should be: Jennifer’s bound to have her skinned alive for this, even if the incident isn’t her fault.
“I had heard your title as a knight was only honorary,” I say, redirecting Jennifer’s fury onto me against my better judgment. “I guess I’ve got proof now. That’s the trouble with people who brag without having the skills to back it up, it always ends up biting them back in the ass.”
Maybe it’s because I’m still somewhat disoriented from cutting my head on the door, compounded with Jennifer’s slap, or maybe it’s because I’ve gotten too cocky myself, but I don’t see Jennifer spring towards me. Her knee suddenly digs sharply into my stomach, and air whooshes out of my lungs.
Gasping, I slowly sink to the floor as a tingling sensation starts deep in my guts and quickly travels through my veins, eager to be let out.
No, I tell myself, willing my energy back into its hole. Not now…not here….
“That’s right, cower at her feet, you disgusting piece of trash!” Sophie yells, spittle flying out of her mouth.
I curl up as she kicks me, her booted foot breaking my nose upon contact and splitting my lip, before she stomps hard on my chest. I scream in pain as I feel one of my ribs crack, the sound drowned out by the cheering crowd.
“Stop,” I breathe, tears flowing down my cheeks. “Please!”
“They should’ve cut out your tongue,” Jennifer says, as her squire kicks me in the stomach, redoubling the jubilant cries of the excited classroom.
I squeeze my eyes shut, trying desperately to hold onto my power before it can pulverize the ballroom. My ears start to buzz, or is that a hiss?
There’s a sudden scream and the kicking stops abruptly.
“It bit me!” Sophie shrieks.
Someone shakes me. “Morgan!” Keva shouts in my ear. “Morgan, are you OK?”
I slowly uncurl from my fetal position and gasp in pain.
“I’ve called for help,” Keva says, as I blink back tears, my powers still whirling within me, demanding to be released.
I lick my cracked lips, tasting blood. “Wh-what happened?”
“A snake bit Sophie,” Keva says, helping me up. “She’s on the floor and—”
“Move away from her!” Jennifer snarls, stepping towards us.
Her face is twisted in an ugly rage. I see her reach under her skirt, then something metallic gleams in her hand. I watch in horror as Jennifer aims her gun at me, Keva still oblivious to what’s going on.
“No!” I yell, shoving Keva to the side as the gun fires.
I feel my head snap back, glass exploding behind me as I fall backward, then agonizing pain blooms behind my eyes, and all goes black.

The whole earth is shaking. A man in a hazmat suit is drilling right next to me, the jackhammer bouncing up and down in rapid successions, the ambient red light reflecting off the machine’s dull surface.
I’m back inside the tent.
The light flickers and the man pauses. What is he trying to dig up? The red light goes back on for another long second before going out completely.
“What the heck, Arch?” the man calls out, his voice muffled by his mask. “I’m not done here!”
The man’s heavy footsteps move away from me, towards the exit. Suddenly, I hear him grunt, before two loud thumps tell me he’s fallen to the ground.
My eyes dart about the darkness frantically, my heart racing. I can feel something close by, reaching for me.
“Don’t touch me!” I scream, but no sound comes out.
A shower of sparks blazes in the air in front of me and I hear a sharp yelp. But in the brief light, I saw a familiar profile. Nibs?
“At last,” the clurichaun breathes, jubilant.
There’s a click as he flicks a lighter on, its tiny flame barely dispelling the shadows on his scarred face. Nibs’s long fingers reach out then, but stop a handspan away, as if fearful of touching me.
“Not quite done though,” Nibs says to himself, licking his lips in excitement. “But soon.”
His face draws nearer until his eyes look like golden crystal balls. He sniffs, pulls away, then lets out a high-pitched giggle.
“Oh, yes,” he says, “very soon! I can feel the power building.”
He releases his hold on the lighter and the ball of light winks out of existence, plunging me back into complete and utter darkness.




A startlingly white, bald, round face is staring at me. Boy do angels in heaven have a Humpty Dumpty look about them. Or is this hell?
“You’re awake.”
The gravelly voice makes me jump and I smack my head on a solid wall.
“Ouch!” I mutter, rubbing the back of my skull, only now taking in the infirmary’s antiseptic smells.
“Praise the Lord for your Fey blood, huh?” the albino guy asks me. “I don’t think anyone else around here would have managed to survive a bullet to the head.”
I shudder as I remember the agony that followed the gunshot. My fingers shake as I touch my forehead, only to find smooth and perfectly hole-less skin.
“What happened to Jennifer?” I ask.
The albino man sits back with a shrug. “What do you think would happen to the de Lyonesse heir?”
“Jail for a month or two,” I say, “with a dash of torture. It would only be fair to have her punished for what she’s done, for a change.”
“It would, wouldn’t it?” The albino man scratches his bald pate thoughtfully, his pale blue eyes lost in the distance. “But change has never been the Order’s forte. Humans like routine, they find it comforting. Especially when they’re not at the bottom of the food chain.”
“How come you’re here?” I ask.
I look about the room for a sign from the doctors or at least nurse Harry, but the whole infirmary seems deserted.
“I am your intermediary bodyguard,” the albino man says, “until the next one comes in.”
“Bodyguard?” I repeat. Then I recall the hissing, Sophie screaming. Keva mentioned a snake…. “Sameerah? Where is she? And what happened to Sophie?”
“Gone, and gone,” the albino man says. “Sameerah to Avalon with Lugh—she couldn’t readily stay here after what happened. She’ll probably thank you for that, by the way. As for Sophie, she was treated here for a couple of days then discharged. Unfortunately for her, her arm will never be the same.”
“But she’s alive?” I ask, my hands clutched around my covers.
The albino man nods and I breathe out in relief.
“Where is everyone, anyway?” I ask, swinging my legs off the bed. “I’ve never seen this place empty before.”
“I suppose they went to see the Board members off,” the albino man says, playing with a strange, bulging pouch hanging from his neck, “or perhaps to see the Sangraal one last time. I suppose some may be sad at its departure, but methinks it’ll be safer locked away at Camaaloth than here.”
“I thought the Board members were going to stay here for a while,” I say, shivering as my feet hit the cold tile floor.
“They have. You’ve been out for four days already.”
Another shiver runs down my back, raising goose pimples along my arms.
“You had your knight quite in a fright,” the man adds.
Arthur. “Yeah, I bet he wasn’t too happy,” I mumble, taking a quick look outside at the sound of a rising clamor.
Unfortunately, the infirmary’s windows give out onto the training arena and not the landing docks. I turn away then do a double take as an explosion makes the school rock on its foundations.
“What was that?” I ask, catching myself on the edge of my bed before I can fall.
The albino man gets up quickly to scan our surroundings. He ducks as a comet of sizzling blue flames whizzes over our window and hits the school, shaking its walls.
“Looks like we’ve got ourselves another invasion,” he says.
I feel my innards drop. “Again?” I whisper, feeling sick to my stomach.
“Maybe they left something here the last time,” the albino man says with a sardonic smile.
“Or maybe they’ve decided they need something else,” I say.
“That would make more sense.”
I just hope it isn’t me, I silently add.
Someone screams in the distance, a long, desperate yell. My body reacts immediately and before I know it, I’m pelting out the door, down the hallway, then out into the open air, my feet pounding the packed earth towards a group of fleeing students and the horde of Fey after them.
“Over here!” I yell at the terrified pages.
“I think they’ve got the gist of that,” the albino says, easily keeping pace with me.
“Why are you following me?” I ask him.
“I told you,” he answers, “I’m your intermediary bodyguard.”
I glance up quickly, expecting to see clouds of Fomori darkening the dome of the sky-lake, but find it strangely clear. One of the Fey creatures bounds ahead of the children, cutting off their escape route.
“S-stay back,” one of the pages yells, and I recognize Elias as he shuffles the younger students towards the arena’s outer wall as six half-human, half-tapir-like Feys surround them. One of the creature’s long, blue tongue flicks out, displaying a series of sharp brown teeth, before it lets out a loud bellow.
“Can you fight?” I ask the albino man.
“I’ve got my ways,” he replies, fiddling with his strange pouch again.
I point to the side, away from the group of Fey. “I’ll try to draw them away,” I say, “then you can take the pages to the school.”
“Sorry, that’s not possible,” he says.
“I really don’t have time for arguments!” I exclaim.
One of the tapir Fey notices us and swings around in our direction eagerly.
“Like I said—” the albino man says in a calm voice that really doesn’t match our situation.
“—you’re my bodyguard, I know,” I reply through clenched teeth.
If he’s going to be like that, I’ve got no room for error or we’re all cooked. I swallow the bile rising to my mouth. I just hope my powers aren’t going to go completely bonkers on me or, worse, not work at all.
“That’s right, you big sack of flees,” I shout to the Fey watching us with a pair of beady eyes. “I’m the one you want! Didn’t I tell you I killed your cousin?”
I flinch as the lie makes my innards shrivel up, but who cares? All I need is to keep these pea-sized creatures from eating up those terrified kids and focus instead on terrified old me.
I skid to a stop twenty feet away from the pack of Fey, trying to feel for this temperamental power of mine.
“Blessed be the Lord my rock,” I pray under my breath, “who trains my hands for battle…”
I raise my hands, willing whatever it is inside me to come forth. But this time, there is no answering warmth in the pit of my stomach.
The long snout of the creature facing me rises in a strange, snorting laugh, tepid saliva dribbling down its brown and white fur. The Fey flexes its hands and long, black talons spring forth. Then, with a loud grunt, it lunges forward, surprisingly fast, tearing at the ground with its claws.
The albino man whips his arm, throwing a small pebble at the creature, and I repress a groan, only now remembering that he was one of the asylum’s occupants.
The pebble hits the ground and explodes as the Fey creature runs over it, and the tapir-like creature squeals in pain, its body torn apart, then falls heavily back down in a shower of dirt.
“That’s a nifty trick,” I say, coughing on the billowing cloud of dust.
I blink, trying to see where the pages are, when a large, dark paw swings at me.
I duck out of the way, but lose my balance and fall. I gasp as the Fey’s long tongue wraps itself around my throat, squeezing till my eyes are about to pop out. I grab the tongue, trying to pull it off me, but my hands keep slipping on the slimy organ. Then my stomach does a backflip and I feel a familiar tingling sensation wipe through me, increasing as it hurtles through my arms.
Finally!
A ripple of energy blasts through the creature, making him sizzle and smoke, and the Fey finally lets go of me with a squeal of pain.
“Look, I really don’t want to hurt you,” I wheeze, as the creature rounds on me again, its beady eyes glaring furiously. “If you could just leave without hurt—”
The Fey charges, its claws flinging upturned earth in its wake.
I slam my foot on the ground. Just like during my practice session with Lugh, I feel a bouncy resistance meet me, but this time I don’t hold myself back and I’m propelled into the sky. The Fey rears on its hind legs as I surge overhead, its talons barely missing me. I turn in the air, instinctively trying to keep my opponent in my line of vision, only to find myself suspended thirty feet in the air, unable to get back down.
“Uh, help,” I say, trying to swim my way down to the ground.
Below me, the albino guy is still holding his own, using those little pebbles from the pouch at his neck to keep the Fey at bay, the pages cowering behind him.
“Don’t have much left!” he yells at me. “Update?”
“Update?” I repeat, looking about my dangling feet. “We’ve still got five Fey here, and they’re all grouped around you.”
“I meant, is any help coming?” the man yells back.
I look around, and find myself rising further up into the air like a hot air balloon, until I can see over the school’s tall building and all the way down to the landing docks.
I squint in the sunny glare and bite back a cry of shock when as waves of dark figures swarm all over the newly reconstructed pier, knights trying to push them back while dousing the fires all around them.
“No help’s about to come,” I yell at the albino man, looking down at him.
I see one of the tapir-men’s tongue lash out, and a girl screams as it wraps around her leg and pulls her up. The albino man tosses another of his rocks, this time straight at the Fey, and its head disappears in a loud explosion.
The page’s cry of fear turns to one of shock and pain as she drops back down and a brown liquid oozes onto her from the now-severed tongue, burning through her uniform. I hear the albino man swear as he rushes to her side, and the other Fey creatures take that opportunity to bear down on the remaining three children.
“Morgan!” Elias squeaks, a small knife shaking in his hands.
Heart beating wildly, I dive.
“Stay away from them!” I yell.
But as I draw closer, the tapir-men suddenly part in a circle and lash out at me together. I jerk to a stop a couple of feet from the ground, both my wrists caught in their slimy tongues.
“Let me go, you driveling beasts!” I cry out.
“Not poosssssible.”
I shudder at the strange voice coming from behind my captors.
Without a sound, a large, stooped shadow glides over to us. I feel my innards drop, cold sweat slicking my forehead, and watch, helpless, as the Shade stops before the frightened children.
“Run!” I try to yell, but another tongue wraps itself around my neck and the word gets choked off.
The albino man throws his last couple of rocks at the Shade, but the shadows around it seem to pulse and the projectiles bounce harmlessly off its veil of darkness.
Slowly, a long, pale hand emerges from the black mists and latches onto Elias’s skull. The boy’s mouth drops open in a silent scream, the knife falling from his hands. I see his eyes roll back inside his skull as his veins blacken, turning his face into an inky spider web.
Rage wells up inside me and the tapir-man to my left gives a whimper before exploding, his charred carcass crumpling to the ground.
“We need to get you out of here!” the albino man says, rushing to my aid.
He brings down another of the tapir-men and I yank on my other arm, fury lending me the strength to finally wrench myself free.
“No!” the albino man yells as I dash towards the Shade.
But I don’t listen. That creature of darkness has killed his last victim, I’m going to make sure of it!
I feel my anger bubble to the surface and, hands held out before me, ram into him, sending bolts of electricity into his ethereal shape.
The Fey hisses in surprise and drops Elias. I pull back and punch the Shade again, lightning bolts shooting from my fists with every blow.
With a growl, the Shade straightens up to its full height, grasping my hand into his vice-like fist. Slowly, I feel my feet raise off the ground as the putrid smell of decaying flesh reaches my nostrils.
I bite back a scream as all sensation in my hand dies out.
“Morgan!” the albino man yells.
“Get the pages out of here!” I gasp as the Shade pumps its poison into me.
I peer into the shadow’s depths, trying to see the face of the one who murdered my father. Slowly, the dull-white profile of an emaciated face comes into definition within the darkness.
“Release me, you anorexic bastard!” I say through gritted teeth.
The face disappears from view as the noxious fumes close back over it. “You coooooome with meeeeeee,” it breathes in a hoarse voice that sounds like it hasn’t been used in over a century.
There’s a loud, blood-curdling shriek and something bounds onto the Shade, a black blade flashing in the air before it imbeds itself into the Fey’s back.
The Shade shudders then releases me and I fall to the ground, clasping my numb arm to me. Another hair-raising howl pierces the dusky air and I see a bundle of dirty rags jump off the Shade.
“The banshee?” I gasp, shaking my head to clear it. What is she doing here?
The Shade lurches around, seeking its attacker, but the banshee moves out of its reach.
“Morgan!” Arthur shouts as he, Percy, and a tall woman run towards us, swords out.
At their sight, the banshee scrambles away, disappearing as the three knights fall upon the remaining tapir-men, quickly cutting them down. With a hiss, the Shade folds back on itself then vanishes in a gust of wind.
“Oh, no you won’t!” I shout at it.
I stomp my foot on the ground, propelling myself into the sky after the creature of darkness.
“Raido!” I hear Arthur shout, and I know he’s coming too.
I keep my eyes trained on the ground, following the dark Fey’s tracks—the patches of dead vegetation clear against the vibrant green of the grass surrounding it. Just like up on Island Park when Arthur and the others made Nibs take them to the abandoned house.
I pause as the trail ends abruptly and Arthur catches up with me, his sweaty face pale.
“I thought you were…,” he starts, his voice breaking. “But you’re alright?” His eyes travel down my face then widen when he sees the state of my arm. “Morgan, you need to go back,” he says. “We need to take care of your wound.”
“I’ll be fine,” I say distractedly.
Out of the corner of my eye I see a dark shape streak through the air, and jerk my face towards it.
“There!” I shout.
I instinctively strain towards it and my body responds right away, shooting straight for the fleeing Shade.
“Again?” I hear Percy say.
Arthur responds with a string of curses before flying after me. I brace myself as I near the edge of the sky, but I fly through the waters of Lake Winnebago without any trouble, my power surrounding me in a protective shell. Seconds later, we breach the surface of the lake, breaking through the icecap like bullets.
“Not too high,” Arthur starts.
“Or the laymen are gonna catch us on their radars and try to shoot us down,” Percy adds, appearing through the hole we’ve left behind in the ice sheet.
I nod, scanning the horizon for any sign of the Shade, the setting sun’s reflection off the snowy landscape stabbing at my eyes. My stomach clenches with the fear of losing the creature. This is my chance to make the black-vein murders stop, my chance to make him pay for what he did to my father.
“North,” says a feminine voice.
I look over my shoulder, expecting to see another knight, then drop a few feet in the air in surprise.
“Blanchefleur? What are you doing here?” I ask.
The wind whips the Fey warrior’s brown curls about her oval face. “I was sent as a replacement for my sister,” she says.
“Your sis…you mean Sameerah?”
Arthur’s frown deepens. “I thought she was a Watcher?” he says, looking at me questioningly.
“She is,” Blanchefleur says with a cynical smile. “But all Watchers were warriors at one point, and it’s hard to quell one’s nature entirely.”
“Not that I’m not enjoying this little reunion party,” I say, “but the more we linger about, the more my prey’s getting away.”
“Your prey?” Arthur asks angrily, but I fly off before he can stop me again, tearing through the sky towards the northern shores.
I hear the others launch after me as I graze the growing cloud line, hoping to get another sight of the Shade.
“Keep going,” Blanchefleur says, closing the gap between us as I slow down.
“How can you tell?” I ask her.
“The Aether,” she says, and in a burst of speed she zooms ahead.
“Ain’t she grand?” Percy shouts at me, letting out a whoop as he trails after her.
We follow Blanchefleur over the length of Lake Winnebago, passing the site of our battle with Mordred’s hordes, before veering along the highway and resuming our course northward. As the sun slowly sinks over the horizon, setting the world ablaze, I find myself shivering in the freezing wind and wish I had a thick, winter coat on. But the weather down in Lake High is always so fair, I have a tendency to forget what it’s like up at the surface.
Blanchefleur suddenly swerves left, and the rows of houses give way to long stretches of snowy fields. Then, at long last, the Fey warrior dips towards the ground.
“He’s here,” she says as we land beside a small farm.
“How can you tell?” Arthur asks, his breath fogging in the air.
“I can feel him,” she replies, her jaw set with determination. “He is like a blight upon this world, can you not sense it?”
She unsheathes her sword and the crystal blade lights up, reflecting off the snow in a myriad of tiny rainbows. I try to open up my senses, like Lugh’s attempted to teach me, and for a moment I think I can feel the earth around me, vibrant with life despite the winter.
Except for one place.
I stare at the farmhouse standing peacefully before us. Something is in there, distorting everything around it like a vortex. I gasp at the shock of the sensation, my vision doubling, then the feeling is gone.
“What’s the matter?” Arthur asks me, his longsword held tightly in his gloved fists.
“Death,” I say, darting towards the building.
I reach the front porch to find the door ripped off its hinges, parts of the wall around the frame crumbling to dust. The air crackles with energy as I step over the rubble and inside the hallway.
The wooden floor creaks as the others walk in after me.
“What’s that?” Percy whispers, pointing at strange, moldy patches leading further into the house.
“Blood,” Blanchefleur growls. “His.”
A satisfied smirk stretches my lips—I’ll have to remember to thank the banshee for her good work today, if I ever get to see her again.
As I make my slow way forward, my feet moving silently over the barren floor, I see the shadows shift and turn around as a dark shape throws itself at me. We fall together on the floor, the air rushing out of my lungs.
With a sharp war cry, Blanchefleur launches herself at the Shade, her crystal blade cutting through the monster’s shadows. I gasp as the Shade’s face emerges from its tenebrous cowl—his eyes have been sown shut and, from beneath his sutured eyelids, seeps the dark, poisonous mist.
The Shade lifts itself from me with a roar, a column of black fog erupting from him and into Blanchefleur, sending the Fey warrior crashing through the wall and into the next room.
“Milady!” Percy shouts, running over to her as Arthur edges my way.
I see the Shade prepare to launch another attack and react intuitively. I raise my hands, willing the creature to be blasted away. A surge of power bursts out of me, lighting the whole room with its fire, and catches the Shade square in the back.
The creature lets out another roar before slowly turning towards me. I blink through the haze of pain burgeoning in my head as the Shade’s ghost-pale hand emerges from the depths of its shadows. I cringe away—can nothing stop it?
But before it can touch me, Arthur’s sword swings down towards the Shade. The Fey creature hisses, pulling back, then slams its fist down, black poisonous tendrils of smoke swelling from it. Arthur calls forth an air shield before the poisoned vapors can hit us, but the sylphid screen blasts apart at the contact. Arthur cries out as the ogham shatters on his finger in a flash of light.
“No!” I yell, reaching for Arthur as the Shade’s hand now reaches for Arthur.
The distant sound of a horn echoes in the distance, strong and insistent, and the Fey stops. There’s another long blast, and the Shade finally retracts its hand.
“Soooooon,” it promises, before tearing through the closed windows.
I push myself up onto my feet, ready to follow, when Arthur grabs my arm.
“Don’t,” he says, gasping. “It’s too dangerous.”
“I can’t let it get away,” I say, struggling to get out of his grasp.
Arthur wraps his other arm around me, keeping me anchored to the ground. “Please,” he says, and the despair in his voice makes me pause. “I almost lost you again, I can’t let it happen a third time.”
I grind my teeth together, and a couple of sparks dance over my skin as I try to force myself to calm down.
“Would ya look at that?” Percy calls out at us.
Arthur and I cross over to the other room through the wrecked wall. In the light of Percy’s floating salamander orbs, we see four bodies lying on the carpet in the middle of the living room, the smell of rotten flesh heavy around us.
“It fed on them,” Blanchefleur says, looking fine except for a thin trail of blood down her cheek.
“It what?” Percy asks, looking revolted.
Blanchefleur points to the bodies, their flesh streaked with black. “It’s a Dark Sidhe so it can’t use any outside energy like we do,” she explains. “That means it has to steal it.”
“I thought you were all linked?” Arthur says with a frown.
“Regular Fey are,” Blanchefleur says with a shrug. “But these? They’ve gone too far. The only way for them to get unlimited powers like us would be…” She stops, then shakes her head. “But no, that wouldn’t happen.”
“What wouldn’t happen?” I ask, my vision blurring as a wave of nausea hits me.
Blanchefleur’s limpid blue eyes alight upon me, and she frowns. “If they were to open the Gates of Hell,” she says at last.
A sharp pain blooms behind my eyes, pulsing along with my hearbeats, and my hands fall limp at my sides. I have the brief sensation that the earth is tilting crazily to the side before Arthur catches me.
“What’s wrong?” he asks, checking my vitals.
I try to flick his hand away but I barely have the strength to keep on breathing. Arthur’s hand grabs mine and he holds it up, and through my hazy vision I can tell the black veins have started to recede.
“She’s healing,” he says, “so why is she like this?”
Blanchefleur’s face appears next to his. “She’s drawn too much of her own energy,” she says with a snort. “It’s a wonder she’s held this long, really.”
“Is there anything we can do?” Arthur asks.
“You need to let her rest,” I hear Blanchefleur answer in a carefree way. “But what she should do is figure out how to link up to the Aether.”




“Just a little further…that’s right…be careful, there’s a step here…”
“Arthur, I’m tired, not dumb,” I say, irritated, as he leads me out of the farmhouse and to the lone pickup truck we’re going to have to steal now that neither of us can fly.
“Which makes you so much more docile,” Arthur says with an evil smile.
I glare at him, wishing Blanchefleur and Percy had stayed with us. But Blanchefleur hates any machinery, and Percy, like the love-struck puppy that he’s become, went with her, leaving me with an overprotective Arthur.
It doesn’t take long for Arthur to jumpstart the farm’s pickup truck once he’s helped me inside, and we’re soon on the road back to North Asylum Bay.
Despite my fatigue, I’m wound up as tight as a spring. We left the school while it was still under attack—what will we get back to?
“Did they come for the Sangraal then?” I ask, after we’ve been driving for a while.
“Probably,” Arthur says. “And they knew precisely when to strike. Today was the only day the Sangraal would’ve been out of our school’s protective spells….”
His voice trails off but I know what he’s thinking about—the spy.
“What I want to know is why they attacked us on two fronts,” Arthur says after a while. “The second team was too small to cause much of a diversion, so they must’ve gone for stealth, trying to get to a specific target.”
I sink further into my seat, feeling crabby. “Me,” I say, trying to sound composed and failing miserably. “It wasn’t just my blood they wanted. That Shade was trying to get me to go with it.”
“What for?” Arthur asks.
I shrug. “Beats me.” Unless they’re planning on serving Carman my head on a platter, nice and fresh.
Arthur tightens his hold on the steering wheel until the leather of his gloves creaks, then he lets out a long, drawn-out breath. “That must be why Lugh wanted to give you protection,” he say.
“I guess,” I say with a loud yawn. “Though to be perfectly honest, since he mentioned the Board, I thought he meant against, you know, other knights and stuff.”
Arthur’s jaw tightens. “You mean Jennifer. Unfortunately, there are some reports that say you attacked her.”
“What?” I exclaim, straightening up, all fatigue gone as my blood boils at this new injustice.
“Of course, I don’t believe them,” Arthur says, glancing quickly at me, “but there’s no proof either way.”
“The whole class was present!” I yell, outraged. “They all saw her pull a gun on me!”
Arthur nods. “Perhaps, but no one will attest to it.”
“Not even Keva?” I ask.
“The word of a squire,” Arthur says carefully, “doesn’t always hold much against that of a full-fledged knight. And Keva’s your friend, which makes her an unreliable witness.”
“The world certainly blows, doesn’t it?” I mutter.
I watch the freeway’s lights gleam off Arthur’s remaining rings, and my thoughts drift back to the Shade, to that moment when Arthur’s ogham gave out and left us both defenseless. If it hadn’t been for that horn—Mordred’s horn, I now know—we might both be dead right now.
“Uh oh,” Arthur says.
“What?” I ask, looking outside the window to see if the Shade is following us.
“Out of gas,” Arthur says with a sigh. “Hopefully they won’t pay too much attention to our clothes.”
“Why?” I ask.
“I’m wearing my battle armor,” he says, “whereas you’re still in your school uniform. And there’s a curfew, remember?”
He exits the freeway and pulls into a lonely gas station.
“Won’t they notice that this is a stolen vehicle?” I ask.
“Not if we don’t stand out,” Arthur says. “So stay in the truck.”
“How long’s it going to take?” I ask. “’Cause I’ve really got to pee.”
Arthur lets out a defeated sigh. “In, out,” he says at last.
I rush over to the back of the building where the restrooms are while Arthur fills up the tank. But by the time I’m done, he’s waiting for me at the lavatory’s door.
“What are you—”
“Shhh,” Arthur says, wrapping his arm around my shoulders.
I stiffen up, but he holds me close to him and I don’t have the strength to push him away.
“Just play along, and don’t say a word,” he whispers to me as he leisurely guides me back to the truck.
And then I see it: A black and white police car, its owner drinking a steaming cup of coffee while waiting for the car to fill up.
“He’s looking at us,” I whisper anxiously.
“Don’t bite,” Arthur says, leaning in.
And before I can ask what he’s talking about, he kisses me. A deep, long kiss that makes me dizzy from lack of air. I try to smack him but Arthur keeps his arm firmly anchored around my shoulders, steering me past the cop car to our stolen truck.
Finally, Arthur breaks away to open the door for me.
“Good evenin’,” the cop says, raising his cup of coffee in salute, though I spot no smile under his thick moustache. “Cold, ainna?”
Mouthing off a curse, Arthur pushes me into the passenger seat before slamming the door shut. Then, before my very eyes, his whole posture changes.
“How’s by you, officer?” Arthur replies with the thickest Wisconsin accent I’ve ever heard.
The man nods, but drops his friendly smile as he stares through the windshield at me.
“Heard dey got another ten feet of snow up nort,” Arthur says, oozing calm and composure.
“Uff-da,” the cop says. “So whatcha doin’, hey? Shouldn’t ya be back home? There’s a curfew goin’ on.”
Arthur grins sheepishly. “Me an’ mah girl, we on da way back, but we run outta gas after stoppin’ to da Pig31…”
I see the cop frown then, after one tense minute, he relents. “Better get back home quick, now,” he says at last. “’N drive safe.”
“Yes, sir!” Arthur says.
He quickly gets back inside the truck and drives off. I watch the cop stare pensively at us in the side view mirror, praying he doesn’t suddenly change his mind and pulls us over.
“Hopefully they won’t find this truck too quickly,” Arthur says. “Because when they do, they’re going to find who really owns it. And when they find out who owns it, they’re going to find—”
“—the dead family,” I finish for him. “Which means…”
“You and I are going to be wanted men,” Arthur says with a bright smile.
I stare at him, wide-eyed. How can he take this so lightly? Then again, he’s never been falsely accused of murder before. Probably.
“Don’t worry,” Arthur says. “The Order’s good at covering our tracks.”
He tries to pat my knee but I jerk away, and Arthur’s frown returns.
“Our lawyers will deal with anything that may happen,” he says. “Besides, Luther owns half the businesses in the area, which tends to get the local authorities to turn a blind eye on our unusual activities. It might not abide by the rules of knighthood, but I must admit it can come in handy.”
“I’ve always wondered,” I say, Neenah city’s lights now at our backs, “why Wisconsin? I mean, there’s millions of lakes out there in the world, why this one? You could have settled in a bigger town, like New York or Chicago, for example, considering how much Luther and the others travel.”
“It’s because it’s not a big city that we’re here,” Arthur says. “Do you remember your Lore class? How Carman’s sons left the old world after her defeat?”
“Sir Lincoln may have mentioned it,” I say evasively.
“That was just the start,” Arthur says, “especially after the Industrialization Age started. A lot of Fey migrated to the Americas for survival, and to the Midwest in particular, where the great, empty spaces provided them with some measure of safety.”
“So you guys followed them here,” I say.
“That’s right. Wisconsin turned out to be as good a place as any to create our link to Avalon. We even had Carman’s prison set up here under the theory that too much human interference such as modern buildings and machinery would have weakened the spell. Although urbanization did catch up with us, eventually, which is one of the reasons why I believe the wards around Carman’s prison were overcome so easily.”
I repress a shiver. Twelve people have been forced to give up their lives for Carman’s freedom; I can’t call that easy. I close my eyes as Dean’s last moments replay in my mind, as he willingly offered his life to save me. Or, I suddenly wonder, was it because he had another purpose for me? If only Dean were still alive, I’d be able to ask him what he, Mordred, and now that Shade want me for.
“Saint George’s balls!” I exclaim, making Arthur nearly drive off the road in surprise. “Elias was right, those freaks must be her sons too!”
“Who is whose son?” Arthur asks.
“That Shade and Mordred must be Carman’s other two sons,” I say. “Dean said he wasn’t working alone, and I saw traces of the Shade over on Island Park when you guys had Nibs give you a tour. And then Mordred showed up when she escaped. And isn’t it also funny that they now both want me for something?”
Arthur nods pensively. “It’s a possibility. They’re both certainly powerful enough. But there are a lot of powerful Fey out there. Lugh’s one of them, for instance. Lady Vivian another.”
“I don’t know if you’ve noticed,” I say, annoyed he’s not jumping to the same conclusion I have despite my stunning evidence, “but they don’t quite exude the same vibes as these creepy guys.”
“I’ll keep your theory in mind,” Arthur says as we exit the highway. “Just don’t mention it to anyone else until we’ve got definite proof. People are already on the fence when it comes to you, I don’t want to add fuel to the fire by suggesting you know more about the Dark Sidhe than we do.”
“Fine,” I retort, sullenly. “But don’t blame me again when the shit hits the fan.”

Unfortunately, the shit has hit the fan, and hard, as our return to Lake High makes abundantly clear.
“What’s the update?” Arthur asks Lance the moment our barge lands by the arena, away from the battle’s carnage.
Lance shakes his head, his hair sticking to his scalp with what I can only assume to be blood. “We repelled their advance,” he says, “unfortunately they got the Sangraal.”
Arthur’s footsteps falter as we make our way up the stairs to the KORT room, but he quickly resumes his ascent.
“But that’s not the most pressing issue right now,” Lance says. “The villagers are incensed about the towers not going up fast enough, and Agravain’s—”
“It is the most crucial thing!” someone exclaims ahead of us.
Arthur’s hand goes automatically for his sword, but he relaxes his posture again when a white figure steps through the threshold onto the landing.
“Rip,” Arthur says.
The albino man nods in greeting. “Do you know what the Sidhe call the Sangraal?” he asks. “Lapis Exillis, the name for the gift God gave Lucifer, before the latter decided to go its own way. It has the ability to restore any Fey to health.”
“We were already aware of that,” Lance says.
“But don’t you see?” the albino man insists. “Carman wanted it to restore her powers. How can there be anything more pressing than that? The only thing that may play in our favor until we figure out a way to get the Sangraal back, is that the cup can only be used by those of the right blood lineage.”
“How do you know all of this?” Arthur asks.
“I spent time with the Fey, remember,” Rip replies.
“Why didn’t you speak up beforehand?” Lance asks. “It would have helped when the Board was here.”
“And I wouldn’t have had Irene rip me a new one either,” I add, recalling how she nearly kidnapped me in the library, demanding I tell her how to make the Sangraal work.
“I thought the fewer people who knew its secrets, the better,” Rip says. “After a while, the Board would have gotten tired of it, and it would have become just another mystical, but useless, artifact locked up in their vaults. Besides, who would have believed a crazy man?”
Looking grim, Arthur and Lance climb up the remaining steps to the second landing, but as I make to follow them, Rip stops me.
“Dr. Cockleburr would like to see you,” he whispers. “Wants to see if you can do something for that Elias boy.”
“He’s alive?” I ask, my mouth gone dry.
“He’s still breathing,” the albino says, “which isn’t saying much. But Dr. Cockleburr has faith in your skills.”
I look down at my blackened hands. Even in the dim hallway light I can see that my arm has fully recovered from the Shade’s poison. I give a quick nod.
“I-I’ll give it a try,” I say, and Rip bounds down the stairs ahead of me.
We find the infirmary packed with injured people—a sight that’s become all too familiar lately. The lucky ones are moaning in pain or crying hysterically, others, however, have the stillness only found in corpses.
“What is she doing here?” someone snarls in my direction.
“Get the witch out of here!” a girl yells frantically, despite poor Henry’s attempts to calm her down. “She’s bad luck!”
“She’s going to make us all die,” someone else wails.
Dr. Cockleburr’s angry face pops in from the casualty room. “Quiet!” she snaps. “Or I won’t see any of you.” The doctor then waves for me to follow her down to the intensive care unit. “His pulse is faint and erratic, while his breathing’s labored,” Dr. Cockleburr tells me as she marches towards the end of the long ward. “At one point Marianne thought his heart had stopped altogether. Can you do anything?”
She stops before the furthest bed where Elias now lies, still and pale against the white bed sheets, except for the blackness of his veins.
I take a deep, shuddering breath. “I can’t promise anything,” I say at last. “But I’ll do my best.”
“It’s all I can ask for,” Dr. Cockleburr says.
She yanks on the curtains that separate the bed from the rest of the room to give us a little privacy, before hurrying away, her heals clicking on the tile floor.
I creep up to Elias’s side, then sit down on the bed, brushing his red curls away from his cold forehead. A shallow breath escapes his dark lips, carrying the faint smell of rot, and the massive knot in my stomach tightens with fear.
Just think of those you’ve healed already, I tell myself, to calm down. Like Arthur, and Jennifer. No, don’t think of Jennifer. Think instead of the pregnant lady, and how she got to hold her baby afterwards.
I keep my hand on Elias’s forehead, then close my eyes and start to pray. I don’t know how long I remain hunched over the boy, but this time I recognize the tell-tale signs of my abilities at work—the prickling sensation coursing through my body, the strange warmth that follows along before it erupts from my hands.
And the headache that surges again, more virulent than before, like someone’s decided to take a chisel to my skull. I force the bile back down and make myself take deep breaths to avoid passing out.
A hand suddenly comes to rest on my back.
“I think it’s over,” Rip says.
I blink my eyes open, sweat pouring down my forehead. I’m afraid to look at Elias, afraid to have to admit defeat. Then I feel the boy shift under my hand as he takes a long, quivering breath.
I sag in relief, laughing deliriously. There’s another stabbing pain behind my eyes and I feel myself topple forward before Rip catches me.
“What the hell did you do to her?” a distant voice asks.
Arthur. My lips move but no sound comes. I want to tell him I managed to use my powers for something good again. I want him to be able to stand proud because of me, to be able to tell all the others that they were wrong and shouldn’t be afraid of me anymore.
But I’m so tired.
I barely register the pair of sturdy arms that lift me up. My head rolls to the side and comes to rest against a solid shoulder, the metal woven in the shirt deliciously cool against my feverish skin. I smile to myself then fall asleep.

