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Bridget isn’t sure she has what it takes to be a leader

…but she’s about to find out. The witch hunts are getting worse by the day. But when Lady Nimuë kidnaps Bridget’s own family things get personal. Only Bridget, the brilliant Scai and powerful Dylan—the prophesied Children of Avalon—have the power to defeat Lady Nimuë. The question is, does Bridget have the strength of will to lead them through to the end?

When Scai’s childhood friend, Aron the blacksmith, joins their group, Bridget is suddenly faced with a new challenge—this one from her heart. Will her love for Aron get in the way of defeating Nimuë, or will it give her the confidence she’ll need?
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Merlin’s Prophecy

 

Ten score years shall darkness helm

The vessel of King Arthur’s realm,

Wending through time’s storm–tossed sea

To ground upon this prophecy.

 

This shadowed epoch shall conclude

By the might of the seventh brood.

Of Avalon, the children three

Will restore right and harmony.

 

Hark ye to the Lady’s line!

The sixth of seventh will assign

Herself to perish with the wind,

Helping to save all mankind.

 

Seven of seven will blaze

A path through time’s dark’ning haze.

Her heirs will be the ones to heal,

And renew sorcery’s appeal.

 

The seventh from my own blood

Will ride the crest of magic flood.

Blending with the powers’ peak,

He will bring the peace we seek.

 

But the mightiest in the land

Will be She – who by her hand

Condemned me to my earthen tomb.

She will see her talents bloom.

 

Her growing might will presage

The dawning of the golden age.

Unmatched power shall wield she –

Unprecedented sorcery.

 

But Avalon’s child will not fail

To discover my stony grail.

Then one, wielding the power of three,

The greatest earthly force will be.

 

My power will render her accursed,

Unless the trio all die first.

Or she will be, I prophesy,

Destroyed by one and children three.


Chapter One

 

Where do we go now?” my sister, Scai asked, as we all settled ourselves on the ground near the wall of the inner courtyard. We weren’t in the most comfortable place in the Holme Castle grounds, but it was the quietest, most remote spot we could find for our private conversation. 

As the prophesied Children of Avalon, Scai, Dylan and I were destined to kill the power-hungry Lady Nimuë or be killed by her. With our mentor, Sir Dagonet and Scai’s childhood friend, Aron, we had to figure out what our next move would be. We’d won the last battle against Lady Nimuë and retrieved Merlin’s Chalice from her, but she was still out there. Still just as—if not even more—determined to kill us.

Inside the castle, knights were loudly celebrating their victory over the Danes. Neither Scai nor I wanted to be in such close proximity to so many drunken men, and Dylan’s father had retired early in his room. This seemed to be the safest, easiest place for us. The smell of cooking from the kitchens wafted gently around us, blocking out the more unpleasant smells left over from the day when thousands of men were engaged in battle.

It was hard to settle down. I was still excited from our battle with Nimuë even though that had been nearly two hours ago. So much had happened in those few hours. Dylan had been knighted by the king himself, and then we’d discovered that Sir Dagonet was wearing a nectere connected to Lady Nimuë. 

He could feel everything she was feeling when her emotions ran high. We all really hoped that it would give us an edge in our fight against her. We wouldn’t know where she was, but at least we would know what she was feeling. That had to help us somewhat, didn’t it?

Lord Merwyd had been so kind as to invite us all for the night to share what little space he had in his castle room. I was immensely grateful for this. It was becoming so cold and I still only had my measly summer shawl to keep me warm along with a thin blanket. It wasn’t nearly enough. Too many nights all I could do was lie there in the dark, on the hard ground, shivering.  

But not tonight. Tonight I would sleep in the warmth of the castle by a fire. I couldn’t help the sigh of relief that escaped from my lips as I thought of it.  

“I say we go to Gloucester,” I proposed.

Just one or two nights in a bed, a real bed—my bed—that was all I wanted. In my own home, where I had my own room—and a down coverlet.  I would have to share it with Scai, but that was all right. It was still mine and it was still warm. I could practically feel the softness of my feather mattress now. If I just closed my eyes…

“Nimuë is probably on her way to Saerdbury,” Dylan pointed out, jolting me out of my sweet imaginings. 

“We should follow her there, then,” Aron said.

