
Of Realms and Fate

Chelsea Banning

Copyright

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or locales is entirely coincidental. 

Copyright © 2025 by Chelsea Banning 

All rights reserved.

First Edition

No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law. 

No portion of this book was made by AI and no portion of this book may be used to feed AI programs and/or algorithms. 


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Of Realms and Fate (The Fight For Camelot, #2)

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-One

Chapter Twenty-Two

Chapter Twenty-Three

Chapter Twenty-Four

Chapter Twenty-Five

Chapter Twenty-Six

Chapter Twenty-Seven

Chapter Twenty-Eight

Chapter Twenty-Nine

Chapter Thirty

Chapter Thirty-One

Chapter Thirty-Two

Chapter Thirty-Three

Chapter Thirty-Four

Chapter Thirty-Five

Chapter Thirty-Six

Chapter Thirty-Seven

Chapter Thirty-Eight

Chapter Thirty-Nine

Chapter Forty

Chapter Forty-One

Chapter Forty-Two

Chapter Forty-Three

Chapter Forty-Four

Chapter Forty-Five

Chapter Forty-Six

Chapter Forty-Seven

Chapter Forty-Eight

Chapter Forty-Nine

Chapter Fifty

Chapter Fifty-One

Chapter Fifty-Two

Chapter Fifty-Three

Chapter Fifty-Four

Chapter Fifty-Five

Chapter Fifty-Six

Chapter Fifty-Seven

Chapter Fifty-Eight

Chapter Fifty-Nine

Chapter Sixty

Chapter Sixty-One

Chapter Sixty-Two

Chapter Sixty-Three

Chapter Sixty-Four

Chapter Sixty-Five

Chapter Sixty-Six

Chapter Sixty-Seven

Chapter Sixty-Eight

About the author

Also by

​

Pronunciation Guide


●  Bradán- brah-DAWN 

●  Muirne – Myr-NAH

●  Garbhan- Gar-vhon

●  Dohmnall – Donnal 

●  Garanwyn – Gah-RAHN-Win

●  Grainne-GRAW-nyuh

●  Teamhair na Rí – CHOW-er na REE

●  Ceridwen – Care·uh·dwen

●  Myfanwy -Me-VAN-wee

●  Dafydd -DAH-vith  



To everyone who never stopped believing in me...

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One
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Morgana

“Hello, Mother.”

Morgana blinked, barely able to process the sight before her. Her son, her dead son, stood on her porch, regarding her with a soft expression, as if he had only been away a few months. Morgana gripped the door to keep herself upright. So they had done it. Her gaze shifted over to Nimue, narrowing. Despite Morgana’s warnings, Nimue had done the forbidden. No wonder the world had shifted. Morgana had felt it. It was why she had returned home from the Isle of Sky.

Nimue was pale, with vibrant purple shadows under her eyes. Her skin had lost its usual glimmer and her hair was limp and stringy. She leaned heavily on Mordred, who had a tight grip around her waist.

“What have you done?” Morgana whispered. 

“Can we save it for later? Nimue needs care.” Mordred gently pulled the cloak from Nimue’s shoulder, exposing a blackened spot with shadowed veins reaching toward her neck. Morgana grimaced at the sight of it. Under the black, the skin was red and swollen.

She knew she should send them away, let them live with the consequences of resurrecting the dead, but her own morals as a healer would not let her. Gritting her jaw, Morgana stepped aside and let them into the cottage. 

Cafall barked at them and Morgana hushed him, pointing to the bedroom. The dog followed her finger and curled up on the bed with a whine. 

Mordred helped Nimue into the chair by the fire, where Morgana had been sewing new socks for the winter. She busied herself gathering ingredients from her shelves, hoping to calm her nerves before she got to work. 

Her hands shook as she pulled out her supplies: salves, ointments, clean towels. She glanced at Mordred. He looked the same, if not better, than he had the last time Morgana had seen him. She had gone to him then, begged him not to start a battle with Arthur, having Seen it would only end in tragedy. Mordred had refused. His anger at losing the title of heir to the throne had sent him over the edge, ending the relationship between the once inseparable uncle and nephew. And with her, once he found out how she had helped Guinevere conceive.

Morgana drew in a breath to steady herself and crossed the room to Nimue, where she carefully peeled away her shirt. The wound was ugly, and the rot had set in. Iron was deadly to mere fae, but Nimue was born of both god and fae, what they called Ellyth. Nimue should have healed from this wound after only a day or so. 

“You could not heal this on your own?” Morgana asked, wetting a clean cloth in the water basin.

“We ran out of medicine,” said Mordred, glancing about the cabin. “I did the best I could. I slowed the infection.”

Morgana huffed, but went to work grinding herbs and cleaning the wound. She gave instructions to Mordred, who obeyed quietly. A memory flashed in Morgana’s mind. One of a small Mordred helping her in the infirmary at Camelot. He had been happy as a boy, if not mischievous. But he had loved to watch and help her work. He absorbed information like a rag with water, never forgetting once he learned.