“I will not allow more children to be sacrificed because of their parents’ cupidity!”
The harsh whisper wakes me with a start. I look about, disoriented. The window’s to my left now, instead of at my head. Did Keva rearrange the room while I wasn’t paying attention? And then I recognize the large, four-poster bed, and the weapon-covered wall beside it. I’m in Arthur’s bedroom.
I roll off the bed and land softly on the balls of my feet. Outside, I can dimly see the line of fires from the camps of knights standing guard around the school, like a long string of fallen stars against the black canvas of the fields.
“Thanks to you, the Fey are now unbeatable,” says a clear voice I immediately recognize as belonging to Agravain. “If we still had Excalibur, I bet you’d just hand that over to them as well, wouldn’t you?”
I silently crack the door open and find myself face to face with Agravain, the knight’s blue eyes intense despite his relaxed posture. Standing before him is Arthur, looking ready to pounce on him and punch his teeth out.
“This isn’t an unprecedented event,” Arthur retorts. “When our order was founded, we neither had Excalibur, nor the Sangraal, nor did anybody know how to use oghams for that matter. Yet that did not prevent us from winning battles.”
“Back then, knights were great warriors,” Agravain says, “not kids playing sword games.”
“What are you saying, Agravain?”
“I’m saying that it’s long past time you gave up your hold on KORT and the rest of the school,” Agravain says. “We need to run this place with an iron fist, to return our knights to their previous standards instead of churning out a bunch of sissies. That’s why we keep being decimated in every battle.”
Now I really want to punch his teeth out. Hasn’t he noticed how hard Arthur works to keep us all safe?
“Are you saying I should let the Board take over?” Arthur asks.
“They certainly have more experience than you do in matters of war,” Agravain answers.
Arthur barks out a laugh. “You fool,” he says. “If you leave Lake High to the Board, the balance we’ve maintained over the years will be completely wiped out. They don’t care about our original mission to keep the peace and protect the innocent.”
“The innocent don’t include any Fey, Arthur,” Agravain retorts. “I don’t see what’s so wrong about bringing all of Avalon down, even if it means no more Lake High.”
“Do you honestly believe the Board doesn’t want anything Fey to exist anymore?” Arthur asks. “All they care about is preserving their own power, using all means necessary, even if it’s Fey. So don’t delude yourself, Agravain. They just want to keep doing what they’ve always done, and they don’t mind using kids, as you call us, to do their dirty deeds while they stay inside the comfort of their own rooms.
“But I won’t let them use us as cannon fodder. I will make them give us troops to defend Lake High, no matter the cost, and I will find a way to make a truce with the Fey!”
I can almost hear Agravain grinding his teeth. “Not everyone at Camaaloth wants to keep the status quo, Arthur,” he spits at last. “Trust me. You better kiss your little world goodbye, because it will soon be gone, and so will your crazy fiancée and that pet demon of yours.”
Agravain turns sharply on his heels then marches away.
“Pack our bags,” Arthur says curtly as Agravain disappears around the corner, “we’re going to Camaaloth.”
I nod, hiding my face from him, for despite what’s been happening, I can’t help but feel a thrill of excitement—I’m finally going to find out the whole truth about my father!




The plane starts its slow descent over Lake Geneva’s western point, having just passed the snow-covered French Alps. Somewhere on the other side of the lake is my old school, and I catch myself wondering what Sister Marie-Clémence would think if she knew I was back.
“Will you stop kicking my seat?” Arthur asks, turning around to glare at Percy.
“Why couldn’t Blanchefleur come along?” Percy asks with a pout.
“Because,” Arthur says, drawing in air loudly through his nose, “she doesn’t like planes.”
Percy leans forward and sticks his head in between Arthur’s and my seat. “But she’s supposed to be Morgan’s bodyguard,” he whispers. “Her not bein’ here means she’s shirkin’ her responsibilities, if ya ask me.”
“Nobody asked you,” Arthur says. “Now sit back and stop bugging me.”
I lean against the cold window, watching the grey clouds thick with snow stream past us. If that one had a longer tail, it would look like a dragon. I flick my index finger down like a painter would on her canvas. To my surprise, I see the cloud follow my movement a split second later.
I straighten up in my seat, looking back. Yep, the cloud definitely looks like a dragon now. I stare at my finger. Did I really just do that? I point at another cloud and, biting on my lower lip in concentration, I retrace its outline, making it a little rounder on one end, then adding two pretty little ears.
I giggle. “Look, it’s a rabbit!” I tell Arthur, drawing his attention to my piece of art.
“That’s nice,” Arthur says distractedly before looking back behind him. “Percy! What did I say about my seat?”
“She’ll be waitin’ at the airport though, right?” I hear Percy ask as I go back to my cloud-sculpting.
Being part Fey does have its perks, it seems, especially when one’s bored. By the time the plane doubles back over the lake to head for the airport, the whole sky looks like a fluffy zoo, and I smile at my masterpiece proudly.
“Look mommy, the hippo’s going to go boom,” I hear a kid say a few seats up from me.
“That’s right,” I whisper happily to myself, “the hippo’s about to go—what?”
I jerk closer to the window to scan the clouds and grow still with worry as the hippo’s butt balloons to engulf the dragon’s head. Strong winds whip around the rabbit and the hedgehog next to it, merging them together in some deformed monster, bolts of lightning illuminating its growing belly from the inside.
My cute sculptures have turned into the terrifying picture of an evil scientific experiment gone wrong.
The plane takes a sudden dive and someone at the back screams.
A woman’s voice crackles overhead. “This is your captain. We’ve hit some unforeseen turbulence. Please remain securely seated until we land. Flight staff, prepare for landing, this is going to be a bumpy ride.”
“You don’t think it’s them, do you?” Percy asks, sticking his head in between our seats again.
Arthur throws me a quick look. “No,” he says, his brow deeply furrowed as I clutch at my armrests, horrified at what I’ve done.
Arthur grabs my hand and squeezes it tightly. “It’ll be alright,” he says calmly, “just let it be and breathe.”
“Maybe I can stop it,” I say.
“Don’t,” Arthur says. “You’ll only make things worse. Even fully-trained knights with years of experience have to be very careful when dealing with the weather. It’s one of the hardest things to control, and oftentimes all they can do is try to minimize the damage.”
My stomach seems to jump into my mouth as the plane takes another sharp dive.
“So there’s people who do this on a regular basis?” I ask through clenched teeth.
I’m probably crushing Arthur’s metacarpals by now, but he doesn’t seem to notice.
“I know we’re in a plane an’ all,” Percy says, his face popping next to ours again, “but ain’t feelin’ too good without my toad stabber32.”
“You have your oghams on you,” Arthur retorts.
“Yeah, but what about the rest of our traps?” Percy asks. “In case ya haven’t noticed, our oghams aren’t exactly cooperatin’ these days.”
“I had noticed,” Arthur says, his patience fraying quickly now, “which is why I offered you to stay behind.”
“I wasn’t gonna stay behind when my future rib33’s headin’ over to H.Q.,” Percy retorts.
“I doubt Blanchefleur’s coming so you can flirt with her,” Arthur says.
“You don’t think this is a welcome present from my sweetheart then?” Percy asks, motioning towards the window.
By way of answer, Arthur pushes Percy’s face back. Sweat pools at my temples now as we lurch forward. Lightning flashes, illuminating the whole cabin in stark white, immediately followed by the thunder’s deafening boom.
Then the plane hits the ground, bouncing a few times before coming to a rolling stop.
There’s a second of silence as the passengers take in the fact that we’re still alive, then everyone bursts out clapping and I feel Arthur’s hand relax around mine.
“See?” he says, looking rather pale. “Everything’s fine.”
“I think I need a barf bag,” I say, promising myself never to play with the weather again.

To Percy’s greatest happiness, a disgruntled and highly jumpy Blanchefleur is waiting for us outside of baggage claim. I look about us nervously—the last time I was at this airport was with Dean, having just been accused of murder, and I expect to see the inspector waiting for me at every corner, just as he promised.
“G’day, sweetheart,” Percy tells the Fey warrior.
“We better get going,” Blanchefleur says, glaring at a businessman ogling her. “This storm’s not right.”
“Yeah,” Arthur says while I feel myself blush to the roots of my hair, “Morgan had a little fun earlier.”
Percy and Blanchefleur eye me—he in mock betrayal, and she appraisingly.
“Ya coul’ve gotten us killed,” Percy says, drawing a number of curious looks from other travelers.
“It seems your control has gotten better,” Blanchefleur says instead, and I stare at her in surprise. “Lugh will be pleased to hear it.”
“Will he be coming?” Arthur asks as we head outside towards a waiting limousine.
Blanchefleur nods, her lips pinched in disapproval. “When the time is right, you know how to contact him.”
Percy beats the driver to the punch and opens the door for us. “Milady,” he says, bowing towards Blanchefleur.
But she barely spares him a glance, and turns to me. “You still ought to be careful,” she says. “The more activity you cause, the more traceable you become.”
Above the airport, the sky still looks pissed, attempting to skewer things left and right with its thunderbolts, and I hunch my shoulders, contrite.
“I will meet you at your headquarters,” Blanchefleur says.
And, ignoring a disappointed Percy, she strides off towards the footbridge that spans the wide, car-filled road, and leads to a patch of snow-covered trees.
The ride is spent in utter silence, or it would be if it weren’t for Percy talking our ears off about how miserable Blanchefleur must be for not being with him. Finally, as we head north, leaving Geneva behind, I look about us curiously.
“I thought Camaaloth was in the city,” I say.
Percy laughs. “Really? That’s sweet.”
“It would have been too dangerous,” Arthur says, “for lay people and for us.”
“Plus we don’t wanna blow our cover,” Percy adds. His face splits into a wide smile as our car finally slows down before a heavily-gated building. “She’s here!”
Percy opens the door and jumps out without giving the car a chance to stop, rolls onto the snow, then comes bounding up to stand before Blanchefleur. I would find the scene comical if it weren’t for Percy’s look of utter admiration.
“He really likes her, doesn’t he?” I ask.
Arthur shrugs. “It’s Percy. He’s never been known to follow the norm.”
A twinge of worry pinches my heart. “That’s not going to make things easy for him, is it?”
“It’s his life, he does what he wants with it,” Arthur replies.
“And you don’t mind that she’s one of those you’re trying to enslave?” I ask.
“It’s high time for us to put our childish prejudices away,” Arthur says, staring gloomily at Camaaloth.
From the outside, our Order’s headquarters look like any regular, peaceful country club—if by regular and peaceful you include gated access, guards at every door, and people dressed in strange clothes walking in and out of the place with dangerous don’t-bother-me-or-I’ll-sock-you airs.
Inside the massive entrance hall, any pretend air of cute Swiss vacation spot has been tossed away to make room for an intense-looking security check zone decked out with all the latest high-tech gadgets. Except, I soon realize, that these high-tech gadgets are actually Fey-powered.
“What are they doing?” I ask as we join the end of a long line.
“Making sure you’re not bringing in any unregistered weapons,” Arthur says.
“Good thing you guys didn’t bring your swords, huh?” I say, nudging Percy in the ribs.
But for once Percy doesn’t crack a smile. “It’s our oghams they check,” he says.
He casts a worried look at Blanchefleur then steps protectively close to her, despite being nearly half her size.
“Don’t worry about me, human,” Blanchefleur says. She flexes her fingers, as if itching for a fight. “I can very well take care of myself.”
We move quickly to the front of the line and I watch curiously as the woman before us places her luggage on the conveyor belt. The large trunks and suitcases are whisked from view under a wide, rectangular metal box covered in oghams that light up in changing patterns.
At a sign from the guard, the woman struts up to stand spread-eagled before him, her fur coat hanging on her like the pelt of a mammoth. The tall guard whispers into his hands then stretches them over the visitor and a soft purple glow enrobes them both. When his hands reach the woman’s neck, however, the glow suddenly turns a violent red.
“A moment please while we check our records,” the guard says to the woman before pulling out a beautiful hand-held mirror that would make Keva turn green with envy.
“What now?” the woman asks, with an accent that reminds me of Sir Boris. “Don’t you know who I am? I have been traveling hours to get here and I’m tired and thirsty!”
Unfazed, the guard unwraps the fur scarf from around the woman’s neck to search it. Finally, he pulls out a small, furry creature from a pocket concealed at one end of the long piece of cloth.
“I believe you have an unrecorded Fey on you,” the guard finally says.
The fur ball unrolls itself and blinks two tire-sized eyes that scintillate like rubies. It lets out a small, questioning yip before pulling on its short, triangular pink ears with tiny black paws.
“That is only a pet,” the woman sniffs haughtily.
“Be that as it may, Lady Tanya,” the guard says, “but you cannot keep it during your stay with us.”
And he pulls out a metallic cage from under the counter. At its sight, the small creature starts whining nervously. It looks pleadingly at its mistress then tries to hop away towards her, but the guard grabs it by the collar and slams it inside the cage.
The whines turn into terrified squeals, and I start forward, ready to berate them for their lack of humanity, but Arthur keeps me in check.
“Don’t draw more attention to yourself than need be,” he says under his breath.
Biting on my lower lip, I watch helplessly as the woman is helped back into her fur coat.
“That creature cost me a pretty ruble,” she says as the cage is carried away to a back room. “I trust I will get it back when I leave?”
“If it’s deemed controllable, it will be returned to you,” the guard says.
“And if it’s not?” I ask Arthur, my hands clenched into tight fists.
“It’ll be destroyed,” Percy answers for him.
I feel a burst of heat coming from deep inside me, my powers spreading down my limbs like wildfire. How dare they treat a defenseless, innocent creature like that?
Blanchefleur turns to me urgently. “Not now!” she whispers with a severe pinch, startling me out of my rightful fury.
Before I can argue back, however, Arthur pushes me forward and I find it’s my turn to get scanned. To my relief, the guard’s purple glow doesn’t alter and I’m quickly sent through.
Suitcase in hand, I wait for the others by the exit, and find myself staring at the Board’s sigil depicted on the ceiling in a gigantic mosaic, the horned man’s beard falling in long waves down the walls.
“Camulos,” Arthur says, coming to stand beside me a moment later, “the war god whose name this place takes after.”
“I thought you guys were about peace and cooperation,” I say sarcastically. “Isn’t that what you told Agravain?”
“That’s what our school was created for,” Arthur says. “Not our Order.”
“They’re not one and the same?” I ask, looking away from the pagan god in surprise.
“Not at all,” Arthur says. “But our Order’s the only on that recognizes Lake High, though not all on the Board approve of our mission anymore.”
“Wait,” I say. “How many other Orders are there?”
“Just a few,” Arthur says. “Take, for instance, Lady Tanya who just left. She’s a visiting member of the Order of the Knights of the Watch—”
“It’s Blanchefleur’s turn,” Percy interrupts us, looking agitated while readjusting his cowboy belt,
Arthur tenses as Blanchefleur walks up to the guard.
“Your luggage,” the man says pointing at the conveyor belt.
“I don’t have any, unless you count my clothes,” Blanchefleur says slyly.
The guard finally looks up from the metal box’s screen and I see him blush furiously when he takes in the skin-tight clothes that cover Blanchefleur’s curvaceous body.
“Th-that won’t be necessary,” he says, unable to take his eyes off her.
He stumbles around his machine towards her, eager to start the body scan. But the moment his hands come within inches of her body, the purple glow turns scarlet. Flustered, the guard moves his hands further down Blanchefleur’s body, but the color remains the same sanguine red.
“W-will you please remove your oghams so we may reference them with our catalogue?” the guard finally asks.
“That will be difficult,” Blanchefleur says with a carnivorous smile. She leans close to the tall man but not close enough to touch his iron-filled suit. “You see, the oghams are inside of me.”
“That’s h-highly irregular,” the guard sputters.
Percy moves in territorially, forcing the guard to back away from Blanchefleur. “He sure hasn’t been hired for his brains, has he?” he drawls out.
The guard’s blush drains from his sallow cheeks. With a deep sigh, Arthur hands me his luggage then reaches inside his coat.
“She’s my guest,” he tells the guard, handing him a blue sheet of paper. “The Council has ratified her presence here. Did they not notify you of our arrival?”
The guard’s eyes narrow as he looks at Arthur’s form, then widen again until the whites show around his irises. He picks up his fancy mirror again and talks into it agitatedly. Finally, after a long, tense minute, the guard nods and turns back to us.
“Everything’s in order,” he says, handing Arthur his form back. “But the, uh, creature must wear restraints at all times.”
He pulls out a pair of wide iron cuffs from under the counter and Blanchefleur pulls away from him with a snarl.
“You put those on me and I will fry all your equipment in here,” she says.
“Those won’t be necessary,” Arthur tells the guard, his voice brooking no argument. He’s standing straight as a rod, his face stern, exuding authority. “As stated in my papers, I take full responsibility for my guest’s behavior while we reside here,” Arthur continues. “Thank you for your concern.”
He motions for us to follow him, leading Blanchefleur away under the appalled looks of the other visitors.
Percy slaps the guard on the back, his jovial self returned. “Be good when the others arrive, eh?” he says, before sauntering after us.
“There’s m-more of them coming?” I hear the guard ask, sounding on the very edge of panic.

“Morgan! You’re finally here!”
I stumble under the weight of all the suitcases and boxes Arthur and Percy have dumped onto me, and they come crashing down around me. Why did they have to bring so much? They’re worse than girls.
“Isn’t this place marvelous?” Keva asks as I extricate myself from all the boxes.
I take in the lustrous chandeliers hanging from vaulted ceilings, the large paintings and tapestries depicting enchanting scenes of times long past when knights still fought on horseback and Fey held courts out in the open, all adorned with Christmas decorations that scintillate like a field of fireflies on a hot summer night.
I shrug, struggling to gather all the suitcases back together.
“I do hope you’re going to change out of that,” Keva says with a disapproving frown.
“What’s wrong with my uniform?” I ask.
“Morgan, Morgan, Morgan,” Keva says with an exasperated sigh, “have you learned nothing in Etiquette class?” She pauses as she remembers what happened during that one, awful lesson, then clears her throat self-consciously. “You need to dress for the occasion,” she continues, “which means proper clothes, not a school uniform that’s been mended a hundred times over. And that’s not even counting the ball.”
“Well they’re going to have to make do, because that’s all I’ve got,” I say.
In my hurry, I trip over a suitcase and fall sprawling onto the thick carpet.
“Saint George’s balls, why am I saddled with handling all this crap?” I ask, waving at the luggage spread across the hallway.
“Does the word ‘squire’ mean anything to you?” Keva retorts.
“Do I look like I’ve got ten arms?” I reply, flicking my hands up in frustration.
I gasp as a wind fans out from my fingers and the boxes suddenly lift up from the floor to remain suspended in the air.
“Well that’s practical,” Keva says with a touch of envy.
“Sure is,” I say, amazed at myself. “Except I have no idea what to do now.”
To the detriment of the other guests, Keva and I end up shepherding the luggage to our suite, herding them before us like a pair of sheepdogs.
Once inside our rooms, we stare at the floating parcels quizzically.
“Now what?” Keva asks.
“Not sure,” I say. “I’ve never done this before.”
I motion towards the suitcases, pretending to be pushing them back to the floor. They immediately bounce off each other before pelting towards the ceiling, then finally come crashing back down.
“That looked expensive,” Keva says, eyeing the remains of a lamp lying crushed under a fat trunk.
I shrug. “I’m sure the Pendragons have plenty of money to cover the expenses.”
“Talking about the Pendragons,” Keva says, lowering her voice as if afraid of being heard despite the two of us being alone, “I heard Arthur’s father’s trying to get the Board’s President kicked out.”
“For what?” I ask.
“Lack of competence, or something,” Keva says, collapsing onto the sofa.
I sink to the floor in front of the crackling fire. “Sounds like what they’re trying to do to Arthur back in Lake High. What goes around comes around, I guess.”
“Except this time it’s legit,” Keva says, folding herself over the sofa arm so she can look at me. “There have been reports of Fey who don’t react to iron.”
“Really?” I ask, basking in the fire’s warm glow. “How come? Are they…” I lift my eyes to Keva’s dark gaze. “Are they mixed, like me?”
Keva shakes her head. “Not that I’m aware of. And they can use their powers, so they don’t have a seal on them like that Dean of yours had.”
The doors to the suite burst open before I can ask her why that would be the President’s fault, and in walk Arthur, Percy, and Hadrian.
Blanchefleur enters last, and beelines for the patio doors to throw them wide open. A gust of wind makes the heavy curtains billow out, spraying snow across the rug.
Keva gasps at her sight. “Is that a—”
“Yes she’s Fey,” I say, shivering at the sudden cold. “And evidently immune to the freezing temperatures outside, unlike us regular folks.”
“You wouldn’t feel it either if you were more in tune with your powers,” Blanchefleur retorts.
“I think she’s done enough of that already,” Arthur says, scowling at me. “I heard you were terrorizing the other guests in the hallways?”
“That’s somewhat of a gross exaggeration,” Keva says meekly under Hadrian’s flinty look. “Only half a dozen people had to move out of our way, and Morgan caught Sir Dagonet before he fell down the stairs.”
“Besides,” I add to Arthur, “none of this would have happened if you hadn’t made me carry all of your stuff alone.”
Arthur wipes his hand over his face, looking tired.
“That is your job,” Hadrian says. “You can’t expect Arthur to lose face in front of the whole Board now, can you? Especially when he’s got such an important task in front of him.”
“You humans and your ridiculous rules,” Blanchefleur says from her end of the room. “I don’t get how you’ve managed to survive this long with them.”
“They are the basis for order and civility,” Hadrian says, stiffly. “Without them, we would fall into chaos and lawlessness. The weak would be unable to stand while the world would be ruled by merciless dictators. Without these rules—”
“You wouldn’t be floundering in hypocrisy,” Blanchefleur says disparagingly. “Despite your pretty words, this whole place reeks of the powerful keeping the weak under their thumb. In fact, I believe I saw a seal at the entrance chaining, if I counted correctly, a hundred and forty-four Fey to this place. Or am I wrong?”
An uncomfortable silence descends upon us and Blanchefleur shrugs.
“While you guys keep playing your absurd games,” she says, “I’ll be standing watch outside until Lugh arrives.”
In one step she’s across the balcony and jumping over the balustrade into the gardens three floors below.
“I don’t see why her presence is necessary here considering all the wards protecting Camaaloth,” Hadrian says, closing the patio doors on her.
“Wards can be broken,” Arthur says, putting his luggage away, “as we’ve witnessed ourselves.”
“Only if there’s someone on the inside to dismantle them,” I hear Hadrian murmur to himself. “And we’ve just brought in a perfect contender.”




“Our turn should be next,” Hadrian says as the door to the audience room opens.
“You’ve obviously never been ‘ere before,” Percy says with a yawn. “It ain’t a first come, first serve kinda dealio, Sparky. We depend upon the Board’s good graces and how well-intentioned they are towards our cause.”
Hadrian’s face clouds over. Ever since he voiced his disapproval of Blanchefleur yesterday, Percy has made it a point to contradict him about everything.
“But that means we could be here for ages then!” I say, tired of waiting in the massive antechamber.
Percy casts Arthur a tentative look. “Could be,” he says. “Dependin’ on how successful some of us have been at gerrymanderin’ 34.”
Keva gives me a look heavy with meaning and I know she’s thinking about Luther’s latest activities against the Board President.
“Lady Tanya,” the usher cries.
“Right here,” the woman from yesterday says.
She trots over to the usher as a pair of guards exits, half-carrying, half-dragging a man between them.
“I want my bodies back!” the man yells, trying to free himself from the burly men holding him.
The two guards toss the smaller man unceremoniously to the floor and he falls face-first before Lady Tanya. The woman clucks her tongue in obvious disapproval then waddles her way around him. Before the doors can close on her, however, the man springs back to his feet and tries to follow her inside the auditorium. But the guards, anticipating his move, block his way and the doors close shut.
“What do I tell their parents, then?” the man keeps yelling. “That some freak organization’s stolen their children’s bodies and won’t return them?”
I go still as the man finally turns around and reaches for a pack of cigarettes. As if sensing he’s being watched, his eyes lift to meet mine and his cigarette drops from his lips.
“You,” he whispers harshly.
I instinctively recoil from the man, shocked out of my wits. It’s the inspector who tried to convict me of Agnès’s murder, the one who vowed to put me behind bars no matter what.
The inspector crosses the carpeted room over to me, stomping on his unlit cigarette, his eyes never leaving my face.
But before he can reach me, Arthur cuts him off. “Sir, your hearing is over, you need to leave,” he says.
“I’ve got nothing to say to you, young man,” the inspector says, and even from around Arthur I can smell the insidious stench of stale tobacco coming from him. “It’s her I want.”
“I didn’t do it,” I say, the words I repeated so many times during my interrogation, what feels like oh-so-long-ago, automatically coming back to me.
The inspector barks out a laugh. “That’s what they all say,” he spits. “Yet they’re all guilty, and right enough, here you are.”
The inspector looks around the room, taking in the rich tapestries, the salamander-powered lamps hanging on the walls, the crowd of strangely dressed people.
“You’re some kind of secret organization, that much I can tell,” he says. “What is it? Freemasons? Illuminati? Opus Dei, perhaps? What?”
Arthur motions to someone by the exit and another guard hurries over to grab the inspector by the arm and steer him away from us.
“Come, Inspector Bossart,” the guard says. “Your appointment time is over.”
“They can try to protect you all they want,” the inspector shouts over his shoulder at me, “but I will find the missing link between your classmate’s murder and the latest killings. And then it won’t matter where you hide, I will get you!”
The antechamber’s door closes against the vociferating inspector, muffling his grating voice, and I let out a small sigh of relief.
“What was all the fuss about?” Percy asks at once.
“Nothing,” I mutter, playing with the tassels of the golden drapes that hang about one of the wall’s many half-columns.
“Don’t let that liar fool you,” a silvery voice says that makes every single hair on my body stand up.
“Not now, Jennifer,” Arthur says crossly.
“Not what now, Arthur dear?” Jennifer replies. “I’m just stating a fact. That tramp was accused of murder earlier this year, that is how Inspector Bossart and she are acquainted.”
“You forget she was acquitted,” Arthur replies.
“From lack of proper evidence,” Jennifer says, “not because she’d didn’t do it.”
“Heard it was another black-vein murder,” Percy says, cleaning his ear on his little finger, “an’ we all know who the perp is. So why dontcha stop blamin’ the innocent?”
“What are you doing here?” Arthur asks Jennifer before she can round on Percy. “I thought you were supposed to be… resting.”
Jennifer’s perfectly manicured eyebrows lower over her pale blue eyes, but she quickly breaks into a smile. “What better way to rest than by breathing in the Alps’ fresh air every day?”
“She’s not carrying a gun, is she?” I mouthe soundlessly to Keva.
Keva shrugs, but she does take a precautionary step away from me. A tall boy, who appears to be Jennifer’s new squire, smirks at me.
“She doesn’t need a gun to take you down, half-breed,” he says.
“Ya know,” Percy says, prowling around the young squire, “it’s better to keep your mouth shut an’ look stupid than to open it an’ prove it.”
The squire clenches his jaw shut as Percy stops in front of him, daring him to fight.
“Not now, Urien,” Jennifer says with a tender smile that makes the boy blush. “Let us try to remain civil. After all, I came here to show a unified front with Arthur so that his request might be better received.”
She slips her arm through Arthur’s, and his lips thin out in displeasure, but he doesn’t push her away.
I flex my fingers, feeling my powers awaken in the pit of my stomach like a lion stretching, ready in case Jennifer goes psycho killer on me again.
“Morgan?” a jovial voice calls out.
I see Jennifer’s features sour and I quickly turn around, eager to find out who can have that effect on her. I watch a stocky, nervous man draw near, so intent upon curtsying to us with every step that he nearly runs Jennifer down.
“I beg your pardon, Your Ladyship,” the man says, and at last I recognize Sir Neil, Bri’s father. His smile widens at my sight. “A pleasure to see you here, Your Grace,” he says to me, bowing so low that I can see the balding spot at the top of his cranium.
“You think he’s gonna break in two with all that genuflecting?” Keva whispers to me.
As Arthur and the others bow slightly to the newcomer, I realize that Sir Neil isn’t alone.
“Sir Pelles,” Bri’s father says, “I believe you are already acquainted with our little prodigy, Morgan?”
My mouth drops open as the High Judge nods in my direction, his arm wrapped in a sling from the latest attack on the school.
“I’ve been telling Sir Pelles about your prowess on the field,” Sir Neil says.
“Sir?” I ask, confused. The only accomplishment I can take credit for is bringing people to the brink of death.
“Yes, yes,” sir Neil insists, getting more excited. “I told him about how you’ve managed to repel several knights’ attacks during practice. Really magnificent, inspiring even!”
I blanch as I recall the incident he’s referring to. Somehow, the fact that I almost pulverized Agravain to bits has been completely overlooked.
“So I’ve heard,” Sir Pelles says, eyeing me carefully.
“It shows she’s inherited her father’s superior genes, don’t you think?” Sir Neil asks the High Judge. “Gorlois was quite the prodigy himself, you know. More so than, dare I say, young Pendragon here”—he laughs as if he’s just made a great joke—“although you, Sir Arthur, did get the KORT Presidency at a younger age. But you can’t deny that Gorlois had vision, and he knew not to let those with power and money sway his way of seeing things.”
Despite Arthur’s unhappy look, I feel myself blush with pleasure at the warm words directed towards my father—the first truly kind words I’ve ever heard.
The auditorium doors suddenly burst open again and Lady Tanya walks out.
“Sir Arthur!” the usher calls.
At last.
Arthur gives Sir Neil and Sir Pelles a tight smile. “Please excuse us,” he says.
“Of course, of course,” Sir Neil says boisterously. He then takes my hand and shakes it vigorously. “It was a pleasure, as always.”
As the two older men follow Lady Tanya outside, Jennifer tuts disparagingly. “It’s a shame to see how much some will grovel in a vain attempt to climb the ranks,” she says. “If only they knew how pitiful their pandering makes them.”
Arthur turns towards me, Jennifer still firmly latched onto him like a drowning man to a buoy.
“Watch yourself,” he says in a low voice.
I do my best to keep a straight face as Arthur finally lets Jennifer pull him away, then look down at the folded piece of paper Sir Neil’s left in my hand and pocket it away.