I looked at him out of the corner of my eye. I still felt guilty about leaving him out of our fight with Nimuë.  He’d found us after the battle and had soaked in all of the details. The only thing that made me feel any better was the fact that Aron wasn’t a Vallen and didn’t have any magic, so he wouldn’t have been able to help in any case. He was extremely strong, physically—the man had shoulders to make a woman swoon—but he wouldn’t have been able to defend himself against Nimuë’s magic. I would have been—we all would have—been upset if he’d gotten hurt in the fight. 

But why wasn’t Aron defending my suggestion that we go to Gloucester? I thought we’d had a connection? I thought he liked me. 

“But we were going to go to Gloucester before we got caught up in the king’s battle,” I pointed out. I didn’t want to look argumentative to Aron, but I really wanted to go home. How many times had my brothers told me that men didn’t like girls who were loud and bossy? I was trying, really trying, to show a good face in front of Aron.

“The only reason we were going to Gloucester was to find Nimuë,” Dylan said. “She’s got to be well on her way to Saerdbury by now.”

“Right, so we’ll go to Saerdbury and stop in Gloucester on our way,” I said. “It’s nearly in the same direction.”

“Only if we follow the main roads. If we cut south, we can make it to Saerdbury faster,” Dylan argued.

“Going through Gloucester…” I began.

Dylan sighed. “Bridget, this isn’t a pleasure trip.”

“No, it’s not,” I answered, a spark of anger alighting in my stomach. “I know we need to get to Saerdbury, but what’s the rush? Why can’t we take a day—a day, that’s all. What is Lady Nimuë going to do that will make losing a day of this journey impossible?”

Ah-ha! I had Dylan actually thinking about this. He looked at Scai, as if she had the answer. 

“What do you think she’s doing with all these witches she’s captured? I don’t even understand why she’s keeping them,” I added, just for good measure.

“It’s better than what they were doing before: killing them,” Scai pointed out.

My heart weighed heavily in my chest at that. Scai and I had found the dead, bloated body of someone who’d been accused of being a witch and then swum in the river. And we had nearly been killed that way ourselves. It made my stomach churn just thinking about it. “I agree; it is better. But I still don’t understand why she is, well, collecting them, for want of a better word.”

I looked around, but no one seemed to have an answer. They all looked back at me with either concern or confusion on their faces.

“Well, we think she was having them hunted down in order to find us, right?” Scai asked. “Hoping that we’d be captured for her.”

“That’s right,” Sir Dagonet agreed. “Haven’t caught us yet.” 

“Almost,” Dylan reminded him.

Sir Dagonet sobered at that one. If it hadn’t been for Dylan’s quick thinking and his new ability to make people feel strong emotions, Sir Dagonet would be in Saerdbury along with all of the other witches they’d caught. 

“But wouldn’t we just be playing into Nimuë’s hands if we went to Saerdbury? We’d be right where she wants us,” I pointed out.

There was a moment of silence as everyone thought about this. 

Finally, Dylan said, “No. I don’t think we would. She won’t be expecting us. We should definitely go there and surprise her.”

His argument made sense. Damn! But I still wanted, no, needed to go home. I snuggled a little deeper into my thin shawl.

“Then let’s go to Saerdbury. But let’s stop in Gloucester on our way,” I said, reviving my first argument. It was not easy being quiet and even-tempered. Already I could feel my stomach getting tied up in knots. I wanted to go home but had to remain calm and nice about it. I wondered if Dylan could feel how tense I was. 

“Why waste the time?” Dylan asked. He was beginning to look a little peeved.

“It wouldn’t be a waste of time. I’ll get to see my family.” 

“Our family,” Scai pointed out quietly, her eyes staying firmly on her own hands in front of her. 

Guilt burned through me. I was still forgetting that my brothers were Scai’s brothers, even after all this time. “Our family,” I corrected myself. 

“Look, I know you want to see your brothers, Bridget,” Dylan said, clearly trying to be patient, “but I really think we’ve got to get to Saerdbury as quickly as we can. We can surprise Nimuë and, hopefully, defeat her once and for all.”

Frustration snapped within me. “You don’t understand. You don’t have a home you’re eager to get back to.”  Immediately, I wished the words right back into my mouth. It wasn’t nice to point out that I had a loving family when Dylan didn’t. My temper was really beginning to creep up on me, no matter how hard I worked to keep it in check.

I couldn’t quite see in the dark of the evening, but I could just imagine Dylan’s eyes going flat as he suppressed his anger. “No, I don’t. And my father is here, so I’ve seen and been with my family.”

“Yes. I just want the same thing. I just want to be with my family, even if it’s only for a short time. And I need to get some warmer clothing,” I added, hoping that maybe one or the other of my arguments would sway them. I turned to Sir Dagonet, hoping that he would have a soft spot for me. “Please.”