She gently dabbed some paste onto Nimue’s wound. “Why do this, Nimue?”

Nimue’s lip curled. “You know why.”

“Fae and humans have always been at odds. It is nothing new.”

“We are being slaughtered!” Nimue snapped, yanking her arm from Morgana. “Chased from mountain to shore! I will not stand by as the Christian zealots destroy what we have built. Magic is dying. The humans are forgetting the gods and fae for this new Christian way of life. You once stood with me to save our people. Or have you forgotten your fae blood?”

“I did not forget,” Morgana snapped. “But fighting fire with fire has only ever made things worse! Although you never seemed to understand that.”

“Don’t patronize me!”

Morgana ripped off a bandage from her roll. Cafall barked and Morgana hushed him.

“Why bring Mordred back?” Morgana wrapped the bandage as best she could around the wound. Mordred had now gone off to wander around the cabin, looking in drawers and inspecting what she had inside. “What have you sacrificed to make this impossibility happen?”

“I told you before,” Nimue said through gritted teeth. “I vowed I’d come back for him.”

“You never told me how you escaped,” Morgana said. Nimue had come to her first. And Nimue had appeared at her door, barely able to stand. Morgana had nursed her back to health for months, begging her to tell what had happened, but Nimue had refused, asking instead if Morgana knew of any ways to bring a soul back from the In-Between. Then Nimue had left in the middle of the night without a word. 

Nimue looked at Morgana for a long moment. Mordred had stopped fumbling around in cabinets, and silence fell. For a moment, Morgana thought Nimue would not answer.

“My soul was—” Nimue swallowed, closing her eyes. “I was being pulled in both directions. Death or life. I fought for life. Kept fighting. Kept reaching for the light. I knew Arawn wanted to come for me, but I kept out of his reach. One day, I...woke up back home. To life. I could hear Mordred’s voice sometimes when I was down there...I tried to take him with me, but when I couldn’t, I promised I’d come back for him. If I could do it myself, I could get him out too.”

“How?”

“It took time,” said Nimue. “But I found what I needed to pull him out, no thanks to you.” Her eyes were sharp as she glared at Morgana. “I found someone who knew how to summon a soul. I spent the last few years gathering what I needed.”

“Yes, I heard,” Morgana said, folding her arms. “Burning abbeys in your wake, killing humans, and stealing relics.”

“They deserved it,” Nimue growled. “And those relics belong to the fae.”

“Arawn will not like that both you and Mordred escaped his grasp.”

“We were not dead,” Nimue growled. “How many times to do I have to explain this?”

“The In-Between is dead enough for the God of the Underworld,” said Morgana. “He will come for you.”

“He got another soul out of it,” Mordred said. “Melara.”

Nimue glared at him, her gaze enough to shatter a soul. 

Morgana knew Melara. They had been priestesses of Avalon together. Melara and Nimue had grown up together. 

“Oh, Nimue,” Morgana said, closing her eyes. 

“When I cast the spell, I had to give something in return,” said Nimue quietly, her voice cracking. “I had planned it to be the boy Pendragon. But it took Melara.”

Morgana shook her head. “No, Nimue. You sent Melara to her death with your blatant disregard for anyone but yourself!”

Nimue looked away, anger flushing her cheeks.

“So, what do you plan to do now?” Morgana asked. “Now that you have Mordred back, what is your plan? Do you wish to start yet another doomed war?”

“We will return these lands to the fae,” said Nimue. “They are ours by right. We built them; we welcomed humans to them to live peacefully. And look what they have done! No more.”

“You won’t win, Nimue,” Morgana said quietly. “The fae that remain are leaving for the Otherworld. They prefer it there.”

“You speak as if you know us,” Nimue hissed, disgusted. “And yet, do you? When is the last time you have gone home, Morgana le Fey? Do not presume to tell me what my kind wants.”

“I know who and what I am,” Morgana growled. “But do you, Nimue? This path you are on will only lead to more death. Look what happened last time.”

“I was too hasty in my attempt last time,” interrupted Mordred, biting into a slice of bread he had swiped from the table. “This time, however, we will be more careful. I have a new goal. It is not about the injustices of Arthur, but of all the prejudices these new humans hold. We used to live in harmony, humans and fae. They respected us, feared us even. Now all they see are demons from this Hell because of this new Christian god. It is time to restore Briton to its old glory. And we need your help, Mother.”

“My help?” Morgana scoffed. “I did not stand with you before. What makes you think I will change my mind? I do not take part in war, Mordred.” 

Even if he was her son, war was not something Morgana could support. Yes, it was inevitable in life, even with fae. Morgana had gone to the battlefield once with her first husband, King Urien, when she was young, barely nineteen. Her stepfather had married her off as soon as he could to get her away from court, away from him and her mother, Igraine. Men became savage animals on the battlefield, killing without thinking, without seeing. It was a powerful drug that infiltrated the blood and gripped the mind. When war mixed with power, there was no undoing the hold.

“I admit, I was hurt,” Mordred said. “You are my mother. I had thought you would be by my side at the battle, and when you weren’t, I assumed you were with Arthur.”