The auditorium is smaller than I’d expected, and certainly darker, with most of the lights focused on the center of the floor where the podium stands. I’d expected to see all a hundred and fifty Board members, but only a dozen of them seem to be present, sitting in a double row on a raised dais at the back of the room.
Front and center is Luther, his dark eyes unblinking over his hooked nose as he watches his son walk up to the podium.
When Arthur’s reached the central platform, the round-faced man seated right above Luther clears his throat. “We are ready to hear your petition,” he says, his loose jowls quivering with every word. “Please state your name and occupation.”
“Sir Arthur Pendragon, President of KORT at Lake High,” Arthur says.
“Very well,” the man says with a slow nod that makes his chin disappear into the folds of fat that have replaced his neck. “Proceed.”
“I am here to request several things, Your Honors,” Arthur starts. “You are all aware of the devastating results we’ve experienced from the latest attacks on Lake High, the last of which also saw the loss of the Sangraal to Carman’s forces. And though we have made a breakthrough in our research to rebuild our school’s defenses, we are still extremely vulnerable. I therefore humbly request for more troops to be sent to Lake High until such time as our wards are back up in full force.”
“Our armies are stretched thin as it is,” the man at the head of the hearing says. “Not only do we have to repair whatever damage Carman and her minions have wrought, but more and more Fey are joining her ranks, as evidenced by the increasing number of crop circles popping up around the world. So where do you expect I find these spare men?”
“There are many knights who went into retirement that could be called back,” Arthur replies.
“And how would we pay for them?” Luther asks in a clipped tone.
“We would have to draw from our personal funds,” Arthur says. “Isn’t that what we’ve been preparing for all these centuries?”
“Do you know how much troops cost?” Luther asks. “There are the knights, their families, their squires and pages, and all the laborers have to be added to the count as well: Blacksmiths, doctors, cooks, horses, stablemen…. These people also have to be fed and clothed, so you see, it’s not just troops you’re asking for, Arthur, it’s a whole town! We do not have unlimited funds. So the answer to that request is no.”
Arthur’s clear voice rings out in the auditorium again, “Then I would like you to consider training some laymen’s troops to fight against the Fey.”
“That is preposterous!” a woman’s voice exclaims.
My ears prick at the familiar rebuttal and I look more closely at the bench of judges. The shadow next to Luther leans forward and I gasp.
“We all know what happened the last time we tried to include laymen in our designs,” Sister Marie-Clémence says. “At first it may seem like a great idea, but what happens once the Fey are defeated? They turn against us, that’s what happens.”
I straighten up in my seat at the iron in her voice, as if I’m back in my old school getting scolded once again. I shake my head, my brain unable to process the idea that the dry old nun has been a Board member all along.
“The alternative is much darker,” Arthur says. “Carman could lay waste to most of the human race before we find a way to neutralize her.” He pauses. “If we can even achieve such a task.”
“Of course we can,” the presiding judge says with a jovial laugh that makes my flesh break out in goose bumps, “we’ve done it before, haven’t we? And my daughter’s told me much of your young knights’ many accomplishments.”
My gaze slides over to Jennifer, seated on the opposite side of the doors from me. She seems to be radiating with pride. I look back at the jowly man then back at her again, and it hits me: That must be Sir Leo de Lyonesse, Jennifer’s father. Then another thought strikes me—wouldn’t it be great if she’d inherit her father’s flaccid cheeks when she grows older, maybe in another couple of years’ time?
“Only if we can replicate what was done before,” Arthur says. “But, as our research has uncovered, we weren’t alone in facing the witch the first time, which brings me to my second request: I hereby petition for the reestablishment of our alliance with the Fey.”
A heavy silence descends upon the assembly punctured only by Sister Marie-Clémence’s outburst, “Heresy! We will never ally ourselves with the very demons we’re trying to bring down!”
“It’s been done before,” Arthur says. “And I’m afraid it’s the only way we can vanquish Carman.”
“You forget that we didn’t know how to use oghams the first time around,” Luther says. “Things have evolved since then.”
Arthur regards his father levelly. “Carman wasn’t in possession of the Sangraal either,” he retorts, “and the oghams have become unreliable, as you may know if you’ve read our reports. As you say, Sir Luther, things have changed.”
Jennifer’s father harrumphs. “Well, that’s all very good,” he says, “but how can we even discuss this possibility of an alliance with the Fey when we all very well know how our ties have degenerated since. They won’t have anything to do with us anymore.”
Arthur nods. “That is why I’ve taken it upon myself to invite them to Camaaloth, Sir.”
The Board members shift restlessly in their seats, angry whispers rising from their ranks.
“We heard you brought a devil right amongst us already,” Sister Marie-Clémence hisses, the torchlight catching the edges of her nun’s coif so it looks like it’s on fire. “And it has no place here.”
I can tell from his back that Arthur’s shocked. He takes a deep breath. “Don’t tell me you’ve locked her up,” he says.
“It is our right to defend ourselves,” Sister Marie-Clémence says, and I can imagine that horrible snide smile of hers stretching her wrinkled face.
I feel a surge of disgust at the self-righteous woman and spring up from my bench before either Percy or Keva can stop me. “How dare you?” I yell across the room. “Blanchefleur didn’t do anything against anyone here!”
“She’s Fey, that is all that matters,” Sister Marie-Clémence says.
I let out a bitter laugh. “Does that mean you’re going to put me back in chains too?” I ask. I hold out my hands before me, ready to be shackled again. “Because if she’s locked up, I don’t see what gives me a right to be free.”
“Morgan!” Arthur snaps, casting me a warning glance.
“That’s not a bad idea,” Sister Marie-Clémence says.
“That is a very bad idea,” Arthur retorts, his anger peeking through. “Morgan’s been an integral force in our battles against the Dark Sidhe. Not only that, but she’s the only one we know who can heal people from Fey poison. As for the Lady Blanchefleur, she has fought on several occasions at our side as well, risking her life, and this is how you treat her?”
“Very well,” Jennifer’s father finally says, cutting through any further argument. “The Fey woman will be conditionally released. We’ll discuss the possibility of meeting with the others at another time.”
“Sir Lugh’s ready to come at a moment’s notice,” Arthur says, pushing his advantage.
Sir Leo’s face puckers up until his eyes completely disappear under his heavy eyelids. “That’s not quite…I’m not sure that we’re ready to host such dangerous creatures in our midst. One is enough.”
“It will be fine if we make them swear a blood oath,” Arthur says.
Sir Leo’s brain doesn’t seem able to come up with more excuses and, throwing an accusatory look at his daughter, he nods in defeat. “As you wish,” he finally relents.
“Arthur can barely keep things straight at Lake High,” Luther says derisively. “I would think it wise for him to concentrate on keeping the school together before we even consider following his advice in anything else.”
“I don’t see why,” Sir Leo says coldly. “Arthur’s proven himself very capable over the years, and perhaps him struggling a little now is a sign he does need more of our help. Sir Luther, I trust you’ll look more closely into the matter and put together a budget for bringing some of our men back from retirement to send them to Lake High. And now, I believe that we are done for the day.”
Sir Leo pushes himself up with evident difficulty, bringing to view his shapeless body, and the doors to the auditorium open.
With a curt nod towards the Council, Arthur gets off his podium and marches straight at me, grabbing me by the elbow. I barely have the chance to see Jennifer’s venomous gaze before he drags me away from the group.
“What were you thinking?” Arthur asks.
“Nothing,” I say, trying to get my arm out of his death grip.
“Evidently!” Arthur retorts with an exasperated sigh. “How many times have I—”
“Squire Morgan,” a sharp voice cuts in, “I see that you haven’t lost your uncouth manners.” Sister Marie-Clémence advances upon me, a beaming Jennifer at her heels, and I repress a groan. “I know this may be too much to ask of someone such as you,” the nun continues, “but do try to keep your place—at the back, where no one will see you.”
Years of practice incite me to bow dutifully before her, but I force myself to stand tall and grin instead.
“I hear you wanted access to your father’s file,” Sister Marie-Clémence says, a dangerous glow in her eyes.
I grow still, suddenly finding it very difficult to keep my smile in place.
“But I’m afraid your little trip here will be fruitless,” Sister Marie-Clémence continues, “for that file, among a number of others, has been lost in a fire. A rogue salamander light, you know….”
“That’s impossible,” I breathe, unclenching my jaw.
“You’d think so,” she says, “yet accidents do happen.”
Her spotted hand pats my shoulder in mock concern and I turn to Arthur accusingly. He said he’d seen the file, promised to let me take a look at it!
But Arthur’s too busy keeping Jennifer’s hands off him to notice me, and as the others depart, I stay behind in the antechamber, alone and defeated.
Sticking my hands deep in my pockets to hide their trembling, my fingers encounter the piece of paper Sir Neil gave me earlier. I pull it out and make to throw it away, but something stays my hand. Finally, slowly, I unfold the sheet and stare at its message in puzzlement:
Hall of Mirrors
 Dec. 24th, 22:00




“What the hell is the Hall of Mirrors?” I ask, as Arthur, after hunting me down, drags me out into the compound’s gardens where an antsy Percy is waiting for us.
“Where did you hear that name?” Arthur asks.
I watch him carefully, but he doesn’t seem to display anything more than a twinge of curiosity at my question. Guess this isn’t a trap set up by Sir Neil after all.
I shrug as Arthur glances my way. “Just heard it, is all,” I say. I hold my breath, expecting my stomach to clench at the intense pain that inevitably comes when I lie, but I guess my words must have been close enough to the truth, for nothing happens, and I release my breath.
“You better not be planning on snooping around,” Arthur says, his eyes suddenly veiled with concern, “because the last thing I need to deal with right now is you getting into trouble again.”
“Enough sweet talk, let’s get goin’!” Percy says, heading straight down the frozen grounds towards a small, dark building at the back of the large complex that is Camaaloth.
“Halt!” a guard says, her nose tipped in red from standing too long in the cold.
I stare at the building in confusion, for it looks barely more than a large black cube, its walls bearing no trace of a door or window. Rising on the other side of it, behind the headquarters’ gates, is a coniferous forest, its dark greens peeking from under a thick blanket of snow. Not at all what I would expect a prison for dangerous Fey to look like.
“We’re here for the release of prisoner 789011,” Arthur says, holding up a piece of paper for the woman to read.
I wince. “Are there really that many prisoners?” I ask Percy under my breath.
“No,” he answers curtly. “At least they ain’t all here at the present. Some ‘ave been let go, others…in any case, considerin’ Fey lifespans, the Board decided to keep a record of every prisoner ever detained, so the list just keeps gettin’ longer an’ longer.”
“Hand on the pledge stone,” the guard says reluctantly.
“’Bout time,” Percy says, slapping his hand down on a large grey stone entrenched in the wall.
“Caosga,” the guard intones.
The stone under Percy’s fingers grows darker, a black vapor rising from it. I let out a harsh gasp of surprise as rays of white suddenly pierce the black fog, and a whole section of the wall silently slides open. Without looking at either of us, Percy rushes inside and the section of the wall slides back into place, sealing the building shut.
“Stay here,” Arthur says, going through the same ritual.
“Out of the question,” I say as he disappears inside. “I care about Blanchefleur too.” And I place my hand on the stone.
“Caosga.”
A cloud of darkness explodes from the stone, swallowing up my arm all the way up to my shoulder. I hear the guard inhale sharply as beams of light suddenly part the rampant shadows in a blazing column that reaches the overhanging grey clouds. I feel a sharp stinging on the palm of my hand, then both light and shadows seem to get sucked back into the stone and the door slides open a third time.
I grin sheepishly at the guard as she stares at me, open-mouthed. But before I can try to explain myself, Arthur yanks me by the collar inside the prison and the wall closes back behind us.
“Come on,” he says. “If we don’t hurry, Percy’s going to get us kicked out.”
As we spring down the spiral staircase, we hear someone shout and Arthur swears under his breath, accelerating the pace. He finally stops on the seventh landing and I jump over the last remaining steps, catching myself on the handrail as my momentum carries me forward.
I can hear Percy’s southern twang ringing down the single long hallway that stretches away from the staircase, and Arthur dives into the corridor towards it.
“Percy, don’t!” Arthur shouts, slipping in between Percy and the guard he’s about to throttle, forcing them apart.
“I ain’t waitin’ for that saphead35 to get his shit together,” Percy clamors. “They weren’t s’posed to put her in the calaboose36 to begin with!”
“Here are the documents for prisoner 789011’s release,” Arthur repeats, pulling out his paper once again.
The guard takes extra long to look it over, and I can practically see steam rise off Percy’s head as he fumes behind Arthur.
Finally, with a dark look leveled at Percy, the guard slowly inserts seven different keys into seven different locks that line both sides of the door then, after the last click, pushes it open.
The sight of the narrow, lightless space makes my skin crawl and I have to force myself not to gag. Grabbing one of the torches from the wall, Percy strides into the dark cell, calling out Blanchefleur’s name.
“Hell fire!” Percy mutters as Blanchefleur finally comes into view, wrists and ankles bound to the wall in thick, iron shackles. “I’m gonna clean those cowards’ plow37 like the world’s never seen!”
Arthur grabs the ring of keys from the guard’s listless hands and throws it to Percy, who catches it midair and briskly unfastens Blanchefleur. The Fey warrior collapses into his arms and a terrible thought enters my mind.
“Sh-she’s not dead, is she?” I ask around the knot in my throat.
“Still breathin’ if that means anything with a Fey,” Percy says, picking Blanchefleur up easily.
“Let’s get out of here then,” Arthur says, handing the keys back to the guard who watches us go with a flat, distrustful stare.
I follow the boys back up the stairs, and it’s not until the fresh afternoon air hits my face that I feel like I can breathe again.
“I don’t ever want to go back down there,” I say, wiping the sweat from my forehead.
“If you behave, you won’t have to,” Arthur says, forcing me to quicken my pace to keep up with him.
“You…you mean….” I glower at him at a sudden realization. “You did it on purpose to make me go down there with you, didn’t you? You knew I’d go if you told me to stay behind.”
“I thought it would have more of an impact than anything I might say,” Arthur says, sounding disgustingly pleased with himself. “I take it you’re no longer going to tempt people with throwing you in back jail anymore?”
I kick at the snow, wishing it were Arthur’s head instead, or perhaps that of Luther. Or really, anyone else who lives in this disgusting place where torturing blameless Fey is common routine.

Arthur abandons me at our suite’s doorway to go take care of more dubious business of his, and I let myself in, anxious to see how Blanchefleur is doing.
“What’s her status?” I ask, entering Arthur’s bedroom without knocking.
Percy looks up from the bed, his eyes haunted.
“Still weak,” he says. He looks back down at Blanchefleur, brushing her hair out of her face. “They must have injected her with liquid iron to subdue her.”
“I don’t understand,” I say, my mouth dry. “I thought it was OK for her to be here. Arthur had official papers and everything.”
“I don’t think they realized what kinda Fey we were bringin’,” Percy says. “An’ you saw when we got ‘ere how they react to even the smallest ones, so imagine a full-blooded warrior.” His eyes glisten and he forces air out through his nose. “Ya know what the hardest part is? Knowin’ she didn’t fight back so’s not to mess up our mission.”
I watch Blanchefleur for a moment, pale against the royal blue of the bed cover, her soft brown curls limp around the pillow. I shift my gaze to my stained hands.
The initial fear I always feel at having to use my abilities slowly morphs into determination.
“Let me take a look at her,” I say, going around the other side of the bed.
Percy’s eyes light up with a sudden fervor. “Can you heal her?”
I avoid looking at him, hating how hopeful he sounds. What if it doesn’t work this time? I’ve never tried to heal a Fey before. I gulp. What if I end up killing her instead? I shake my head, dispelling the thought, and sit on the bed.
Taking a deep, steadying breath, I rest my hand upon Blanchefleur’s long fingers and repress a shiver at the deathly cold that emanates from them. Her skin seems to have taken on a gray tint, reminding me of Agnès when I pulled her bloated body out of Lake Geneva.
Heart beating wildly, I close my eyes to picture the Fey woman as I’ve always known hew: Hale and strong, with a sharp tongue that can rival Keva’s.
Deep in the pit of my stomach, I feel my energy respond, bubbling to life before surging through my body to meet my demand. Within seconds, I feel my hands grow warmer as the energy transfers from myself into Blanchefleur’s inert body. But as I keep the flow going, the headache that’s been plaguing me for the last couple of weeks jumps back to the forefront, as if my power’s trying to drill its way out of my temples. I groan as the pain spikes and let go of Blanchefleur’s hand.
“I think it worked,” Percy whispers beside me, awed.
I take a shuddering breath as Blanchefleur’s pearlescent gleam slowly returns to her face.
“You’re a godsend,” Percy lets out, squeezing my hand. “Havin’ you with us, I have no doubt we’ll win the battle.”
I grimace a smile, battling a sudden bout of nausea. Now’s not the time to pass out, I tell myself. I’ve got to press my advantage while Percy’s focused on something else.
“This place is so not what I expected,” I say, my voice sounding strange to my ears as I struggle to stay conscious. “I didn’t even think there was a prison here, though I suppose I should’ve expected it.” I wait to see Percy’s reaction, but he keeps watching Blanchefleur, as if afraid that if he looks away she’s going to grow ill again.
My hands clench around the bed cover as my vision grows fuzzy, and I swallow audibly.
“Even,” I say, breathing harshly, “even heard there was a Hall of Mirrors here. What the hell is that?”
“Our communications center,” Percy answers immediately.
“Is it big?” I ask. “Like…like the prison?”
“Pretty big,” Percy says.
“Is it also…”—I blink, furiously trying to keep my thoughts straight—“kept separate? In its own enclosure?”
Percy shakes his head. “Where’d ya get that funny idea from? The Hall of Mirrors is just opposite the auditorium.”
Despite my blurred vision, I can tell my questions have finally raised Percy’s suspicion. Doesn’t matter. I’ve got my answer.
I feel myself sway, my vision tunneling.
“How many times have I said you shouldn’t use your own energy when practicing with your abilities?” a warm, chocolaty voice rumbles behind me.
Steadying myself on the bedpost, I swing my head around. I blink as a tall figure detaches itself from the doorway.
“Lugh,” I whisper.
His blurry frown turns into a look of worry, as my eyelids finally refuse to open again, and I let myself slip into unconsciousness.

“St. George’s balls!” a voice exclaims. “Why can’t you do something?”
I wonder dimly whether I’m talking out loud to myself or just having another dream.
“It is best if she recovers on her own,” another voice says.
I frown to myself, trying to place it.
“She needs to learn to assimilate energy from her surroundings without relying on anyone,” the voice continues, deep and smooth like hot chocolate. “The more I help her, the more dependent she’ll become, and the more her learning process will be pushed back, which is dangerous.”
Lugh. Arguing with Arthur. Again.
I want to tell them to stop bickering, but all that comes out is, “Ssssrrrrooobbffaah…”
“Morgan!” Keva shouts straight into my ear.
I cringe then feel someone pry my eyes open. The sudden rush of light blinds me, before my pupils adjust and I see a pair of almond-shaped dark eyes staring at me.
“She’s awake, Sir Arthur,” Keva says.
I groan, sitting up in the bed, noting it’s the one where Blanchefleur was lying. I look up quickly and let out a breath of relief as I find the tall Fey standing in a corner of the room, as impassive as a statue despite Percy’s attempts to draw her out of her silence.
I lick my lips. “How long was I out for?” I ask.
“About a minute and a half,” Hadrian says, checking his watch.
“So what’s all the fuss about?” I ask.
“You blacked out again,” Arthur says accusingly, “that’s what.”
“Using your own energy to fuel your powers could get you killed,” Lugh adds. He comes over to me and puts his index finger under my chin to force me to look at him. “And that would be a huge loss.”
“I-I’ll try to do better,” I squeak.
Lugh leans down, his cheek warm against mine. “Just a word, and I’ll take you with me to Avalon,” he whispers in my ear.
My heartbeat picks up at the thought of leaving this place with him now, but I tear my eyes away from his, and shake my head. “Can’t,” I whisper back. “I’ve still gotta find out about my dad.”
“Step. Away. From. My. Squire,” Arthur says through clenched teeth.
“The Lady Morgan can do as she pleases,” Lugh tells Arthur. “Correct me if I’m wrong, but I believe one must pledge allegiance before they can be considered anyone’s proper squire.”
My ears perk up at the information, and I look at Arthur’s scowling face. “You never mentioned that part to me,” I say.
“It was the best way to protect you,” Arthur says, still glaring at Lugh. “The rest wasn’t important.”
“To you, maybe,” I say. “What else have you kept from me? What about my father’s file? Sister Marie-Clémence told me it was destroyed, so did you lie about that too?”
Without taking his eyes off Lugh, Arthur crosses the room in two long steps, opens a drawer from his desk, and pulls out a manila envelope.
“Here,” he says tensely, throwing it in my lap. “As promised.”
I stare at the large, sealed envelope, uncomprehending. Surely this can’t be my father’s file, Sister Marie-Clémence said it was destroyed….
“We should probably have a talk before our meeting with the Board tomorrow,” Arthur tells Lugh while I’m lost in my contemplation.
“Whatever for?” Lugh asks with a touch of derision.
Arthur frowns. “Shouldn’t we discuss the terms of our alliance at least? I thought that’s what you were here for.”
“I came to fetch Morgan, nothing more,” Lugh says.
I look up, my fingers closing feverishly around the envelope and its precious contents, fearful Arthur might suddenly take it away from me for unknowingly messing up his plans.
“So you refuse to help us fight against Carman?” Arthur asks.
“I am Iyrin,” Lugh says with a dead voice. “A Watcher. I observe, I don’t interfere.”
“Funny, that’s not the impression I’ve been getting lately,” Arthur retorts, looking significantly at me.
“I will not take sides,” Lugh says.
“Choosing to do nothing is still an action,” Arthur retorts. “What will you do if Carman uses the Sangraal to help your kind destroy our world? I thought you became Watchers out of repentance for joining the war that tore the Heavens apart? And now you’re going to tell me that you’re going to let the same thing happen again?”
“What he says isn’t wrong,” someone hisses.
I jump at the unexpected voice and turn to find Sameerah standing in the opposite corner from Blanchefleur, her snake wrapped around her shoulders.
“A vow is a vow,” Lugh growls.
“But vows can be broken when the cause is just,” Sameerah says, pushing herself away from the wall to glide over to our side, her face intent, eager almost. “Like when you chose to protect Morgan.”
“Fighting is never the answer,” Lugh says, looking away, as if afraid of her.
“The Lord has ordered many wars before,” Sameerah continues with a low, bewitching hiss. “Are those unjust as well?”
“We swore,” Lugh says, but I can hear the first notes of doubt in his voice.
Neither Arthur nor I dare to move or breathe, and even Percy’s stopped hitting on Blanchefleur. Only Keva’s eager face betrays how closely we’re all following the conversation.
“We can always ask to be released from our vows,” Blanchefleur cuts in.
Lugh throws her a panicked look.
“We will abide by the result,” Sameerah says, though her smile tells me she knows she’s won.
“Very well,” Lugh says after a long pause. He slowly takes off a small pouch hanging from his belt then looks up at the other two Fey. “But if it is no, I do not want to hear any more complaining. From any of you.”
The three of them nod and Lugh shakes the pouch, its contents rattling inside, before he upturns it over the bedspread.
Small, ivory pieces fall into a pattern and I look up in time to see Lugh’s eyes flash in anger, before he picks them up and tosses them again. The second time the pieces fall, I notice the elongated shapes of the strange stones, and realize that they must be the bones of a small animal.
Lugh sweeps the bones back up before tossing them down a third time. And again, the bones fall into the same pattern.
He makes to pick the bones back up, but Arthur stops him. “I’ve heard that to tempt fate more than three times is ill luck,” he says.
“Humans are such gullible, superstitious, inferior beings,” I hear Lugh mutter, but he doesn’t cast his bones again.
“What did they say?” Percy asks.
“That we have received permission to fight,” Sameerah says, cracking her fingers in anticipation.

I watch eagerly as Arthur and Lugh depart, the others in tow, leaving me behind with both Percy and Blanchefleur. Manila envelope firmly under my arm, I tiptoe towards my bedroom while the two lovebirds keep at their game of push and pull on the sofa.
“Where do you think you’re going?”
I freeze, my hand on the doorknob. So. Frigging. Close!
“This is no time for you to rest,” Blanchefleur says, pushing Percy away from her. “I’ve got to get you trained so you won’t accidentally—”
“Turn yourself into a corpse,” Percy finishes for her. “Trust me, as much as I’d like to spend some quality time with the lady ‘ere, she’s right. Wouldn’t want ya faintin’ right into Carman’s arms, would ya?”
“One night isn’t going to kill me,” I say, my back flat against my bedroom door. Can’t they understand that something I’ve waited a lifetime for is finally within my grasp?
Blanchefleur cocks an eyebrow at me.
“Don’t put off till tomorrow what ya can do today,” Percy says. “’Specially in our case, ‘cause tomorrow ya could be dead.”
“Gee, Percy,” I say glumly, “way to bring the Christmas spirit down.”
Percy nods. “It could happen here too, ya never know. Now git. It ain’t polite to make the lady wait.”
Clutching my father’s file to my chest, I reluctantly go sit on the floor, choosing a spot halfway between the crackling fireplace and Blanchefleur.
“Breathe in,” she directs me in a low, soothing voice. “Calm down…Breathe out…Repeat. Now close your eyes, I want you to try to feel what I’m doing to you.”
I reluctantly comply, but the longer I sit, the more frustrated I become as nothing seems to be happening.
“What is it supposed to feel like?” I finally ask, overflowing with annoyance.
“What does it feel like when you use your powers?” Blanchefleur asks instead.
Grimacing, I shift uncomfortably on the thick mat and hear the manila envelope crinkle temptingly beneath me.
“A warm tingling,” I say.
“Then try to sense the same thing, but coming from me,” Blanchefleur says.
After another few minutes spent the same way, I shake my head and look at her. “Still nothing,” I say, jumping to my feet. “Well, I’ve tried. I’ll see you guys tomorrow. Night-night.”
“Sit down and keep your eyes shut,” Blanchefleur says, yanking me back down. “I’ll increase my pressure.”
I yelp as I receive a massive electric shock, as if she’s just tazered me.
“If you can at least feel that,” Blanchefleur says coolly, “then you’re not a complete lost cause.”
“You think?” I ask, rubbing my stinging arm. “I said tingling not the electric chair. Are you deliberately trying to kill me?”
“Quite the contrary,” Blanchefleur says.
“To suffer at the hands of a beautiful lady like Blanchefleur ain’t no torture at all,” Percy drawls, lounging against the sofa.
“If you don’t behave, I’ll have the same happen to you,” the Fey warrior growls.
“I think electricity and I are well acquainted,” Percy says, rubbing his chest where his lightning-shaped scar is, and Blanchefleur motions irritably for me to go back to my exercise.
The next electric shock forces another short cry from me, but by the time the nineteenth hits, I’ve evolved from crying out to biting on my lips. Progress.
I hear Percy giggle in his corner and glare at him.
“I’d like to see you try it,” I say.
“It’s just…” he wheezes.
“Watch it,” I growl. I’m tired, cranky, and have been zapped so many times I feel I could jumpstart any car simply by touching it. This is not the time to make fun of me.
“You’re startin’ to look like a wet chicken,” Percy finishes, waving his hands sweeping over his head.
I react before my brain can catch up to what I’m doing, and point my finger straight at Percy still rolling on the floor, sparks flashing above my index. Then, as I feel my power ready to unfurl, something seems to shift in the air around me. I instinctively flick my finger over towards Blanchefleur and the sparks erupt in a wide arc before hitting an invisible wall. I grind my teeth together as the force pushes back against me, pulsing in tandem with my heart.
Suddenly, Blanchefleur gasps and the trail of sparks explodes in a glittering shower between us, shaking the walls.
“How did you know the attack was coming?” Blanchefleur asks, blinking in surprise.
I shrug, rubbing my head as another headache thumps against my temples. “I just reacted,” I say.
“So somehow, your body knew it was coming,” Blanchefleur says thoughtfully. “The next step, now, is to consciously recognize it. Once you do, you’ll be able to feel the Aether all around and use it to fuel your powers instead of draining your own.” She turns sharply around towards Percy. “Will you please stop laughing?”
“I can’t help it,” the knight says, holding onto his sides. “Have ya seen her face?”
The door to the suite suddenly opens to let a worried Arthur in, trailed by Hadrian and Keva.
“What happened?” Arthur asks. “Is anyone hurt?”
“What did you do?” Keva asks, her eyes round as she takes in my face. “Have a catfight?”
I glare at her. “No, why?”
Hadrian gestures strangely around his head like Percy did a moment ago.
“Your hair’s standing out all over the place,” Keva says.
“We were practicing,” I retort, self-consciously patting my staticky hair down. At least Lugh didn’t come back with them or I’d be in Humiliation Central right about now.
“How did it go?” Arthur asks, looking concerned.
“Rather well, I would say,” Blanchefleur says.
“I concur,” Percy adds, wiping tears from the corners of his eyes.
“Yeah, bloody brilliant work,” I mutter, “stifling a yawn. “Now excuse me while I, uh, go powder my nose,” I add, using one of Keva’s favorite expressions.
I stand up shakily, nod goodnight at the group, then head straight for my bedroom, my father’s file tucked under my arm.
“Better not be using any of my makeup!” Keva shouts before I shut the door on all the noise.
I let out a sigh of relief then crash onto my bed, feeling dead as a flat tire. Then, with a triumphal sweep, I break open the smooth piece of wax sealing the envelope. But as I make to pull its contents out, I hear voices drift in from the living room, sounding tense, and I pause.
“Did ya come to an agreement?” Percy asks.
“No,” Arthur says, and I can almost picture him glowering.
“We’re at a standstill,” Hadrian adds. “There are some on the Board who are amenable to another treaty, but…”
“Lugh isn’t making things easy despite his decision to help us,” Keva’s clear voice rings out.
“Ya’d almost think he was a lily liver38,” Percy says.
“Don’t speak of him that way,” Blanchefleur says, so low I have to strain to hear her. “Lugh is one of the greatest warriors you’ll ever get to meet. He could even outshine Michael on his good days. He and Lucifer would have won the war if they’d remained together.”
I shiver at the mention of the head of the demons. Lugh and Lucifer brothers-in-arms? The guy’s worse than Carman! And to think I almost went back to Avalon with him….
“How come he didn’t end up in Hell like the others then?” Hadrian asks.
“Things are not black and white like you wish them to be,” Blanchefleur says, her voice so sharp it could cut through stone. “All Lucifer and Lugh wanted was the same right humans have: Free will. Believe it or not, neither wanted the complete and utter destruction of all eight worlds.”
“Eight?” Keva asks.
“Seven in Heaven, and one on Earth,” Blanchefleur explains.
“What about Hell?” Keva asks again.
“Hell wasn’t created until after the Fall,” Hadrian says.
“In any case,” Blanchefeur continues, “when things got bad, Lugh decided to use his abilities to repair some of the damage done.”
“Is that when…,” Percy starts.
“When he defeated Balor, yes,” Blanchefleur says. “You can now understand how, after locking his own sire in the deepest reaches of Hell, Lugh’s no longer intent upon stoking the flames of war.”
The conversation, peppered with names and facts I’ve never heard of before, succeeds in increasing the headache my practice session with Blanchefleur has given me. I close my eyes against the stabbing pain, curling up into a tight ball.
My hand brushes one last time against my father’s file, and I feel my lips curl into a smile as sleep finally welcomes me into its blissful arms.




I wake up with a start as a pillow falls smack onto my face. Groaning, I roll over to my other side, and hide my face under the covers to avoid another of Keva’s usual morning attacks.
“Rise and shine, oh Your Laziness,” Keva chants. “Today’s the big day.”
“Big day for what?” I mumble, finding it extremely hard to crack my eyes open.
“The Christmastide Ball, silly. What else could be more important than that?”
“Not interested,” I say, yawning. I already have what I wanted from this trip, so there’s no more need for me to pander to others. I smile as I reach under my pillow for the file, and my breath catches—the envelope’s gone!
“Stop being such a baby and get ready,” Keva says, pulling the covers right off me as I search around my bed frantically for the missing file. “You’re Arthur’s squire, there’s no way you can skip out on the ball. And it’s going to be my pleasure to help you get ready.”
“I’ve got more important things to do at the moment,” I say, leaning over the bed to see if the file hasn’t dropped to the floor. But the plush carpet is bare of anything beyond a pair of discarded socks and my slippers.
Keva tuts. “I know you weren’t born with much common sense, but I thought you would know better by now. Even Arthur knows it takes hours for girls to get ready for such a great event, and since you don’t have anything decent to wear, we have to start now.”
I feel her ice-cold foot on my back before she pushes me off the bed.
“And you’re up!” Keva says with a smirk. “Excellent. Now let’s get down to business.”
Ignoring her, I grab the mattress and hoist it up to check under it, when something large and butter yellow is thrust in my face.
“If you’re good, I’ll let you have it back,” Keva taunts me, snatching the envelope away before I can grab it.
“Give that back,” I snarl, fury boiling inside me, my powers awaking.
Keva’s smile drops. “Kano!” she says, bringing her other hand up next to the envelope.
Bright green and red flames erupt around her extended hand, and my anger switches to fear.
“Don’t,” I say, my mouth gone dry.
“You forget you’re not the only one who can do EM around here,” Keva says, the corner of the envelope already curling in the Fey fire’s heat. “Now promise to be good, and I’ll give it back to you.”
I nod emphatically. “I’ll do anything you want, promise. Now give it back!”
The promise barely leaves my numb lips that the flames disappear. “Excellent,” Keva says, slipping the file into a large purse of hers. “But I’ll keep it with me for now, for safekeeping, until you’ve held your end of the bargain. Now let’s go shopping!”
To my greatest horror, the whole morning and most of the afternoon are spent getting groomed, prodded, pinched, and otherwise tortured from one shop in Geneva to another, until I feel like I’ve turned into just another useless dummy in one of the stores’ windows.
Finally, after long, excruciating hours, Keva seems to be satisfied and we get to return to Camaaloth to await the fateful hour.
“Now can I have it?” I ask Keva the moment we cross our suite’s threshold.
“Just remember to sit like a proper lady,” Keva says, relinquishing the precious file at last. “And straighten your clothes before you do!” she adds as I rush to my room and slam the door in her face.
I hop onto the bed, my fingers already reaching inside the envelope. My breath catches as the picture of a young man falls out, his smile bright and carefree, his dark eyes staring mischievously at the camera. Printed underneath it is a name:
Duke Gorlois de Cornouailles
My fingers shake as they trace the curls of my father’s dark hair, so much like mine. A tear falls onto the grinning man’s soft cheek, unbidden, and I quickly blot it out before it can harm the photo. Taking a breath to steady myself, I fish for the next item, and carefully pull out a small newspaper clipping, the paper yellow and crackly with age.
RICHEST MAN IN FRANCE DIES UNDER MYSTERIOUS CIRCUMSTANCES
The elusive Duke Gorlois de Cornouaille, whose family died in a tragic accident when he was but a young boy , succumbed yesterday to what some call the family curse, finding death at the tender age of twenty three ,Police records have yet to be released , but it has been speculated that the young duke may have committed suicide ingesting a lethal dose of poison , or perhaps , as has been more common lately with those of his milieu , succumbed to an overdose , The duke is leaving behind a vast estate and a single heir , a daughter , though her whereabouts are currently unknown .
“My father was not a druggie!” I exclaim in outrage, forcing my hand not to tear the article to pieces. “And he certainly didn’t commit suicide either. He was killed; killed by a dangerous, murderous, rotting Shade!” I flick the newspaper clipping aside. “You useless, swineheaded, paper-pushing, driveling coot,” I add to the idiotic journalist who dared pen such awful gibberish.
I return my attention to the envelope. The last thing that remains in it is a thick leather-bound journal, the Camaaloth seal imprinted on the cover above my father’s name.
For the next hour, my eyes scour the logbook, taking in every minute detail of my father’s accomplishments, from the day he started at Lake High, to his quick promotion to knighthood, and from there to the KORT Presidency.
But the more I read, the more I catch myself wondering whether I truly am his daughter—it seems that Duke Gorlois was as avid a Fey exterminator as any other, more so in fact, judging by the outrageous number of hunts he organized and the revolutionary ways he devised to trap them.
“Is it what you expected?”
I jerk in surprise as Arthur’s head suddenly hovers above mine.
“Yes and no,” I finally say, afraid to read on for fear of what other atrocity against the Fey I’m going to read in there.
Arthur drops his gaze to the journal.
“You should skip to after his first vanishing,” he says. “That’s when things get interesting.”
“The first vanishing?” I ask, finding it difficult to form the words.
Arthur flips further ahead in the logbook then stops at a page whose corner is deeply earmarked, as if it’s been read many times before.
“Here,” he says. “Talks about how he disappeared during a hunt. The school sent several search parties for him that went on for weeks, but they finally had to give up. That’s when they elected another KORT President.”
“Your father,” I say, finding the passage mentioning Luther’s accession to the position.
Arthur nods, pulling my desk chair to sit in front of me. “You can imagine how happy he was when Sir Tristan finally brought Duke Gorlois back,” he says with a wry smile.
I nod slowly. My father’s return must have shocked everyone, judging by the next entry’s illegible handwriting, dated half a year later. I shake my head, giving up on trying to decipher the text. But as I turn to the next page, a handwritten note falls out. The hairs at the back of my neck raise as I recognize Dr. Cockleburr’s straight, sharp-edged handwriting.
“That’s when he was incarcerated,” I whisper.
“Briefly,” Arthur says, sounding mildly uncomfortable. He clears his throat. “As is customary for anyone who’s spent any length of time in Fey company. You know how some people can get affected.”
Owen’s vacant look and erratic behavior instantly jump to mind and I repress a shiver—surely my father couldn’t have turned out like him, could he?
“It till didn’t stop him from being elected to the Board’s Presidency the year he graduated,” Arthur says. “I think people expected him to resume his previous activities and find ways to exterminate the Fey on a grander scale, not to come up with all of these insane ideas.”
“Insane ideas?” I ask, going still with indignation.
Arthur’s lips quirk up. “Like re-kindling our ties with the Fey, for instance.”
I feel the tension leave my shoulders. “Sounds like someone I know,” I say. “Guess his policies weren’t that popular then?”
“You’d be surprised,” Arthur says. “He did retain his position for another four years, after all. Until his second vanishing.”
“Is that when…” My voice chokes out as I thumb through to the final page and read its last entry—a single line:
Dead—Fey attack; no witness.
It figures they’d omit the most important part; like which Fey killed him, or why, or even that there was a baby on board….
Arthur clears his throat again, loud and long enough to make me look up. He’s playing with something in his hands, one of the last rays of the timid sun playing on his cheek, turning his eyes greener.
“You’re awfully fidgety all of a sudden,” I say, my hand tightening around my father’s logbook in case he wants to snatch it away from me.
But instead, Arthur thrusts his hand towards me. I stare at the red velvet box with a mixture of confusion and pleasure.
“Is that for…for me?” I ask.
Arthur nods. “Merry Christmas.”
I slowly pick the box up, hesitating a moment before opening it.
Lying on a velveteen pillow inside, is a delicate pendant representing the sun and moon, each bearing a stone in its center; one pearlescent white, the other ruby red.
“Do you, uh, like it?” Arthur asks as the silence stretches between us.
I want to tell him it’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen, that I’m deeply touched by his thoughtful and generous gesture, but instead, all I can utter is a very confused and skeptical, “Why?”
Arthur’s face falls. “I told you, it’s a Christmas present,” he says flatly, before getting back up and crossing the room over to the door.
“Thank you,” I whisper.
Arthur’s hand freezes over the handle, and he turns around uncertainly.
I take the necklace out of the box by its thin, golden chain, and put it on. The pendant comes to nestle just beneath my jugular notch, an unfamiliar but pleasant weight against my sternum.
“Do you think Keva will mind?” I ask.
It’s now Arthur’s turn to look confused. “Why should she?” he asks.
“Well, it seems to clash a little with what I’m wearing,” I say.
As if warned by her sixth sense, Keva slams the door open, her bright orange dress making her skin look like it’s glowing.
“Get your buns out here, Morgan,” Keva declares. Only then does she notice Arthur, standing awkwardly by the door, and she dips into a light curtsy. “I’m sorry, I didn’t realize….”
“Is it time?” Arthur asks.
“Yes, sir,” Keva says. “And your fiancée has already arrived, looking for you.”
My hand automatically reaches for my new necklace as Jennifer’s regal figure emerges from the doorway. Her cool blue measure us both, then drop to my neck.
“How sweet,” she coos, making my blood run cold, “you gave your own oghams to your half-breed.”
Arthur’s face blanches. “She needs keeping an eye on,” he says.
“I do not!” I exclaim, doubly affronted by their insults—hers at my parentage, and his at my mental abilities. My hand clasps the pendant so tightly its edges bite into my palm, but I can’t make myself throw it at them, not when it’s my first present ever.
“The Board is waiting,” Jennifer says, choosing to ignore my outburst as if I were nothing more than another of the servants. “As are…our guests.”
Arthur’s nods curtly, his usual stern mask back on. He readjust the golden sash strapped across his wine-colored uniform jacket, then offers Jennifer his arm. “Let us get a move on, then,” he says.
I hasten to follow them, accidentally knocking my father’s logbook off the bed and sending it clattering to the floor.
“St. George’s balls,” I mutter, struggling to scoop it up without falling forward in my uncomfortably tight dress.
“You’ve done it, haven’t you?” Keva says behind me, sounding exasperated.
“Done what?” I ask, closing the journal before putting it away.
“Messed up your gown!” Keva exclaims. “It looks like you’ve slept in it for days now!”
“Uh-huh,” I say distractedly, for my fingers have notice something odd about the bound report. I draw my finger back down its inner hinge, feeling a wispy-thin, but definitely uneven edge along the lining, confirming my suspicions—someone’s torn the last few pages out of the journal!

