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“YOU WON’T GET AWAY with this.” the Dragon struggled against the chains holding it to the rough stone columns surrounding it. The stone shivered.

“On the contrary, I have already succeeded in my aim.” The red cloaked man laughed, the sound echoing through the petrified forest. “Without you, the King is vulnerable.”

Behind him, a pair of huge black hounds howled in unison.

“The King is far stronger than you think.” The Dragon hawked and spat at the man. The green - blue phlegm flew through the humid air and splattered against the stone floor. It hissed and boiled, sinking out of sight quickly.

The man shook his head. “Tut, now that’s no way for a lady of your stature to behave, Lady Gelieria.” He turned to the man holding the hounds. “Lord Groixin, take the hounds back to Dracyria with my compliments. They will hunt no one but the Faraday Clan. Send word when you have removed the King.”

Lord Groixin bowed his head. “Thank you, Prince Apollyon.” He glanced at the massive purple and silver dragon chained to the columns. “What will you do with her? If she is killed, another Faraday will simply take her place.”

“Worry not.” Prince Apollyon waved the question away. “Take care of the King. That is your side of this bargain.”

Lord Groixin nodded and whistling the hounds to heel, walked out into the darkness of the forest.

“What are you going to do?” Lady Gelieria asked, testing her bonds again,

“You’ll find out soon enough. Now tell me; Where is the Dragon’s Pendant?” Prince Apollyon stepped up to Lady Gelieria’s massive muzzle, grasped it with both hands and pulled it down until his face was reflected in the massive amethyst eyes.

“I’ll never tell you, Demon Prince. No matter what you do.” The dragon replied, her hot breath pushing the red cloak out behind Prince Apollyon. Flame flickered around his feet.

His snake-like tail slashed round and smacked against her nose. “Fire won’t damage me, Lady Gelieria, you of all people should know that.”

Lady Gelieria growled low in her throat. “One will come who can. You know that as well.”

Prince Apollyon smiled, his sharp canine teeth drawing blood from his bottom lip. “Time for you to go. I’m sure the King can help me find the Dragon’s Pendant just as well as you can.”

He stepped back and let go of her, raising his arms, palms facing the dragon who roared and struggled in the chains. “Puniceus, Oculus, Tergum...Carcer!” he intoned, his voice rising on each word. As the last word left Prince Apollyon’s lips, a red mist surrounded Lady Gelieria and she roared again.

“I do love a little pain with my spells.” The daemon prince smiled as the mist shrank to nothing. The chains fell away, clattering against the columns. Prince Apollyon walked up to where Lady Gelieria had been and looked down.

“Dolor, Formido.” he shouted.

A boy and a girl wearing rags appeared behind him. “Yes, your Highness?” they spoke in unison

“Put that,” Prince Apollyon pointed at the large amethyst sphere resting on the rocky ground. “In this and hide it well in the past of the Nexus. Do not disturb me unless it is urgent.” He handed them a pyramid shaped box.

“Yes, your highness.” The two children bowed.

Prince Apollyon disappeared in a swoosh of mist and light, leaving the two children peering down at the sphere, grinning.
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CHAPTER ONE
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Two distorted faces peered through a glassy fog. Cryptic words sounded in Caoimhe’s ears;

“That’s the Guardian dealt with.”

“What now?”

“We hide her.”

Darkness surrounded her...

She sat up with a start, banging her head against the slope of the roof. “Ow.”

Ghost looked up from her nest in the duvet by Caoimhe’s feet. “Mmmrwr?”

“It’s okay. I just had a dream that’s all.” Caoimhe stroked the cat’s head. “Go back to sleep.”

Ghost curled up again, purring lazily in time with Caoimhe’s strokes.

Why am I having that dream again? Lady Gelieria was freed nearly four years ago. Caoimhe reached over to her jewellery box on the bedside table and took out a rose gold necklace with an amethyst pendant. Just touching the stone made her feel better. I hope Lady Gelieria is okay. She lay back down, running the necklace chain through her fingers and stroking the amethyst, she fell asleep.

“Kee-va Far-a-day. Get your backside out of bed before I dump water on you.” The voice penetrated Caoimhe’s sleep fogged brain and made her jump. The pendant fell to the floor, and she scrabbled around looking for it.

