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Prologue
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5TH CENTURY—BRITAIN, England

“You will be a great story teller, my boy.”

Though he dreamt, Merlin recognized the voice of his dead mother. 

She’d died over a year ago, leaving him alone in the small hut with only his troubled thoughts and a sense of dread. Oh certainly, there had been young women to fill the evenings, soft creatures with soft bodies, and no sense of his real power. They were all just ways to spend the time, to fight loneliness, and the feeling that something was coming after him.

His mentor, a shriveled little being he called the Guardian, told him it was the future that he felt.

Merlin was destined for great things. He would be a man of wisdom, of power, of strength.

Of magic.

Oh yes, the Guardian had assured him time and again that one day, Merlin would be the wizard whose name would be on everyone’s lips. The fact his father was an incubus and his mother an enchantress was going to lift him to new heights. Tales of his magical skills would reach worlds that hadn’t even been discovered yet. His deeds, big and small, would be the thing of legend.

Of course, that was all well and good, but when you were barely a lad of nineteen, had no grasp over your powers, and the village folks looked at you as something of a strange fellow, the future seemed far off indeed. The present needed to be addressed. 

Perhaps that’s why his mother had come to him in the dream.

Even in death, the enchantress had protected him. Merlin figured that enchantress may have been too strong a word for her. She’d had undeniable magical gifts, but had chosen long ago not to nurture them. 

“Some things are best left alone,” she’d once told him. “Simple living is the path to finding true magic in the world around you.”

Merlin hadn’t understood what she meant.

Magic sounded like the best way of getting what you wanted.

“Greed is going to be the ruin of you,” she whispered again. 

Merlin could feel himself just on the cusp of waking, so he squeezed his eyes tighter, straining to hear her words.

“As I said, you will be a great, great story teller.” Her voice echoed in the darkness. “But you must be careful. Stories have a way of coming true if you believe in them enough. Whilst that may make for fun fantasies and adventures, such things can lead to terrible trouble.”

“Terrible trouble,” he repeated, his eyes fluttering open. 

He knew all about that.

The ceiling of the small cell he was in had cracks in it. Faint light flitted through the oddly shaped holes above him, letting him know that it was late. Midnight maybe? He couldn’t quite tell. But it would be morning soon enough and if he didn’t come up with a plan before the king’s guards came to fetch him, the trouble that he so often felt loomed would be there.

“I should have kept a civil tongue,” Merlin muttered. “Not spouted off to that wench about my powers. Should have known she’d be unable to hold her tongue. That fool of a priest wouldn’t have felt the need to call me a heretic.”

And you shouldn’t have been with her in the first place.

The little voice in his head taunted him.

You were to be with Viviane that evening. You’d sworn love to her.

“I can’t help it if my incubus nature draws the young maids of the village to me,” Merlin said.  “It’s a curse.”

One you could stop at any time. Your incubus blood doesn’t have to rule you.

“Oh hush!” Merlin said, the words bouncing on the stone cell walls. 

Far off in the distance, a wolf bayed at the moon and fear trickled into his heart.

Tomorrow was coming. The future was closing in. 

If only he knew what to do...
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Chapter 1—The Lady of the Lake Makes a Mistake
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MODERN DAY, BRITAIN

The sun shimmered on the cool waters of Dozmary Pool. 

The aged enchantress barely noticed it, though it had been a long time since she’d seen the surface of her lake. Her long blue robes trailed against the soft earth, wrapping her pale, wrinkled skin in protection against the sun. Her sharp eyes were fixated on the creatures before her, the ones who dared summon her. 

She’d been content in her watery palace. Time passed along and the world had forgotten her. It was just the way she wanted it. And these two idiots had come along with their ridiculous plan. 

Ridiculous and yet... there was some appeal to it.

“To make sure we understand each other,” She looked at the two young incubuses, observing the way they shifted and couldn’t quite meet her gaze. “You’ve decided to kill the most famous wizard of all time and you require my help to you do it?”

Both boys glanced at one another before the braver of the two spoke up.

“Well, yeah. We figure that if we go all Terminator on him, we can actually change the history of magic,” he said. 

“Terminator?” The lady raised an eyebrow. “I do not know the meaning of going Terminator on someone.”

“Tristan, she’s the Lady of the Lake. She’s over a thousand years old,” the other boy chastised. “She’s not current with pop culture, and I doubt she has a DVR in the water.”

“Dude, I get that.” Tristan rolled his eyes. “You don’t have to talk to me like I’m an idiot, Jeremy.”

“Then don’t act like one.” 

“It’s obvious to me that you are both addled in the head.” The lady gave a toss of her long gray hair as she turned to stare into Dozmary Pool. “You called me up out of the water, awakening me from a perfectly good nap, and then you talk in circles. I have half a mind to cast an enchantment on you that will cause you to willingly drown yourself in my lake.”

“Look what you did, Jeremy.” Tristan took a cautious step back from the water. “You pissed her off. Way to go.”

“Shut up, Tristan.” Jeremy moved to stand next to the lady, taking on a friendly tone of voice. “Our plan is pretty basic. We go back in time. We find the wizard when he was a baby. We kill the baby. Bam! All our problems are solved.”

“He’s like our John Connor,” Tristan said. “And we’re the Terminators sent back in time to kill him. If he doesn’t exist, then he can’t hurt our ancestors or any of us here in the future.”

“I don’t know anyone named John Connor.” The lady gave him a half smile that didn’t reach his eyes. “But your plan is an interesting one.”

“So will you help us?” Jeremy asked. 

She tilted her head to the side, observing both boys. They couldn’t have been more than a hundred years or so old. Fledglings. Babies, really. In the human world, they could easily pass for seventeen or so. 

