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      The sun rose over Camelot, bathing the ruined city in the fire of a new day.

      It was unseasonably warm—just last week we’d been expecting snow—though I wasn’t complaining. The growing light made the crumbled buildings look mysterious and romantic.

      I sat atop a wall in the upper city—otherwise known as the posh part of town—and looked over the inner castle. Once it had been the palace that housed the great Natural king, Arthur Pendragon and his queen, Guinevere…until it was ripped apart and demons flooded into the world.

      I wondered what they’d make of us now. Wilder, the last living descendant of the Pendragon bloodline, was the Natural embodiment of Excalibur, just like Scarlett Ravenwood was Arondight—the swords gifted by the Lady of the Lake and tore the world in two.

      And me… I wondered what they’d think of Madeleine Greenbriar and the things she’d done to save Camelot.

      I was a Triune—part Natural, part demon, part Druid. It was a lot to take in, but at least it had a name of sorts.

      I couldn’t believe that my powers were still evolving, bringing with it the fear of losing control. I’d already done so many impossible things—like calling forth molten lava from the earth, altered people’s memories, freed Elijah from his possession, and killed a greater demon—and the thought of more was overwhelming.

      “How did I know I’d find you here?”

      I looked down at the sound of Elijah’s voice and smiled at the sight of him. He was so handsome it hurt, and when he looked at me like he was right now… Shivers. Inappropriate ones.

      It had been two weeks since Elijah and I had gone to Ben Nevis to confront Ikakantor. We hadn’t quite made it, though. The greater demon had met us on the road and flipped our car, totalling it with us inside. Thankfully, Elijah had enough Druidic magic left to heal himself, otherwise… Well, I wouldn’t know what to do if I’d lost him.

      His hair had grown out a little since he’d returned to Camelot from his rainforest hideout. He usually kept it shaved all over, but I liked the length—it made him look even more roguish than usual.

      He looked up at me with his ethereal green eyes and raised his eyebrows. “Everything okay?”

      “Yeah,” I replied. “I’m just thinking.”

      “About me, I hope.”

      “You’re hopeless,” I groaned.

      Elijah climbed up the wall and sat beside me. “Aren’t you leaving for London today?”

      I watched him swing his feet back and forth, the heels of his boots hitting the wall beneath us. “Yeah, in an hour or so.”

      Elijah was silent for a moment, then asked, “Are you worried?”

      I shrugged. “The archive bothers me.”

      The archive sat below the upper city and was full of unknown knowledge and power of the Naturals. Things we’d thought we’d lost forever had begun to resurface but with a heavy price. The Dark had bewitched the Naturals to dig it up because at its depths lay a vault they’d do anything to open. They’d even tried to force their way inside Camelot to get to it…until I’d stopped them.

      The vault. Everything was about what lay behind those enormous locked doors.

      “The vault has been quiet,” Elijah said. “You told me so yourself.”

      “I know, but—”

      “Are you feeling sick again?” The leaking energy from it had made me nauseous, but it subsided after I’d killed Ikakantor—that’s how I realised I was sensitive to Darkness in the first place.

      I shook my head. “No, but that’s not what I meant.”

      “Come here.” Elijah tugged me against his side and stroked his hand through my long black hair. “Without Ikakantor trying to claw his way inside, the power has settled. We’ve got time to work it out, Madeleine.”

      I breathed in the leathery scent of his jacket. “What if something happens while we’re gone?”

      “You don’t have to be responsible for everything. The Naturals have experts working on sealing the vault. Ramona believes that once it’s taken care of, the Twin Flames will wake from their coma.”

      Masters—my old Light Studies professor from the academy—was the expert working on the barrier, but I worried about his mental state. He’d become obsessive about his work, remaining in the archive for days at a time, forgetting to eat and sleep. It was difficult not to worry about him.

      “It’s time for us to rest,” Elijah added. “We’ve fought enough for now, don’t you think?”

      I smiled. “I am a little tired. Too bad Aiden sealed the portal. We could have gone to Barbados.”

      “It went to Tahiti, actually.”

      I rolled my eyes. “A tropical beach is a tropical beach.”

      We laughed, but Elijah’s smile faded faster than mine.

      “What is it?” I murmured.

      “I’ve been working with Ramona to repair the damage done to my soul,” he began, taking my hand in his. His fingers trailed across my knuckles, but he said nothing else.