“Owain! Don’t do that.” She snapped at her grinning brother as she found the necklace and slipped it around her neck. “You know mum doesn’t like you doing that.”

“But Keevie, it’s so much fun to watch you hit your head every morning.” Owain looked pointedly at the poster pinned to the eves over Caoimhe’s head. “It’s always worth seeing Henry Cavill take it on the nose, even if it is only a poster of him.”

“Get. Out. Owain.” Caoimhe growled. She threw a pillow at him, but it thumped uselessly into the wall beside Owain. He laughed.

“Owain, stop teasing your sister, I asked you to make sure she was awake, not scare her out of her wits.” Caoimhe’s mum’s voice floated up the stairs. “Now leave her to get dressed and come and eat, your father’s expecting you up at the shop this morning.”

“Oh mum.” Owain whined loudly as he shut her door. “Do I have to? It’s Reading Week!”

Caoimhe breathed a sigh of relief and swung her legs out of bed, noticing that Ghost had already disappeared. “Ghost by name, ghost by nature.” She muttered as she headed for the bathroom.

* * *
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LOOKING INTO THE MIRROR, Caoimhe blinked. Instead of the green–blue eyes she knew she had; a pair of golden eyes with cat slit pupils stared back at her. But it was still her face. 

She blinked and was intrigued to see the golden eyes blink back at her, the pupils widening and the lids crossing from left to right, instead of up and down.

“Caoimhe!” her mum called from the kitchen.

“Yes?” she turned away from the mirror briefly.

“Jenni will be here in ten minutes. Are you ready?”

“Yes.”

“Come down and get your lunch then.”

Caoimhe turned back to the mirror, “I’ll be there in a minute.”

The face in the mirror was hers again. Blue-green eyes, long red-gold plaits dropping over her shoulders to her waist, amethyst and rose gold pendant glinting in the light around her neck. She did her top button up and finished doing the knot on her tie.

She frowned “Did I really see that?” she asked the sleeping cat on her bed. Ghost ignored her, rolling over onto her back and purring lazily.

“Caoimhe!”

Pulling her blazer on and picking up her bag, she stroked Ghost’s tummy before hurrying downstairs.

The eyes and the question remained in her mind all morning. Every time she looked in a window, she searched her face for the golden eyes, but they didn’t return.

“Caoimhe? What’s wrong?” Jenni asked her at lunchtime.

“I’m not sure.” She replied, picking at her chicken sandwich.

“Is it Mike?”

Caoimhe looked up sharply and scanned the room to make sure no one had heard, “No. I haven’t heard from him for months.”

“Bastard. He could at least write to you.” Jenni frowned.

Caoimhe shrugged and put a piece of chicken in her mouth. As she put her hand down, she blinked. Her smooth, neatly rounded pink nails had become long, curving golden claws and the pale, freckled skin on the back of her hand had changed into tiny metallic blue scales, flashing in the sunlight from the window.

Caoimhe looked up at Jenni. Her friend was staring out the window at a group of Lower Sixth boys who were preening and staring at a Teacher.

“Look at those idiots. As if Ms Churchman is going to look twice at a couple of pubescent teenage boys.” Jenni snorted and coughed as lemonade went up her nose.

Caoimhe looked out and giggled, the three boys were now feeling each other’s arm muscles as the pretty Art Teacher walked past on her duty circuit. When she looked back down, her hand was back to normal.

After Lunch they had double PE. Caoimhe was picked to be a Captain, and as usual Lucia Huffington objected.

“I want to be a captain, Miss! Caoimhe is always a captain.” The shorter girl whined.

“You’re better on the wing, Lucia.” Ms Seward was having none of it, “Now everyone get out there and start practising your passing. The more you move, the warmer you’ll be.”

Caoimhe ignored the glares that Lucia’s friends were sending at her and picked up a ball. She and Jenni moved out to the centre of the field and began practising, the ball hitting their sticks with a solid thwack before being pushed back. Caoimhe lost herself in the motion for a good ten minutes and almost missed the Teacher’s instruction to get into their positions for the game.