She doubted they would be able to handle the wizard.

And certainly they wouldn’t be able to kill him in his own time period.

“You are fools,” she said, watching their faces fill with disappointment. “You are not skilled enough or powerful enough to harm this wizard that you seek.”

“Duh. We aren’t stupid,” Tristan said. “That’s why we want to go back in time and kill him when he’s a kid.”

“But that’s what I mean,” the Lady said. “You are not skilled enough to defeat him—even if you go back a thousand years. He was never an ordinary child. Never.”

“There has to be a way to get to him when he’s young. Hell, even if he’s not a baby or bratty kid, there must have been a point where he was vulnerable before he came into his powers,” Jeremy said. “That’s when we need to strike.”

The lady closed her eyes, unable to prevent the sudden stabbing pain in her heart.

Yes. There had been a time when the wizard was vulnerable. She remembered it all too well. He’d been full of arrogance and heartbreak over the death of his beloved mother. The decisions he’d made were done out of grief and sorrow.

She knew this now, but time hadn’t healed all wounds. 

And it wasn’t possible to do what these two boys wanted.

All the wards and enchantments she knew had been placed around the young wizard were daunting enough, though he hadn’t known about most of them. It was his mentor that was the real problem. How did one get around a magical being that acted as guide and watcher, who knew the future? Damn, the Guardian. He’d always been a thorn in her side.

A fleeting idea passed through her head.

She didn’t examine it too closely, but didn’t discard it either. Best to decide nothing. Better to just make decisions spur of the moment. It really was the best way around those that could see into the future. Like the Guardian.

“Alright, my little incubus. I will help you,” the lady said. “I will do as you have asked. There is only one point in time that this wizard was vulnerable. His powers weren’t truly upon him, but that does not mean he is without magic. He just has not developed it yet. You will need to be careful how you approach him. My suggestion is not to linger over introductions. Kill him at once or suffer the consequences.”

A dark smile grew on Tristan’s face, while Jeremy just stared at her. Though both boys were from the American sect of incubuses, it was plain which of the two had inherited the innately Welsh need to create chaos through revenge. Even with his baby face and boyish good looks, despite the slight street slang he chose to use to hide his true age, Jeremy was the one with power and ambitions.

There was cunning in his eyes. 

She’d have to be careful of him.

Raising her hands to the heavens, the Lady focused on channeling her own magic. This type of enchantment was rarely used. In fact, it was forbidden. Traveling through time could result in unwanted events that changed all sorts of things, particularly for humans.

But she was the Lady of the Lake.

A superior being. 

Wasn’t that what the wizard had told her those many centuries ago? Rules did not apply to her. Nor did consequences—even at her advanced age.

She chanted in Gallic. The waters before her turned from a pool of quiet and calm to a whirlpool that rotated ever faster. The lady channeled her power, focused on a particular moment in time. 

There.

Deep within the whirlpool she spied him.

Merlin.

“Are you seeing this, bro?” Tristan’s awe caused a smile to briefly light up her face. “The Lady of the Lake’s got it going on!”

“Hush!” Jeremy commanded. “Focus.”

Heat rushed through the lady, swirling her robes and lifting her hair so that it began to stick out in all directions. The energy she called upon rose from the water, thickening in the air until storm clouds formed and lightning crackled all around them.

“Give me your hands, incubus,” the lady commanded. “I need your essence.”

Both boys put their hand in hers.

The tingle of magic snapped through all three of them.

The lady prepared to send them through the portal back to the fifth century, the Dark Ages. The moment of Merlin’s vulnerability was close. His mind and mentor would both be occupied with a challenge, unprepared for an assault from the future.

She hoped.

But the strange idea she’d had moments before floated through her mind again, and at the last second, the lady changed her course of action.

“Bring him!” she commanded her powers. “Bring him to me!”

There was a loud roll of thunder and lightning streaked from the sky, striking down into the center of the whirlpool. Electricity sizzled on the water. A burst of water and light came from it. She could not see exactly what happened next, but she sensed something was pulled from the depths of the lake, from the depths of time.

The incubuses were knocked back by the force of the explosion.

The Lady fell to her knees.

Silence surrounded the lake.

“What happened?” Tristan rubbed at his head. “Are we in the Dark Ages?”

“No,” she said, with a small smile. “We are definitely not there.”

“It didn’t work?” Jeremy asked, getting to his feet. “Even with all that magic you channeled?”

“I didn’t say that.” She stood. “I only mean that we have not left your time.”

“Then what just happened?”

“Yeah?” Tristan sighed in frustration. “How are we supposed to kill him? What happened to our Terminator plan?”

The Lady of the Lake’s smile grew.

“I have brought Merlin forward, to this time, to the future.”

The two boys stared at her, confused at first, but then as her meaning dawned, they looked eagerly around the lake. The trees surrounding the Dozmary Pool were blackened and charred, the grass and brush dead. Steam rose from the water, hissing in the air.

“Where is he?” Jeremy asked.

The Lady frowned. She felt so strange, as if something inside her had changed. Odd.

And she couldn’t sense the young wizard at all.

“Are you sure you pulled him from the past?” Jeremy stood next to the lady. “Maybe you made a mistake.”

“I made no mistake,” the lady said, angered. How dare he suggest such a thing. “He came through, but perhaps not to this location. Time can move differently when you try to manipulate it.”

“Whoa,” Tristan said. “Back up. Are you saying he might not have landed here?”

“It’s possible.”

“So he could be anywhere? As in anywhere in the world?”

The lady nodded. 

It was then that they noticed the creature flying overhead. 

Its wings flapped, propelling it towards them as its long body dipped into a graceful arc.

“Is that... is that what I think it is?” Jeremy asked.

The Lady frowned, confused

What was
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