      “They haven’t come back, have they?” I asked with a heavy heart. “Your Colours?”

      “I was possessed by a shard of Ikakantor’s soul for eight hundred years…there’ll always be scars in my spirit.”

      “I don’t understand,” I murmured. “Your Colours manifested on that road. I saw it.”

      “What little power I had left depleted when my body healed itself after the crash.”

      I understood. His soul was too damaged for his power to remain. It lingered under the surface, but they’d lost their ability to charge.

      “Elijah…”

      “It is what it is,” he said. “We can keep trying. At least I’m alive and not withering away before your eyes. I like to think I’m a handsome man, but a wrinkly husk isn’t attractive, especially when my girlfriend is an eleven.”

      My heart leapt. “I’m your girlfriend?”

      “Controversial, isn’t it?” He wiggled his eyebrows. “The last Druid and the only Triune. You think we could have spread around the awesome at least a little. You know, widen the gene pool.”

      I slapped his arm. “Smart arse.”

      It seemed his time as a demon had shaped his personality and now that he was free, some echoes still lingered. Though he was stoic and quite thoughtful as a Druid, Elijah had a sharp sarcastic wit as a demon that I found annoying, yet rather attractive. I was kind of glad it had stuck around—his comedic timing was always on point.

      “I may not have declared you as a Druid should, but it still counts.” Until he turned serious again, that was.

      “The pattern on my arm?” I asked, remembering the geometric shape that crawled up my right arm and sunk into my skin. “I was in your mind.”

      “Exactly. I should’ve done that while we were both conscious. Then when I touched you…” he slipped his palm under the sleeve of my jacket and pushed it upwards, “it would come to life.” His fingers traced invisible lines. “A holographic declaration of love.”

      “Stop that,” I said, beginning to squirm.

      “Am I making you—”

      “Elijah.”

      His lips quirked. “You’re beautiful when you flush.”

      “I’m… I’m not ready for that.”

      His expression changed, but he wasn’t angry, which put me at ease. “Do you want to walk back to base camp?”

      “Sure.”

      We jumped off the wall and landed softly onto the ground below. Elijah might not have his powers, but he was light on his feet and could hold himself in a fight. Some skills never went away, no matter what arcane abilities we had to back them up.

      Base camp was alive with activity when we arrived. Tomorrow was the sixth-year anniversary of the Dark Night attacks and while the official proceedings happened in London, Camelot was having its own remembrance ceremony.

      It seemed more important than ever to take the time to pay our respects to those who fell to the Dark on that terrible night.

      In the weeks before the Twin Flames closed the rift, nine Sanctums had fallen in a coordinated attack led by the demon hybrid, Mordred—from whom my mutation originated—including London. The Naturals had been scattered, but in the aftermath of the war, we’d rebuilt and then some. Camelot had been returned to us.

      As we approached, I spotted Greer and Issac talking beside the convoy of sleek black sedans. Issac still seemed to harbour some resentment towards Elijah over his convoluted past as a demon-hybrid, but he was doing a good job of hiding it. Mostly.

      When they saw us approach, Issac broke away, leaving us alone with Greer. Subtle.

      “Your bag has already been taken care of,” she told me, seemingly oblivious to Issac’s abrupt departure. Turning to Elijah, she smiled. “Though I’m told we don’t have yours.”

      “You want me to come?” He seemed taken aback by the suggestion.

      “If you’re going to stay with us, then you will benefit from learning a few of our customs. We aren’t the same Naturals you once knew.”

      “Come,” I urged. “It will be good to have you there.”

      He looked uncomfortable being invited to something that usually wasn’t for outsiders, but he nodded. “Sure. Give me five minutes?”

      Greer smiled and gestured towards camp. “Certainly. We’ll wait for you.”

      I waited until he was out of earshot before I turned to the acting Inquisitor. “That was really nice of you.”

      “He has nowhere else to go,” she replied sadly. “Camelot was once his home as much as it was ours. The Druids will forever be welcomed amongst the Naturals.”

      I grimaced. I wondered if she’d change her tune if she knew what they’d done to Elijah.

      “Come,” she said, oblivious to my internal deliberations. “You and Elijah can ride together. I’ll share a car with Issac.”