The old man just looked a little helplessly at me, but said nothing. 

“We don’t have the time,” Dylan said, as if his word was the final one.

“We can take the time.”

“No, we can’t. We’ve been through this, Bridget.” He was clearly beginning to get annoyed.

“You don’t know where Nimuë is.”

“No, I don’t. But Saerdbury is a pretty good guess.” Dylan looked around for agreement from the others.

Aron shrugged but said nothing. Why didn’t he defend me? 

“Dylan’s right, Bridget. She’s probably already there and planning her next attack on us,” Scai said. 

“Oh, yeah, it’s easy for you to take his side. You’ve seen our brothers recently,” I said, feeling the heat inside of me rise. It still infuriated me that Scai had secretly gone off to visit our family without even telling me. It was so unfair that Scai could fly with the wind when the rest of us were confined to a slow ride on horseback, restrained by the snail’s pace set by Sir Dagonet.

“That doesn’t make a difference…” Scai started.

“Yes, it does make a difference. You’ve seen them. You’ve been with them. You probably even slept in my bed! Well, I don’t think it’s too much to ask that I be allowed to do these things, too. I want to see my brothers. I want the comfort of my own bed. I want a change of clothes. I’m cold and I’m tired. I just want to go home.” I blinked rapidly. If I let the others see my tears I would be totally humiliated.

“Bridget.” Sir Dagonet reached out and put a consoling hand on my arm. 

I snatched it away, out of his reach. “No. I don’t want your pity. I want to go home. And I want to do so now. At first light, tomorrow morning.”

“You go ahead,” Dylan said, “if that’ll make you feel better. But I can’t just give up on this quest. I can’t allow Nimuë to get the upper hand. She is going to make the alternative in the prophecy the true one. She is going to find us and kill us. Have you forgotten this? Have you forgotten what we’re doing here? We’re trying to save our lives and the world from her all-consuming power.”

I rounded on Dylan. “No, I am not forgetting, thank you very much, Sir Dylan. I am not forgetting anything. But I don’t think that a few days will make a great deal of difference.”

“A few minutes will make a great deal of difference!” he snapped back.

“Well, then you can just get on your high horse and get on the road right now.” I glared at Dylan, no longer even trying to be nice or hold my emotions in check. 

“I’ll wait until morning, thank you very much. You can join me there in a week or two after you’ve spent time with your family. I’ll have defeated Nimuë by then, but I’ll wait there for you.” 

I couldn’t even speak for the fury that was raging inside of me. If I dared looked at anything, or anyone, aside from the hard ground, I was certain it would burst into flames. 

“My, my aren’t you sure of yourself?” The voice came from behind us. It was smooth and soft in a way that made my skin crawl. 

I spun around while Dylan and Sir Dagonet jumped to their feet, pulling out their swords as they did so. We were all standing within a moment, prepared to fight.

“Lady Nimuë,” Scai whispered.

“Lovely to see you again, too, Scai,” she said, launching into an attack.  Glowing balls of magical energy were lobbed in quick succession at each one of us. 

I immediately responded in kind. My first quick shot went wide and by the time my arm was cocked back to throw a second, Nimuë was gone. 

“Where’d she go?” I asked, spinning around. 

“Over here,” Nimuë called from my left.

I turned and then ducked under a fire ball aimed straight at my head. As soon as my arm was cocked back, Nimuë was gone. 

“Here I am,” she called from my right. 

A lightning bolt shot from the sky, landing right where Nimuë had been, because once again, she was gone.  

“Missed!” Scai said.

“I’m getting dizzy,” Sir Dagonet complained. 

“Oh, you poor thing,” Nimuë said, from right behind him. 

He spun around, his sword slicing through the air where, yet again, she wasn’t. 

“Really, Dagonet, I’ve never known you to miss,” she teased from directly in front of us. 

This time I got my fire ball in the air before Nimuë disappeared. It sailed harmlessly off into the courtyard, however, because she had vanished. 

“And now you, too, Bridget! You all must be tired,” Nimuë said from our left. She laughed, giving Dylan enough time to run at her, his sword at the ready. She was gone by the time he reached her. 

Dylan let out a shout of frustration. 

“No, no, really Dylan, you should know better,” she said in front of me again. 

This time I was ready and threw my fire ball even as Nimuë was speaking. It nearly hit her, but she disappeared just a split second before it would have. 