Running down the right wing with the ball, Caoimhe was tripped by a stick held by the opposition. The ball flew forward and was intercepted by a member of the other team. Caoimhe rolled over and looked up; Lucia stood over her, hand outstretched as if to help her up. She took it, wondering why Lucia was being nice.

As Caoimhe got to her feet, Lucia hauled her closer “If you know what’s good for you, Caoimhe Faraday, you’ll refuse being a Captain next time.” She hissed.

Caoimhe blinked at her and frowned “Are you threatening me?”

“Damn right I am, Teachers Pet!” the other girl spat out and a drop of saliva landed on Caoimhe’s cheek next to her mouth.

Caoimhe was furious. She’s threatening me? We’ll see about that. There was a sizzle as the saliva flashed into steam and a tiny curl of flame escaped her lips. “I don’t know what you’re playing at Lucia but leave...me...alone!” She squeezed the other girl’s hand and felt the bones grate against each other.

The other girl stumbled back, her face pure white. “W...w...what on earth are you doing?”

Caoimhe looked down. For a second, she saw through Lucia’s hand, saw the delicate bones in the back of her hand bending. Caoimhe shook her head and suddenly the anger had gone, “Just leave me alone.” She repeated weakly, feeling very tired.

The two of them moved back to their positions and began to play again.

When the full time whistle rang out, they all trooped back into the changing rooms. Caoimhe was pleased to note that Lucia avoided her for the rest of the day.

As soon as she got home that afternoon, Caoimhe went straight up to her room. Once she’d changed, she stared into the mirror, checking herself over mentally Green-blue eyes: Check. Long red hair: Check. Pale freckled skin: Check. Translucent, blue and gold wings: Check...

“What!” she shrieked out loud, trying to see over her shoulder and spinning in a circle. She doubled up one arm and felt up her back to try and touch them, but when she got her hand to the right place, there was nothing there.

The door burst open, and her mum flew into the room. Literally.

Caoimhe stared at the deep red wings that sprouted from her mother’s shoulders. Dizziness made her stumble away from the mirror and a blackness overwhelmed her, as her mum said “Is there anything wrong, sweetheart?”

The poster of Henry Cavill on the ceiling stared down at her as Caoimhe opened her eyes. Her senses immediately performed the usual waking ritual and told her that everything was normal, no wings or claws but... she hadn't imagined it.

Her mum came into the room carrying a glass of coke and a snack on a tray, “Here. I think you must have low blood sugar or something; you fainted.”

Caoimhe sat up and frowned. Her mum definitely didn’t have any wings now.

“Mum. I think there’s something wrong with me.”

“Oh?” her mum set the tray on the bedside table and sat down on the bed.

“I keep seeing things. Things that shouldn’t be there or even exist.”

“Well, you are a teenager, growing up does do strange things to the body and the mind.” Her mum didn’t look at her.

“Mum! Take me seriously please!” Caoimhe felt like crying.

“I am, darling.” Mrs Faraday soothed her daughter, “Look, Mrs Jenner asked if you would baby sit for her tonight. Do you feel well enough to go?” she felt Caoimhe's forehead anxiously.

“Yes, I’m fine. Usual time?” It would be good to have a little thinking time and the Jenner’s baby was a sweet little thing.

“Yes. Eat your snack and I’ll phone her to tell her you’re coming.” Her mum stood up, relief on her face.
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CHAPTER TWO
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With Ghost curled up in her lap, purring sleepily as Caoimhe watched Ella Enchanted, she felt almost back to normal. “No dragons in this film.” She told her cat.

The slap of the cat flap from the kitchen heralded the return of Snowdrop, the Jenner’s long haired Persian. He padded into the living room.

Caoimhe smiled as she remembered the day Mike had introduced her to the snooty animal. Ghost was still just a kitten then and it was just after I freed Lady Gelieria. We’d come in from the Hallowe’en disco, with Ghost riding in my rucksack. Snowdrop was curled up in his bed and Ghost slipped out of the bag and tried to snuggle up to him, but he hissed at her. So, I tried to get Ghost, but then Snowdrop hissed at me and let Ghost curl up with him.