      I laughed and nodded. Maybe she knew more about what was going on than I’d ever know.
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      The Sanctum was bustling as Elijah and I walked out of the parking garage and into the main foyer.

      Overhead, the elaborate glass dome let the afternoon sun in, filling the space with natural light that bounced off the black marble floor. At the top of the stairs sat a white marble statue of the Lady of the Lake wielding a representation of the sword of Excalibur. The sculpture had been shattered in the Dark Night attacks, but painstakingly restored in the aftermath—as was much of the Sanctum.

      “So, this is your infamous Lady of the Lake.” Elijah looked up at the statue, lost in thought. “What does the plaque say?”

      “Let there be Light amongst the Dark,” I replied.

      “Catchy.” He glanced around the foyer and laughed, the sound echoed off the marble.

      “What?”

      “Naturals have an unhealthy fixation on weapons.” He gestured to the wall-mounted displays of Medieval era swords, shields, and halberds.

      I raised my eyebrows. “Well, we both know how much you dislike using them. These are historical relics, you know.”

      “If this is the entrance, I can only assume what the rest of the place looks like.”

      “It gets gaudier,” I quipped. “This is nothing. Wait until you see the gallery.”

      “Ah, portraits of pompous twats in ruffled collars. My favourite.”

      I laughed and knocked my shoulder against his. “There’s some beautiful landscapes of Glastonbury and Avalon I’d like to show you. The artists took artistic license, of course.”

      “Those places were above my pay grade,” he said, revealing a grain of his past. “Do you miss the city?”

      “When I was first transferred to Camelot, I thought I would. Now, I can’t see how I ever managed to fight demons amongst all this chaos.”

      “So many humans,” he mused, “and so few who are special.”

      “There she is!” I turned to see Jackson stride down the hall towards us with a huge grin on his face. “I knew you’d worm your way out of trouble, Madeleine. You do have an uncanny knack for it.”

      I looked at his T-shirt and raised an eyebrow. It said, Video games ruined my life. Good thing I have two extra lives. Below the slogan were three pixilated hearts, two red and one white. Unfortunately, the reference went straight over my head.

      “I levelled up,” I said. “Is that how it goes?”

      Jackson laughed. “I’ll make a gamer out of you yet.”

      Elijah cleared his throat.

      I snapped to attention and tugged him against my side. “Elijah, this is Jackson. He helped me a lot back when I was mutated. He… Well, he was…”  I’d been talking about my mutation so much that I’d forgotten it might be uncomfortable for others.

      Jackson grinned and shoved his hand at Elijah. “I was also mutated by funky demon DNA.”

      Elijah blinked, then shook his hand. “Oh, I see.”

      “Yep. These days I’m just a regular human, but they let me stick around.” He turned to me. “Are you guys busy tonight? There’s going to be a welcome dinner in the kitchens at six. It’s nothing fancy like the higher-ups are having with their silver spoons and whatnot. Just the riff-raff.”

      “Riff-raff, huh?” Elijah raised an eyebrow.

      “Sure,” I said. “It will be good to see everyone.”

      “Anyway, I’ll let you guys get settled,” Jackson said. “It’s good to see you looking so well, Madeleine.” He glanced at Elijah. “It was good to meet you. If you need anything, just let us know.”

      Jackson moved down the hall, leaving us in peace. Elijah glared after him and shoved his hands into his pockets.

      “What?” I demanded.

      “It’s good to see you looking so well, Madeleine.”

      “Don’t pout, it makes your mouth look like a cat’s arse.” I flipped my hair over my shoulder. “By the way, Jackson is married, so no need to get jealous.”

      “Forgive me,” he drawled. “My girlfriend is the most beautiful and powerful creature to currently walk the Earth. Sometimes I wonder what she sees in me.”

      “Is this about your Colours?” I whispered. “Elijah, I don’t care what you are or what you have. I care about who you are. Nothing will change that.”

      He narrowed his eyes and picked up our bags. “So, are we staying in separate rooms?”

      “Do you want to stay in separate rooms?”

      “No, but I like to be the big spoon. You take me as someone who’ll fight for it.”

      I rolled my eyes and walked off down the hall. “C’mon. I still have the key to my old room.”

      “Can we go see your paintings?”