“There’s no reason to be as frumpy as your dress,” Keva says with a slight grimace of annoyance as we move towards the ballroom in the middle of a growing throng of people. “And do remember to keep your gloves on.”
But no matter what Keva tells me or how incensed she sounds, I can’t stop thinking about the journal. Why would Arthur rip those pages out and then give me the report? Unless he’s unaware about the fact; after all, I almost didn’t catch it myself. But then, who else could have done it and, most importantly, what was on those pages that they didn’t want anyone else to see?
All thoughts of the missing pages are momentarily shunted aside, however, when we finally manage to push our way inside the ballroom.
“Pretty nice, huh?” Keva asks, noting my open-mouthed stare.
She steers us down a wide, but short room, weaving in between boisterous guests, silent servants, and tablefuls of drinks and amuse-bouches39 towards another set of open doors.
I gape as we pass under the large marble arch, wreaths of holly and mistletoe stretched over it in between a pair of tiny dragons puffing fire to light the way.
“OK, now you’re just being embarrassing,” Keva mutters, elbowing me in the ribs. “Can you stop with all the drooling? Makes you look like a total bumpkin.”
“Are those real?” I ask, inhaling a lungful of sulfur as one of the dragons starts coughing, as if it’s gotten a fly stuck in its gullet.
Keva glances sideways at them. “Oh, yeah,” she says. “They’ve got a few saurian oghams around here. Usually like to whip them out for special occasions, to impress first-timers like you.”
We emerge at the top of a grand staircase that leads down to the biggest dancefloor I’ve ever seen. Already, dozens of glittering couples can be seen dancing to the music of the small orchestra ensconced upon the dais at the back of the room. Next to the musicians stands what has to be a ten-foot tall Christmas tree, bedecked with so many candles I’m surprised it hasn’t burned down yet.
“Found them,” Keva says, dragging me behind her.
Our dresses whisper along the carpeted floor as we make our way up another flight of stairs. We land in a darkened gallery, its railing forming small arches like that of an aqueduct to let in spears of dazzling light from the massive chandeliers that hang above the dance floor.
It seems the additional stairs combined with the added weight of food and drinks doesn’t make this a favorite haunt of the guests’, and I have no trouble spotting Jennifer and Arthur standing at the far end of the long balcony.
Both are engrossed in a discussion with a stocky man, Jennifer’s honey yellow dress complimenting the burgundy of Arthur’s uniform. Apparently, the stocky man has said something quite witty for they both burst out laughing, Arthur’s sturdy arm snaking around Jennifer’s shoulders, squeezing her closer.
And for no reason at all, I find myself hating their picture-perfect coupledom, their fraudulent display of affection so irking I want to throw up.
Suddenly, Keva throws an arm out to stop me from joining them. “I think you better stay here,” she says with a significant look at me.
Sheepishly, I realize that I’ve called onto my powers again, and a breeze is now making our dresses snap against our legs angrily.
“Sorry about that,” I say, forcing myself to calm down, and the wind quickly dissipates. “I’ll control myself better.”
But as I make to follow her, Keva stops me again. “I mean it, Morgan,” she says. “That’s Sir Hengist of the Errant Companions over there”—she points towards the stocky man—“he’s notorious for being very aggressive and a born Fey hater. If he sees you, you’ll be impaled on the spot.”
I grimace at the picture, and instinctively pull on my gloves to make sure they’re still in place, hiding the ugly stains that cover my hands and would give me away.
“Right then,” Keva says. “I’ll let them know we’re here and are just gonna hang back. Stay here.”
I nod, sinking onto a plush stool set by one of the pillars, feeling miserable and humiliated. Why bring me to this hell-hole at all if I have to hide who I am and Arthur’s going to ignore me like I’m a leper the whole time?
I hail a passing waiter for a glass of champagne, gulp down the bubbly liquid, before smacking the cup back down onto the servant’s tray and snatching another.
“Morgan!” Keva squeals, rushing back to my side. “Squires are not supposed to drink on duty!”
I down the champagne as quickly as I did the first glass and smile defiantly at Keva’s scowl.
“You’re not supposed to draw attention to yourself, remember?” she says accusingly.
“You think I don’t know that already?” I ask back, failing to repress a burp which only makes Keva look that much more scandalized.
“Come on, let’s get out of here before you make a scene,” she says.
But as we make our way back downstairs, my feet get tangled up in the hem of my dress and I find myself tilting forward, the steps rushing up to meet me. My hands flail about, scrambling for a hold, and I hear a horrible rending sound as I slow down to a stop.
“Morgan!” Keva shrieks, holding her arms protectively over her chest.
I guiltily let go of the torn section of her dress, holding my hands up like I’m at gunpoint. “Sorry about that,” I mumble.
“Sorry my ass,” Keva retorts, angry tears in her eyes. “Oh, this is perfect. And we just got here! Now excuse me while I go change.”
Blushing furiously, I stumble my way down to the arcade that runs along one side of the room, seeking shelter from prying eyes behind one of the seven pillars that form its archway. All seven of them have been carved into representations of the different archangels, their extended wings carrying the gallery above, and, judging by the sword and scales held in his hands, it appears I’ve found refuge beside Saint Michael.
“How’s the party?” I ask in forced mirth, clinking a glass of mulled wine against the statue’s stone sword.
“How is it indeed?” a warm voice answers back.
I stagger back in surprise, spilling half of my new drink onto the highly-polished wooden floor.
“Careful, darling,” Lugh says, moving out of the statue’s shadow to stop me from falling. “This may not be ambrosia, but it can still cloud your brain, if only for a short while.”
“I’m not drunk,” I say defiantly.
“Not for a lack of trying, I can see,” Lugh says. His unfathomable eyes scan the crowd as it ebbs and flows around us to the rhythm of the music. His hold tightens around my waist. “Come away with us, it is still not too late. Can you not see that you do not belong here?”
“Oh, and you think I’ll do well with your lot?” I ask, disentangling myself from him. “You who worked with the forces of evil? I think not.” And I quickly down my fifth glass of alcohol—or is it the sixth?
Lugh’s eyes narrow at me in a bored look, but I know now that it’s a sign he’s highly displeased. And getting a powerful Fey highly displeased with you is probably not a good idea. Thankfully, I’m momentarily spared from bearing the brunt of his wrath by the arrival of Sameerah, her snake no longer around her slender shoulders.
“Trouble?” Lugh asks her, craning his neck around to the wide glass doors that make up the entirety of the opposite wall.
Following his gaze, I see Percy and Blanchefleur deep in conversation, their brown curls almost touching, completely oblivious to their surroundings.
“I’m not talking about those two rutting in their corner,” Sameerah says.
She turns slightly to the side, and I distinctly hear her say ‘peasant’ under her breath as Lady Tanya emerges from one of the smaller side dining rooms, her striped brown fur dress making her look like a giant chipmunk.
“My dearest, Loo,” Lady Tanya says, fanning her ample bosom, “I am so glad to see you at last!”
She extends her bejeweled hand towards him and I feel Lugh stiffen beside me. Lady Tanya seems to notice his discomfort and bursts into a high-pitched, girly laugh that makes me grind my teeth.
“Oh, don’t be silly,” she says, tapping Lugh on the shoulder with her fan, “I’m not going to eat you.”
Though the look she gives him denies her words, Lugh finally returns her smile. Without needing further encouragement, Lady Tanya grabs his arm. Sameerah lets out a soft growl, but Lugh motions her away, and she hangs back, clearly vexed she can’t at least take this knight out of the picture.
“I have a lot of things I’d like to discuss with you,” Lady Tanya says, batting a nosy woman out of their way with her fan, “starting with that little secret you’ve been harboring. Oh yes, my little spies have been busy, as you can tell.”
Her teeth-gnashing laugh gets swallowed up in the surrounding din as the two of them disappear in the crowd, followed by a skulking Sameerah, and I find myself left to my own devices once again.
I end up drifting through the crowd, regularly exchanging my empty glass for a full one, until I find myself by the patio doors, away from the suffocating press of bodies. One of the doors has been propped open, and I can feel the cold night air spilling around me, easing away the stifling heat and allowing my head to clear.
I glance up, squinting against the chandeliers’ glare and into the gallery’s shadowy recesses. But I can’t see either Arthur’s deep red uniform nor Jennifer’s bright yellow dress amongst the few people now strolling down its length. The two of them have probably gone off gallivanting somewhere more private.
“Well, well, well, fancy meeting you here,” someone says behind me in an acid voice.
I spin around and, to my utter displeasure, find myself face-to-face with Hector.
“W-what are you doing here?” I ask.
Hector leans forward, leering at my décolletage. I gasp, trying to cover myself, and Hector lets out a short, dry laugh.
“Don’t worry,” he says. “Even with a pretty bow a rat is still a rat. Nothing more than a vessel for the plague.”
“Yes, well, even rats have standards,” I say, drawing myself up as I recover from my shock, “and you don’t even meet those.”
Hector gives me a toothy grin but his stare remains flat. “There is something you can do for me, however,” he says. Before I can react, he grabs my arm painfully hard and twists it behind my back until I’m pressed firmly against him, his other hand at my throat. For a second, I think I feel Arthur’s pendant pulse against my chest, but the feeling is quickly gone, replaced by a twinge of fear and copious amounts of irritation.
“Get your filthy paws off me, you miserable wretch,” I say through gritted teeth.
Hector’s hand tightens around my throat, choking any further insults off. “Let your master know that his reign is over,” he whispers into my ear.
I hiccup in surprise as he shoves me away before storming off.
“What did he want?” Arthur asks, suddenly at my elbow, startling me.
“What is it with you people always trying to scare me?” I ask back, feeling somewhat unsteady on my legs.
Arthur leans into me and sniffs, like a dog choosing its next fire hydrant to mark. “How much have you had to drink?” he asks me, frowning.
“I’m fine,” I say, trying to bat him away. “It’s just this dress is too long, my heels too tall, and it’s too stuffy in here.”
I pull on my neckline uncomfortably, only to have a suddenly reddening Arthur take off his coat and put it around my shoulders.
“I said I was hot,” I say indignantly.
“We’re going to get you some fresh air,” Arthur retorts as he leads me to the patio where Percy and Blanchefleur are now standing—this time, the knight’s got his hand around the taller Fey’s waist, and she doesn’t seem to mind. I snort. Guess someone’s taking advantage of this most horrid evening.
“D’ya need us to come along?” Percy asks as we walk past more of those saurian oghams blowing fire to keep the guests warm in the otherwise frigid air.
“No, just keep your eyes and ears peeled,” Arthur says.
Percy nods, and I realize that both he and Blanchefleur are perfectly positioned to keep a discrete eye on both the revelers inside and those who’ve decided to take a stroll in the gardens.
The winter wind howls around us as we go down the steps towards the snow-covered gardens, and I hug Arthur’s jacket closer to myself.
“Now tell me, what did Hector want?” Arthur asks, finally releasing me.
“I don’t see why it should matter to you,” I say, louder than I’d anticipated.
“It does matter to me,” Arthur retorts. “You’re my squire, and part Fey. People are bound to look for ways to use you against me, and against yourself.”
“Whatever,” I say, moving away from him only to slip on a patch of ice.
I catch myself on the handrail, Arthur’s coat slipping off my shoulders. Curse these stupid shoes Keva made me buy—I want my boots back!
“I still don’t like to see you linger about him,” Arthur says.
“Linger?” I say, my voice growing in volume. “I didn’t linger, he sought me out! And just to insult me, might I add.”
“Nevertheless, you should stay away from him,” Arthur says, helping me back into his coat. “You should also steer clear from Lugh and his crew. Fraternizing with the enemy in public isn’t going to get any points in your favor.”
“The enemy you’re trying to join forces with,” I retort, shooing him away.
“Until we’ve made the pact, they’re our enemy,” Arthur says curtly, “and that is how everyone else sees them.”
“Not Lady Tanya,” I say.
“She’s different,” Arthur replies.
“Why?” I ask bitterly. “Because her blood isn’t tainted?”
“Because she’s the head of her Order,” Arthur says. “Lugh’s here on a temporary truce, so until a decision’s reached in our favor by the Board, you stay away from him. Your file’s already long enough as it is, you don’t need to add traitor to the list.”
“Ha! Embarrassed about me, are you?” I ask, crossing my arms. “But speaking about files, I noticed something strange about the one you gave me on my father.”
Arthur watches me warily, a few fat snowflakes landing in his dark blond hair before melting away.
“It seems someone’s tampered with it,” I continue, observing him carefully for any sign of guilt. “As in someone’s torn the last few pages out.”
“I never noticed that,” Arthur says.
“Oh please, don’t start that with me again,” I say. “I’m tired of being lied to.”
“I’m not—”
“First about my parents, and now about my father’s death?” I yell.
“Hush,” Arthur says, casting a quick look at the balcony above where a few people have gathered to watch us. “There’s never been anything more in there beyond the mention of Duke Gorlois’s death.”
His eyes suddenly slide to a spot over my shoulder and he quickly steps away from me. Looking around, I find Sir Leo and Jennifer climbing down the patio steps to join us in the gardens, their attendants flocking in behind them.
“Darling?” Jennifer asks when they reach us, her eyebrows arched questioningly in my direction. “Trouble with your squire?”
“Not at all,” Arthur says. “Just a few last minute orders to give out. Nothing consequential.”
I clench my hands into fists. I’ll show him nothing consequential!
Arthur smiles at Jennifer, his besotted look plastered back onto his face, and she grabs his arm possessively.
“Father wanted to speak with you about your alliance,” she says sweetly, the perfect image of the dutiful daughter and loving fiancée.
Arthur bows to Sir Leo and they cross the pathway to disappear back inside the building through a side entrance, their retinue filing in after them. Before I can storm away, however, a figure lingers behind, drawing near me.
“Don’t forget,” Sir Neil mouths at me, pointing at the large watch circling his wrist.
And as he slips inside after the others, I suddenly remember the strange message he gave me. My hands ball into fists inside Arthur’s overlong sleeves. I’m tired of being bounced around like a bloody ping-pong ball. Trap or no, I’m going to find out what these people want from me, and take things into my own hands. Period.




Standing before the door in the empty hallway, I can hear my own heart pounding. I check once more that this is the only other door around apart from the auditorium’s, just to make sure Percy didn’t fib about the location. This must be it, I tell myself, garnering up my courage. But my hand still pauses on the handle, the cold seeping through my glove as I try to sense any movement on the other side, any sign that I may be walking straight into an ambush.
My hand slips on the handle as I push it down but the door opens without a sound, and I find myself staring at a thousand pairs of golden eyes.
I blink in surprise and the thousand pairs of eyes blink back at me. I break out into a low laugh—of course, dummy, it’s the Hall of Mirrors.
I quickly slip inside and steal softly down the long hallway. Mirrors of all shapes and sizes cover every inch of the walls, red lanterns hanging from the ceiling making dim pools of light on the tiled floor. As I move in front of them, the mirrors brighten to form disparate landscapes—empty rooms, the inside of a cave, a mountain ridge, a leafy forest—before dimming away again as I leave them in my wake.
I follow the corridor as it folds over itself like a giant, coiled-up snake, my curiosity growing with every step. It seems all these mirrors are being used for constant scrying; I’ve seen Arthur and the others do it enough to tell.
A light pink flash draws my attention away from a platypus floating about in a clear river. Ears perked for any sign of approach, I draw near to the low-hanging, oval mirror over which the light keeps flashing, and freeze midstride as a face blooms into view in its shimmering surface. A man, his features distorted in a scream of anguish, is staring straight at me.
I watch, transfixed, as a strange orange halo grows him. The man’s jabbering to me now, but no sound’s coming through. I see him duck, the image going blurry for an instant, and I realize the glow behind him is the result of explosions.
“Help!” I cry out, touching the mirror’s surface in a desperate attempt to turn on the sound. “What’s going on?” I ask more loudly, my gloved fingers now tracing the gilded frame’s intricate woodwork. “Where are you?” I ask louder, helplessly.
The man in the mirror suddenly turns around, his back taking up most of my view. My hands clench around the mirror until it’s shaking.
“What do you need?” I shout, but the man can’t hear me.
Something or someone’s there with him—I can see a blue shadow growing on his other side, then the man’s projected backward, into the mirror, shattering its surface.
I scream as the man’s limp form falls back down, out of sight, and the blue shadow draws nearer. A face forms inside the fragmented image, one I have no trouble recognizing.
“Mordred,” I whisper, unable to move.
The blue-tattooed Fey’s predatory smile reflects through the shattered pieces like in a kaleidoscope. Then his lips draw together, forming a word.
Soon.

“Morgan?”
I wheel around at the unknown voice, almost expecting Mordred to be standing there. I let out a choked sob as I realize it’s only a middle-aged man hurrying over, his military haircut emphasizing the squareness of his jaw. The man glances at the mirror now only showing our own reflections, the pink light above it dark.
“What happened?” he asks.
It takes me a few tries before I can answer him. “Th-they got him.”
“Who got who?” he asks tensely.
But my vocal cords seem to have gotten all tangled up again and I shake my head.
The man’s eyes soften. “Let’s get you seated so you can calm down some,” he says, leading me away, “then you can tell me what you saw.”
The corridor opens up into a large room, mirrors of all sizes hanging by solid wires from the domed ceiling in different clusters like hundreds of windows giving out onto different parts of the world. People dressed in white lab coats move from one to the next, plugging strange, coppery stethoscopes to the mirrors then taking notes on their clipboards. Huddled around a large, multi-sided panel set in the middle of the wide room, more people are analyzing the data and piecing together the constant flow of information.
“Sit,” the stranger tells me, pushing me down onto a metal chair. “Now tell me what you saw. In detail.”
“A man,” I say, my mouth dry. “He was killed in front of me. He…he tried to say something but I”—I lick my lips—“there were explosions and…there was a Fey….” I shake my head, sniffling, then wipe my leaky nose on Arthur’s jacket.
The man’s face grows paler. “Margueritte! Emmerich!” he shouts and two of the people at the giant pinboard turn around. “Mirror sixty seven went down. Fey attack. Go check it out!”
“But that’s Newgrange, sir,” the woman, Margueritte, says with a hitch in her voice.
The man who found me nods. “Have Lamorak go on location to check it out ASAP. It seems Darragh tried to contact us before going down.”
“Yes, sir!” Margueritte and Emmerich say in unison, before dashing away in opposite directions: Margueritte back down the hallway we came from, Emmerich to a simple, rectangular mirror standing in the nearest corner.
I watch as he grabs his strange-looking stethoscope from around his neck, puts the eartips in then plugs the other end into the bottom of the frame. He then grabs a large copper cone attached by a tube to the stethoscope and puts it up to his mouth. Runes around the cone’s surface glow briefly and, a second later, the mirror’s surface shimmers and I know he’s scrying someone.
“Are you feeling better?” the square-jawed man asks, drawing my attention back onto him.
I nod slowly, the shock of seeing Mordred kill that man receding enough to make way for an increased sense of unease at being found in a place where I obviously don’t belong.
“I’m sorry you had to witness such a sight,” the man says. “But in times of war….” He frowns, his voice trailing off, lost in dark thoughts. “Things might’ve been different if they hadn’t insisted on having this mockery of a parade upstairs this year again. But politicians always think their first priority is to reassert their sense of dominance by prancing about like peacocks instead of working toward a solution.” He looks down at me then, as if suddenly remembering I’m there. “At least it has given me the opportunity to finally meet my niece.”
My stomach seems to drop somewhere below my chair. “You’re my…uncle?”
The man nods. “I’m Sir Cade,” he says, then drops his voice to a whisper, “Gorlois’s brother.”
My lungs seem to have forgotten how to work, making me dizzy. “How come nobody’s ever told me about you?” I ask.
“I’ve made it a point to hide the fact,” Sir Cade says bluntly. “You see, our father, bless his soul, had a wandering eye. I happen to be the product of one of the wild oats he sowed. I don’t even think he knew about me, or he didn’t care. Either way, it’s your father who came to find me, when I was half your age.”
I swallow hard. I want to ask him why he’s decided to tell me all of this now, but instead what comes out is, “What was my father like?”
“Impetuous, strong-headed, somewhat cocky,” Sir Cade says, something I have no trouble believing considering what I’ve just read about him. “But he also had a strong sense of what was right, and he had the art to make all of us feel like we were at the same level as him.” He brushes his hand through his short-cropped hair and I wonder briefly if my father had the same habit. “In fact, that’s why I asked to meet you tonight, to discuss the matter of his legacy, and yours.”
“My legacy?” I ask, getting more and more confused. Surely he can’t want to talk to me about my father’s money like that Abigail girl.
Sir Cade casts a quick look at the large grandfather clock behind his desk. “Let’s get going. It’s past ten fifteen and we’ve got an appointment to keep.”
We cross the room, passing first behind a man talking excitedly into his mouth piece to what appear to be a couple of Tibetan monks, then by a short woman entrenched behind a screen of black. As we walk by, the image in her mirror erupts in fire, and for a second I fear that it’s from another Fey attack.
“Don’t worry, it’s just an oil field,” Sir Cade says, forcing me to increase my pace.
“They set fire to it?” I ask, unable to tear my eyes away from the mirror’s now bright surface.
Sir Cade’s face remains impassive. “If we control the amount of oil production or, in this case, that of our competitors, we control its price.”
“You’re burning up somebody else’s oil?” I ask, as we engulf ourselves into a narrow corridor. “But that’s stealing!”
“It’s how we make our money,” Sir Cade says, his voice cold and businesslike. “Think of it as the stock market. Except here, instead of manipulating stock prices, we’re going straight for the commodities. No middleman, so to speak.”
“It still doesn’t sound right to me,” I mutter, not sure I like my uncle after all.
Sir Cade shrugs. “It’s how the families have made and kept their fortunes over the centuries. Defending humanity is costly, Morgan.”
“That’s a stupid reason,” I say. “Slavery was also a tradition passed on for centuries, but people finally got their heads screwed on right and abolished it. Besides, I heard those evil scrooges on the Council, and they don’t want to spend a penny if they can’t see a way to make themselves profit from it.”
“You sound like your father,” Sir Cade says with a light chuckle.
“He tried to stop all that?” I ask, jerking my head back towards the Hall of Mirrors.
“He did, despite his own fortune’s origins,” Sir Cade says, and I feel a burst of pride. “But his death put an end to his motion to stop the use of Fey as slave laborers.”
“You mean—”
“Those fires you just saw?” Sir Cade says as the floor suddenly dips. “Caused by Caorthannach, the fire-spitter. Gnomes make for excellent miners, perfect for mining ore or hitting the right pockets of oil. Of course, we switch elementals depending on the job at hand. Works like a charm and the lay authorities never doubt a thing. Although Carman’s release has made things a tad more difficult to control lately.”
We stop in front of a small door. Set above it is a translucent glass bowl inside which I can distinguish the outline of a salamander, its small body inflating and deflating with every breath, making the light suffusing the corridor pulse.
Sir Cade pulls out a large ring from under his lab coat and proceeds to tap it to the door, on top of a seal burned into its wood where the lock should be.
“Thurisaz,” he whispers.
There’s a dark blue flash and the door opens with a soft click.
“Welcome to my humble abode,” Sir Cade says, revealing a tiny room with but a bed, a chair and a small desk above which is a single painting of a pale woman dressed in somber clothes.
All that security for a monk’s room?
“Just in time,” Sir Cade says, going straight for the portrait which has started glowing.
But when he takes the painting down, I realize the light is coming from yet another mirror, an old, wrinkled face already waiting for us within its polished copper surface.
A feeble voice that seems to be coming from everywhere at once wheezes, “Did she come?”
“She’s here,” Sir Cade says. “Morgan, I want you to meet Sir Joseph, your father’s former squire.”
He pushes me closer to the mirror and I find myself shifting uncomfortably from one foot to the next as a pair of brown eyes peers at me from under bushy brows, a spotted hand stroking the long, silver-white beard that grows thickly under a beaked nose.
“Gorlois’s heir, at long last,” the scratchy voice says.
I make a small curtsy—probably the only thing I can do without making Sir Nigel blush with shame.
“You are the last in your line,” Sir Joseph continues, “and as such it is my duty and honor to serve you, Your Grace.”
It’s now the man’s turn to bow deeply, but the movement seems to unsettle him and he ends up suffering from a severe bout of coughing.
“Sir?” I ask, wondering with a sudden panic if he’s on his deathbed.
“Your father,” the old man wheezes, “came to see me before you were born.” He leans out of sight and I hear the distinct sound of someone expectorating, before his lined face comes back into view. “He sacrificed himself to protect you, Your Grace.”
“I know,” I say, with a pang of sadness at the uselessness of my father’s death, and I close my hand over my scar. “But they still managed to free Carman with my blood.”
“Through no fault of yours,” the old man says, coughing.
“Well…,” I start, for I don’t feel entirely blameless in this matter as there’s an infinitesimal chance that, had I listened more closely to Arthur’s orders—however distasteful they may have seemed to me at the time—things might have unfolded differently.
“Thankfully, Sir Gorlois had anticipated such a calamity might unfold and took some measures to try to curtail the damages, which means there’s still hope.” Sir Joseph draws nearer to me so that all I can distinguish are his eyes, set deep above his crooked nose, and the single, yellowed tooth protruding from his lower lip. “Excalibur,” the old man breathes, fogging his side of the mirror.
I try to hide my disappointment. Why is it everyone keeps thinking I have that stupid sword? “Like I’ve said before,” I say, trying to remain calm, “I don’t know where he hid it.”
“Your Grace,” the old man says, wiping the condensation down with the dirty sleeve of his shirt, “your father hid Excalibur with you.”
I can’t help it. I laugh. The old man must’ve completely lost his marbles. But as I wipe the tears streaming from the corners of my eyes, I see Sir Cade looking at me sternly.
“I’m sorry,” I say, growing serious once more, “but, like I just said, I don’t have the sword my father stole. Never have.”
Sir Joseph spits again, though this time he doesn’t hide himself to do it. “You can’t steal what belongs to you in the first place,” he says. “That weapon has belonged to your family for centuries!”
“We know he didn’t hide it on you,” Sir Cade says behind me. “But we believe he left you with a way to find it again. A clue, if you will.”
“Somewhere only you could find it,” Sir Joseph adds.
“I’ve never seen anything remotely close to a sword near me,” I say. “I mean, except for the regular ones at school and Arthur’s private collection.”
“His Grace was very adamant,” Sir Joseph says. “He told me the sword rests with both you and the other.”
“The other?” I ask, finding this whole conversation more and more ludicrous. “What other?”
“We think he was talking about your mother,” Sir Cade says.
I take a long, deep breath to stabilize myself and stop my thoughts from tumbling over one another. Does that mean they think the sword’s with her?
“Sorry to burst your bubble,” I say at last, “but I don’t know where she is either. Or who she is, for that matter.”
“Which is why Arthur’s latest attempt to rekindle our ties with the Fey must succeed,” Sir Cade says. “It would give you the perfect opportunity to find them both.”
“Arthur knows about this too?” I ask.
Sir Cade hesitates. “We didn’t think it wise to tell him, considering who his father is.”
“You need to do everything in your power to find the sword, Your Grace,” Sir Joseph insists. “Before anyone else does, or we’re doomed.”
“But Arthur’s working on another prison to stop Carman,” I retort. “He found a book that explains how—”
“It will fail,” Sir Joseph says, sounding certain. “That demon witch’s got the Sangraal now, and we no longer have the power to withhold her. Excalibur’s our only chance, Your Grace.”
“We will do our best to assist you, Morgan,” Sir Cade says, “though our hands are tied at the moment.”
“Woah, woah, woah,” I say, holding my hands up before all this crazy-talk overwhelms my brain completely. “Let me get this straight. You’re saying my dad hid Excalibur and left clues with me and my mother, some Fey, might I remind you, I’ve never even met. And now you want me to go with Arthur on his little expedition to Avalon so I can find her and this blasted sword before Carman does.”
“In a nutshell,” Sir Cade says, dead serious.
“And in the meantime, you two will be having a jolly old time, drinking tea while I constantly risk my life?” I ask indignantly.
“Not exactly,” Sir Cade says, his gaze growing distant, a vein throbbing at his temple. “But it’s too early to make my role public just yet, or I’ll get the boot before I can finish my task.”
“Which is?” I ask suspiciously.
Sir Cade gives me a bitter smile. “It is in your best interest not to know exactly what yet,” he says. “Just know that we are both working to finish Gorlois’s dream.”
Sir Joseph nods solemnly, only to start coughing again. “It has been a pleasure to finally meet you, Your Grace,” he says, his image becoming hazy, “but I must leave you now.”
And with a final bow, the mirror fogs over, Sir Joseph disappearing from view.
“How come I never heard of him before now?” I ask, staring at my coppery reflection before Sir Cade replaces the portrait over it. “Is he another wild oat?”
“Sir Joseph is in jail,” he says. “In fact, I believe you were but a few floors above him just yesterday.”
I repress a shiver. “Why is he in there?” I ask. “He’s not Fey, is he?”
Sir Cade straightens the frame and stands back before taking out his ring again. “His crime was being loyal to your father. As I’ve said, we will try to help you, but your best bet is to stick to Arthur and the Fey party he’s brought over.”
I want to tell him how Lugh’s never told me about my own mother either, no matter how many times I’ve asked him about it, but my uncle ushers me out and back the way we came as quickly as possible.
“You better get back to the festivities now,” he says, as we hurry down the serpentine hallway, “before anyone wonders where you’ve gotten to.”
As we finally near the exit, he stops. The lanterns above taint the first half of his face red, casting deep shadows below his prominent cheekbones.
“I need to stay here,” he says. “My employees won’t say a thing, but it’s best if I’m not seen with you.”
“Why not?” I ask hotly. “Why can’t people know you’re my uncle?”
“Gorlois wasn’t liked by everyone around,” Sir Cade says. “In fact, many were happy when he died. And you saw what they did to his…squire. If I were to reveal my parentage to Gorlois, I would not last here very long, and then I would be completely useless to our cause.”
I nod in understanding, my stomach knotting up. As if dealing with Carman wasn’t enough, now I have to worry about some internecine war40 my father started in the midst of the Order itself.
“Will I see you again?” I ask, before the door can shut on me again.
The question seems to take Sir Cade by surprise. “Of course,” he says, giving me the first genuine smile of the evening, one that reminds me strongly of my father’s picture, “though probably not any time soon, if we don’t want to raise any suspicion. Quickly now, and be careful.”
Before I have the chance to say goodbye, I find myself all alone again, a thousand questions jostling in my mind.
If my father truly hid Excalibur with me, it’s no wonder I’ve been let out of jail so easily, even with all of Irene’s objections—it had nothing to do with Arthur being all chivalrous or some other bull crap of the sort. And if that’s the case, then I must definitely tread very carefully, for my every step must be closely watched.
A deafening BANG echoes down the empty staircase followed by a loud scream.
A moment later, I hear the rapid patter of shoes hitting the marble floor, then a figure bursts out from around the corner, rushing towards me.
“Inspector Bossart?” I ask, recognizing the man’s weaselly features.
“Run!” he yells, the whites of his eyes showing, a gun in his hand.