A faint cry from upstairs interrupted her train of thought and Ghost jumped out onto the arm of the chair. Sighing, Caoimhe levered herself out of the chair, paused the DVD and went to check on Gabrielle, Mike’s little sister.

When she came back down, Lady Gelieria was on the screen. Caoimhe blinked. “Am I seeing that or imagining it?” She asked Ghost.

“Oh, I’m here, Caoimhe.” The dragon replied in her mind.

Caoimhe dropped into the chair and sighed. “Hello Lady Gelieria. How are you?” I thought all this was finished with.

“I don’t have enough time for pleasantries. I need you to tell your parents something for me.” The dragon shimmered and turned into a woman wearing a white hooded robe lined with purple silk. She looked a little nervous.

“My Parents know you? How?” Caoimhe sat forward.

“We’re related remember? Never mind how, it’s too difficult to explain like this and I don’t have the power to do this for more than a minute or two. Tell them that the Hounds are loose, and they are not to use the Nexus Gate.”

The screen flickered. Caoimhe moved closer to it. “What are the hounds? What’s going on?”

The sound broke up as Lady Gelieria said something else. All Caoimhe caught was “...they are not to go through the Nexus Gate!”

The screen flickered again and Caoimhe saw a pair of massive black hounds with red glowing eyes galloping across the meadow behind Lady Gelieria.

“Look out!” Caoimhe shouted.

Lady Gelieria blurred into her dragon form and swung round, a plume of fire bathing the hounds and setting the grass alight.

“Caoimhe. Turn the TV off or they’ll be able to get through to you. Remember to tell your parents!” Lady Gelieria’s voice echoed in Caoimhe’s mind. The girl grabbed the remote and pointed it at the TV.

“But what about you?” she hesitated.

“I’ll be fine. Hit that button!” Lady Gelieria swiped one hound away with a massive forepaw, sending it flying into an oak tree. The other hound howled and looked straight at Caoimhe, growling and advancing towards her stiff legged.

Caoimhe turned the TV off and fell back into the chair, panting. “That wasn’t real; it was just a nightmare.” She said aloud.

“Oh, it was real enough, kitten.” Snowdrop said from his cushioned cat bed. Ghost hissed at the other cat. “Do be quiet, Ghost. I’m not going to hurt her.”

Caoimhe blinked and stared at the white, fluffy cat. “Did you say something to me?” then she looked at Ghost. “Did I hear snowdrop talk?”

Snowdrop looked annoyed, but before he could say anything, Mr. and Mrs Jenner returned from their meeting.

* * *
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“ARE YOU SURE THAT YOU don’t want me to run you home?” Mr. Jenner asked, “You look rather pale.”

“I’ll be fine Mr. Jenner. It’s not that far.”

“Be sure to go the long way round then. Don’t cut across the park.” Mrs Jenner said.

Caoimhe nodded and zipped her coat up against the chill October night air, Ghost sprawled across her shoulders. Beyond keeping an eye out for traffic, she moved on automatic, running that day’s events through in her head.

First there were all the little physical changes she’d thought she’d seen; the eyes, the hand, the wings. Then there was her mum flying in through the door on red wings. Finally, the TV, the hounds and Lady Gelieria and the talking Cat. What’s happening to me?

“Don’t go across the park, Kitten.” A voice said from beside her.

She glanced down to see Snowdrop trotting alongside her. “I’m going mad. I’d better go to the doctors in the morning.” She said to herself, turning onto the path that led across the corner of the Park. Ghost yowled at her.

“Shut up, Ghost. I always go this way.” She told the cat.

“You aren’t going mad, Kitten. You’re a dragon that’s all.” Snowdrop told her

“I’m a teenage girl, not a Dragon.” Caoimhe sped up slightly.

“Kitten, I can see it clear as day. Whatever spell you have had cast on you is warping your mind. You are a Dragon. A beautiful metallic blue dragon with golden eyes and wings.”

Caoimhe stopped in the centre of the path, under a street light. Around her the darkness closed in and she could hear the faint noise of the traffic running along the High Street at the top of the Park. “How can you see it?” Her forehead began to throb.