      My annoyance faded and I smiled. I had to cut him a little slack, right? He was in a strange place, with people whose ancestors were once his friends, then his enemies, then his friends again—and that was only the tip of the iceberg. It was easy for me to forget the rollercoaster he’d been through these past few months, let alone his entire life. I couldn’t fathom suffering through what Elijah had for fifty years, let alone eight hundred.

      “Sure,” I replied. “Anything you want.”

      “Anything I want?” Elijah wiggled his eyebrows. “Be careful what you wish for, pretty Triune. I might just take you up on it.”
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      That night, Elijah reluctantly followed me to the riff-raff party in the kitchens, lured with the promise of an all-you-can-eat buffet.

      I was sure the thought of facing a crowd of Naturals was intimidating for him, and I felt much the same way. Still, it was important we showed our faces around the Sanctum. Allegiances were hard won for people who’d been at war for over eight generations.

      The first familiar faces I saw were Romy and Alo’s.

      They weren’t together together, but they’d been partners for six years. Both had lost their other halves in the days following the Dark Night attacks. Romy’s partner, Martin, had been possessed and mutated by the Dark along with Alo’s partner and girlfriend, Valeria. Now they patrolled and fought on the streets of London together.

      In a parallel universe, Romy could have been my older sister. She was tall and lithe, her long black hair tied back into a tight braid. Both arms were covered in geometric tattoos which peeked out from underneath her sleeves and the collar of her jacket.

      Alo stood an entire head taller than Elijah and was twice as wide—in a muscular wall of steel kind of way. His long hair had been fashioned into dreadlocks and his beard was scraggly, but that was Alo. His intimidating and overbearing presence was balanced by his warm smile and good heart.

      “Hey, it’s good to see you,” Romy said as she hugged me.

      Alo ruffled my hair like he would a little sister’s.

      “Are you sure?” I asked. “You two were mopping up my mess the last time I saw you.”

      Elijah narrowed his eyes as we spoke, trying to follow our conversation.

      “The night you helped me at Adrenaline,” I whispered to him.

      “Oh, are we keeping that a secret?” he asked loudly.

      “What’s a secret?” Romy asked, her eyes sparkling with interest.

      I sighed and nodded towards the two Naturals. “Elijah, this is Alo and his partner, Romy.”

      “So this is the Druid,” Alo said, looking Elijah over with a keen eye. “Not what I was expecting…”

      “Alo,” Romy hissed.

      Elijah snorted. “You were expecting me to look like Gandalf from Lord of the Rings?”

      Alo laughed and slapped him on the back, the force of the good-humoured blow almost knocking Elijah off his feet.

      “C’mon,” he said, dragging Elijah away, “I’ve got plenty of stories about Madeleine I want to tell you.”

      “Should I be worried?” Elijah threw over his shoulder.

      I waved. “Only a little.”

      I eased back into the crowd, finding a spot of silence as the party milled around me. That’s when I realised I wasn’t as inconspicuous as I’d hoped.

      Everyone was looking at me in between their conversations. I knew these people and they’d never paid any attention to me—not until I’d…well, you know. Most of my time at the London Sanctum had either been in the infirmary fighting a demon mutation or as a warrior hellbent on defying direct orders. No one wanted to touch someone like that for fear it’d rub off on them. Now I was somebody, and I achieved a different kind of isolation.

      I scanned the kitchens for a familiar face and spotted Esme at precisely the same time she spotted me.

      “Madeleine!” She threw her arms around me but was hampered by her extremely pregnant belly.

      “Esme.” I stared at her stomach. “When did this happen?”

      “About eight and a half months ago,” she said with a sigh. “I’m about to burst and thank goodness! Everything is swollen, I have to pee like every five seconds, and sleeping is impossible with this thing.” She patted her belly. “I just want it to come out already.”

      “Careful,” Jackson declared, sidling up to her. “That thing is my kid.”

      “I didn’t even know,” I admitted.

      “I was flat, then one day I was carrying around a bowling ball,” she told me. “I thought I was going to be lucky and miss out on the stretch marks, but no.”

      “She’s excited, she really is,” Jackson deadpanned.

      “Well, luckily for you,” I told her, “you have access to the best Natural medicine in the world.”

      “It’s much better than what those pesky humans can do,” Jackson joked.

      “Pain-free labour, here I come!” Esme declared. “Now, where’s the ice cream? Ugh, I need to sit down.”