“How is she doing this?” I shouted, just as frustrated as Dylan.

“Running with the wind,” Scai said, clearly trying to track her.

“Very good, my dear. Can you keep up?” Nimuë asked from behind us.

“You’re moving faster than I can see,” Scai said, flipping her head around, and Nimuë disappeared and reappeared off to our right. 

“Catch me if you can,” Nimuë teased and threw the fireball in her hand before disappearing once more. 

“How do we fight this?” Aron asked, as frustrated as any of us. “She’s too fast. As soon as we make a move, she’s gone.”

“Oh, so right, you who are tall and muscular,” Nimuë purred practically in his ear. “What is your name? I don’t know you.” 

Being the closest, Sir Dagonet leapt for her, swinging his sword in a deadly arc that surely would have cleaved her right in two if she hadn’t stopped it in mid-air just by holding out her hand. 

“What?” Sir Dagonet cried out, shocked. 

“She did the same to me earlier,” Dylan commiserated with the old knight. 

Nimuë laughed. “Yes, we did have fun, didn’t we, my dear grandson?” 

With a scream of fury, Dylan ran at her. I didn’t wonder at that, and held onto the fire ball in my hand so that I didn’t accidentally hit Dylan with it. Unfortunately, Nimuë was long gone by the time he reached where she had been.

She reappeared on our other side, throwing a fire ball before disappearing a second later. 

Scai’s scream didn’t last more than a moment before she crumbled to the ground. A burning smell made my nose itch.

“Scai!” Aron ran to her. 

I threw my own fireball toward where I hoped Nimuë would appear and almost hit her. 

“Good guess!” Sir Dagonet said. 

“Not good enough,” Nimuë chided. 

“Bridget, she needs help. I don’t know…” Aron’s voice broke. 

I turned. He was sitting on the ground, Scai cradled in his arms. 

I dropped down next to him. I had no idea what one of these fireballs actually did to a person. It was too dark to see exactly how Scai was harmed. 

“We need to get her inside to the light so I can see,” I said.

“We will finish this another time, my lady,” Sir Dagonet said, as Aron stood up with Scai in his arms. 

“Oh, but we were having so much fun,” Nimuë cried out in a mocking tone. 

“If I could get my hands on…” Aron started, taking a step closer to Nimuë despite holding Scai.

“Tsk, tsk, handsome, you really shouldn’t make threatening noises when you can’t follow them up with action.” Nimuë winked at him.

I quickly threw off two fireballs as Dylan practically pushed Aron toward the castle.  My aim was wide with both, but luckily I didn’t hit Sir Dagonet who was charging toward Nimuë once again.  

“Till next time,” she said with a laugh, and then disappeared.  I turned and ran after Aron and Dylan, taking a peek behind to check on Sir Dagonet. He was following faster than I had ever seen him move.   


Chapter Two

 

Sir Dagonet banged once on Lord Merwyd’s door before going in. Aron, with Scai in his arms, followed. Dylan and I were right behind. 

“What? What’s wrong?” Lord Merwyd sat up in the bed. If it weren’t for the white of his nightshirt and the dim light of the dying fire, I wouldn’t have been able to see him in the dark of the room.

“Scai’s been hurt, Father. I’m very sorry, but we need your bed once again,” Dylan said, coming around Sir Dagonet to explain. 

“Of course, of course,” he said, climbing from the bed. 

Sir Dagonet went to the fire to get a taper to light the candles in the room, but I didn’t have time to wait for him. I touched each one with my finger, watching the wicks burst into flame. 

“Oh, naturally,” Sir Dagonet said, with a light chuckle. 

“Are there any more?” I asked, looking around for more candles. 

“I’ll get some,” Dylan said. He rushed from the room.

Needing more light, I pointed to the fireplace. The fire roared larger. Lord Merwyd and Sir Dagonet both jumped away from the flames. 

It wasn’t much brighter, but it was better than just the two measly little candles we had. 

Aron placed Scai down on the bed and then hovered near her. 

I focused my mind on my sister, mentally reaching out to feel for what was wounded within her, switching thoughtlessly to being a healer blocking out everything else. I couldn’t allow my own fear or nervousness to interfere with my work. 

I ran my hands quickly down Scai’s body, trying to feel for anything. Once again that smell of something burnt tickled my nose. Was it her hair?

Dylan came back in with a large candelabra, providing a good deal more light.

“Thank you, Dylan,” I said, not looking up as I inspected Scai closely from head to foot. “But I don’t feel or see anything, do you?”