“Give me some credit. I’m an Angel Cat. Or didn’t you realise that my Master is an Angel?” the cat sat down at her feet.

“Mr. Jenner is an Angel?” Caoimhe couldn’t believe her ears. They’re not real, just something made up by Christians.

“Yes. They send me along to make sure you get home safe. That’s why I told you not...to...go...” the cat looked around, “Oh you silly Kitten! This place is so dangerous for you at night! Why did you come through here?”

“It’s quicker. Why is it dangerous?” the throb in her forehead quickened and she groaned. I don't need a migraine right now!

The noise of the traffic faded out and soon there was only Ghost, herself and Snowdrop in a tiny pool of light.

“Did you parents never explain? Never mind, I’ll give you the quick version.” Snowdrop cleaned his right paw thoughtfully, “The Park is a kind of cross dimensional portal between your world, the Human world and a few others. There are a few different gates scattered around Arkingham, but they only go to certain dimensions. The one in the park is a multi-drop gate and only those with the right level of magic in their blood and the correct spell can access it. My Master uses it all the time to go to his meetings. Sometimes I go with him.”

Caoimhe was having a hard time believing the cat could talk, let alone what it had just said so she stayed quiet.

“You, dear Kitten, have just crossed over the threshold between the worlds, but because you don’t know the correct spell, we are currently sat in Limboland, also known as the space between the worlds. Take one step outside the light and you’ll be somewhere else. All I have to do is figure out how to get you back.”

“Why don’t you say the spell?” Caoimhe growled, feeling the pain in her head turning into a band of heat.

“I’m a Cat, kitten. I can’t speak Human or Dragon and you need to speak one of those to be able to do Magic.” Snowdrop washed her other paw

“How are we talking then?” Caoimhe had had enough, “I’m not a dragon and I can’t do magic. I’m going home!” she stepped out of the light pool in the direction that she knew her house to be. The pain in her head exploded.
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“Stupid kitten! You don’t know...” Snowdrop ranted as he pelted after Caoimhe. He skidded to a stop at the edge of the cliff the girl stood on, gazing out over a very different landscape to the one she’d come from. Ghost had stopped purring.

“Look at that Forest.” Caoimhe breathed, “It’s beautiful! I’ve never seen so many trees in one place.”

Ghost purred in agreement. I really want to scratch one.

Caoimhe gasped and looked at her cat as she scrambled out of Caoimhe’s hood to stand beside Snowdrop. Did I just hear Ghost speak as well?

Snowdrop blinked. In the far distance, the Cat could see dragons swooping and dancing on the air, their colours bright in the setting sun. “Somehow you managed to bring us through into the Earth Dimension.”

Caoimhe glanced at the incredulous cat, “You still haven’t explained how we are talking to each other or where we are properly.”

“My collar has a charmed disc attached, so I can speak to most creatures.” Snowdrop sat down, “And we have just moved dimensions, from Earth Nexus to the Earth Dimension.”

“That tells me nothing, Snowdrop. Explain it properly.” Caoimhe folded her arms, glaring at the cat.

“The place we came from is on Earth Nexus. It is where all the dimensions join together, like a blob of bubbles.” Snowdrop said slowly, “Each Dimension is a copy of Earth Nexus, in that the physical properties are the same. However, time runs differently in each and the inhabitants of the dimension are different.”

“I get it. Are there humans here?”

“Of course. Each dimension was populated by those who felt an affinity for the main element there. In the Air Dimension, we have the Angels, but also Griffons, Pegasi, Alicorns, and all manner of talking birds. There are humans there as well; many of them live on the Floating Isles as well as on the mainland.”

“Why aren’t the Dragons there?” Caoimhe asked.

“They feel more at home in the mountains here, than on the Floating Isles, or flying through the Cloud Sea.” Snowdrop sighed, “Something to do with the composition of the atmosphere.”

“Oh.” Caoimhe said.

“Is that a good enough explanation for you?” The Persian cat asked.

She nodded.

“How do I get home?” Caoimhe looked around the cliff top for the first time. At the bottom of the cliff ran a river which swirled and bubbled in a whirlpool just below her. There was a hedged area on the other side and to her right, a stone bridge dropped in a spiral down through the hedge.