      I chuckled as she shuffled off in search of something to satisfy her cravings.

      “She’s happy about it, she really is,” Jackson said.

      “Are you trying to convince me or yourself?”

      “A little from column A, and a little from column B.”

      I laughed and looked across the kitchens. Elijah sat at a table with Romy and Alo, listening to what was likely a highly exaggerated story about my dislike of authority.

      “Are you sure he’s the right guy for you?”

      I narrowed my eyes. “Jackson.”

      “What? He seems…grumpy.” He looked over my shoulder to where Elijah was sitting amongst the assembled Naturals, seemingly oblivious to the stares he was attracting.

      “He’s been through a lot,” I said. “He has every right to be grumpy.”

      “Just as long as he treats you with respect.”

      I snorted. “Well, he’s a lot better than when he was a demon, believe me.”

      “Now I’m even more worried.”

      “No, not like that,” I countered. “He lost his powers. He’s a Druid, but…”

      Jackson’s shoulders sagged and his brow furrowed. “Okay, I get it now. He lost everything that made him special and now he can’t protect you. Not that you needed protecting in the first place.”

      “The sentiment is there,” I said.

      “In that case, forget everything I said. How long has it been?”

      “Two weeks.”

      He clapped his hands together. “There. See? Two weeks isn’t long at all. His life is in complete disarray and you’re the only constant.”

      “How did this go from bagging Elijah to piling the pressure on me?”

      “Relationships are a partnership, Madeleine.” He looked across the kitchens to where Romy was talking at Elijah. At, not to. He was staring at her blankly while she was off on some tangent. “Right now, he’s lost and confused. He may be free of the Dark, but he’s going through another battle. He needs you.”

      I nodded. Elijah had to figure out who he was and that wasn’t an easy feat. His journey was no less important than mine.

      “I better rescue him from Romy,” I said. “Light knows what they’ve told him about me.”

      “And I need to go save the ice cream from my wife and unborn child.”

      I smiled, imaging him chasing around a toddler-sized version of himself. “You really will have your hands full.”

      “I know,” he groaned and moved away. “I have a few weeks to get my fitness up to par.”

      I laughed and ducked through the throng of people and slid onto the bench next to Elijah.

      “And that’s how Madeleine beat the weapons instructor to a pulp on her first day at the Sanctum,” Alo said.

      “And he didn’t forgive me for a full year,” I added, remembering poor Christian Lassiter, ten years my senior, who’d had his pride seriously dented. “I really made a name for myself.”

      “I bet he uses it as a claim to fame these days,” Romy stated and put on her best Lassiter voice. “I was beat up by Madeleine before she was famous.”

      Everyone burst out into laughter and Alo slapped his big hand onto the table.

      “You look uncomfortable,” Elijah murmured. “Are you okay?”

      “I came to ask you that.” I squirmed, shying away from the attention of the other Naturals.

      “I’m fine. I can handle the staring and the awkward questions. I have eight hundred years of personal development up my sleeve.”

      “Eight hundred years?” Romy’s mouth fell open as she overheard our conversation.

      Elijah smirked at her. “Give or take a few decades.”

      “I didn’t realise I’d be so…popular is all,” I told them. “I didn’t really think about it. I did those things because I had to, that’s all.”

      “Madeleine, you’re a bonafide heroine now,” Romy said. “Camelot was the best thing that could have happened to you. Everyone’s heard about the things you did to save the city.”

      “It depends on how you look at it.”

      “She’s modest,” Alo said to the others. “We all do what we have to, but sometimes we need to stop and take pride in our work.”

      “We’re looking to you, Madeleine,” Romy said gently. “Without Wilder and Scarlett, you’re our greatest hope.”

      I lowered my gaze and searched for Elijah’s hand.

      Yeah…that was what I was worried about.
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      The following day, I sat in the gallery—the same gallery where I’d been interrogated only a few weeks ago—with Elijah as the Dark Night remembrance ceremony got under way.

      The room was packed to the brim with Naturals—all five tiers of seating taken up by Sanctum personal, their families, friends, and representatives from other outposts and Sanctums around the world.

      The morning was filled with speeches and presentations, recollections and hopes for the future, and pomp and ceremony. Elijah listened dutifully, his gaze occasionally raking across the audience. When a singer performed a haunting song about the fall of Camelot in old Scottish Gaelic, he smiled softly.