“Not even scorch marks,” Aron replied. He must have been smelling the burning, too, but as he said, there wasn’t a mark on her.

“Nothing,” Dylan agreed.

“I, I don’t know where or how she’s hurt.” Frustration began to boil inside of me. “I’ve never treated anyone hit by pure magic before.”

“That must have been some fire ball, wot, wot?” Sir Dagonet said, coming over to look for himself. 

“Yes, but what did it do to her?” Dylan asked.

I pressed my hand to Scai’s forehead. She felt warm, but not too warm, and she was still unconscious. “Perhaps a cold cloth for her forehead?” I suggested. 

“Will she just come to on her own?” Aron asked.

“I don’t know.” I turned to Sir Dagonet. “You’ve been hit by one of these before; do you remember what it felt like?” 

The old knight just shook his head. “Knocked me out for a few minutes, but I woke up again just fine. Have a feeling this one was a lot stronger, don’t you know?” 

“Dylan, go and fetch a doctor. There must be a number still here since the battle,” Lord Merwyd directed his son.

“A doctor won’t know what to do any more than I do,” I protested. I could do this—once I figured out what this was. If nothing else, I had complete confidence in my healing abilities. I just needed to know what was wrong in order to know which sort of healing magic to apply.

“Won’t be able to understand what’s happened to her, wot?” Sir Dagonet said, nodding.

“Well, there must be another Vallen healer—if not here, then somewhere close by,” Dylan’s father said, frowning at us all.

“Bridget is fully capable of healing her,” Dylan protested, much to my surprise.

“She’s sixteen years old! She, herself, just said she has no idea what she’s doing.” 

I swallowed back the lump of anger in my throat and turned to Lord Merwyd. “I’m eighteen. And, no, I don’t know what I’m doing, but Scai is my sister and I will do everything within my power to heal her.” 

“Considerable power she has, too, wot, wot?” Sir Dagonet said. 

I gave him a smile, grateful for his support as well.

“We all believe that if anyone can heal her, it’s Bridget,” Aron said, crossing his arms in front of his chest. He tucked his hands under his arms as if he was trying to hold himself back from doing something. There was, of course, nothing he could do. I wasn’t certain what I could do either.

I took a quick swipe at the grateful tears that were making their way down my cheeks. Aron had absolutely no idea what he was saying, but he believed in me. They all did. It was their positive thoughts, and whatever I could figure out to do, that was going to pull Scai through this.

“So that’s it? You’re going to leave her life in the hands of a girl?” Dylan’s father asked, clearly still not believing that I was capable.

“Yes, we are,” Dylan answered, almost before Lord Merwyd had stopped speaking.

Sir Dagonet nodded and Aron voiced his agreement as well. 

“Thank you all,” I said, giving them a watery smile. I pulled myself together and added, “I just need to concentrate. I need to think of how to approach the injury. I use slightly different magic for different types of wounds and illness.” 

“What you want, perhaps, is something for a burn. It’s kind of like a burn, from the inside, don’t you know?” Sir Dagonet explained.

I turned to him. “Yes, that’s what I smell. It’s from the inside?” I said, thinking this through.

“Helpful, or no?” the old knight asked.

“Very helpful.” I knew how to treat burns—although never one like this, obviously. But, still, it was somewhere to begin.

I turned and bent down to examine Scai once more. Her breathing was shallow and rasping. Silence fell in the room as we all listened.

And then it stopped. 
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“My, you are happy this evening,” Morgan’s voice said, startling Nimuë. 

She had been pacing back and forth in her chamber, thinking about how she had put the children on edge—and very nearly giggling about it. They had been so frustrated, unable to get in even one good shot at her. Oh, yes, this battle had definitely been decided in her favor. 

“And why should I not be?” Nimuë asked, walking over to the silver bowl on her table, still filled with water from Avalon. 

“No reason, I am just curious as to why? I think I would have felt if the children had been killed.”

“I imagine you would,” Nimuë agreed. “No, sadly they are all still alive. At least, at the moment. But that may change any minute now.”

Morgan stopped moving and her eyes shifted off to her left. “What have you done, Nimuë?”  Her voice no longer held its normal casual tone. No, now she was angry and concerned. Nimuë could barely contain her inner smile.

“Ah, you can feel it. I thought you would be able to do so if you put your mind to it.” Nimuë nearly laughed.