“You’ll need to find someone to take you back through.” Snowdrop told her.

Caoimhe made a noncommittal noise at the back of her throat and turned around. Behind her, a plateau stretched to the foot of a large city. The tops of the towers were hidden in low cloud, but the white walls were dotted with what looked like jewels, “I suppose I ought to go there then.” She started walking towards it, Snowdrop following her.

“Be careful who you talk to. The last time I was here, the Master had a run in with one of the higher ranking Dragons and even though he let her down gently, she still ended up singeing his eyebrows off!” Snowdrop laughed.

Caoimhe giggled. “I can’t imagine Mr. Jenner without eyebrows.”

I can! Ghost meowed and Caoimhe picked her up, still not sure if she was hearing things or not. “I’ll carry you in my hood, Ghost. I wouldn’t want you to get lost.”

Snowdrop hissed. “Walking won’t hurt those pretty paws of hers.”

Ghost hissed back at him from Caoimhe’s hood, but Caoimhe was relieved not to hear any words. “Ghost, stop that. We’re in a strange place and we...”

A net dropped out of the sky. It was heavy enough to make Caoimhe fall over and must have been coated with something, because she fell asleep almost instantly.

Snowdrop had dashed out of the way of the net, leaving a few tail hairs under the edge of it. He scooted over to a low bush and watched as a green dragon landed beside it. Four men slid off its back and made swift work of tying Caoimhe’s hands and feet and putting Ghost in a canvas bag.

“Are you sure she’s the one we want?” one man said.

“Lord Groixin said to capture anyone coming through the Nexus Gate. He wasn’t sure who Lady Gelieria was talking to through the mirror, but he said it was an appeal for aid.” The dragon replied. “Be careful with her. He said that the value of the captive would be in the bargaining status, so they must be treated fairly well.”

“Yes, Sir.” The man said. “McNally! Make sure you keep her safe while we’re flying back to White City.”

One of the men scrambled back up onto the Dragon, and steadied Caoimhe while the other men lifted her up to him. He held her carefully, almost tenderly. “Yes, Commander.”

The other three climbed back onto the dragon, one of them holding the bag with Ghost in his lap.

Snowdrop watched all this and took note of the direction they went in. “Silly Kitten, she wasn’t using her senses properly or she’d have been able to escape that. I suppose it is all up to me now.”

He started running in the direction of the city. I’m getting too old for this. Maybe I’ll ask Master Oriphel to retire me when I get the kitten back to Nexus. He leapt a rock, startling the rabbit nibbling a dandelion on the other side. I’m definitely retiring after this.

***
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“WHERE IS SHE?” MRS Faraday looked at her watch, “It’s almost midnight." She opened the curtain and glanced out the window at the street.

“Did you call Paul and Faye?” her husband asked, frowning.

“Yes. They said she left at half ten. You don’t think...” Dropping into the chair beside the phone, she sighed worriedly and ran one hand through her long red hair.

“Nothing would have happened to her, Sioned. Snowdrop always tails her home, and he would have let us know if something was wrong.” Her husband paced, his actions betraying his emotion.

The phone rang. Mrs Faraday picked it up, “Hello? Oh, hi Faye. No, she isn’t home yet. Snowdrop? I haven’t seen him either. Ok. Call me if something goes wrong. Thanks.” She put it back down.

“What did Faye say?” her husband asked.

“Snowdrop hasn’t got home yet either. They’re checking the Activity Meter at the Park, just to see if anyone has used it recently.” She flopped back, the cushions of the chair jumping.

“Don’t worry. The pendant will keep her safe.” He smiled at her.

“But Raxis, what if she’s been abducted or hurt?” Sioned’s nostrils flared, and a brief wisp of smoke floated up.

“Steady Flametop. The alarm would have...” a high pitched wailing started around them, “...gone off. Ah.” Raxis groaned.

Sioned stood up “We’d better check with your brother Emer at home.”

Raxis nodded and watched as his wife crossed to the large mirror that hung over the mantel.

“Emer! Where are you?” she said, staring into it and stroking a carved green enamelled dragon with topaz eyes, one of four that gambolled
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