      I knew days like this were important for many survivors, but for me, it was just a reminder of all the things I’d lost…mainly my ordinary life as a Natural. My destiny had been ripped out of my hands and replaced with an impossible burden. I wondered if this was how Scarlett felt when she awoke as Arondight.

      “You’re not paying attention,” Elijah whispered in my ear.

      “Some things I don’t care to remember.”

      “It was a difficult time for you, wasn’t it?”

      I sighed, sinking down a little in my chair. “The biggest problem I thought I’d face was fighting demons—the Wanderers as you call them—and the odd exorcism or two. Not greater demons and hordes of slithering demonic creatures at Camelot.”

      “Those slithering creatures are what demons used to be before they were forced out of their bodies and into possessing humans to survive.”

      “I know.”

      “That we can kill them at all is a feat in itself.”

      I looked up at him and studied his features.

      “What?” he whispered.

      “You said ‘we’.”

      He shrugged and looked back towards the dais where Greer had appeared, ready to give the closing comments. Once she dismissed the gathering, the ceremony would be over and the rest of the day would be for celebration.

      Honestly, I kind of wanted to go back to Camelot.

      “On behalf of the Regula and the Codex, I would like to welcome you all to the London Sanctum,” she began, projecting her voice into the gallery. “Today, we remember those we’ve lost and those whose memories still live on inside us and within the pages of the Codex.” She reached inside her black blazer and removed a purple velvet box. Opening the case, she lifted out a small gunmetal-coloured object.

      “This is the Light of the Lady,” she said, holding up the shining cold iron medal. Every Natural knew what it looked like—a sword fashioned after the original form of Excalibur with indigo jewels, representing Arondight, inlaid along its blade. “This is our highest honour, awarded for bravery, resilience, and strength against the Dark. On this sixth anniversary of the Dark Night, it is my honour and privilege as acting Inquisitor to present this award to someone who has risen above and beyond their duties as a warrior to our cause. Someone who stood against prejudice and adversity to protect our legacy and people against impossible odds. To do whatever was in her power to protect this Earth and the people who call it home.”

      My heart leapt into my throat and Elijah took my hand. She didn’t mean me, did she? The only thing I’d ever won was a one-way ticket to detention.

      “Her deeds will go down in history beside the greatest of our kind. Beside Excalibur and Arondight. Beside Arthur and Guinevere. Beside Lancelot and Galahad…” Greer’s gaze scanned the audience before settling on me. “Madeleine Greenbriar, please approach the dais.”

      I was frozen, stunned into silence. Elijah nudged me with his elbow, and I rose to my feet like I’d been shocked with a bolt of electricity.

      I descended the stairs in a daze, the silence deafening as my boots thudded against the marble underfoot. Finally, I stood before Greer, a complete quivering mess.

      “Madeleine Greenbriar,” she declared as she pinned the medal to the lapel of my jacket. “On behalf of the Codex and the Regula, I am honoured to award to you the Light of the Lady.”

      “I don’t know what to say…” I murmured as applause erupted around us.

      “You don’t have to say anything,” she murmured.

      “I have one hell of a legacy to uphold.” I grimaced, the attention making me uncomfortable.

      “Follow your heart, Madeleine. It hasn’t led you astray…yet.” Greer smiled and gestured to the dais as the applause peered out. “They’re waiting for you.”

      I swallowed hard and turned, my hands shaking. I could face Ikakantor with nothing but my bare hands, yet public speaking made me want to throw up? The irony.

      “I just did what any of us would have done.” I looked down at the medal pinned to my jacket and wasn’t sure how to feel about it. I was proud, I supposed, but I wasn’t allowing myself to feel it, not yet.

      “This medal isn’t just mine,” I went on. “It belongs to every single Natural there ever was,” I found Elijah in the audience, “and every Druid. It belongs to everyone who fights for what’s important. Life.”

      The Naturals began to cheer and clap, filling the gallery with a cacophony of sound that echoed around, all the way up to the glass dome overhead.

      I turned to Greer and she shook her head in amusement. I must’ve said something they liked.

      “Will you stay for a moment?” she asked. “There’s someone I’d like you to see.”

      I drew in a sharp breath, my heart swelling. The Twin Flames. “Do you mean…? Are they…?”

      Greer nodded. “They’re here.”
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