Her sister gasped. “It is Scai. She is dying! She is… What did you do?” Morgan’s anger was growing by the moment as she obviously began to feel her great granddaughter’s distress. 

“Is she dying? Is she dead?” Nimuë asked. She could not feel the child. She did not have that sort of connection with the girls, only with Dylan who was of her own bloodline. Anticipation flooded her. Oddly it was not a jubilant sort of feeling as she had expected it to be.

“She is…” Morgan paused, feeling for her granddaughter. “She is weak. I am not sure if she is alive or not. I cannot feel her, but…”

“As I said, she will not be with us for much longer.”

“Nimuë, what did you do?” Morgan was nearly shouting now.

“Only what I said I would,” Nimuë answered with a deliberate shrug. “I probably should have killed them all while I had the chance, but it is so much more fun this way. One at a time.”  She slowly ticked off three fingers, one after the other.

“How could you?” A tear began to make its way down Morgan’s cheek. The sight was a little startling to Nimuë, but she refused to feel anything for her sister. 

“I am just doing what was foretold in Merlin’s prophecy. Do not become emotional, sister. I told you I would kill them. If I do not, they will kill me.” She paused for a moment and then had to ask, “Would you weep for me if they did—as you do for this child?” The minute the words were out of her mouth, she regretted her own weakness in asking. 

“I most certainly would. You are my sister. I love you. And I love those children. Is there no way…” But Morgan stopped. She knew the answer as well as Nimuë did. There was no way around a prophecy, they always held true. Destiny was destiny, after all.

“How long until they bury her and be on their way, I wonder?” Nimuë mused out loud.  “Do you suppose they will take her back to her little village in Wales or to Gloucester to be buried with the rest of her family?” 

They were rhetorical questions and they both knew it. 

Morgan was silent, just watching her from the water with a deep sadness in her eyes that Nimuë could hardly bear to look at. 

“I imagine they will go to Gloucester,” Nimuë said, answering her own question. “I will look for them there. One down, two to go.” 

“I would not be so sure, if I were you,” Morgan said, and then shimmered away in the water. 

“Now, what did that mean?” Nimuë asked, scowling at the empty water. Had that been a slight smile on her sister’s face before she had disappeared? No! She would not have smiled knowing that Scai was dead, and the child must be gone by now. Nimuë had hit her with a very strong ball of magic. No one, not even the strongest Vallen, would be able to survive that for long. 

I do not have time for this nonsense, Nimuë thought, suddenly irritated. She had planning to do. She needed to get to Gloucester before the children and Sir Dagonet got there to bury Scai. 

Two more to go. The thought was not as cheering as it should have been. But clearly being on the offensive was the right tack. She would surprise them in their grief, and perhaps she would finish the other two off at one go.  Get the messiness over with quickly. And then…

And then what? Nimuë stopped. She had not thought beyond killing the children. Now that one of them was gone, the other two would be dispatched quickly, and then what? She would have to consolidate her power quickly. 

She was already in complete control of the king, but that was not enough. She needed to control all of the noblemen. She needed… she needed an army. 

A smile slowly spread across Nimuë’s face. Of course. An army. How lucky for her that she already had one waiting for her in Saerdbury. She had known it would be a good idea to stop killing the “witches.” 

But she would need more. More Vallen. A bigger army. And for that she would need more men to gather them. 

Yes, she needed more men.

 


Chapter Three

No!” The word was torn from my heart. 

“Bridget, do something,” Dylan shouted at the same time. 

Immediately, I placed my hands over Scai’s heart and pressed, pumping my sister’s heart for her. I’d seen this done before. Now I prayed it worked. 

Anger and despair burst through with a heat that surprised even me. I didn’t waste the emotions though. I used them to power my magic, which I pressed into my sister. I pressed love and desperation. I pressed frustration and confusion. I pressed beat after beat. Live. Live. Live. 

Scai had to live! She had to. I had never lost a patient, and my very own sister was not going to be my first. Frustration pounded in my ears. 

“I don’t know what to do,” I cried, continuing to pump. 

“Do something. Do anything,” Dylan answered, his voice sounding like he was on the verge of tears as well.

And so I did. Closing my eyes, I focused inward, calling on my strongest magic, pulling it from every part of my body. I felt the burning heat of it and wanted more. I reached outside of myself to the fire in the hearth, to the heat created by my friends, to what little warmth there was in the air—everywhere I could find energy, I pulled it to me. Gathering it all together in my core, I held on to it for the briefest moment and then shot it like a bolt
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Fire: Nimue's Destiny
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