The inspector grabs my arm as he passes by, forcing me to run with him.
“What’s going on?” I ask, as weird grunts follow in our wake, getting closer.
I look over my shoulder, but the inspector yanks me harder and all I can see are a couple of figures running jerkily at the end of the dark hallway before we round another corner and they disappear from sight.
“Who are they?” I ask.
“Those were the Beaumont children,” the inspector says, panting heavily.
“Were?” I ask.
We burst through a door into a small courtyard. Flurries of snow greet us, whipping every inch of exposed skin like thousands of needles. I shiver in Arthur’s jacket, but keep running on the Inspector’s heels, the hem of my dress sticking to my legs like slimy algae.
“I don’t know what you people are up to,” I hear him mutter, “but this is all highly irregular. Once I’m out of here, I’m going straight for the authorities!”
“Aren’t you the authority?” I ask as he stops along a wall, looking for an exit.
“Shut up, girl,” the inspector snaps, “I need to think.”
“Think about what?” I ask, getting more and more nervous. “Who to shoot next?”
I hear the doors slam open behind us then someone lets out an eerie, hair-raising howl.
“What was that?” I ask, my voice pitching higher with fright.
But the inspector is no longer next to me.
“Inspector?” I call out again, running along the wall in search of the weaselly man.
My foot slips on a patch of ice and I fall sprawling into the snow, losing one of my shoes. The grunts keep getting closer as I struggle to get back up. Then the hairs at the back of my neck stand up and I suddenly roll over onto my back in time to see a shadow lunge at me.
There’s a loud bang, and the creature collapses to the ground, the force of the impact sending it rolling away from me. Then someone grabs me by the scruff of my neck and pulls me up.
“Bloody hell, girl!” the inspector shouts. “There’s no time to be fooling around!”
“Wh-what’s going on?” I ask through chattering teeth.
“I should be asking you that question,” Inspector Bossart mutters. “I came here to collect two bodies, and instead I’ve got these—”
Something dives into him and another shot goes off before they both fall to the ground, shouting and growling. There’s a loud snarl and the inspector screams.
I drop to the ground, feeling around for a weapon, when my hands close around something thick and heavy.
The inspector’s gun!
I grab the weapon, aiming at the flailing bodies, and pause, unable to distinguish one from the other. If only there was some light! A wave of warmth washes through me at the thought, and a large globe of fire erupts in the air above, reflecting brightly off the snow.
One of the two struggling shapes freeze momentarily at the sudden light and, with a grunt, the inspector flings his assailant off. I swing the gun towards the attacker as he straightens up again, and my finger releases the trigger in shock.
“A child?” I gasp, taking in the boy’s half-naked body, a large Y-incision poorly sutured showing stark black against the grey pallor of his skin.
“Monsters,” the inspector spits. “Get out of here, girl!”
“Would love to,” I say, keeping the gun pointed at the resurrected corpse, “but I don’t think it will let me.”
The boy’s glassy eyes are fixed upon me, unblinking.
“How about we get you back to the nice, dry morgue, huh?” I ask the dead boy. “It’ll be nice and cozy on the operating table, and….” I pause. “Inspector?”
“What?” the older man asks, shuffling over on the icy ground.
“Didn’t you say you came for two bodies?” I ask, glancing over at the man just as the second child jumps onto his back.
I see the girl’s mouth open wide, displaying two rows of pearly-white teeth, before they clamp down on the inspector’s neck and tear out a large chunk of flesh.
With a scream of pain, the inspector crumples to the ground, his blood turning the snow around him scarlet.
“Stop!” I scream at the girl.
My fingers squeeze the trigger and the gun fires with a deafening bang. The firearm recoils in my hands and I lose my grip on it as the bullet hits the girl’s shoulder. But the dead child doesn’t seem to feel a thing and dives onto the inspector for another strike.
“No!” I yell, throwing my hands forward.
Another surge of energy blazes through me and a sizzling bolt of lightning catches the Beaumont girl square in the chest, flinging her off the inspector’s body to land heavily a few yards away.
“Inspector!” I shout, rushing towards the fallen man.
But before I can reach him, cold fingers wrap themselves around my leg and pull me down. I twist around as I hit the ground, my dress ripping apart, and throw my hands up defensively. A blaze of fire catches the dead boy’s stony face, turning him into a live match, the flesh of his face bubbling and sizzling like steak on a grill. I squirm around to get a foot in between us, then kick as hard as I can. The boy falls rolling into the snow, his whole body now engulfed in white-hot fire. Then, with a last twitch, the boy finally stops moving.
I turn away, feeling sick to my stomach, when I hear a gurgling gasp.
“Inspector Bossart?” I call out, crawling over to the man’s side.
Another whimper comes from the unconscious man and I lean down to examine his wound. His chest rises and falls in shallow gasps, blood pulsing slowly out of his torn neck to the beating of his heart. I take my gloves off and use them to staunch the blood flow, pressing down hard, but the thin satin cloth quickly gets soaked through.
“It’s gonna be OK,” I say in a shaky breath. “Just stay with me.”
Closing my eyes, I try to calm down and concentrate on healing the man. All I need to do is patch up his jugular, somehow reform his scalene and trapezius muscles, then regrow his skin over it all. Piece of cake, really.
Heat builds in my hands before passing into the injured inspector, and I slowly feel the outflow of blood decrease. The man shifts under my touch, a soft moan escaping his lips.
“Just a moment longer,” I say, cold sweat pooling in the small of my back.
An explosion rends the air, momentarily turning the falling snow to sleet and sending me sprawling onto the inspector’s body.
Screams and shouts erupt in the distance as the low whine of a siren blares into the night. A second later, the sky lights up with gigantic flames that rise above the courtyard’s enclosing walls and I feel my gut knot up in fear as I realize one of the compound’s buildings is on fire.
“Saint George’s balls, this is not good!” I say through gritted teeth, peeling myself away from the unconscious inspector.
I bend over the man’s neck to quickly inspect my work. Though his flesh is still open, the bleeding’s stopped and the muscles have reformed themselves.
“That’ll have to do,” I mutter, pushing myself up on shaky legs.
I grab the inspector’s arms then slowly drag him back to the building, his boots leaving deep, twin trails in the snow. Panting from the effort, I leave the inspector propped up against a wall before heading back up to the ballroom for help, my feet silent on the marble steps. But when I enter the massive suite of rooms, I find them deserted except for a few straggling staff members.
“Where is everyone?” I ask.
One of the Fey servants stares at me, mutely, then slowly lifts its hand to point outside.
I turn around as the building shakes with another explosion. The chandeliers above swing wildly, their crystal finials clinking together like castanets. Heart thumping, I pause by the open French doors, snow and smoke drifting in to form dark puddles on the parquet floor, and my blood runs cold at the sight before me. The gardens light up in bursts of colored flares as knights battle Fey in disorganized clumps, the security hall at the other end ablaze.
My hand clenches around the door frame as a creature twice the size of a man stomps its way in my direction, a tail the thickness of a trunk swishing angrily behind it. Its long, flat head sweeps back and forth, as if in search of a juicy prey. Suddenly, it stops moving and a large, dirty green eyeball comes to fix its stare upon me. Target found.
I shudder as it lets out a massive roar that makes my bones vibrate, then charges. Three knights jump in its way to try to stop it, pummeling it with blasts of air and water. But their frenzied attack doesn’t seem to affect the great beast and it tears down through the knights like they’re nothing more than a bunch of bowling pins.
“There she is!” a strident voice rings out. “The traitor!”
A crowd of angry knights still dressed to the nines appears at the foot of the patio stairs, their outlines glowing in the orange blaze of the fires. Another boom shakes the floor beneath my bare feet and a heat wave washes over us a short moment later.
I lift my arm to shield my eyes, coughing.
“She’s the one who called those monsters over!” Jennifer shouts, her beautiful blond hair now flapping in the wind around her face like that of a madwoman.
“What?” I ask, too stunned to react.
A woman next to her steps forward, dressed in the austere black and white habit of a nun.
“Seize her,” Sister Marie-Clémence barks.
Four knights surge forward, their faces set into deep scowls, their eyes gleaming with murder. I take a step back and bump against the patio railing.
“I didn’t do anything!” I shout, fear making my voice shake. “Why are you coming after me?”
“We’re putting down a threat like we should have from the very beginning,” Jennifer says, looking pleased.
“Threat?” I repeat stupidly as the knights inch towards me, their fists aglow.
Keeping my eyes on them, I edge towards the other end of the patio. “You’re making a mistake,” I say.
Jennifer’s smile broadens, dimpling her rosy cheek. “Oh, no,” she breathes. “This is definitely not a mistake.”
Something barrels from the ballroom into the nearest knight, bringing him crashing down, and I immediately recognize the Beaumont girl.
“Draugar!” someone yells in shock as the dead girl’s fingers rip the man’s clothes and flesh to pieces like tissue paper.
The knight screams in pain, desperately trying to push the girl away, and there’s an answering roar from the Fey beast down below.
A low buzz permeates the air as the knights call on their elementals, now facing enemies on two fronts. Using the diversion, I jump over the balustrade, into the snow-packed bushes below, and flee.

My bare feet pound the frozen ground as fast as they can carry me, around the main building and away from the battle.
Before I have time to think about where to go, the prison block’s grim walls rise ahead of me, another squad of knights guarding it, weapons drawn.
I skid to a stop, my eyes darting around for an escape route, but everywhere I look there are knights blocking me. I stomp my foot on the ground and feel myself lift off. But I’m barely three feet into the air when something strikes me in the back and I find myself careening off course. I hit the prison wall with a dull thud, bouncing off it before landing face first into a pile of snow.
A groan escapes my lips as I try to get back on my feet, only to slip down again, spots dancing in my vision.
Someone shouts overhead and, blinking, I look up to see two figures flying towards me, surrounded by an iridescent green glow. One of them swings his arm and a large flame arcs through the air, shooting towards me like a comet. I stare at the flaming projectile as it draws closer, crackling sharply as it burns its way through the falling snow. I need to move. Now.
But my body won’t respond, as if it’s turned into a block of ice.
There’s a snarl of fury and someone lands in front of me, throwing up a sylph shield in time for the ball of fire to burst against it in a shower of yellow and green sparks.
“Percy?” I ask, my throat constricting at the sight of the knight.
But Percy doesn’t seem to hear me and hurls himself into the air towards my attackers. At his sight, the two knights hesitate for a second—a second too long. Percy’s sword flashes between them, its movements blurrily quick. The two men try to retreat, using their elementals as cover, but Percy follows them mercilessly across the sky.
I peer through the hurtling snow, trying to detect what’s happening, when a sharp cry reaches my ears and I see one of the men plummet to the ground, snow exploding outward from the impact.
“Get up!” Blanchefleur says roughly, landing next to me. “We need to get you out of here.”
I lurch towards her, my vision doubling as a splitting headache threatens to make me go blind. I feel myself vacillate on the uneven ground, but strong arms suddenly catch me.
“Your boy has gone berserk,” Lugh says, his deep, soothing voice rumbling through his thin clothes against my cheek. “Unfortunately, though I am enjoying the sight, it might prove contrary to our plans now that we have decided to join the Gibborim.”
“Right on it,” Blanchefleur says crisply.
She bolts straight up into the sky, her crystal sword held before her like a beam of light.
Squinting against my migraine, I see Percy blast his opponent with a gust of wind, and the other knight cartwheels through the clouds before righting himself again. But Percy doesn’t give him an inch to recover and, sword already swinging down, speeds towards him.
But before he can fell the other knight in two, Blanchefleur’s blade darts in and the two weapons meet in a flash of blinding light. Transferring his rage onto the Fey warrior, Percy attacks Blanchefleur as if she were the devil himself, turning into a maelstrom of cuts and blows that she is finding more and more difficult to parry. I watch, petrified, as Blanchefleur is forced to fall back. Then, even as Percy prepares to cut her open, Blanchefleur thrusts forward and jerks her sword sideways, disarming him. Before he can retaliate, however, the Fey grabs him by the neck, draws him against her, and kisses him.
Percy’s body goes rigid with shock, then his arms encircle Blanchefleur in a crushing hold, keeping her anchored to him.
“That will do,” Lugh says against my cheek.
He strides away from the prison, holding me close to him, then says loudly, “Pigfain! Pigfain! Pigfain!”
A single, thick beam of silvery light shoots up from the ground at our feet, melting the snow and dispersing the billowing clouds overhead. The ray then splits into three shafts of light, leaving a blazing trefoil knot41 seared within a glowing circle in the muddy ground.
The form of a small child materializes inside the light before it dissipates, revealing the small Fey.
“Greetings, my Lord,” Pigfain says with a pointy-toothed smile.
“Take her back,” Lugh says, dumping me inside the circle.
“But I need to—” I start, willing myself to stand back up.
“Quick,” Lugh says.
Pigfain grabs my hand and the circle starts glowing again. My head snaps back, a sudden pressure bearing down on me, then the ground vanishes from underneath my feet.




“Hold on tight,” Pigfain’s tinny voice squeaks, his small fingers clenched around mine. “This is turning out to be a bumpy ride!”
A gust of warm wind swoops us up and about until I’m not sure which way I’m facing anymore, and my stomach heaves with motion-sickness.
“Hold on,” I hear Pigfain repeat, tension oozing from his voice.
But another warm blast enfolds me and rips the Fey’s hand out of mine.
“Pigfain!” I yell.
I try to look around, but only find myself surrounded in darkness.
“Pigfain!” I yell louder.
Then his hand finds me again and yanks me back into a stronger current that brings us tumbling down onto solid ground. I drop to my knees in relief, breathing deeply to get rid of my wooziness while my inner ear readjusts.
“Thank the Heavens we’ve made it safe,” I say.
A low laugh greets my words, then a derisive voice says, “I don’t think you should thank the Heavens for this.”
I snap my eyes open at the familiar voice and find myself staring straight into a pair of golden eyes. With mounting dread, I take in the long, black hair pulled into a low pony tail, giving ample display to the myriad of blue whorls tattooed into his flesh.
“You!” I breathe.
“I told you I’d come for you soon,” Mordred says.
“Where’s Pigfain?”
“What pig?” Mordred asks. His eyes widen in mock surprise. “Oh, you mean the little rat? Probably back home, crying to daddy. Though it’s hard to tell how these gates work when you mess around with them.”
I funnel my anger outward and my fists crackle with energy. Mordred moves back a few paces. This time, his look of surprise isn’t feigned, but he smiles nonetheless.
“I see you’ve started to get a hang of what it means to be Fey,” he says. “But I’ve got years of practice ahead of you, Morgan. So whatever you do is useless. You’re in my territory now. That means you obey my rules.”
I jump onto my feet, ready to bolt. “What did you do?” I ask.
“I subverted the portal,” Mordred says, annoyed at having to explain himself further.
“How is that even possible?” I ask, looking at the ground where an encircled trefoil is seared. Only this time, pairs of double lines are cutting through the circle in between each of the three leaves.
“Only a higher order Fey is capable of such an easy task, if I may say so myself,” Mordred says in a self-satisfied tone.
My eyes narrow. “You attacked Camaaloth?” I say, more a statement than a question. I cast my mind back to all those knights slaughtered during the party, none of them prepared for battle. “You monster,” I say, hugging myself tight.
Mordred’s mirth dissolves, replaced by a disdainful mask. “Depends on where you stand,” he says at last. “In our eyes, I was on a holy mission, to deliver our kind from evil. In fact, you should be thanking me as well.”
I open my mouth to say a few choice words, but snap it shut again—Mordred is right, things weren’t too peachy for me over in Camaaloth either. But that doesn’t excuse his actions.
“So where are we now?” I ask, looking around the dark plain, stunted trees and spindly bushes growing about in sickly clumps, extending pleading fingers towards a dark, moonless sky.
A hyena-like laugh echoes around us, raising every hair on my body. My eyes dart about, in search of its source. Then I notice some of the shadows have pooled together on the ground and are rising from the soil to coalesce into five large, spiky carapaces from which dart out wide, scaly heads at the end of long necks.
One of the figures is taken with seizures before another loud, screeching cackle erupts, making my skin want to crawl off my back.
“Our escort’s arrived,” Mordred says.
One of the large Fey throws itself forward then runs on all fours towards me in an uneven gait. At a sign from Mordred, however, it lumbers to a stop a foot away and starts sniffing the air.
“Smells…familiar…,” it grunts. “Tasted…blood?”
I push the cold snout away from my legs and regret it immediately as my hand comes away caked in slime.
“I don’t believe I’ve had the pleasure,” I say, wiping my hand on my tattered dress to hide its shaking. “Mordred, can you call your dog back?”
The creature snaps its jaws at me with a loud clack and I jerk backwards. “No…dog!” it growls.
Keeping it well in sight, I inch around the creature towards Mordred. “Nice puppy…” I say in a conciliatory tone.
“No…PUPPY!” the large Fey barks, lunging at me.
I drop all pretense of bravery and duck behind Mordred who snickers before finally motioning for the monster to stay at bay.
“What do you want with me?” I ask when the slobbering beasts are a safe distance away, trying to regain my composure.
“I just wanted to show you a little more of Avalon,” Mordred says, “give you a taste of what you were made for. You see, you and I are not so different from each other.”
I snort. “You and I are nothing alike,” I say. “I don’t go around killing people for the heck of it, while you…you’re just some crazy sociopath with superpowers.”
Mordred’s face grows somber and for a second I fear he’s going to strike me. But he just herds me forward. “Let’s get going, we’ve got a schedule to keep,” he says, his voice brooking no argument.
We march over wide, empty hills, the brittle grass cutting the soles of my feet, and though I know I can heal quickly it doesn’t make the pain any less sharp. Finally, the endless plain of rolling hills comes to an end at the edge of a wide forest of burned trees.
“This isn’t Avalon,” I say through my constricted throat. “You’re taking me to hell, aren’t you?”
Mordred’s smile is sharp, as if carved with a knife. “Trust me,” he says, “you’ll soon know the difference.”
He pushes me forward, into the forest’s charred remains, raising little clouds of ashes with every step. A soft nicker greets us further down and we stop before a tall, dark horse, the creature’s eyes burning scarlet in the obscurity. It shakes its mane, spraying me with salty sweat.
“Are Dark Sidhe all as disgusting as your dogs and this horse?” I ask.
“Nessie’s a kelpie,” Mordred says matter-of-factly, drawing close to the demon horse.
“It looks the same to me,” I retort.
“But horses don’t eat people for breakfast,” Mordred says. “Now hop on.”
Reluctantly, I draw closer to the creature, grabbing a fistful of its moss-like mane that reminds me of my early mornings spent sifting through Lake Geneva’s waters. But as I make to pull myself up, Nessie blows loudly and tries to bite me.
“I don’t think your horse likes me,” I say, skittering away immediately.
“Kelpie,” Mordred says, annoyance peeking through his mask of command. “And if you keep pissing her off, she’ll find the first opportunity to drown you.”
Mordred’s hands come around my waist and he hoists me up. I hear the heart-wrenching rend of my dress tearing further as I swing my leg over the beast’s wide back. Then, with one practiced move, Mordred hops on behind me and we set off at a trot, the other Fey creatures easily keeping pace with us.
We wind our way in and out of the trees, the acrid smell of long-gone fires growing thicker in the air. Occasionally, one of the beasts strays off to the side to snap a burned tree trunk into splintered halves.
“There’s no need to bring the whole forest down, boys,” Mordred says to the monsters after a while. “I said we should make the way obvious, but they’ll definitely smell a trap if we make it that conspicuous.”
The hyena laugh erupts once again and I wince. Then, out of the corner of my eyes, I see the creatures dissolve into our surroundings, only the shifting shadows betraying their presence.
Finally, after what seems like hours upon hours of horseback riding and a completely raw bum, the forest grows sparser, the trees opening up onto a wide valley covered in swirling mists.
Despite the poor visibility, Nessie accelerates to a canter, obviously familiar with the area. I repress a shiver as the sound of a distant howl reaches us, eerily familiar.
“Seems like you have a friend,” Mordred says in my ear.
I make to turn around to ask him what he’s talking about, but stop when I feel myself slipping off Nessie’s back.
“Steady,” Mordred says, his hold tightening around me. “There’s no point in trying to run away. Our escort might seem friendly, but they’re quite feral. We’ve arrived anyway.”
I don’t bother to contradict him and he jumps off the kelpie before helping me down, then smacks Nessie’s rump. “Go eat!” he tells it.
The kelpie’s pupils thin into slits. She lets off a shriek, rears, then storms off in a cloud of ash.
I peer into the thick fog in a useless attempt to see what’s waiting for me, but can barely see past my arm.
“Enough dawdling,” Mordred says, ushering me into the waiting mists.
But before we’ve made more than a couple dozen steps, I stop.
“Can you hear that?” I ask, cocking my head at the light hum that seems to be saturating the air, as if we’re surrounded by high-powered electrical towers.
“Don’t stop,” Mordred says.
I’m forced to continue walking for fear of finding myself alone and lost in these strange mists. As we make our slow progress forward, the buzzing morphs into distinctive voices, and I find myself reaching for Mordred’s arm, when the ground suddenly vanishes. I feel myself topple forward before my foot hits a stone step and I let out a string of curses.
“Watch it, there are stairs here,” Mordred says.
“You could’ve told me sooner, I mutter as I carefully follow him down.
As we reach the bottom of the cliff, the fog finally parts, and my toes curl in the rocky path with relish at knowing I haven’t met my demise just yet.
“Should we raise the alarm?” a voice asks in a deep and rumbling bass.
“Don’t be stupid,” another one cackles. “It’ll be AC, for sure. I heard that stupid horse of his.”
“Or it’s that other creature,” a third voice says. “She’s been howling all over the place tonight.”
“Yessssss,” a fourth, raspier voice says. “It can sense the change happening….”
I bite back a gasp as a long wall of spears emerges from the shadows, decapitated heads firmly planted on their spikes. Each and every one of them has had its eyes and mouth sewn shut, as if body-less heads could still see and talk.
Then, as I’m about to pass the lugubrious fence, the nearest one smiles at me, as if it knows I’m there, and I leap back in shock, smacking my head against one of Mordred’s bodyguards. A sinister laugh rises at my reaction.
“Ooooh, she’s a pretty one,” a deep voice says.
The voice belongs to the round head of a bald man, the threads through his eyelids and lips pale against his decaying skin. Its mouth stretches wide, pulling at its sutures.
“Are you going to let us have her?” another one asks.
“Don’t be foolish,” Mordred says, who appears quite used to having disembodied heads hold conversations with him. “I still need her.”
“But it’s been soooo looooong,” an old man’s head whines. “Even Martha’s getting hungry.”
The first woman’s head seems to shake on its spike in agreement.
“I said no,” Mordred says, pulling me after him. “Don’t worry,” he adds to me as we leave the morbid wall behind, “that’s just our alarm system.”
I let out a nervous giggle, probably a result from my lack of proper sleep, food, and those numerous glasses of alcohol I’ve consumed. That, and the nightmarish place I’ve ended up in, and from which I can’t wake up.
“Here we are,” Mordred says, motioning towards a dark mound.
As we draw closer, the mound turns into the crumbling ruins of an old fort. A single sentry sitting before the entrance stands up at our approach, arm-length quills sprouting on its back in warning.
“Easy, Badass,” Mordred says, and the Dark Sidhe’s quills retract slowly.
“Badass?” I ask, as we pass by the Fey, the creature’s round eye following me watchfully.
“Technically his name’s Ysbaddaden,” Mordred says, “but it’s kind of a mouthful, don’t you think? So I came up with the nickname.”
He looks at me uncertainly, a tentative smile playing at the corners of his mouth. I nod hesitatingly and his smile widens.
“Come,” he says eagerly. “Let me show you your new home.”
I shudder at the implication but follow him inside.
A rush of cold air sends a chill down my spine as I step into the empty entrance hall, the sounds of excited shatter spilling out from a bright room straight ahead along with the insidious smell of sulfur. I repress another shudder as, for a terrifying second, I think Carman’s waiting for me inside, but when we emerge into the wide common room, I find it is filled to bursting with regular, old Dark Sidhe. A few near the doorway look up at our arrival, sniffing the air curiously before returning their attention to the other end of the room where a large fire is crackling brightly.
“Ten pieces for the fat one!” a deep, guttural voice shouts.
“Twenty for the girl,” another says.
Mordred makes his way to the back of the room, elbowing and kicking Fey out of our way. Despite most of them being at least twice our size, and certainly looking twenty times more dangerous, they all seem to defer to the blue-tattooed Fey and let us through with barely a grunt.
“Are you their king?” I ask, watching a giant frog-like creature bounce straight up onto a rotting beam at a kick from Mordred.
“Not exactly,” Mordred says.
The frog-man’s mouth gapes open as we pass beneath it and a large glob of greenish mucus falls out. I squeal as it lands next to me, burning through the wooden floor like superacid.
“What are you boys up to?” Mordred asks as we reach the front of the crowd, the smell of sulfur stronger here.
“Thought we’d make the wait a little more interesting,” a spindly creature with skin as black as charred wood says.
“So we’re betting on who’ll make it back up alive,” a sinuous Fey adds, its skin blindingly white.
Mordred struts up to a perfectly circular hole in the floor, squats at its edge and peers down into it. “Anybody make it out yet?” he asks.
The white Fey shakes its head. “This is the first wave. Care to do a little betting of your own, AC?”
A gust of heat belches out of the hole, blurring Mordred’s features. He seems to be listening intently for something, then finally breaks into an eager smile. “Thirty pieces on the child,” he says.
The other two creatures’ faces melt in annoyance.
“A child?” the black Fey asks.
“That’s cheating!” the other one retorts.
Mordred shrugs. “Not my fault you didn’t see it,” he says.
The hole at his feet suddenly seems to catch light, turning his blue pectorals purple as if he’s been mortally wounded.
“Care to have a look?” Mordred asks me, his eyes twinkling.
Curiosity makes me itch to join his side and see what it is that’s gotten all these monsters excited about, but caution tells me I should probably stand as far away from the pit as possible.
“You’re not gonna push me in there, are you?” I ask, unable to forget the hole they fed all those innocent people to back in Menasha.
The black Fey laughs softly. “What a tempting thought,” he says, sidling up to me and placing his deathly-cold fingers on my face.
“It would work if she didn’t have so much Fey blood,” the white creature says, prowling around us. “But I’m sure we can find other uses for you, my dear.”
I shrink away from their touch, knowing full-well that by ‘other uses’ they mean ‘food for Carman.’
“Urim, Thummim,” Mordred drawls, “leave Morgan alone, you’re missing the show.”
The two Fey dart away from me and go to stand at his side. Despite my best intentions, I find myself stepping closer and closer to them, inexplicably drawn to the circle. It’s shining so brightly now that it rivals the fire blazing in the hearth behind it.
As I draw nearer, an unfamiliar symbol comes into view, painted along the hole’s diameter—an inverted triangle, its two legs extending beyond its apex to finish in fishhooks around a stylized V, an asymmetrical cross splitting the triangle from its base to the V’s points.
“What is that?” I ask.
Mordred glances over and catches me looking at the strange symbol.
“Lucifer’s sigil,” he says, returning his attention to what’s happening inside the hole.
“W-w-whose?” I sputter, my legs turning to cotton.
Excited shouts break out around me, making the floor shake. The circle is now an incandescent red, and I can discern shapes moving inside it.
“Push, puuuuush!” Urim shouts, his white skin reflecting the circle’s bright light like a beacon.
I let out a shout as a slender hand pushes past the hole’s entrance, followed by a thin wrist.
Urim jumps up on his toes in trepidation, shouting encouragements.
Thummim’s face is knotted in anger. “Just pull her away!” he shouts.
A woman’s head appears, her blank eyes mirroring the circle’s light. I stand frozen as she slowly emerges, as if pressing through some invisible resistance.
Then the woman’s mouth opens in a guttural cry as glowing ropes of red fire shoot out from the circle’s edge over her in a tightening net, cutting through her body.
At first, she remains inert, as if frozen in place, then a fat arm punches through her body, and she explodes outward. I shriek as pieces of flesh rain around the room, spattering against the walls and floor.
Thummim howls in joy as a man as large as a hippo hoists himself through the hole. But the man barely gets a chance to plant his hands on the floor when he too gets cut down, and his body falls in pieces back down the hole.
The dark Fey’s howl turns into a cry of despair and I see Mordred’s smile widen.
“Come on, boy, that’s it,” he coaxes.
A small, dark-haired head emerges, sunken eyes staring straight ahead, and a young boy no older than eight claws his way through. I shiver as I recall the Beaumont children who attacked me just hours ago.
Again, the circle grows brighter, ropes of light shooting from its circumference. But the boy extends his foot outside of the circle’s glowing edge then pulls himself out just as the net of light grows taught, and he lands next to Mordred, unharmed.
Mordred stands up, his tattooed chest puffed out with pride. “Pay up,” he says, extending his hand towards Urim and Thummim.
The two Fey grumble and slap a fat purse into his hand. Mordred shakes the leather pouch and smiles in satisfaction as it jingles. He looks at me expectantly, as if waiting for an applause, but I find myself unable to share in his mirth, staring instead at the boy still seated next to him, as still as a rock, his eyes vacant.
“It’s one of them,” I whisper.
“Aye, I believe you’ve already encountered a couple of our draugar,” Mordred says.
The boy cocks his head at the sound of Mordred’s voice and his mouth opens up hungrily, displaying a set of rotting teeth. Then, coming from deep inside of him, comes the most horrifying screech I’ve ever heard.




“Keep those things away from me!” I snarl, huddled up against the crumbling wall of the ruins where the Dark Sidhe have holed themselves up.
“It won’t bite,” Thummim says.
“Unless AC tells it to,” Urim adds.
“How long are we going to stay here?” I ask, looking over the draugar to Mordred who’s been sulking since I refused to acknowledge his betting win.
“As long as it takes,” Mordred retorts petulantly.
Standing in a line before him are the five people who’ve made it out of the pit in mostly one piece: The black-haired boy who came out first, another pair of children, a long-necked woman, and a goateed man, each and every one of them staring vacantly ahead like automatons we’ve forgotten to wind up.
“I must say, I like humans in this form a lot more,” Urim says, gauging the line of draugar. “They’re so much more pliable, and less prone to unnecessary hormonal outbursts. Don’t you think?”
I glare at the Fey’s pale blue eyes. “What did you do to them, anyway?” I ask.
“I thought she was there when we provided our Teind?” Thummim asks his light-skinned twin.
Urim nods. “I distinctly remember the runt trying to stop us at the Hill of the Dead,” he says.
“Almost got pummeled to the ground by Raz,” Thummim says.
“Until he….” Urim swipes his hand across his throat tellingly, and they both burst out laughing.
I grimace, drawing my legs closer to me under my ripped up dress, my feet as cold as ice cubes despite the giant fire crackling in the room. My gaze travels to the other side of the building where the wall has been partially torn down, and into the interminable night outside. Things here seem so strange compared to Lake High, where the weather is always set to summer. How can both places be part of the same Avalon?
A gust of wind whistles inside the hall, bringing with it the smell of charred remains that permeates the surrounding area, and my thoughts wander back to Switzerland and the Board’s headquarters. Have they managed to repeal the attack? Is anyone I know hurt? Does anybody care that I’m gone? Do they even realize I’m not with Lugh? Does Lugh even know himself?
A pang of worry twists my guts into a knot. After all the warnings I’ve received, I still managed to get caught. And for what?
I scan the room again—with the excitement of the draugars’ arrival gone, the Dark Sidhe are now busy honing their weapons, wrestling with each other, or simply lounging about, but underlying their seeming unconcern is a sense of restlessness, like they’re waiting for something.
And not one of them seems to care much about my presence here, as if I were just another gnat around a fruit bowl. Or, as I realize with some dread thinking back to Mordred’s comment on our way down here, I am just the cheese in the mousetrap.
“You’re wasting your time, you know,” I say loudly, trying to keep my voice from shaking.
Mordred doesn’t look around, but I see the muscles in his back grow tense.
“They’re not going to come for me,” I continue nonchalantly. “In fact, they were about to execute me when you guys burst inside their headquarters.”
“Either way we’ll bring the fight to them,” Mordred says, not sounding bothered at all.
“Again?” I ask.
“Always,” Mordred says with a sharp smile, finally looking over at me.
“With Carman?” I ask.
“For Carman,” Mordred says, “and the rest of our kind, to reclaim what is ours.”
“And what is that?” I ask.
“This world, to begin with,” Mordred replies. “It is high time we restored the natural order of things—the powerful should reign over the meek, not the other way around.”
“And then what?” I ask. “What is killing everyone off going to bring you?”
Mordred shrugs. “After that, I suppose we’ll take over the Heavens.”
Stunned, I stare at the tattooed Fey, before breaking out into a loud laugh. Mordred’s face clouds over.
“There’s nothing funny in that,” he says with a severe pout that makes me wonder how old he truly is.
“Are you kidding?” I ask. “You guys want to go take the fight up there?” I point at the ceiling and the sky beyond. “I’m sorry but I think you’re going to have a hard time.”
Mordred’s eyes turn flinty. “You think this is the extent of our forces?” he asks, stalking across the floor towards me. The air seems to sizzle around him, and the room grows unnervingly quiet. “Then you’re more foolish than I thought.” He drops into a crouch so our eyes are level. “Then again, you’ve been kept in the dark by those humans for most of your life like a caged animal at a zoo, so I should try to be more understanding. Our forces have been planning for our return for ages, and there’s nothing that’s going to stop us.”
“Your forces?” I ask, my heart hammering in my chest.
Mordred points towards the line of draugar. “There’s more where they came from,” he says.
I swallow audibly. “A few dead bodies walking around aren’t any match against hundreds of knights,” I say.
“A couple of draugar, perhaps,” Mordred says, smiling, “but a whole army?”
My eyes seem about to pop out of their sockets. “You can’t be serious,” I whisper hoarsely. “You’re never going to get thousands of those out of that hole. You could barely get five now!”
“Just wait and watch,” he says.
Mordred’s confident smile only widens and I cower against the wall. I may have put on a brave face in front of him, but the idea of facing more of those soulless corpses terrifies me. I can’t let Mordred go through with his plans without trying to stop him.
Without taking another second to think about it, I throw myself at him. Mordred’s smirk turns into a look of shock as he falls onto his back.
I roll off him and jump back to my feet before making for the fallen wall.
A slew of curses falls behind me and I will myself to go faster. Three more feet to freedom. The wind lashes at my face, bitingly cold. Two. I swerve out of Urim’s way. One.
A sharp, blinding pain shoots up my leg as something long whips around it, cutting into my muscles, before yanking me down, and I cry out.
“Thank you, Gwyllion,” Mordred says. “I think she’s learned her lesson.” He stares at me in disappointment. “I thought I’d warned you running away was useless. But if you were to foolishly try anyway, I thought you would at least make a better attempt of it, not this”—he flicks his hand—“clumsy try at a run.”
“And I think your tender heart’s showing, AC,” a raspy voice says as the bladed whip unties itself from my leg.
I push myself into a sitting position, wincing in pain. My leg is one open wound, blood pumping out from deep gashes into a pool around me.
“She’s dangerous,” a hag dressed in dark leathers says, looking old enough to be my great-grandmother. She coils her metallic whip lazily, dipping her finger in the blood still coating it. “We should kill her now.”
“She’s necessary for Carman’s recovery,” Mordred says, his whole body shaking with anger at having his orders challenged.
“Carman doesn’t need help,” the hag says, the iron piercings dotting her face giving her a perpetually stunned look.
Behind her, a fat four-legged creature lumbers forward, eyes fiery under a pair of viciously pointy horns. It comes to a stop at the hag’s feet and sits on its hunches to scratch its underbelly, then turns to look at me. A pair of lower, protruding canines curve up from its elongated jaw, threatening to poke it in the nostrils. And considering how much it reeks, I wish I could poke my own nose out too.
“Back down now, Gwyllion,” Mordred warns the hag.
A scratchy laugh escapes the old Fey’s thin, dry lips. “Despite all your grand airs, Mordred,” she says, “Carman doesn’t need you either.”
“Don’t presume to know what Carman needs or doesn’t need, Gwyll,” a familiar voice cuts in. “And get Barguest outside, we don’t all need be subjected to his stench.”
To my surprise, the hag moves away, head lowered in submission. A short man marches past her, his face half-melted beneath a bright red cap.
“Nibs,” I breathe. “You’re here?”
“In the flesh,” he says with a grotesque smile. He points at his face, “Though it has a tendency to want to run away from me.”
My gaze slides down to my leg already re-stitching itself, unable to watch his melted skin without guilt twisting my insides.
“Anyway, it’s not a here or a there,” Nibs adds. “I came because we need to get going. As for you, princess, you need to curb your impatience. You’ll soon get to see your so-called friends again.”
“When—” I start.
“When the time is right,” Nibs says, patting my cheek affectionately with his gloved hand. I feel the metallic cold of manacles snap around my wrists and look down in surprise. “Still, we wouldn’t want you to meet them too soon now, would we?” Nibs continues. He cocks an eyebrow toward the entrance door and I note that most of the Fey who were standing there have moved away from it and closer to the fire. “Nor do we want you to cause another scene,” he adds in my ear.
The door flings open and the darkness of the night seems to seep inside the room. Slowly, it materializes into a concrete, hunched over shape. My hackles raise and I scramble to get back to my feet, my blood boiling.
“Murderer!” I yell with a growl, darting towards the Shade.
But before I can take more than two steps, my hands get yanked back so hard my shoulders threaten to pop out of their sockets. I twist around and fall down hard, knocking my head on the wooden floor.
“Now what did I just say?” Nibs asks, pulling on the long chain attached to my handcuffs.
I glare at the stooped shadow at the other end of the hall, straining against my chains.
“Enough,” Nibs says, passing the chain over to Mordred. “If you keep this up, I’ve got no choice but to put you out.”
“Do as he says,” Mordred mutters, holding me close to him.
“That thing murdered my father,” I retort, “and countless other innocent people. He should be annihilated.”
“Your father was far from innocent himself,” Mordred snaps. “Besides, you wouldn’t stand a chance against Dub. Now shut up and behave.”
He shortens his hold on the chain and I’m forced to take another limping step back.
“Well, since we’re all here,” Nibs says, rubbing his hands together, “I think it’s time we got cracking, don’t you?”
Mordred looks outside to the lightening sky, frowning in concentration.
“Let’s take a quick look at what the enemy’s doing first,” he tells Nibs. “Make sure our little diversion’s worked.”
The clurichaun nods. He pulls a flask from an inside pocket and takes a long drag from it. “Take the clutz with you too then,” he says, smacking his lips appreciatively. “We don’t want her to accidentally end up as part of the Teind, or food for Dub.”
Mordred pulls me after him to the back of the room, over the fallen wall and into what must have once been a vegetable patch.
“Here,” Mordred says, stopping in the middle of the small garden.
He lifts his free hand and a blue glow spreads out from it, drawing water forth from the soil until a wide, murky puddle stands at our feet. Mordred drops to his knees.
“Sgàthan soilleir,” he intones, touching the tip of the puddle with his fingers.
A pulse ripples through its dark surface and the water goes still, as if frozen over. A soft, amber light gleams in its center before expanding outward like a stain spreading over cloth. I bend forward as shapes crystallize on its surface.
“I’m afraid we’ve lost our trackings,” a deep, well-known voice says that makes my heart thump harder in worry.
I see Gareth look confusedly about, his eyes white in the surrounding darkness.
“And your vocabulary,” Gauvain adds, his dreadlocks coming into view next to his cousin’s bald head. “I assume you mean bearings.”
“I thought we were hunting Fey, not bears,” Gareth mutters.
Something rams into Gareth and he yelps as he falls face first into a thorny bush. Another head pops up in the puddle’s surface, munching on some leaves.
“Puck!” I exclaim, surprised to see the hobgoblin anywhere else but at school, my breath rippling the puddle’s surface.
“Don’t disturb the water,” Nibs scolds me.
Holding my breath, I watch Percy and Hadrian walk past the cousins and out of sight, closely followed by a haggard Keva. My heartbeat accelerates as Arthur next steps into view. He pauses for a moment to get Puck off Gareth, his perennial frown in place.
“Stop fooling around,” Arthur says. “The longer we take, the harder it’s going to be to find her.”
No. He can’t be coming here! I want to yell at him to drop the search, that it’s a trap, but Nibs forces me further away from the puddle and the vision it contains.
I watch helplessly as another shape appears behind Arthur, urging him forward.
“I just hope we get to her while she is still alive,” Lugh says grimly.
“Well if it isn’t mister sinister,” Sameerah says, shoving past the guys, Blanchefleur on her tail. “I don’t care what happens to the girl, I’m just itching to get my hands on a Dark Sidhe.”
“They won’t kill her or they wouldn’t have bothered to capture her otherwise,” Rip says reassuringly, his whole face seeming to glow in the dark woods around them, and I cock my head in confusion—what is the albino man doing with them?
“I hope you’re right,” Arthur says. They resume their march, their footsteps dying out as they move beyond the puddle’s edge.
“Come on, slowpoke,” Gauvain says, nudging Gareth with his foot. “If we wait any longer we’ll lose even our own party.”
“Wait,” Gareth says. “I think I’ve found something.”
I watch the big knight pull his beefy arm from the thorny bushes, pulling on something that seems to be struggling in his grip. But as the critter is about to come free of the long thorns, Gareth seems to get stuck.
“What are you playing at?” Gauvain asks, annoyed.
“Just give me your hand,” Gareth retorts through gritted teeth.
“I assume you meant to give you a hand,” Gauvain says.
He grabs his cousin by the shoulders and starts to pull, the veins on his forehead looking about to burst. Then whatever was keeping the creature stuck gives in, and both cousins fall onto their backsides.
I narrow my eyes as something small flutters above them, darting about so quickly I can’t quite tell what it is.
“Thank you for saving me, oh kind gentlemen,” a squeaky voice pipes up.
A Fey, I realize. Nibs guffaws beside me. “Oh, fools,” he says wickedly, holding his belly with laughter, “you have no idea what you just unleashed!”
“And for that, I shall reward you,” the tiny voice continues, the Fey darting around the cousins’ heads.
“Reward?” Gauvain repeats suspiciously.
“Three wishes,” the tiny Fey says.
“Any wish we want?” Gareth asks, flexing his fingers as if to test they’re still firmly attached to his hand.
“Yep, yep, yep!” the Fey says, fluttering closer to his face so Gareth goes cross-eyed.
“I don’t think we want anything from you,” Gauvain says, trying to bat the Fey away.
Gareth’s head snaps around toward his cousin. “Well that’s stupid,” he says. “He says we can have anything we want!”
“Stop being foolish,” Gauvain retorts. “You bloody well know that anything coming from a Fey comes with strings attached.”
“I’ll attach you with strings if you keep calling me stupid!” Gareth says, his voice rising.
“If only I could hammer some sense into you,” Gauvain says with a roll of the eyes, “I’d be more than delighted to perform the task.”
“Wish I had a mighty hammer to pummel down your over-sized head with,” Gareth yells back.
“Your wish is my command!” the tiny Fey says.
Both cousins freeze then look up at the tiny creature buzzing about them.
“Wait what?” Gareth asks.
His confused look turns to one of excitement as something heavy crashes to the ground at their feet, raising a large cloud of ash. Coughing, Gareth reaches down and lifts up a massive warhammer, its head twice the size of his own.
“Sweet!” he says, admiring the new weapon.
Next to me, Nibs gasps. “It can’t be,” he whispers. “That little gerbil had it all along?”
“Had what all along?” I ask.
Nibs points to the hammer with his misshapen chin. “That used to belong to the archangel Michael,” he says, his eyes twinkling with avidity.
I return my attention to the scene unfolding in the puddle just as Gauvain punches Gareth in the ribs. “Give it back,” he says. “You don’t know what it does.”
“I’ll show you what it does,” Gareth says, swinging the massive hammer dangerously close to his cousin’s face.
“It’s an untried weapon, you fool!” Gauvain says, not moving from his spot. “And you want to take it into battle with us?”
“You’re just jealous I’ve got a better weapon than you now,” Gareth retorts, smiling brightly. “With this in my hands, you won’t be able to beat me anymore.”
Gauvain snorts. “Wish it were stuck to you since you seem to love it so much!” Gauvain gasps as soon as the words leave him. “No!” he says, turning quickly to the Fey. “I didn’t mean—”
“Your wish is my command!” the Fey says, his voice oozing with evil pleasure.
Gareth suddenly drops to his knees with a grunt, holding onto his left hand, then doubles over with a howl.
“Gareth?” Gauvain asks, tentatively touching his cousin’s heaving back. “You OK, cuz? Gareth?”
He pulls on Gareth’s shoulder, forcing him to sit back up.
“Sacré nom d’un chien42!” Gauvain exclaims.
Sweat beading on his face, Gareth lifts his arm tentatively before him. Where once was his hand is now the large end of the warhammer, its metal glinting dully in the moonless night.
“Undo it!” Gauvain exclaims, pointing at the Fey. “Undo it now!”
“Can’t,” the tiny Fey says. “You haven’t said the magic words.”
“Fine,” Gauvain roars, “I wish—”
“Wait,” Gareth says, holding onto his cousin’s arm with his remaining hand, “it’s not so bad.”
“What do you mean it’s not so bad?” Gauvain yells. “You’ve lost your hand!”
“Yes, but now I have a weapon I’ll never lose,” Gareth says, sounding awfully calm. “And…”
“And what?” Gauvain asks, more subdued.
“We never know when a wish could provide utility.”
“It’s ‘to prove useful,’ you ass,” Gauvain corrects him automatically, but he seems to be thinking Gareth’s words over. “How are you going to get dressed with that? And the…other business. Because there’s no way in hell I’m going to wash you.”
Gareth shrugs. “I’ll find a way. If that squirrel Agravain can do it, so can I.”
“Yes, but he’s only missing a leg,” Gauvain says, but he seems to have made up his mind and gives a sharp nod.
The Fey flutters in front of them like a bumble bee on steroids. “Your third wish?” it asks eagerly.
“Not now, buzzer,” Gauvain says.
“But I’ve got to make your third wish come true!” the little Fey exclaims, sounding hurt.
“Yes,” Gareth says, getting back up to his feet, “but not now.”
“You can’t do this to me!” the Fey exclaims, stomping his foot in the air furiously. “I’ve earned my freedom! I deserve to get out of here!”
“Oh, you can follow us,” Gauvain retorts, breaking into a sardonic smile, “but you’ll have to wait until we make up our minds about our third wish before you can roam about freely.”
And with a satisfied smirk, both cousins hurry after the rest of the group. I hear the Fey mutter a slew of swearwords before whizzing out of sight behind them.
Only then do I notice the large, burnt tree laying in the background, as if some giant tore it down, and I recognize the location.
“They’re almost here,” I say, awed at their finding my traces so quickly.
Mordred glances at me suspiciously. “Yes, that was fast, wasn’t it?” he asks, his gaze traveling down my body and I shift uncomfortably in the tattered remains of my dress, thankful for Arthur’s jacket.
“You wouldn’t happen to have a tracker on you?” he asks.
“A what now?” I ask, unable to meet his eyes.
“Never mind, it’s time to get started,” Mordred says, tapping the surface of the puddle again so it bubbles up then disappears in a cloud of steam.
“Time to get what started?” I ask, following him and Nibs back to the fort ruins.
“Oh, he hasn’t told you?” Nibs asks, struggling to climb back over the crumbling pan of wall.
He slips over a mossy boulder and I instinctively throw my bound arms out to keep Nibs from tumbling down. As we both finally make it back inside the building’s warmth, the clurichaun looks up at me.
“We’re going to go open the Gates of Hell,” he says eagerly, a piece of molten skin flapping over his scarred lips with every word.




My blood runs cold as Mordred orders everyone to get on the move. I spy Dub in the opposite corner sweeping back to the front door, a shadow among shadows. If only I could get close to him…. My manacled hands instinctively clench around the air, and I imagine Dub’s neck between them as I squeeze the life out of him. Assuming, of course, the Shade breathes at all.
I feel my hands grow warm then something releases inside me and Dub’s shadow jerks around to face me.
Nibs pats my hands down furiously. “Don’t you dare try to get the Prince of Darkness’s attention, you cretin!” he whispers harshly to me. “Want to find yourself dead before you step out of here?”
I blink down at the clurichaun, still confused about what just happened. Did Dub really feel what I wanted to do to him?
“Remember there’s no backing away now,” Mordred shouts over the din of the Dark Sidhe preparing for battle. “We get there, and we conquer! This is our time to shine.”
Barks and shouts receive his proclamation in a loud roar that shakes dust and small debris from the roof. Nibs shoves me brusquely forward after the others and we file out into the light of early dawn.
The troop marches past the long line of spiked heads who whistle and catcall after us, then climb up the steep staircase to the cliff’s top.
“Where are we going?” I ask as Nibs pulls me after him in the persistent mists.
“Forward,” the clurichaun says.
“I know that,” I say, tripping over my frozen feet. “But where forward?”
“You’ll find out soon enough,” Nibs says, helping me back up impatiently.
“She might not.”
I jump as Mordred trots over to us, his kelpie’s hooves barely making a sound. I crane my neck up to look him in the eyes.
“What do you mean I might not?” I ask. “Are you going to kill me first?”
Mordred smiles brightly. “Let’s not be so dramatic now,” he says. “I was thinking more of using you as a…diversion.”
“Ah yes,” I say with a sneer. “We’ve noticed you guys are pretty enamored with that tactic.”
Mordred drops his smile as if he’s just caught whiff of a pungent fart. “And yet you always fall for it,” he says. “Why change something that’s working? You already saw your precious Arthur and his ilk rushing to save you. You’re the perfect bait while we go on to higher pursuits.”
My stomach heaves, threatening to make me sick. “Why do you want to open the Gates of Hell?” I ask. “Do you really hate this world so much that you want to see it completely destroyed?”
“Yes,” Mordred says bitterly. He casts me a long, pensive look. “It is my destiny. Or, rather, that of my mother, I’m just picking the reins up where she left off.”
“Your mother?” I ask. He is Carman’s third son, isn’t he?
Nibs shakes with repressed laughter at my stunned look.
“AC!” someone shouts.
A squat, burly Fey jogs over to us as we make our way into the forest, a long lance held loosely over his shoulder like a fishing rod. His human face bears the same strange tattoos Mordred carries over his whole body.
“We’ve picked up a tail,” the Fey says pointing to the side where the last of the troop is trickling into the woods.
Along the eastern horizon line, the first streaks of pink are cutting through the greying sky, dissipating the fog to reveal a strange forest of stone columns rising from the earth in a gigantic, tortuous maze.
“Knights?” Mordred asks.
“Not sure,” the other Fey replies. “We only spied one individual before it ducked out of sight again.”
Mordred nods. “Let’s go check it out,” he says, before turning to Nibs who’s having a hard time controlling his mirth. “You know where to take her,” he adds, steering Nessie away and trotting off to the maze of stone pillars, the squat Fey loping at his side without any difficulty. As soon as they’re out of earshot, Nibs finally lets out a loud whoop of laughter.
“What?” I ask testily.
“You have no idea who Mordred’s mother is, do you?” he snorts. “Do you even know what AC means?”
I scowl at him. “I’m not stupid,” I say. “Everyone knows it means air conditioning. Although I have no idea why someone would want to be named after an appliance.”
Nibs’s chortling turns into full guffaws, cut short when he trips over my chain. I watch him eat dirt and let out a chuckle of my own.
“Karma’s a bitch,” I say.
Nibs gets back up hastily, rubbing his nose angrily. “AC stands for Antichrist,” he says, spitting.
It’s my turn to nearly lose my balance. “What?”
“It’s more of an inside joke, really,” Nibs adds, unconcerned. “But as in every joke, there is a foundation of truth.”
I creep after Nibs, unresisting, with only the sound of branches cracking under our feet to breech our silence. I’m simply unable to form one coherent thought, let alone speak.
When Nibs said Antichrist, did he mean someone who leads people astray? Or does he truly believe Mordred’s the devil’s spawn? Did the devil ever procreate? Sister Marie-Clémence always liked to threaten me with one of the seven Princes of Hell whenever possible. Perhaps she got her facts wrong and some of them are actually Princesses, unless demons can switch sexes like a bunch of clownfish, and one of them is Mordred’s mother….
I rack my brains, trying to remember their names. Lucifer and Satan are the obvious choices, but there’s also Mammon, and Leviathan, and Beelzebub, and—
Wait, what am I doing? Who cares who sired him? Evil is evil and Mordred’s off to unleash all those demons onto our world!
My manacles clink together as I clench my hands impotently. I need to find a way to get out of here and warn the others before it’s too late.
“Not thinking of running away, are you?” Mordred asks, suddenly at my side again.
“Of course not—” I start, but a wave of nausea prevents me from finishing my answer and Mordred laughs.
“Ah, I’d forgotten you guys are more sensitive to lies and such nonsense,” he says.
“And you aren’t?” I ask.
“It doesn’t affect us Dark Sidhe as much,” Mordred says with a shrug. “Perhaps because we’re so much closer to Hell than you are. But let me reassure you, that won’t last much longer.” My lack of response seems to annoy him, and he adds, “I thought you might like to know it wasn’t a knight who was after you, yet, just your weird groupie.”
I keep my mouth firmly shut for once and, after a while, Mordred grows bored with me and motions Nessie to the head of the line, leaving me to struggle after Nibs.
By the time the sun’s high in the sky, I feel no better than one of Mordred’s draugar, dragging my feet through the carpet of dry leaves and fallen branches that covers the forest floor in an ever-thickening layer. Yet Mordred pushes us on, with no regard for any of our welfare. Granted, only I seem to be suffering at all, which might be the point. Mordred is the supposed descendent of some Prince of Hell or other, after all.
“Stop grumbling to yourself and step it up,” Nibs says, yanking on my chain.
I stagger forward and Nibs lets out a disgusted grunt.
“Why are you letting your human side weaken you like this?” he asks. “Embrace your Fey blood and you won’t feel the cold anymore, nor will your feet hurt, nor fatigue slow you down.”
“Easy for you to say,” I mutter, my head lolling forward with weariness and Nibs rolls his eyes at me.
By the time the sun’s disappeared down the opposite side of the trees, Nibs is practically dragging me through the underbrush. Finally, there’s a sharp snap somewhere ahead of the line, and we all come to a stop inside a clearing where the scent of burnt vegetation finally relents.
I collapse on the spot, not caring whether I land in a bed of thorns or animal droppings so long as I’m not forced to move ever again.
A foot nudges me in the ribs then rolls me over so I’m not lying on my front. I stare blearily at Mordred’s concerned face.
“Is she dying?” he asks.
“Yes,” I say with a shuddering sigh.
“No need to panic,” Nibs retorts. “Look, her feet are already healed over. She’s probably not used to a little exercise, is all.”
“Just go on without me,” I moan. “I’ll only slow you down.”
“Why do you always have to be such a drama queen?” Mordred asks with a hint of a smile. He drops to the ground next to me and holds something over my face. “Eat.”
“What is it?” I ask suspiciously. “You’re not feeding me human flesh, are you?”
“Of course not,” Mordred says, shoving the food into my mouth before I can protest further. “I wouldn’t sully myself that way.”
Slowly, as I chew my way through the bread, energy flows back into me and I’m able to sit up again. A thin, silvery moon is now rising above the forest line, providing enough light for me to pick out the thousands of blue lines curving around in strange patterns over Mordred’s face.
“So what’s all that about?” I ask him, pointing at his face.
“The woads?” he asks self-consciously.
“Yeah, those tattoos,” I say. “I’ve seen others with them.”
Mordred shrugs, looking away. “Nothing,” he says.
“Oh, I thought….” I stop myself before I can put my foot in my mouth.
Mordred looks back to me, curious. “What did you think they were?”
I wave awkwardly. “I thought maybe you belonged to a gang or something.”
A racking laugh erupts next to us and we both turn to see. Nibs rolling on the ground, holding his ribcage. “Your stupidity never ceases to astound me,” the clurichaun says. “Those are a sign of how much of a cockalorum he is.”
“A what-what?” I ask, blinking furiously as Mordred’s face closes up again. “Is that a kind of Fey?”
Nibs shakes his head, making the melted pieces of flesh hanging from his side jiggle. “He suffers from the sin of pride,” he says. “Those lines etched into his skin form a sort of topographical map, if you will, that delineates where his sources of power are.”
“You mean the location of his oghams?” I ask in wonder. “But I thought Fey people tried to hide them?”
“There may be hope for you yet,” Nibs says, taking another long swig of his flask. “Maybe your body’s figured out how to regenerate your dead neurons. Can you get it to provide you with the missing ones too?”
I let the insult slide. If the tattoos show where Mordred’s oghams are, then he is displaying his weaknesses for all the world to see. And If I manage to let Arthur and the others know about it, they can go straight for the kill.
I shiver at the thought. When did I start thinking killing such a mundane act that I can consider it so easily? I watch Mordred out of the corner of my eyes.
He seems to be lost in thought, a deep frown creasing his forehead, his gaze distant. As I observe him more closely, I realize that without those blue whirls he doesn’t look much older than I am. Yet here he is, probably plotting all of our deaths just as easily as I was plotting his.
“Tell me about Lake High,” Mordred says, so suddenly I drop my last bit of bread on the ground.
“I’m not going to give you inside intel,” I say, looking forlornly at the remains of my one and only meal of the day, wondering if it’s still safe to eat it. “You guys have already attacked us enough times as it is, you know what it looks like.”
“Why do you so fervently hate us?” Mordred asks.
“It’s not that I hate you exactly,” I say, “it’s that I don’t see why you guys are so bent on destroying the whole world and everyone in it.”
“You’ve got Fey blood running in your veins so why is it so hard for you to understand our plight?” Mordred asks instead. “Would you rather we remained meek slaves while your knights use and abuse us to fatten their purses?”
“No,” I say. “But why can’t we all just get along?”
“Just like all humans get along?” Mordred retorts. “Don’t make me laugh, humans will never be peaceful creatures. It’s not in your D.N.A.”
“It’s been done before,” I say, ignoring his last comment. If I manage to convince him, he could help us put an end to Carman’s rampage. “Knights and Fey were allies once, and even now we’re rekindling our ties with Lugh and his people, so—”
Mordred punches the ground, bringing down all my budding hopes.
“Watchers,” he says as if he’s just tasted something extra bitter. “I hate them more than I hate your knights.”
“But they’re peaceful!” I exclaim. “They’ve vowed to not fight anymore.”
I keep myself from adding that they’ve somehow reneged on said vows just a few days ago—it’s probably best to keep such a minor detail hushed for the time being.
“They’re a bunch of hypocrites,” Mordred says. “They lusted after war more so than any other, loved to tear us up, and now they pretend to want peace? All they do is spend their time selfishly praying in hopes that the Gates of Paradise will be opened to them once again, while at the same time they watch passively as the rest of us are being wiped off the face of the earth like some plague.”
“And you think Carman cares about you Fey?” I ask instead. “If I recall correctly, Fey helped put her away too. You don’t think she’s going to seek vengeance on your kind as well?”
“She’s just a means to an end,” Mordred says tensely. “A way to get rid of all of you, then…”
“Then?” I prod him on.
Mordred shrugs. “Then we’ll see.”
He looks away, a sign he’s over the conversation. Yet I detect an ounce of doubt in him. Perhaps it’s not too late to change his mind after all, at least with regards to Carman.
“What did you want to know about Lake High, then?” I ask. “The food’s alright, I suppose. Though they don’t serve enough pizza, if you ask me. And teachers are generally alright, but they give us way too much homework.”
Mordred straightens up, surprised at my sudden switch of conversation. “What about the students?” he asks with a slight hesitation. “Is it true that”—he clears his throat—“the most beautiful maiden lives there?”
If I didn’t know any better, I’d think Mordred is blushing. Which of course is preposterous for someone who hates knights as much as he does.
“Yes,” I say carefully. “Jennifer’s got that reputation. Assuming you’re speaking of her.”
“Have you seen her then?”
I grimace. “Worse, I’ve had to talk to her.”
“They say she’s like an angel that’s come straight down from Heaven,” Mordred adds.
“I hope your source for our school’s layout is better than the one you’re using for Jennifer,” I say. “That girl’s worse than a viper.”
“Of course you’d feel that way,” Mordred says arrogantly, “you two are total opposites. She’s the embodiment of physical beauty, grace, femininity, whereas you…”
I narrow my eyes at him. Who knew Mordred could be such a guy—all about boobs and booty, but not much else besides.
“Was there anything else about the school you wanted to know?” I ask, annoyed. “Or was it all an excuse to talk about your crush?”
I watch him turn a shade darker—yep, Mordred’s definitely blushing. “No,” he says quickly. “I was also curious about what your life was like there.”
“Pretty much like at any other school,” I say. “Classes, recess, the cool kids bullying the not so cool ones.”
“You don’t have to say which group you belonged to,” Nibs pipes in. “I think it’s pretty obvious.”
“The only thing different is all the ogham manipulation,” I say, pointedly ignoring the clurichaun.
“Of course,” Mordred says, “it must have been one of the basic lessons over there: How to steal an innocent Fey’s essence and use it for personal gain.”
“It is to defend ourselves against people like you who want to wipe out humanity,” I say.
Mordred suddenly reaches out and lays his hand over the top of my chest.
“Where do you think you’re touching?” I ask, wanting to pull away.
I feel heat radiate from his hand, burning me. Then there’s a flash and I hear the distinct buzz of tiny wings furiously beating the air. Before I can ask what he’s done, two tiny pixies dart in front of my eyes, as bright as tiny will-o’-the-wisps.
I reach up and my fingers brush against Arthur’s pendant, feeling the hollowed out space where the gems were moments before. My eyes grow wide.
“Even you with your Fey blood couldn’t resist the attraction of gaining more power,” Mordred says bitingly.
“They…they were a present,” I whisper.
“That school was a place of corruption,” Mordred says coldly. “A place that was a thousand times worse than anything Hell could reserve for our kind.”
“Only because you abused your powers first!” I exclaim, any idea I may have entertained to change his mind gone. “And why do you keep talking about Lake High in the past tense? It is a good place, with a worthy goal, and though I may not like everyone in it, there are still plenty who are willing to risk their lives to do what’s right and protect the innocent.”
Mordred leans towards me and I make a concerted effort not to flinch back. “Those people are delusional,” he growls, “they will lose their lives for it, and your school will no longer be!”
Urim chooses that moment to approach us and whispers excitedly in Mordred’s ear. Mordred’s shoulders tense, then he springs to his feet. Without having to call her over, Nessie’s at his side, and in one lithe movement, Mordred’s on the kelpie’s wide back, a large horn at his lips. He blows once. Twice. Three times.
Three times my bones rattle inside me, my blood boiling, as if answering to his call.
To my utmost horror, I see more and more Fey crowd inside the clearing—hundreds, then thousands of them—their spikes, pelts and scales reflecting the crescent moon’s muted light.
“My brothers and sisters,” Mordred intones once the clearing is full to bursting with Dark Sidhe, his voice carrying clearly over the multitude, “you have waited long enough for this moment. Finished are the days when you had to cower from the sight of knights. Done are the times when you’ve had to keep away from the world—our world—for fear of retribution. For tonight is the night we claim what is rightfully ours and unleash our just retribution!”
A loud clamor greets his words, raising every hair on my body. What is Lake High and the Board to do against all these Fey?
And all I can think of as the army of Dark Sidhe lets out grunts and howls of challenge, is that perhaps Mordred is right and we are all doomed.




“You’re staying here.” Mordred forces me away from him with the butt of his lance, given to him by Badass.
“But I thought I was your hostage,” I say, as Nibs tightens his hold on my chain. “Are you setting me free?”
“You’re not a very good listener, are you?” Nibs says. “Don’t you remember what he said your role was in all this?”
My mouth runs dry. “Bait,” I say. “Right.”
“It wasn’t my original intent,” Mordred says, leaning down on his kelpie to cup my cheek before sliding his hand down to the pendant hidden under Arthur’s jacket. “But somehow those bastards have managed to bypass our compound and track you straight back here. Which leaves me no choice.”
I wrench myself out of Mordred’s reach and turn my back on him. All these Fey intent upon murder and destruction, and here I am, unable to lift a finger.
But things might be different once he and the others are gone. I eye Nibs calculatingly—the little clurichaun’s weakened by the loss of his ogham, surely he’ll be easy to overpower.
“Gwyllion,” Mordred calls out, “gather a couple of squads and get ready for battle.”
The leather and piercing aficionado appears before us, her evil pet leering at me from around her with its fiery eyes.
“Carman wants us all to be together for her arrival,” the punk hag says.
“She also wants our invasion to be successful,” Mordred retorts. “Which means keeping Lugh and his posse out of our feet.”
“Lugh?” Gwyllion repeats, fingering her bladed whip thoughtfully.
“And you won’t even have to look for him,” Mordred says. “He’s on his way over.”
The hag’s tongue darts out over her leathery skin to play with the piercings at the corners of her mouth. “Very well,” she says, as if this wasn’t an order. “I’ll play babysitter for a while.”
“Excellent,” Mordred says, wheeling Nessie around.
“You can’t be serious!” I exclaim. “All she wants is to skin me alive!” And she’ll make it impossible for me to escape, I silently add.
“As long as you’re not dead,” Mordred says indifferently.
I scowl up at him. “And to think that for a second there I thought you might be OK,” I say. “Guess that’ll teach me.”
Mordred’s nostrils flare, and for a second I think he’s going to strike me. Instead, he urges Nessie into a trot and waves his long lance high over his head. Then, with a mighty bound that would be impossible for any normal horse to make, Mordred and his kelpie disappear back into the forest. The ground shakes as the rest of the army follows behind him, in no seeming order, thirsting for blood and battle.

I watch the last of the Dark Sidhe disappear into the dark forest, leaving what once was a verdant clearing now a trampled over field of mud. Suddenly, the hag’s bladed whip snaps around my ankle and pulls me down hard.
“Where do you think you’re going?” Gwyllion asks me.
“I was just pacing,” I retort, biting back a scream as my skin is cut open again. “Am I not allowed to do that?”
“No.”
Barguest sneezes loudly next to her and a blob of yellow snot the size of a fist shoots out of its snout, before getting caught on his protruding canines to hang there like a tennis ball on a string.
“Not even if I have to go to the bathroom?” I ask, running out of ideas.
The longer it takes for me to run away, the shorter my friends’ chances of survival.
“I thought you’d peed yourself enough already,” Gwyllion smirks.
“Fine,” I huff, wishing I could still cross my arms.
I scan my surroundings, growing more desperate as the seconds tick by. Twenty Fey and an annoyingly gross pet. Could I take all of them? Probably not, I admit to myself. Though one never knows unless one tries, right?
I stomp on the ground, feeling my power tingle through my still injured legs, and launch straight up into the night sky.
Nibs lets out a surprised squeak as he’s lifted into the air after me.
I feel the painful bite of the whip as it slaps around my ankles again, ripping the soles of my feet up. But this time, I’m prepared for it, and I point my shackled hands down, letting the flow of energy blast through them at the hag.
Water comes roaring out of my palms in a long, powerful jet, and hits Gwyllion straight in the chest. Shock crosses her lined face and she loses her grip on the weapon. I use that moment to increase my speed and feel the metallic lashes tear free from around my legs.
“Get back down, you stupid wench!” Nibs yells at me, dangling from the chain.
“I’d rather suggest you let go,” I retort, pausing a hundred feet in the air to get my bearings.
“You have no idea what you’re doing!” Nibs says. “Gwyllion’s got no sense of humor. She’ll make you pay dearly for this insubordination! And trust me, you don’t want to get on her bad side. Ever.”
“She’ll have to catch me first,” I retort.
I climb further into the cloudless sky until a glimmer on the horizon catches my attention. I squint at the flickering orange dot and my heart skips a beat as I realize it can only be coming from the watch fires around Lake High.
I glance back down to see Gwyllion throwing a hissy fit at me, Barguest running in circles around her. She shouts at the other Dark Sidhe to go after me and a slow smile creeps onto my face as I realize that none of them know how to fly.
“So long, suckers!” I yell down, before shooting across the sky towards the distant fires.
Nibs lets out a long, terrified scream. “Put me down!” he shouts. “P-please! I’ve got a t-terrible fear of heights!”
“You should’ve let go when I gave you the chance,” I say.
“We were already hundreds of feet above ground!” Nibs retorts, outraged.
“Well you’re going to have to wait till I land,” I say, struggling to keep a steady altitude without being able to use my arms for balance.
We take another sudden dip before I can stabilize my flight course again.
“I think I’m going to get sick,” Nibs says, hanging limply from the chain.
“Sorry, no barf bag,” I say, accelerating further.
If no one else can fly, then I’ve still got a chance to warn the school of Mordred’s invasion.
Suddenly, a furious twittering erupts before my face and I have to veer left to avoid the two pixies from splattering on my face like fat bugs on a windshield.
But no sooner do I pass them that the pixies dart back in front of me, pulling on my hair.
“Leave me alone!” I yell, coming to a sudden stop over Avalon’s endless forest. “I’m not going back there, and I have no time to play with you!”
“What are you doing?” Nibs yells at me, his wide swinging making him heavier to carry. “You want me to die of a heart attack?”
“I’m just trying to get these things off me,” I say through gritted teeth.
“Well don’t look to me for help,” Nibs says weakly. “I can’t stand pixies to begin with.”
Then he strains up on the chain, making me drop another foot in the air.
“Stop pulling so hard,” I yell at Nibs, looking down at the clurichaun’s panicked face. I frown, sensing something’s wrong. “What’s the matter now?”
“Get us out of here. NOW!” he yells.
The two pixies’ fluttering redoubles until they become blurry trails of light around my head, making me dizzy.
And then I feel it, like a hole in the fabric of the world, growing bigger and bigger.
My gasp turns into a choke as something cold wraps around my throat and squeezes. I just have the time to see the outline of a skeletal face inside a dark cowl before I’m propelled backward through the sky.
“Get…off…me…,” I croak.
But Dub only accelerates, squeezing harder. My vision grows blurry from lack of oxygen and I barely get the chance to register the sound of excited cheers before I’m rammed into solid ground.
My head snaps back with a thunderous crack, my dimming vision bursting with stars at the impact. Or are those lights coming from Arthur’s pixies?
I pass out for a second, and when I come to, Dub’s holding me up by the neck again. I swing feebly at the end of his vicelike grip, feeling the ground just within reach of my feet but still too far for me to get a firm hold.
I clasp my manacled hands about the Shade’s wrist in a fruitless attempt to unclench his fingers from around my trachea.
“Un…hand…me…mons…ter…” I wheeze out.
“You should probably do as she says,” Nibs squeaks out, though he remains far out of the Shade’s reach.
“Mordred did say it was fine as long as she’s not dead,” Gwyllion says calmly. I hear her sharp intake of breath as a glacial cold spreads from Dub’s hand down my spine. “Carman wants her alive, Dub!” Gwyllion snaps, though she too keeps her distance.
Seems nobody wants to play with the prince of darkness. Nobody but me. And I’m obviously losing. Yet a small part of me knows that this is the perfect opportunity to exact my revenge upon the foul creature who murdered my father.
Despite my woozy head, I manage to summon the little energy I have left and channel it through my hands. Flames explode through them, momentarily blinding me before they get sucked up into Dub’s shadows like light into a black hole. Again and again, I blast him with my powers but nothing seems to affect him.
Out of desperation, I pull on the chain, now free of Nibs, and whip it up. The iron slaps into the cowl and Dub’s head jolts to the side, his strong fingers finally letting go. I drop to the ground, coughing in air, then painfully push myself back up.
Black smoke rises from Dub where I hit him, spreading to the rest of his body. I hold the chain before me like Gwyllion would her whip, ignoring the dark veins that are reaching down my arms, halfway to meeting my blackened hands.
“Your time has come to an end,” I say, my voice raspy.
The tendrils of poisonous fumes that always float around Dub whirl about chaotically, and it takes a while for me to realize that he’s laughing.
Then the shadows about Dub explode outward, enveloping me in total darkness. I blink, but Nibs, Gwyllion and all the other Fey are gone. Something brushes against my back and I whip around, my hands tense around the iron links of my chain.
“Why don’t you fight me like a man?” I ask.
Again I get the strange sensation that Dub’s laughing, mocking me.
Then a long arm folds around my midsection, trapping my one and only weapon against me, while Dub’s other hand winds itself in my hair then jerks my head back.
A flash bursts behind my eyelids as I gasp with pain. If only I had a knife on me I could use. The thought fleets through my head before my vision turns red.

I’m back inside the tent. The red light that always casts such an eerie pall over the metallic furniture and strange instruments around me is now blinking angrily. The flap opens up to let in three people, all still dressed in hazmat suits. One of them holds back as the other two rush toward me, pointing strange metallic sticks in my direction.
“The wave frequency is off the charts!” one of them exclaims.
“And it keeps increasing!” the other man shouts. “It’s gone ultra—”
“X!” the first man says, looking at the strange computer displays.
“Contain it before it hits another frequency,” the woman near the entrance says.
The first man crosses over to the shelves on top of which are long, shimmery grey boxes that reflect the flashing red lights. He picks one up in his arms and hurries over, struggling with the weight of it.
“It’s just gone gamma!” the other man shouts.
“If you don’t hurry it’ll burst!” the woman snaps, making the man drop the box in fright.
The table shakes from the impact and the man lets out a long string of curses as he struggles to pick the box back up.
“Move it, you idiot!” the woman shouts.
She strides over to assist him while the other scientist still points his metal stick at me.
“Get out of the way,” the woman says, forcing the closest man to step to the side to let her and the other scientist draw closer to me, the metal box held between them.
I want to yell at them that they can’t imprison me like that, that I’ve got my rights, but I know it’s pointless. A sudden glow surges around me, and I see the two scientists hesitate, the box now just a foot away.
“What’s the matter?” the second man asks, his voice muffled by the hazmat suit.
“Just shut up and hurry to contain this thing,” the woman snaps.
Then the silver light around me blooms into a bright series of flashes.
And in those flashes, I finally see through the three scientists’ reflective face masks and into their terrified eyes, before they disappear into a blazing explosion.




A howl breaks out nearby, the barest of warnings before something heavy crashes into me. There’s a strange hiss then I feel the pressure around my throat release before I sink to the ground, numb and unable to move.
The smell of dirt and dry grass penetrates my foggy mind—guess I must’ve landed on my face.
The howl erupts near me again, shrill and terrifying. And I know it’s the end for me, and I wasn’t able to do a thing to help after all.
“Morgan?”
I hear the sharp sound of swords being drawn among growls and shouts of warning.
Then Gareth’s distinct voice rings out excitedly, loud and clear, “They’re in front of us, they’re back, left, right, above—”
“That’s Lugh, idiot,” Gauvain says. “Way to give our positions out.”
“Doesn’t matter,” Gareth says, “we can attack in every direction!”
I finally manage to roll over onto my back as the clash of fighting erupts all around.
“Morgan?” Arthur asks again, sounding frantic.
“Present,” I moan, panting heavily from the effort.
What happened? I was back in that strange tent, and those scientists wanted to contain me…. Wait, no, I was trying to fight Dub. I must have passed out again and had another vision.
Dub! Where did that murderous swine go?
Arms lift me up into a sitting position, and I blink blearily at Lugh’s agitated features. My head reels back as a wave of nausea hits me.
“Stay with me now,” he says, snapping his fingers in front of my eyes to get me to focus on him.
“That treacherous, base, vile, poisonous bastard,” I mutter feebly.
“Well, I am glad to see you too,” Lugh says without batting an eye.
“What did she say?” Arthur shouts over his shoulder before parrying a blow from one of the two stout, half-bear, half-lizard Fey he’s facing.
The creatures hiss loudly, large, menacing thorns growing out of their arms and backs.
“I believe she was cursing,” Lugh replies over his shoulder. “A good sign, methinks.”
There’s a flash and a whistling sound as Gwyllion’s whip lashes at Lugh, cutting him across the back before wrapping itself around his neck, the metal bits digging into his flesh.
“I’ve been waiting long enough for this opportunity to rid the world of your existence,” Gwyllion says.
Lugh’s pupils dilate fully, swallowing up the gold of his irises. He grabs the whip in his bare hands, his muscles bulging as he strains against the metal blades. A wave of cold explodes out of him, flattening me back down onto the ground, and the whip shatters to pieces, dropping away from his neck.
The hag pulls on the remains of her weapon as Lugh charges her. She tries to dodge him at the last second, but his foot catches her in the temple and she falls rolling to the ground.
“You’re a few eons too early if you want to take me on in single combat,” Lugh says, towering over her.
“I heard you spent the last few millennia cowering in your grove, old man,” Gwyllion says, wiping blood from her distended lips as she jumps back onto her feet.
The hag circles Lugh one way, while her pet Barguest goes around the other way, his long forearms pawing the dirt in eager anticipation.
There’s a shout and the air crackles with electricity. I push myself back into a sitting position and crane my neck around to find Percy facing off four demons, his small frame disappearing behind their sinuous, scaly bodies.
“Not dagaz!” Blanchefleur yells further away.
But it’s too late. I can smell the sharp tang of ozone. Blanchefleur shouts out in fear, her glowing sword flashing before her more rapidly, carving her way towards Percy.
The Dark Sidhe around him shriek as the lightning strikes and, when I look back, three of them are down, their limbs twitching feebly on the scarred earth, Percy standing over them, unharmed.
Blanchefleur lands next to Percy and smacks him on the head. “You think I want to revive your sorry ass again?” she snaps.
Percy’s rage turns to momentary confusion then he gives her a sheepish smile. “I got it under control now,” he says. “Learned my lesson after the first time.”
“Watch out!” I croak, as the last of the pack of four demons rears to shoot its long dorsal spikes at them.
Blanchefleur raises her arm, sending the ground soaring up to form a shield around them, and the sharp spikes embed themselves in the wall with dull thuds, inches away from their faces.
With a scream of fury, Percy drives forward, breaking through the barrier of mud, his sword raised to hack at the Dark Sidhe coming at them.
“Morgan, are you OK?”
I blink around at the sound of Arthur’s voice, then nod. “Yeah,” I wheeze.
If Arthur and the others had gotten here any later, I’d probably be dead by now—superpower or not. My hands clench into fists on my lap, still manacled, still helpless.
No, I tell myself. I’m done with the whole damsel in distress gig. It’s tiring, and boring, and not conducive to getting what I want. Which, at this moment, is Dub. Dead.
I scan the Fey and knights fighting about the clearing, but find no trace of the Shade.
The two red, twinkling pixies alight on my legs, light as feathers. I try not to notice the inky veins showing through the remains of my dress and concentrate instead on the tiny creatures as they swing their arms about frenetically, buzzing away like a couple of goliath beetles.
“I know we’re in trouble, you don’t have to state the obvious,” I say, giving up on trying to figure out their sign language and going back to looking for the Shade. “Now if you could tell me where to find Dub I would be very appreciative.”
I look back down as a thought hits me. The pixies! Weren’t they able to sense Dub’s presence before he attacked me? Come to think about it, I’ve managed to sense him twice before too.
I look up into the early morning sky, still too dark to distinguish anything within its vast expanse apart from the scythe-like moon.
I breathe in and close my eyes as I remember the strange turbulence I felt in the air seconds before Dub slammed into me, like an absence of…
There! High above us, I can feel traces of a disturbance in the Aether, like the remnants of a vortex pointing towards the school.
With a grunt, I start to drag myself after it.
“Where are you going?” Arthur asks, ducking under a heavy blow before Gareth slams the Fey down with his warhammer arm.
I see Arthur run for me out of the corner of my eye, and I try to hurry up. If he finds out my goal is Dub, he’s going to stop me, and in my current state I won’t be able to get away. I look back down at my legs, but the black veins have only receded up to my knees—not quick enough!
The sound of Arthur’s combat boots hitting the packed earth draws closer and I force myself onto my feet.
Swaying, I make a tentative hop and feel a gust of warm wind rise beneath me, pushing me off the ground, before it dies down. I fall, jarring my knees and scraping my hands raw. Gritting my teeth, I make another attempt at flight, pushing myself off the clearing using my fists.
This time my body remains suspended five feet above the ground, my legs dangling uselessly beneath me like I’m some massively overweight bumble bee.
Frowning in concentration, I propel myself further up into the sky before Arthur or anyone else can stop me—
—and find myself being yanked back down as Nibs catches hold of the chain.
“Let go of me!” I yell as I pitch toward the ground.
“Where do you think you’re going?” the clurichaun asks instead, straining to keep a hold on the chain and only managing to make us swing side to side like a pendulum.
“I’m going after Dub,” I say, sweating with the effort of keeping us from crashing. “So if you want to live, I suggest you let go.”
“I will do no such thing, you dim-witted, pea-brained, blunderbuss!” Nibs screams.
But even as the clurichaun throws his string of insults at me, I force myself to keep moving towards the school.
“Morgan!” Arthur shouts, far below me now.
He grunts then I hear the dull sound of a sword falling, and I glance down to find Arthur’s fallen over, a large spike protruding from his shoulder. I swerve around, dipping closer to the edge of the treetops, torn between going to help Arthur and my need to go after Dub before it’s too late.
“Oh, look, your boyfriend’s hurt,” Nibs sniggers. “Guess we’re gonna have to land now after all.”
“He’s not my boyfriend,” I start, before pointing back down excitedly. “And look! Hadrian’s got him covered!”
I watch Hadrian as he calls on fire, setting the Fey ablaze before cutting it down in a shower of blood, and I breathe a sigh of relief as the knight finally drops next to Arthur to take care of him.
“Morg—” Arthur starts, his cry of pain cutting him off as Hadrian pulls the spike out of his shoulder.
“Don’t die,” I whisper back.
I give one final look at Hadrian as he rips a piece of his coat lining to pad Arthur’s bleeding shoulder, then zoom away, Nibs still weighing me down like a bloody anchor.
I follow Dub’s trail like a hound, the jarring void in the air getting stronger and stronger as I make my way over Avalon’s dark forest towards Lake High. I almost miss it, but the path suddenly veers off to the west, away from the school, and up to the surface.
A sour taste rises to my mouth as I realize where Dub’s headed—Island Park, theater of Carman’s escape and Dean’s death.
Jaw set against a rising migraine, I breach the barrier separating Avalon from Lake Winnebago, bullet through its freezing waters and finally puncture the thick layer of ice at its surface.
I shield my face as the chilly wind buffets me about, as if urging me back down into the lake and out of harm’s way. I squint, taking in the distant glow of the town, its lights reflecting off the snowy landscape in prisms of color. And, straight ahead, is Island Park’s somber outline.
To my surprise, the two pixies’ red flickers zoom out of the lake after me, only to get blown away by a gust of wind. I catch them just as they whoosh past me, their wings beating uselessly against the gale.
“Hold on tight,” I tell them, putting the two tiny creatures in my pocket, “’cause things are only gonna get worse.

My heart hammers in my chest as I near the island cloaked in darkness, expecting Dub to spring on me at any moment. Nibs finally lets go of the chain and disappears under four feet of snow as I touch ground. I yelp as my legs give way under me, still not fully recovered from Dub’s attack.
“Well ain’t this a grand sight,” Nibs says, his sarcasm undermined by the fact that he must hop over the mounds of snow to reach me. “The little girl wants to show off, but she only manages to look like a drunken fool.”
“Better than a silly rabbit,” I say, trying not to show how scared I am.
For Nibs is right: What am I supposed to do once I’m face to face with Dub? I couldn’t defeat him just moments ago, what’s going to change that now?
“Oh, how I miss my alcohol,” Nibs moans, his voice muffled by the wall of snow surrounding him. “My stouts on long, sunny days, my whisky on pensive nights, my Cognac when with the ladies….”
“Why don’t you go back to your bar then?” I say, struggling to stand back up. “Nobody’s holding you back.”
“That’s what you’d think,” Nibs says accusingly. “But the big C’s given me a clear orde, and that’s to bring you back, and in one piece.” Then he adds, as an afterthought, “One useable piece.”
“Big C?” I ask, grabbing onto the low branches of a leafless tree to stay up. “Oh, you mean Carman. What does she want me for anyway? She got out of jail already.”
“She’s got her reasons,” Nibs says. I get a brief glimpse of him as he jumps up, clearing the snow before disappearing back into it, a foot closer to me, then I hear him muffle out another string of curses.
“Well I’ve got my reasons to stay away from her,” I say, licking my parched lips as I eye our surroundings.
“And I say my priorities take precedence,” Nibs says.
He hops up once more, his outline detaching itself against the frozen lake, then lands on top of me, making me lose my footing, and I fall back down with a sharp gasp.
“So you see, I can’t mess this up, or she’ll skin me alive,” Nibs finishes with a self-satisfied smirk.
“What do you think you’re doing?” I sputter, pushing him off me angrily.
Nibs gets quickly back up and growls at me. A louder growl answers his and we both freeze in fear as a large shape throws itself at the clurichaun.
The two of them roll out of sight, tumbling back down the hill toward the shore, then I hear a loud squeak.
“Nibs?” I call out, crawling after them as fast as I can.
I find the clurichaun trapped under a cloaked figure, a long, pale arm hanging above him, an obsidian knife gleaming dangerously close to his throat. My blood runs cold as I remember another night on this island, another person about to fall victim to that knife….
“Stop!” I cry.
The banshee stills at the sound of my voice. Slowly, her cowl turns to face me. I repress a shiver as her sightless gaze searches me.
“Don’t hurt him,” I say, regretting my decision to interfere. What if she attacks me now?
But the banshee rushes to get off Nibs like she’s just been burned, drops to a crouch beside me, hunched over, and lets out a questioning yip.
“Listen to that old bitch,” Nibs says, dusting the snow off his red jacket. “Lost her last master and now she’s trying to get adopted again.”
“Shut up,” I snap at him.
But his words make me wonder…
“You’re the one who saved me from Dub back down there, aren’t you?” I ask uncertainly, remembering the hair-raising howls before the Shade released me, somewhat similar to when… “And you did it again before, when the school was attacked, didn’t you?”
The banshee nods, lowering herself closer to the ground. “Yessssss,” she hisses, her voice hoarse as if she hasn’t used it in years. “Missssstresssss wassssss dyinnnnnng.”
I breathe in sharply, the cold air tickling my throat and making me cough. I look up at the cloudless sky, the last few stars twinkling disinterestedly up in the heavens. Is this some kind of strange present that Dean’s left me?
“Thank you,” I say, looking back down at the cowled figure.
The banshee rocks back and forth on her heels. “Missstresss should leaaave nooow,” she whispers.
“Wish I could,” I say.
“She may be annoying,” Nibs says, “but the bitch is right. You need to get out of here. I need to get out of here. We all need to get out of here. Then we’ll all remain in one piece. A very comforting prospect, don’t you think?”
He draws closer to us, and the banshee turns on him with a growl, scaring Nibs back three paces.
I smirk at him—it’s nice to finally have someone who has my back, no matter what I decide to do.
I drop to my knees, clutching at my breast, as a sudden pain flares in my chest.
“Missstressss?” the banshee asks, looking confused.
“Help me up,” I gasp as the burning ache recedes a little.
The creature’s surprisingly narrow shoulders wedge themselves under my arm and she props me up. Nibs watches us, a mixed look of scorn and concern warring on his scarred face.
“To the circle,” I gasp as another agonizing wave hits me.
One slow step at a time, the banshee helps me through the snowy grounds, up the hill toward the standing stones that once stood watch over Carman. We’ve barely made it past a knob of trees when something cold seems to wrap itself around my heart and squeezes.
I yell as the world around me tilts.

Dub’s standing right in front of me, fumes of poisonous gas escaping from his shadow. Although the tent is gone, partly melted metallic poles sticking from the ground the only sign it once stood over me, I immediately recognize the place. What did he do to the scientists?
I silently gasp.
Behind Dub’s moving shadow, where the entrance to the tent once stood, are the remains of a hazmat suit, its bright yellow material scattered over the ground as if torn apart by wild beasts.
My gaze roves about as panic sets in, and I note the partial line of boulders sticking crookedly from the ground around us. I was right, Dub is on Island Park!
A skeletal hand appears from the Shade’s folds, and I cringe inwardly, unable to move away from the long, bony fingers as they close around me. My mind goes blank in agony, as if Dub’s trying to crush my skull and mash my brain up.
Somewhere in the distance, someone screams.
Then something wells up inside me, searing hot, and it wipes everything out—pain and fear alike.

Panting, I open my eyes to find the banshee bustling about my fallen body, the two pixies whizzing around her hooded face. My face feels numb, but I force myself to speak.
“Up,” I croak, my throat raw. I hold my shaky arms up. “Hurry.”
The banshee wrings her hands together as if unsure whether to follow my orders any longer, but she finally helps me back to my feet, unable to disobey. Even when Dean tried to kill her the banshee had remained loyal, I reflect, as she helps me stay up.
I bite on my lip as the ground starts to rise, making each step more painful, and tell myself each one’s bringing me closer to Dub. A few more feet and I’ll finally be able to wipe his existence from the face of the earth, or die trying.
I slip but the banshee’s strong arms keep me up and I can finally see the remains of the stone circle, the space inside it charred black as if it’s been the scene of a recent explosion.
And, rising in its center, untouched by the blast, is the altar, vines growing out of it in thick ropes.
And before it, a pool of darkness.
Dub.
My father’s killer.




The shadows pool around Dub, drawn to him like iron to a magnet. But they can’t hide what’s happened to him.
“He’s hurt,” I hear myself say.
“Only disssoriented, misssstresssss,” the banshee says, and I can feel her shivering next to me.
Guess it’s time to strike while the iron’s hot, or at least while Dub’s somewhat down. Without a word, the banshee knows what I want and leads me forward, into the circle of standing stones. The ground sloshes as we walk, sucking at my frozen feet as if trying to prevent me from getting any closer.
Now.
I raise my hands towards Carman’s son. The little energy I have left bubbles up in response, then a blinding flash explodes out towards him.
The banshee winces as the bolt of lightning sizzles in the air, shooting straight for Dub. But at the last moment, I see the shadows around Dub shift, and the bolt deviates from him to land with a crack somewhere far behind.
A soft cackle makes my hairs stand on end.
“Puny,” a voice grates out.
Great, I’ve only managed to piss Dub off and I can’t even stand on my own two feet without help.
I barely have a chance to see the Shade move before the banshee shoves me aside. The air whistles as a pale hand darts close to where my head was a second ago, and I fall rolling to the ground, then jerk to a stop as Dub’s heavy foot steps onto the hem of my dress.
The banshee howls as she throws herself at Dub, but the Shade swats her off him like she’s nothing more than a ragdoll, and I hear the distinct crunch of bone hitting stone behind me.
Fear gives me a last surge of strength. Every limb tingles as light gathers in a widening pool over my chest, casting away the constant shadows masking Dub.
I gasp, noting how much the Shade’s changed since last I fought it. For deep inside the cowl, Dub’s hideous face stares back at me, frozen in a partial state of decomposition. His lips stretch further apart in a low hiss, his jaw showing through his shorn cheeks, air blowing furiously out of the gaping wound left by his missing nose.
I scream, and the large orb of fire hurls straight into Dub’s chest.
I feel his foot lift from my dress and I stagger back onto my feet. I stumble about blindly, my migraine threatening to pound its way out of my skull through my orbital cavities, when my toes slip on the muddy ground and I catch myself on a large, rectangular stone, scraping my knees on the edge of it. The altar.
The wind whips my hair about my face, setting the plant covering the central stone block aquiver. The leaves rustle violently and I flinch as the sharp edge of one cuts my little finger open.
I suck in my breath as a soft, warm glow envelops the leaf that sliced me, as if a taste of my blood was all it needed to become sentient. I watch, mesmerized, as the glow spreads through its stem to the top of its crown where a large, velvety flower opens up.
Unable to tear my gaze away from the violet and golden petals, I reach forward and, before I realize what I’m doing, I have my hand around its wide stalk.
A dazzling light explodes from the flower and I have to shield my eyes against its intensity. I yelp as vines stretch out to wrap themselves around my bound wrist like slithering snakes, breaking through its chain, before moving on to my arm and holding me in place. Then, like a green wave, the plant unfolds itself, falling away onto the altar to reveal a long broadsword, the blade stuck inside the stone, its hilt held firmly in my grasp.
“Finally,” a voice crackles in my ear.
Cold, sharp fingers close around mine. The weapon responds with a sharp flare that dwindles down to a soft glow as Dub’s arm forces mine to slowly pull the sword out.
“Mine,” Dub coos in his scratchy voice.

I can feel Dub’s poison pumping into my veins and watch my arm turn black in the glow of the sword, the soft light pulsing along with my rapid heartbeat.
“Morgan, Morgan, Morgan,” a low drawl rings out in the chill air, “ain’t nobody ever told ya not to dig for water under the outhouse?”
“Percy?” I croak, confused as to the boy’s presence.
He must have followed me somehow, but I barely have the time to say his name when Dub gets shoved into me.
Dub’s grip loosens from around mine as he swings around to face his new attacker. No longer pinned down, I slide down the side of the altar and the light emanating from the sword dies out, its blade sliding back into place.
I watch in fear as Percy slashes his sword across the Shade, but the weapon glances off Dub’s cowl without touching him. Using his momentum, Percy twists around the Fey then thrusts his sword up, but Dub easily moves out of reach. With a growl, Percy redoubles his efforts, his blade dancing before him so quickly my vision seems to quadruple.
Then a green sparks explodes in the air, catching Dub off guard. The shadows around Dub split, and Percy lunges forward, his sharp blade ripping the Shade’s cowl in half. Dub’s decomposing face comes momentarily into view, staring malevolently at Percy, before the shadows close over it once again, and the Shade counterattacks.
At first, the blows don’t seem to faze Percy much, and he deflects them easily. But as the onslaught grows quicker, the knight seems to falter and I watch, with growing horror, as he takes one step back after another.
I lick my lips, tasting the salt of my sweat on them. At this pace, Percy’s going to end up dead. I look around desperately— why hasn’t anyone else arrived to help?
My eyes fall on the broadsword still sticking out of the stone, the ruby of its eyeball-sized pommel dully reflecting the dawning light.
I edge around the altar, my hand instinctively reaching out for the weapon, eager to feel the smoothness of the grip on its palm again. My fingers graze the head of one of the twin chimeras that form its quillon43, receiving an answering glow from the sword. But before I can firmly grasp the hilt, Dub’s growling face suddenly appears across the altar from me.
I yelp and fall backwards in shock, like a thief caught red-handed.
“Mine,” Dub’s guttural voice says.
His skeletal hand hovers about the sword without touching it and it dawns on me…
“You can’t touch it, can you?” I say, struggling to stand back up onto. “At least not without getting zapped.”
The black mists whirl about Dub angrily, yet he doesn’t try to grip the sword. As I thought.
“That’s why you need me,” I say, taunting him.
I slowly circle the altar, keeping the large stone between me and the Shade. The longer I keep his attention on me, the greater the chance of Percy getting out of here alive.
I try to smile despite my fear. “Now tell me, what is it about this sword that’s so tempting?” I ask. “Apart from the fact that it’s obviously Fey.”
I glide my finger down the flat of the blade, and the answering blaze has Dub shrinking away, closer to Percy who’s waiting for it, sword raised.
But just as Percy’s about to bring it down over the Shade, thunder rumbles across the island, the ice over the lake cracking open, and two bubbles of green zoom up into the sky. Behind them, large clouds are rolling in, blotting out the sun’s first rays, threatening us with more snow.
“Arthur,” I whisper, momentarily forgetting what I was up to.
I feel the cold of Dub’s hands as the Fey grips me by the neck, cutting off my breathing.
“Let her go!” Arthur yells, diving for me, Blanchefleur a second behind.
Dub bends backward, using me as a shield against the oncoming attack, forcing Arthur and Blanchefleur to swerve out of the way to avoid skewering me.
Then Dub unleashes a blast of darkness at their retreating backs, lightning bolts streaking through the thick vapor, catching Blanchefleur in the side.
The Fey warrior lets out a strangled cry as the poisonous shadows envelop her, and she crashes to the ground.
A loud, blood-curdling howl rises in response, and out of the corner of my eyes, I see Percy storm toward us. Dub’s hold around me tightens.
“Percy?” I say, as the end of the knight’s sword draws closer and closer.
But Percy doesn’t seem to have heard me: His eyes are fixed, veins bulging on his forehead, his mouth open wide in a cry of rage.
“Percy!” I shriek.
His sword glints as it swings down and I close my eyes against the oncoming blow. The sound of metal bouncing off metal rings out in a deafening clash, then someone yanks on my arm and out of Dub’s icy hold.
“Hurry!” Arthur bellows, forcing me away from the Shade as fast as possible.
I try to follow him, but my legs won’t hold me anymore and I stumble down. With a quick look backward, Arthur lifts me up in his arms to carry me the rest of the way.
“What about the others?” I ask.
“They’ll have to hold without us,” Arthur says through gritted teeth. “I need you to be safe first, and that includes staying away from Percy when he’s gone berserk.”
Over his shoulder, I can see the knight still fighting Dub, his rage giving him a speed and strength I have never witnessed in a human before. The air between them is streaked with colors of all hues as Percy alternates between elemental attacks, forcing Dub to retreat back up the hill towards the abandoned house.
But just as it looks like Percy’s going to win, Dub spins away and Percy’s sword ricochets off one of the standing stones in a shower of sparks.
“Where is he?” I ask, twisting in Arthur’s arm to keep my eyes on the battle scene.
And then I see the dark mass of Dub’s poisonous mists back at the foot of the altar, the Shade’s hand closing around the sword. I strain in Arthur’s arms as pain lances down my body, and I scream.
“Morgan?”
Arthur’s voice barely breaks through the haze of pain and I scarcely feel the ground beneath me as he lowers me back down.
Bright flashes burst behind my eyelids, showing me a strange, distorted scene:
Tendrils of darkness part before me to show a bony wrist with bits of decaying flesh still stuck to it, and, behind the shadows, a red-faced Percy as he swings his sword down.
My vision blurs as Dub wrenches me up to meet Percy’s blow. The knight’s blade comes down on me with the force of a train, shattering upon impact, then I see Dub’s other hand shoot forward, through Percy’s elemental shield before sinking into his chest.
The knight’s face turns to one of shock then pain.
“Nooooooooo!”
My cry sounds distant, even to my ears, and though I can feel hot tears streaming down my face my vision remains clear.
Percy’s hands, scrabbling at first around Dub’s arm, fall limp at his side as the venom creeps up his body, covering his neck and face. Then his eyes roll back into his head before turning inky black, dark tears slowly trickling down his sunken cheeks.
Dub finally pulls his hand back out, his pale fingers wrapped around a black lump, and Percy’s body clatters to the ground like a discarded toy.
I feel myself heave as I realize the mass in Dub’s skeletal hand is Percy’s heart, filled with the Shade’s poison. Then, like a frothing river, anger surges forth, funneling all my hatred for the one who keeps taking those I love away from me.
A lightning bolt strikes the earth, followed by the deafening clap of thunder, and I find myself back in my own body, staring in the distance at the smoldering sword still wedged inside the altar, two figures lying at its base.
“Percy!” I scream, scrabbling at Arthur’s chest to get him off me.
Fury spurring me on, I run towards the Shade. I see Dub’s form struggle to get back up, the shadows that always surround him gone. Without them, he looks like a walking cadaver, another of those filthy draugar Mordred likes to conjure back from Hell.
I dive fists-first into him, energy dancing around my knuckles in writhing snakes of flame.
We land into a rolling mass of limbs, mud squishing beneath us, and I manage to shoot a couple of blasts of fire at Dub before his cold hands find their way back around my neck, squeezing unmercifully. I kick out from under him, my feet trying to find purchase on the slippery ground.
Two tiny creatures suddenly whizz by, screeching like fat insects. They dart around Dub’s face, occasionally swooping in to bite off chunks of his face. But Dub doesn’t seem to mind—granted, considering how much of his body’s already decomposed, a few more missing pieces don’t make much of a difference.
“You’ll…pay…for…father…,” I utter around a thickening tongue.
Dub’s hands shake with silent laughter and he bends closer to me. His putrid mouth cracks open. “I couldn’t have done it alone,” he breathes into my ear. “If it weren’t for the Pendragon…”
I exhale sharply, my lungs no longer willing to work, and it has nothing to do with Dub slowly squeezing the life out of me. Did I hear him correctly? Did he mention Arthur’s family name?
As my vision darkens, I remember my father’s report, its last pages torn out. Arthur did say that Irene and Luther conspired to get rid of my father, didn’t he? Is that the secret those missing sheets of paper hid?
In the confused fog that is my mind, I manage to recognize Arthur’s face behind that of Dub’s before his sword thrusts through the Shade’s back and out the other side, its point stopping just inches from my own body.
Dub rears up with a roar, letting go of me, and throws Arthur off. The Shade then looks down at the weapon, still sticking out of its bony chest like a twenty-fifth rib. Then, slowly, it pushes the sword back out. As the blade clatters to the ground, the poisonous vapors close Dub’s wound again, as if it never were.
Then, very slowly, Dub turns around to face Arthur. I bite back a shout as Arthur gets into a low crouch, twin daggers ready in his hands. David against Goliath. Except this time, the rocks have no effect on the monster…. A monster I can’t let Arthur face alone.
I force myself to get back up, using the altar for support, the stone’s fine-grained surface sharp against the palms of my hands.
“Stand back, Morgan,” Arthur says.
“No,” I say, breathing heavily. “I won’t…let him take…anyone else…from me.”
I try not to look at Percy’s inert body lying but a few feet away—he who was always so full of life, bouncing all over the place like a pinball, and always had a kind word to say to me.
I swallow around the lump forming in my throat as Dub’s shoulders shake in silent laughter, black fog gathering about the hem of his cowl, curling around his skinny body like a boa constrictor squeezing its prey.
Before the poisonous mists can cover him up entirely, however, Dub attacks, sending jets of darkness at Arthur.
Arthur throws an elemental shield up and the fumes dissipate upon impact. But the sylph shield flickers uncertainly for a moment, and when Dub attacks again, the green glow disintegrates upon contact.
Arthur dives to the side, and the jet of blackness blasts one of the remaining boulders to pieces instead.
Two pinpricks of light then blaze across my vision, urging me to move.
“Help him,” I wheeze.
The two pixies freeze in the air an inch before my nose, their wings frantically beating the air. One of them looks to have sustained injuries, its whole right side blackened, and it seems to be straining to stay airborne.
“Please,” I whisper.
The healthy pixie stands at attention before whizzing through the air towards Arthur. A split second later, the second one follows, though at a more sluggish pace.
I hear a sigh behind me and, turning around, find Blanchefleur lying face down on the muddy ground, her body covered in black bruises, unmoving.
No. Not her too! Fear twisting my guts, I struggle over to the fallen Fey’s side and, with a great heave, manage to roll her over onto her back.
“Blanchefleur,” I wheeze, feebly slapping her cheek.
She moans in response. Her eyelids flicker but stay closed.
“Blanchefleur, I need you,” I say, more forcefully. “Percy’s gone and I can’t fight….” My breath catches in my throat as my mind replays Percy’s death, every detail excruciatingly clear. Tears spring forth, blurring my vision. “I can’t let that happen again,” I rasp. “Not to Arthur.”
But Blanchefleur remains unresponsive. I hunch over her, my hands on her shoulders, my body raked by sobs.
“Please,” I say, my tears leaking unchecked upon Blanchefleur’s face. “Please…”
There’s a shout and I turn swiftly around to find Dub’s managed to corner a now weaponless Arthur by the altar. The two pixies are darting in and out of its shadows, but the Shade blasts them away with another of his bolts of putrid energy.
For a brief moment, the mists part enough for me to see the triumphant smile stretching Dub’s putrefying lips, before they hide his features from sight again.
“Arthur!” I yell, as Dub shoots his poison across the altar.
Arthur conjures another shield of air before him, but the sylph can’t withstand the assault and Dub’s blast of power breaks through.
I see a flash of red as the remaining pixie tries to intercept Dub’s attack, but the tiny creature’s light winks out of existence, and the deadly fog catches Arthur in the chest, piercing through him in multiple spots like the tentacles of a kraken.
My heart stops for a split second and a long, ear-splitting cry arises in the dawn air, before I realize I’m the one screaming. My body reacts of its own accord, as if someone’s turned off a switch inside my head, and I grab Blanchefleur’s sword before staggering up to my feet, the crystal blade flaring at my touch.
I see the tendrils of smoke lift Arthur in the air, bringing him closer to Dub as the Dark Sidhe ambles its way over to the altar. Slowly, the spikes of shadow lower Arthur onto the block of stone and the Shade’s hand reaches up to grasp Arthur by the neck, as he did with me.
Hatred spurring me on, I race across the clearing as fast as my legs will carry me, Dub’s shadow growing larger and larger until he fills my vision. I swing Blanchefleur’s sword up, cutting through the black mists like through a thick veil, and let out a shout of surprise as the crystal blade bounces off him.
My feet slip from underneath me, Blanchefleur’s sword falling from my limp grasp, and I hit the ground hard.
“Arthur?” I call out, scrambling over to the altar where I can see him hovering, the dark tendrils of smoke still stuck inside his body, sucking him dry.
I scream as a poisonous wave hits me, spearing me to the altar next to Arthur. My eyelids start to close, my vision of Arthur’s prostrated body growing dim as the last of my energy gets burned away.
Suddenly, a strange warmth flows into my body and I hear the distinct ring of iron on stone as Arthur pulls the broadsword from the altar.
“No,” I hear the Shade utter.
But Arthur swings his arm around, cutting through the ropes of poisonous mists keeping us down. The sword explodes in a burst of light, dissipating Dub’s shadows, then its sharp edge swings back around to strike Dub in the side, cutting through him like a scythe. Dub’s mouth opens and closes, his rotten teeth clacking together in surprise, before his body falls apart on the ground.
“Is he…dead?” Arthur asks weakly.
“I-I think so,” I say, too afraid to approach the Shade’s remains.
“Good,” Arthur says, collapsing off the altar and onto the ground.
“Arthur!” I exclaim, dropping to his side.
Arthur lifts his hand towards me and I grab hold of it.
“Told you…you needed…keeping an eye on…,” Arthur murmurs, grimacing in pain.
His body convulses, and I see the black stains left on his chest by Dub’s mists expand outward like fire through dry brush.
“Dub’s not going to get you,” I say, putting my hands over his blackening torso. “I’m not going to let him win!”
The corners of Arthur’s lips lift. “You’re OK,” he says, frowning in pain, “that’s all that matters.”
“Like hell it does!” I exclaim. “You’re not leaving me here all alone, especially not when you’ve still got things to explain.”
But despite my best efforts, the poison keeps spreading, extending now past Arthur’s shoulder and up to his neck.
“Seems like déjà-vu,” Arthur says, his chuckling turning into a wheezing cough.
“Meaning I have to save your ass again,” I retort.
Yet even as I utter those words, I know I can’t heal him. Whatever power the Sangraal awoke in me is gone, stolen away by the Shade. I press my hands harder upon Arthur’s chest, angry at him for butting in once again when he should be safe and sound down in Lake High, angry at Dub for killing off everyone I cared for, angry at myself for not being able to work my powers properly so I can save everyone….
“Misssstressss.”
I glance up to find the banshee helping Blanchefleur over.
“You don’t have enough energy left to heal on your own,” Blanchefleur says, as the banshee drops her next to me. The black bruises left upon her skin by Dub fading away.
I glare at her through bitter tears. “You don’t think I know that?” I ask.
“That’s what we’ve been trying to teach you,” she says, ignoring my biting tone. “You need to link up to the Aether.”
“If I knew how to do that, I’d have done it already!” I snap, jerking away from her consoling hand.
With a sigh, Blanchefleur seizes my hand and places it back upon Arthur. I bite down on my lip to stop it from trembling. I can barely feel his ribcage rise and fall anymore.
“I will therefore lend you mine,” Blanchefleur says.
I allow myself a flicker of hope as a warm tingling sensation washes through me, soft yet strong. I close my eyes to calm myself down, imagining the energy pouring into Arthur’s body, his skin returning to normal, the poison leaving him like Dub’s shadows dissipated under the broadsword’s flare.
I feel Arthur take a shuddering breath, his heartbeat stabilizing at last.
“Morgan?”
I crack my eyes open at the thin whisper and choke back a laugh threatening to spill out of me. In the hazy light of day, I see Arthur smiling up at me, his face mark-free.
“Looks like I’m sticking around, huh?” he says.
I help him sit up and he winces as he tries to push himself back up.
“What’s the matter?” I ask, scrutinizing him from head to toe for any remaining trace of Dub’s poison, but not finding any.
“I’m fine,” Arthur starts, then his breath comes out in a hiss as he catches sight of Percy, Blanchefleur kneeling quietly at the fallen knight’s side, her face blank.
“It’s OK,” he says at last. “I’m OK.”
But I know him enough now to know when he’s lying. My fists lay on my knees, as useless as I feel. If I hadn’t been so incompetent, if I had trained better, none of this would have happened.
“Sweet mother of sin!” Blanchefleur exclaims, shocking us out of our dark thoughts.
“Are you talking about Eve?” I ask, looking around nervously. Then, remembering what I’d once read, I add in a small voice, “Or Lilith?”
Blanchefleur thrusts the broadsword towards me and I gulp as the blade nearly slices my nose off.
“Do you even know what you have here?” she asks, unable to mask her awe.
Arthur sucks in his breath, then clumsily grabs the sword back from her. Again, I’m filled with a strange warmth as he lays it on his lap then runs his fingers down its long blade.
“What?” I ask, still not getting what all the fuss is about.
“Excalibur.”
The name leaves his lips in a reverent whisper just as the sound of a distant horn reaches our ears. Blanchefleur and I tense up.
“It’s started,” she says.




Arthur looks back and forth between Blanchefleur and me, confusion blunting the pain in his eyes.
“It?” he asks.
“Mordred,” I whisper, awash in fear.
“I still don’t know what you’re talking about,” Arthur says.
“That blue-tattooed Fey we’ve been seeing everywhere,” I say. “He wants to open the Gates of Hell.”
Arthur laughs, a low, mirthless chuckle, then stops when he sees neither Blanchefleur nor I are joining in.
“You’re serious?” he asks.
“Dead serious.”
“But how is it possible?” he asks. “I’ve never even heard of—”
“All you need is the right key,” Blanchefleur says, looking up at the rising sun still low over the horizon line.
“And where is this…gate of yours?” Arthur asks struggling to get up.
He vacillates on his feet and I grab him around the waist before he can knock himself out on the stone altar—at this point, I don’t think neither Blanchefleur nor I have enough energy to patch him up again.
“Maybe you should stay here,” I say, straining under his weight.
Arthur casts me a weary look. “Not a chance,” he says.
“You can barely hold a sword,” I retort.
“But I’ve got Excalibur,” Arthur says, “in case you haven’t noticed.”
“Which might make things more difficult for you,” Blanchefleur says. We both look at her eyes gleaming golden in the hazy sun. “You think the Dark Sidhe won’t recognize it?” she asks. “Why do you think Dub was so keen to get his filthy paws on it? Instead of giving you an advantage, it’ll make you the central target.”
“Good point,” I say, jumping at the opportunity to leave Arthur behind, nice and safe here on Island Park now that the Shade’s history. “So you stay here,” I tell him, “while I pop on down to the school and check things out.”
“The school?” Arthur asks, shocked.
I bite on my lip—if there ever was a chance Arthur would listen to me, I just blew it.
“Help me get down there,” Arthur says.
I shake my head. “If you want to get to Lake High, you’re gonna have to find a way on your own. You’re a liability and I’m already tired as it is.”
Arthur looks at Blanchefleur.
“I’m sorry,” the Fey girl says, “but I can’t…I can’t leave…”
Her gaze shifts to Percy’s lifeless body and I feel myself grow pale. I clench my teeth together to stop myself from crying. If I break down now, I’m not going to be able to do what needs to be done and stop Mordred—if I even have a chance of succeeding which, considering my track record, is highly doubtful.
“Please…,” Arthur starts before taking a shuddering breath, “please take care of him. He doesn’t have anyone else….”
I steel myself against another wave of grief before my resolve can falter. I need to go, now, before everyone else joins Percy in the afterlife or, worse, the afterlife is unleashed upon the world.
I try to leave Arthur with the Fey warrior, but he follows me doggedly, wincing with every step.
“You’re going to follow me down no matter what, aren’t you?” I say, unable to curse his pig-headedness considering I share the same trait. “Even if it means you’re going to drown yourself on the way down.”
“You managed to do it before in one piece,” Arthur says with a small smile.
“I had help,” I say. “Somehow I doubt Lugh’s gonna come to your rescue.”
Arthur’s smile falters as I rip the bottom of my muddy dress off and wrap it around the sword. “And getting naked’s gonna help?” he asks.
“So it won’t be recognized,” I say, before handing the sword back to him.
“But I won’t be able to use it like this,” Arthur says.
“In your state I don’t think that’s going to matter much,” I mutter, wondering what I did wrong in my healing process that he’s not doing any better than when Dub nearly killed him.
Could it be because I used Blanchefleur’s energy instead of mine? Could I fix him if I got the Sangraal back? I shake my head to dispel the distracting thoughts, and hold out my hand to him.
Even with his use of the sword as a cane, I struggle to help Arthur walk up to the lake’s shore, the feet of snow acting like a barricade.
“Come on you big lump, we haven’t got much time,” I say as we make our unsteady way onto Lake Winnebago’s ice sheet, Arthur threatening to spill out of my tenuous grasp at any moment.
“Missstressss?” the banshee asks dejectedly, shuffling over to us.
“I don’t have time for creatures with abandonment issues!” I shout at her, feeling every second that passes could signify our defeat. “Dean’s gone, so go away!”
The bansee whimpers and I look over my shoulder to see her hunched over herself, wringing her hands, one of the pixie’s red light flickering feebly about her shoulder.
I take in a long, shaky breath, the glacial air burning down my lungs. I shouldn’t be short with her, especially when she’s saved me so many times at great risk to herself.
“I’m sorry,” I start. Then, upon second thought, I add, “Can you help me carry him?”
The banshee shakes her cowled head up and down enthusiastically then pads over to Arthur, wedges herself under his other arm then lifts him up, letting him lean against her.
“And down the rabbit hole we go,” I whisper, pointing down at the ice and hoping my powers don’t misfire.
For a moment, we all three stand perfectly still, the pixie now hovering over my head, then my power comes shooting out of my fingertips in a burning rush.
Suddenly, the ice evaporates from under our feet and we fall through. I instinctively grab onto Arthur as I steer us through Lake Winnebago’s murky waters in what I hope to be the right direction.
Finally, we emerge high above the school and I stop our descent to hover over the grounds, chaos and death waiting below. All our reconstruction work after the first battle has gone up in flames, gravel paths blown to smithereens, and patches of grass incinerated where knights fought off our latest assailants.
“Is everyone dead?” I whisper, choking on the last word at the desolation Mordred’s army has left behind.
The muscles in Arthur’s jaw shift. “I hope not.”
As I slowly bring us closer to the ground, I force myself to keep looking, scouring the area for a sign of life but only finding dead bodies, weapons dropped from lifeless hands scattered around.
Arthur stiffens. “Over there,” he says, pointing straight below at the wharves which are burning brightly.
Using the thick smoke as cover, we land on the uneven ground and I grunt as Arthur slips from my grasp.
“Morgan!”
I jump at Keva’s sharp tone and find my roommate lying in the cover of the pier’s smoky remains, Hadrian crouching at her side. The latter stiffens at the sight of the banshee and in the fire’s light I see that he’s got his knife out.
“Don’t hurt her, she’s with us,” I say, sinking to the ground next to them, my eyes stinging from all the smoke.
“What happened?” Arthur asks.
“We just got here,” Hadrian says, relaxing a little though he doesn’t put his knife away. “But it appears they have the school hostage.”
“They got in? But how—” I start
“Everyone?” Arthur asks, cutting me off.
“Everyone still alive,” Keva retorts.
“What about the rest of our convoy?” Arthur asks.
“Still with Lugh, as far as I can tell,” Hadrian answers. “We tried to follow you and Percy, and thought you’d come here but… where is Percy, by the way?”
The silence that follows is answer enough.
A wet cough makes us jump and Hadrian swings his combat knife around. My eyes swivel back and forth in search of the noise’s source when I see a small ball of fur hobble in our direction. Like a fox finding a prey, the banshee jumps on it. There’s a muted grunt and she stands up again, holding a grunting animal at the end of one fist, her obsidian knife in the other.
“Stop!” I say, finally recognizing the creature. “Let it go, it’s only Puck.”
The banshee drops the little hobgoblin and, at the sound of my voice, Puck hops quickly over to throw himself into my arms.
“There, there,” I say, patting his shaking body and bringing up little puffs of soot. “We’re here now, you’re safe.”
“No he’s not,” Keva says. “None of us are!”
“How did he manage to follow us all the way here?” Hadrian asks. He raises himself up enough to check the school’s environs again, in case someone else might be coming.
“Who cares?” Keva says. “What we need to figure out is how to get in there past all those demons. If it isn’t too late already.”
Arthur and I look at each other knowingly, the same thought forming in our minds.
“The tunnels,” we say together.
“But I don’t know how to access them outside of the school’s enclosure,” Hadrian says.
“Morgan used one of its external exits when she left jail,” Arthur says, looking at me expectantly.
I shake my head. “I had no idea where I was going,” I say. “All I was doing was following Lugh’s cat, and”—I look down at the hobgoblin as he readies himself to pounce on his own shadow, fluffy butt wagging in the air—“Puck.”
Puck looks up at the mention of his name then hops over to me eagerly to get his belly scratched.
“That thing? Hadrian exclaims, watching the hobgoblin rolling around in the grass, snorting in delight.
“He is actually much smarter than people give him credit for,” I say.
Hadrian coughs, and I know it has nothing to do with breathing in any smoke. “Uh, sure,” he says at last. “Whatever you say. But we’re in the middle of a battle here, and you want us to trust a Fey to get us to the catacombs unseen?”
“Correct,” I say. I look over to Arthur for support, but he’s just staring at Puck with a frown on his face, and I let out a tired sigh. “Look, we don’t have time to pussyfoot around,” I say, my voice quivering as a terrifying idea forms in my head. “By the time we manage to get around the Fey, he may have already opened the gates to Hell.”
“The gates to what?” Keva squeaks. “And who’s ‘he’?”
“You heard me,” I say. “We’ve already wasted too much time as is. You guys can follow Puck through the tunnels, I’ll take the direct route.”
“Don’t be silly,” Keva says. “They’re not going to just let walk up to that door and welcome you in. You’ll be long dead before then!”
“They won’t kill me,” I reply, “because I’m one of them, and…they need something from me.”
“Why can’t you go through the tunnels with us?” Hadrian asks. “If they really want something from you, having you surrender to them is a very bad idea.”
“If I go with you, it’ll take too long,” I retort. “Someone needs to stall Mordred until you guys make it over.”
“Again with the name dropping,” Keva mutters.
“And I’m not surrendering,” I say, ignoring her, “but joining with them. Or at least that’s what I’m going to make them think. And I’ve got a very good reason for them to believe I’ve turned coats too, so don’t worry about me, OK?” I get up briskly before my mind can come up with a dozen reasons why this plan is totally insane and prone to fail, then give everyone a shaky smile. “Guess I’ll see you guys when you get there.”
Then, without giving them the chance to stop me, I crawl up the hill towards the school, flanked by both the banshee and the pixie. The building quickly comes into sight, the giant apple tree cresting over the building like a green mushroom top.
I take a cursory look around me before getting up. The fields separating me from the school are devoid of any roaming Fey, and a small part of me hopes it means they all decided to up and leave. Then I see movement at one of the arched windows, a large shadow marching back and forth, too big to be human. Guess I’m not that lucky after all.
I take a deep, steadying breath, then force my legs to keep moving, despite knowing that I’m headed straight for a most certain and inevitable death.
“Come on, Morgan,” I chide myself as the school looms larger, foreboding. “Grow a pair, why don’t you? Saint George doesn’t condone cowardice.”
“Well, well, well,” a voice says somewhere above my head, startling me. “Look what fell into our lap.”
“I believe it’s a lost princess,” another voice hisses.
I force myself to stand my ground as Urim and Thummim drop down from a tree and slink towards me.
“We were waiting for a different mutt,” Urim says, his white skin dazzling in the morning sun.
“Probably shouldn’t have said that out loud,” Thummim says, looking slightly paranoid all of a sudden.
I snort—what the hell is this guy worried about? I’m not Carman, I don’t have any superpower of doom.
“Still, I think AC’ll be happy to see this one too,” Urim says. “Don’t you think?”
“Quite,” Thummim says.
And with a predatory smile, both Fey seize me.
The banshee growls in warning, but I shush her down. “Let these gentlemen be,” I say. “They’re not taking me anywhere I don’t want to go.”

I repress a shiver as Urim opens the door for me, like a proper host, and I wonder if the fall of the inner school’s wards is also the work of the mysterious traitor in our midst.
We pass by ranks of Dark Sidhe crowded inside Lake High’s hallways, then make our way up one of the staircases to the second floor. I try not to look around too much, as the signs of fight are everywhere—stones scarred by weapons and EM attacks, trails of blood and soot, and bodies. More bodies than there were before, and not all of them Fey, or even that of full-fledged knights.
I bite the inside of my cheek really hard, tasting blood. I can’t let myself show any weakness. If I do, my game will be over; Mordred will sense any vulnerability like a wolf in its prey.
To my surprise, Urim and Thummim lead me straight to the KORT room, its gaping entryway beckoning us in. Kneeling along the walls, hands attached behind their backs, are the surviving knights. My heart squeezes at their sight, noting how few of them are still around.
Lance lifts his head up at our arrival. His deep blue eyes light up with surprise in his beaten-to-a-pulp of a face, then look behind me, and I know he’s wondering whether Arthur’s been caught too or not.
Next to him, Sir Boris leans dangerously forward, his bald pate red with blood, his long mustache drooping to the floor.
I look away quickly before my insides can get too mushy with emotion. I need to play my part to perfection, convince Mordred I’m on his side. And for that, I need to convince myself first that I don’t care for these men. These people have lied to me, put me in jail, shamed me for being part Fey. Yeah. That’s right. None of these people here cared for me when I was down, let’s see how much they like it when the tables are turned.
“Morgan,” Mordred says, turning around at our approach. “What a pleasant surprise.”
“I came as soon as I could,” I say.
“Alone?” Mordred asks.
I feel Thummim shrug beside me. “Nah, there’s that banshee skulking behind.”
“My pet,” I say, digging my fingernails inside the palms of my hands to stop them from shaking.
Mordred laughs. “I didn’t know you were into recycling,” he says, his eyes sparkling. “But then, it appears, so am I.”
He strides over to the side and pulls aside one of the drapes covering the hallway leading to the scrying mirror. Standing behind it, as if in shame, is Jennifer. She looks small and frail compared to Mordred, her pale, semi-translucent skin glowing next to the blue tattooed tint of his. Bu at my sight, she straightens up, her chin held high.
“You were right,” Mordred says. “She is more beautiful than anything I’ve ever seen.”
Jennifer lashes out, but Mordred deflects her sudden attack and her sharp nails rake thin air.
“Of course, she does tend to bite,” Mordred adds, wrapping his arm around Jennifer’s waist and squeezing briefly before releasing her, “but it wouldn’t be as much fun if she were already tame.”
I frown. I may not like Jennifer, but Mordred’s way of talking about her like a mere object makes me feel like I’ve just showered in grease.
“Didn’t your mama teach you to treat girls better?” I ask in my most nonchalant manner. “At least when it comes to wooing? ‘Cause you seem awfully deficient in that department.”
I start picking at my nails to avoid Mordred’s glare, chiding myself for antagonizing him when I should be playing buddy-buddies.
“My mother, sadly, has been out of the picture all my life,” Mordred says, sounding as blasé as I am, though I can definitely tell he’s forcing it. “But that’s not a here nor a there, we’ve got work to do.”
“So I keep hearing,” I say, finally tucking my blackened hands behind me, looking about the room with a bored air. I try my best to ignore the lines of prisoners, their baleful looks aimed straight at me. “You’ve done rather well, so far.”
My cheery tone makes Mordred squint in wariness. “So far, so good,” he says carefully.
“How did you manage to get in here so easily?” I ask.
I hear Lance hiss behind me in surprise. Yes, that’s right, I silently tell him, look upon me with hatred, it’ll only make my show look more realistic.
Strutting about the room, Mordred waves his hand dismissively. “They were having a hard time controlling their elementals,” he says, patting Lance’s head in passing. “It just shows you that I was right: Without our powers, these supposed knights are toothless.”
He kicks Lance in the guts and the knight buckles over without a sound. I clench my hands harder to avoid crying out in his stead.
“Funny,” I say, wrinkling my nose in mock-thought, “I thought that once Fey were bound they were forced to answer to their call.”
Mordred twists around to assess me. Can he tell I’m stalling for time, looking for clues as to how he’s going to open these stupid gates of his? I swallow with difficulty.
“Though they may be cut off from their source of power,” he finally says, “no one can subjugate their minds. Any Fey, even a simple elemental, can choose not to use its powers, even when called upon. Although it does mean they self-destruct. But hey, it’s for a good cause, don’t you think?”
He stares at me, as if daring me to contradict him. I shrug, and he pushes past me to continue his pacing around the circular table. He stops by the arched windows and stares outside.
“It’s time,” Mordred says with a tight smile.
The prisoners shift restlessly at his words, exchanging confused looks. They must not know what he’s planning on doing, I realize, my mouth running dry.
A quick look outside shows me the waters of Lake Winnebago have gone blood red and a thrill of fear courses down my body. Carman’s almost here.
I need to move now, and fast.
“Off,” I tell my two guards, pushing them to the side.
To my surprise, they obey without protest, and I make a mental note to try this authoritarian tone more often should I survive. Slowly, I make my way over to Mordred, wondering how much time I have left before the witch lands here.
Blanchefleur mentioned a key. In all my times here, I’ve never seen any such key, and neither has Arthur or he wouldn’t have looked so stumped when I told him about Mordred’s plan. Which can only mean that the Dark Sidhe must already have it.
I let my gaze wander down Mordred’s tone body, from his tattooed back to his tight leather pants, neither of which look very promising in that department.
I close my eyes for a moment as a sudden realization stokes my fear: If he doesn’t have the key, then it must be with Carman.
“You’re about to witness the greatest event in the history of the world,” Mordred says, and I open my eyes again.
A bolt of lightning streaks the sky, followed by another, and another, each falling closer and closer to the school, singing the earth in their passage.
She’s getting closer.
“Where are all the others?” I ask.
“On their way over,” Mordred says. He looks over his shoulder at me then, a questioning eyebrow arched high. “Or did you mean the rest of your people?”
“They’re not my people,” I say, betraying no emotion though that was exactly what I was thinking. “But let me ask you this: Are you sure you want to open those gates of yours? It seems like you’ve done a good enough job cleaning the trash out. Why risk losing your position by letting this world swarm with demons?”
“You traitor!” a sharp voice says, before one of the Sidhe smacks the person down.
I look over sideways and find Irene kneeling among the prisoners, her small body practically hidden behind those of Hector and Agravain. Blood trails down her chin from a cut in her lip.
“I should’ve killed you when your father brought you over as a babe!” she says, spitting at me.
A small smile creeps up my face and I go kneel before her. As I extend my hand towards her, she flinches away and a small part of me revels in the power I finally hold over this woman who not once in her life has shown me any mercy.
I brush Irene’s dark hair out of her face, noting with some surprise the countless grey strands that now streak it.
“You probably should have,” I tell her. “For then I would never have found out the truth about my father’s death, or how you Pendragons betrayed him. Tell me, was it fun to plot out my father’s death together? Did you enjoy it? Because I can tell you one thing, I’m going to enjoy every second of your end.”
There’s a strangled sound and we all turn around. At first I only see Jennifer, still as a statue. But the long curtains behind her have opened to reveal Arthur, his arm wrapped around Hadrian’s shoulders for support.
His eyes bore into mine from across the room, filled with shock and betrayal, and I feel my insides wither. But I know Mordred is looking at me too, observing my every reaction, so I force myself to smile.
“It looks like Dub must be done with you,” I say, practically shouting over the short distance to prevent my voice from shaking but only making it more shrill. “But you’re too late.”
Arthur frowns, looking confused and lost, as if he’s never seen me before. Go back, I tell him mentally. I’ve failed—I haven’t found this stupid key, and Carman’s seconds away. If she finds you here, you’re dead and she gets Excalibur.
“Where did that one come from?” Urim asks.
“Who cares?” Thummim adds. “He’s here, he gets the same treatment as the others. No preference for status, we’re very democratic here.”
The two of them prowl towards Arthur, attentive to his every gesture.
Suddenly, Mordred lets out another low laugh and the two Dark Sidhe freeze.
“There’s no need to tiptoe around him,” Mordred says, leaving my side to go stand in front of Arthur. He leans towards him and I see the muscles of Mordred’s back ripple under his tattoos as he reaches for Arthur’s torn shirt. “It looks like Dub’s left him a little present.”
His words have the effect of a cold shower, confirming my worries. Something must’ve gone wrong when I tried to heal Arthur, or he wouldn’t be so weak still.
I narrow my eyes at him as he faces Mordred in a silent standoff, then I shake the fearful thought away. Now’s the time for me to act while they’re distracted, instead of moping about. My eyes sweep around the crowded room then the empty school grounds outside, desperation mounting. But how can I stop them if I don’t even know how?
Out of the corner of my eyes, I see a shadow throw itself at me, and I duck with a surprised cry as the shape jumps through the window and lands on the table where it crows like a rooster three times.
Irene snickers behind me. “You like to act all tough but when an old lunatic shows up you run for cover?”
I look up to find Myrdwinn crouching above me, saliva dribbling down his large lip into his beard.
“Ooooh,” he cries delightedly, “a pretty present! A pretty present for me!”
He dives forward, grabs my wrist and pulls me to him until his breath tickles my nose, heady with the scent of apples.
“Go away, old man,” I whisper to him through clenched teeth, “or they’re gonna turn you into mincemeat!”
I try to pry his fingers off me, but Myrdwinn is surprisingly strong, probably from all the wall climbing he’s obviously been doing.
“Mine, mine, mine!” Myrdwinn intones, hopping along on top of the table, forcing me to follow him.
Mordred watches with amusement as we pass by him, but his chuckle turns into a warning growl as we both realize where the old school director is taking me.
“Stop!” I say, struggling more fervently against his hold as he yanks me closer to the Siege Perilous.
“Let her be!” Mordred orders, shoving Jennifer aside in his hurry to reach us.
But Myrdwinn gives us another wide grin before jumping onto the back of the cursed chair. I drop to my knees before the seat, eyes wide, my free hand pushing against its armrest as hard as I can.
“Don’t,” I plead, my heart beating loudly in my ears as Owen’s terrified face swims back before my eyes.
The old man lets out a whooping laugh, fanning himself with the end of his beard, then screeches as a heavy hand lands on his shoulder, tipping him backwards, bringing the heavy chair down with him.
The Siege Perilous’s carved base hits me in the chin, making me bite my tongue, and blood flows freely into my mouth for a quick second before my body heals over.
Dazed, I look up as Badass pulls Myrdwinn away from me, shaking his head. “Out,” he says gruffly, the quills at the top of his head sticking up like spikes.
There’s a loud shriek somewhere in the school and we all suck in our breath—even the Dark Sidhe. The air suddenly seems to thicken and the light coming from the torches hung along the wall dims.
“Too late, too late!” Myrdwinn chants, scratching at his face before scrambling up Badass’s head and using him to propel himself back out the windows and into the open air.
I gulp, my heart threatening to jump out of my chest.
Carman’s here.
Once again, I wasn’t able to do a single thing to stop her. I slowly push myself back onto my feet, instinctively moving away from the front door.
And in answer to my nightmares, long, black, gooey tendrils snake their way into the room, slithering along the walls over the prisoners, palpating them like long tentacles. A young squire passes out, and the tendrils creep over the unconscious body like a blanket. A second later, they move away from him like the ebbing tide, and I repress a gag at the sight of the boy’s remains—his skin sunk in over his skeleton as if his flesh and organs have been sucked right out.
I want to bolt out of the room, jump out of the windows like Myrdwinn did, but find myself unable to move, incapable of sound, as if frozen in time.
Finally, like a wave of slick oil, Carman appears in the doorway.
“Hello, my pretties,” she says, her low voice making every hair on my arms stand up.
As she strides in, the tentacles retract into her, and solidify into a long, dark dress of crow feathers. Her face beams at my sight, pinning me to my spot with fear. I don’t even dare to blink, terrified to have her come near me again, the pain of her last touch still scorched in my mind. But Carman’s dark gaze travels toward the scrying hallway and settles upon Arthur.
“And we’ve got distinguished guests,” she says. “How delightful.” She sweeps towards Arthur who stands up straight, pushing Hadrian back into the dark hallway. “I’ve been meaning to get back to you,” she says silkily. “I believe we have some unfinished business you and I.”
A harsh laugh interrupts her. “I heard you were looking for me,” I say, before realizing I’m the one who spoke.
Carman’s eyes swivel back to me, a spark of fury alight deep within them swiftly covered up. She lets her smile dimple her rosy cheeks. If Keva thought I was bipolar, I hope she’s taken a good look at this witch!
“Yessss,” Carman says, gliding away from Arthur to face me. “I’ve got a little job for you.”
I lift my chin and try not to breathe too deeply so I’m not overwhelmed by the smell of sulfur emanating from her whole being. Over her shoulder, I see the banshee dig out her obsidian knife, ready to come to my defense. I make a slight movement with my head and the banshee stops, shifting from one foot to the next uncertainly.
“I’m afraid I won’t be of much help with the gates,” I tell Carman. “I don’t even know where the key is. Or the door, for that matter.”
Carman breaks out into a high, tinkling laugh that could rival Jennifer’s in its musicality. “Oh, no,” she says jovially, “I needed you for something entirely different.”
Her arm snakes around my shoulders, and my back fires up with pain as if a thousand hypodermic needles are being rammed into it. I grind my teeth as the witch leads me back to Mordred and Arthur, sweat dripping down my forehead from the effort not to scream.
“No,” Carman continues, “I’ve got your brother for the other task. I think he’ll suffice.”
I pause in my tracks despite the increased pressure of Carman’s arm around my shoulders that sends agonizing pangs down my spine.
“Arthur’s not…,” I lick my lips and start over again, “Arthur’s not my brother.”
Carman laughs again, making the feathers of her dress shake against my arm, leaving tons of paper-sized cuts behind.
“We don’t mean that filthy rag of a human,” Carman says.
She flings her hand at Arthur and he’s sent straight up into the ceiling with a sickening thud before falling back down to the floor. Excalibur lands next to him, the cloth from my ball gown partially coming undone, exposing the Fey weapon’s hilt.
Before I can take in the meaning of her words, I step in front of Carman, shielding both Arthur and Excalibur from her view.
I can feel everyone’s stare aimed at my back, waiting for my next move, Carman’s patience fading quickly. So I do the only thing I can think of that will keep her distracted and, hopefully, keep her filthy paws off Arthur and the sword.
“How does it feel, Arthur, to be the one groveling at my feet, hmm?” I ask.
I stoop down and pick him up by the hair, channeling all my energy into my arm and back to lift him up to eye level.
I’m sorry.
Arthur struggles feebly at the end of my arm, looking dazed.
“Stop, Morgan,” he mumbles, his hazel eyes filled with pain. “This isn’t you.”
I’m sorry.
“This is the new me,” I say. “The one who’s tired of being forced to eat shit all the time and turn the other cheek whenever someone slaps me. That time is over; that time ended the moment I found out your family abandoned my father to face Dub alone.”
I extend my hand towards the banshee cowering at the door. I see her grey form slip over to my side and, without having to ask for it, she places her stone knife into my hand.
I close my fingers around the obsidian blade, still holding Arthur up with the other.
“Revenge is not the way,” Arthur says.
“Figures you’d sing a different tune now you’re my prisoner,” I say, forcing him deeper into the hallway, towards Hadrian and Keva huddling in its dark recesses.
I feel the wrapped edge of Excalibur against my bare foot and stop.
Arthur’s look turns to one of acceptance, and I’m momentarily so overcome with guilt and terror at what I’m about to do, I hesitate. But only for a second, for I can feel Carman’s power rising behind me, pressing against my back, ready to lash out at the both of us if I fail.
I’m sorry.
I thrust my arm up, feel the obsidian blade rip through the remaining iron links of Arthur’s hauberk, then slide easily into his flesh. The blade glances off a rib and deviates to the side, away from his organs, and I finally pull the knife out, warm blood gushing out in its wake. Arthur lets out a muted grunt, his knees giving out completely.
A loud scream echoes behind me, the sound of a sow being butchered. Irene.
“A tooth for a tooth,” I say loudly, wiping my sweaty forehead with the back of my hand and leaving sticky blood behind.
Using the last of my energy, I shove Arthur back, sending him out of view towards the mirror and kicking the sword after him. I briefly have a vision of Keva scooping Excalibur up as Hadrian rushes to drag Arthur to the tunnel’s secret entrance, then I whirl around and march back to Carman, letting the velvet drapes close over the alcove.
I’m sorry.
Carman smiles at me coldly and I feel her agonizing touch between my shoulder blades once again.
“A very touching sight,” Carman says into my ear, making me shiver. “One after my own heart. Now if you could just stop offing my children and concentrate instead on these puny humans, I’d appreciate it all the more.”
She motions for Mordred to proceed forward, towards the wide, round table.
I watch numbly as he sets the Siege Perilous aright, an eager smile playing at the corners of his lips.
“Welcome to the club, sis!” he says. “Now let me show you something too.”
With a flourishing bow, he spins around and sits on the throne-like chair.
“No,” I whisper.
Both for what I finally realize he is, and for what he’s done.
“Shhhhh,” Carman whispers, holding me closer to her until my whole body seems to have been set ablaze.
Mordred’s head slams backward as the figures carved in the seat start to move. The demons engraved in its base stretch up languorously, like big cats waking from a nap, forcing the angels to retreat further towards the crest rail at the top of the chair. Then the demons’ mouths open wide and a thick black liquid pours forth.
But this time, instead of swallowing Mordred up, the goo shoots out towards the round table, engulfing it in a thick black morass that drips all the way down to the floor. There’s a loud crack as of wood splitting, and the whole building shakes as the slime falls to the ground, twirling on itself in a gigantic whirlpool with loud, sucking noises.
A dim, grey light emerges from the pool’s dark center, growing as it takes over the vortex of miasma at our feet.
I wipe my clammy hands upon the remains of my dress as the circle pulses like some gigantic heart, tantalizing, and my feet carry me closer to the abyss, drawn to it like a moth to a flame.
Then Carman suddenly shoves me forward. I stumble as the chasm opens up beneath me, offering a view of grey, dreary cliffs. I try to hold onto one of the chairs, but it topples along with me and we both fall through.
My body slams into the ground with a thunderous crack, the chair exploding into thousands of splinters next to me. Tears spring to my eyes as the air rushes out of my lungs, and I hear Carman’s laugh ring out above me before she follows me down, her black dress of feathers billowing out to slow her descent.
I let out a dazed moan, my ears ringing, barely conscious of her landing next to me. My fingers scrape uselessly against the ground’s jagged surface as Carman takes in the achromatic view, a greedy look on her face. Then she turns to me with another cold smile.
“Welcome to Hell, my dear.”




I wander around the desolate place, my eyes gritty with sleep though I can never find rest in this world of endless crepuscule. I gnash my teeth together, trying to dislodge the grains of sand that inevitably find their way into my mouth.
Just like the wind slowly eroding the proud side of a mountain to dust, I feel that this place is steadily grinding me down to a desiccated pulp. Already I feel myself growing indifferent to my plight. The reason for my coming here has become blurry, indistinct.
Yet my footsteps take me irreversibly back to the place where I started. But the chasm through which I fell no longer exists, and I find myself staring up at an endlessly grey, dead sky.
After a few minutes—or is it hours?—I start on my way back down, tiny rocks and pebbles slicing into the plants of my feet, making them bleed. My wounds inevitably close up, replaced by fresh new skin, only to be cut open by the gravel again at the next step. I follow the thin trail of blood I’ve left behind on my way up, now a dull brown. Soon, it will be grey as well, like everything else around here.
“Morgan?”
I stop.
The whispery voice rises again from the boulders to my left, “Morgan?”
A thin form detaches itself from the face of the cliff, then a second, both covered in the grey dust that permeates this world.
A small part of me says I should know these people, that I’ve talked to them before, been helped by them….
I cock my head, digging through my sluggish mind, fighting the growing part of me that doesn’t want to care about anything anymore.
“Keva?” I croak, my voice no longer accustomed to being used. “And…banshee?”
The two figures press forward like lost puppies that have found their master again. Keva grabs my hand and holds onto it.
I look at her dispassionately, noting how her sunken cheeks make her big eyes look like giant marbles in her drawn face.
“I thought you didn’t…that you wouldn’t…,” the girl starts before taking in a shuddering breath. “Come, we’ve got something to show you.”
I allow Keva and the banshee to pull me after them, my sluggish footsteps tracing a new blood path down the mountainside. It doesn’t really matter where I go. In the end, it’s all the same.
They stop upon a small promontory overlooking the endless ashy hills, a wide circle of stones lying on top of it like a crown.
“Look,” Keva breathes, pointing at the closest of the boulders. She wipes away the latest layer of dust covering its face, coughing as the particles of soot swirl around her before settling back down.
“Look, Morgan!” Keva insists, pushing me closer to the monolith.
With a tired sigh, I drop my gaze to the stone and find that someone’s painstakingly carved words into its surface. A message…. But who would bother with such a pointless act down here where knowledge is as obsolete as one’s will?
Yet, as I read, the words slowly start to sink in, raising the sound of a dim alarm bell deep within me.

“Teind,” I say aloud, letting my fingers trace the word’s letters over and over again, my mind drawing up its echo from deep within its recesses.
Keva’s small hand seeks mine out and squeezes.
“Morgan,” she whispers, “I’m scared.”
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Blood of the Fey, her first published novel and the first in the Morgana Trilogy, was written at coffee shops between a day job in finance and nights of “research” on Korean dramas. Rise of the Fey is the sophomore entry in the series and was finished in winter-time Brussels, where the pounding rain soothed the rambunctious temper that inevitably arose after long editorial hours.
You can find out more about Alessa’s writings via her website at www.alessaellefson.com, and get other extras through her newsletter.



1 Alcoholic beverage.
2 Canonical hour: mid-morning (around 9 a.m.).
3 Viral inflammation of the respiratory system that produces a bark-like cough.
4 Pretty.
5 “this witch of a”
6 Around midnight.
7 Metal container that hangs from a chain and in which incense is burned.
8 Money.
9 Russian for “Write it down, please!”
10 A container that looks like a long pear with three bumps instead of two,that’s used for distillation or other alchemical processes.
11 An alembic where the flask is closed off at the top and has at least one tube attached to it.
12 A second opening or tube.
13 Pruning shears.
14 Volcanic Explosivity Index. A VEI of 7 or 8 is characterized by a very powerful eruption that can eject between 24 to 240 cubic miles (or 100 to 1000 cubic kilometers) of magma.
15 Newbies.
16 Killing.
17 Types of fish found in Lake Winnebago.
18 A young boy.
19 ‘Thanks be to God’ in Latin.
20 Alcohol, typically whiskey.
21 From William Congreve’s quote: “Heaven has no rage like love to hatred turned, nor hell a fury like a woman scorned.”
22 Idiot.
23 Great physical appeal.
24 Definition not for the faint-hearted: Cryptosporidia are parasites that are normally passed in feces, which can lead to a number of bad side-effects.
25 Hindi idiom that literally means “What would a monkey know of the taste of ginger?” Meaning: someone who can’t appreciate something’s value.
26 Dead.
27 The smallest mouse fed to reptiles. Then come fuzzies, crawlers, hoppers and adults.
28 Church
29 Courting.
30 An overly critical person.
31 A supermarket store.
32 Sword.
33 Wife.
34 A way for one political party to gain the advantage even if the other party possesses the majority in its favor already.
35 Idiot.
36 Jail.
37 Give a thorough whipping.
38 Coward.
39 Appetizers.
40 War between two groups of the same party.
41 A three-leafed pattern where the three leaves intersect in their middle like a stylized Venn diagram.
42 Mild French swearing expression, meaning roughly “Holy cow!”
43 The two projections that form the cross-guard of a sword
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