“I wasn’t there, like I told you I wouldn’t be,” said Morgana. “Neither of you would listen to reason, and I couldn’t bear to watch—”

“Well, you can be with me now.”

“To do what?” Morgana asked with a sigh.

“To rebuild, of course,” said Mordred, throwing his arms out. “A new and brighter future. Tintagel and Cornwall will be yours. As it should be! They are your birthright.”

Morgana shook her head. “Mordred, I cannot and will not aid you in vengeance and revenge. It is not my way.”

He scoffed. “Your way? Look what your way has gotten you—a hovel in the forest. Hiding your powers out of fear. I am giving you a chance to atone for your mistakes.” Mordred crossed the room and took Morgana by the arms.

“Mistakes?” Morgana took a step back and shrugged his hands off. His touch was cold, even through her wool dress.

“Yes,” said Mordred. “If not for you, the Twin Pendragons would not exist.”

Morgana clenched her jaw.

“And you would be on the High Throne?” That was what he had always wanted. Power. “That’s what this is still about? Not the fae. You want the throne.”

Mordred smirked, and it didn’t go past Morgana’s notice that he avoided Nimue’s eye. He stopped in front of the pile of cloaks and boots on top of an old trunk in the corner.

“What I want,” said Mordred, “is for what is ours to stop being taken. First Briton, then Tintagel, Camelot. You should be a queen, Mother. And yet you live in disgrace.”

“I was a queen once,” Morgana said. “And I never wanted it. I prefer to live here. In peace.” 

“You should be ruling over Dumnonia!” Mordred snapped, shoving the cloak and boots off the trunk. “Not that blubbering idiot, Constantine.”

“Put those back! And Constantine is your family,” said Morgana. “His mother was my mother’s sister, your great-aunt—or did you forget that? The laws of man state that the firstborn—”

“Half-sister,” Mordred mumbled, opening the trunk. “And fully human.” 

“Human blood runs through both our veins,” Morgana reminded him, but he had pulled fabric out of the trunk.

“You live here with someone,” Mordred said. He unraveled a red and white striped banner and froze. He was so utterly still, as if a statue.

Morgana braced herself for the fight. If there had been one person Mordred hated more than Arthur, it was—

“Lancelot?” he whispered with fury as cold as ice. “You live here with Lancelot?” He spit the last word out as if it were poison on his tongue.

Morgana struggled with words. Once upon a time, she, too, had loathed Lancelot. But war and loss and time change a person, and two people can share common griefs. Before Morgana could say anything, though, Mordred threw the banner down and was right in front of her, gripping her arm. She hissed in pain, struggling against his hold.

“I should have known,” Mordred spat at her. “You gave birth to me, but you’ve never truly been my mother. You’ve done nothing but put Arthur and his precious knights before me, your own son!” 

His bellowed words echoed in her ear. Mordred grabbed Nimue and half dragged her to the door. Nimue cried out in protest and tried to break from him, but Mordred ignored her.

“Mordred, wait! You’re hurting her!” Morgana followed them. “Mordred! She needs to recover!”

Mordred whirled around on her. “I will not stay any longer in his house. You know what he has done! He who turned his back on his own people! He who gave up his magic to live fully human.”

“You will march toward your deaths,” said Morgana as they reached the porch. “Both of you. You cannot bring back the dead without upsetting the balance of the world. Of life. The world has already shifted. I can feel it.”

“You’re such a hypocrite!” Nimue hissed, holding her arm. “You, who gave Arthur fertility when he had none? You who gave Guinevere not one, but two babies not supposed to exist, and yet you lecture me!?”

“That is not the same as resurrecting it!” The fire in the hearth burst up through the chimney. Cafall barked from the bedroom doorway. “You well know this, Nimue, or have you forgotten the laws of magic?”

“Enough.” Mordred put an arm around Nimue’s waist. “We are wasting time arguing.”

“Mordred, I cannot let you do this.”

Mordred whirled on her, and his eyes blazed. “And what will you do to stop me, hmm? Will you go crying to Lancelot? Someday you will understand that I am doing this for us. For all of us.”

Morgana kept her face neutral, but the fire that burned in Mordred’s ice-blue eyes was not of the living world. He was just as she suspected. Too far gone. She did not recognize her son in this face twisted with fury and hate. Mordred had always been arrogant and prejudiced, but he could be reasoned with. This Mordred... Morgana could see that humanity was leaving him, if it had not disappeared already.

“You will regret this fight,” Morgana whispered.

Mordred smirked. “You will see, Mother. Once we have made this new world, you will see. But it would be wise not to try and stop us.”

“And what will you do this time, Mordred?” she asked, needing to stall them. Give herself time to call upon her magic. It had been so long since she had used it. “How are you going to create this new world?”

“Well, for a start, by getting rid of the Pendragons once and for all.”

“No.”

Mordred scoffed. “Do you truly think you can stop me? I will not allow the love I once held for you to protect you anymore, Mother. I will strike you down with the rest.”

“My son died twenty years ago,” Morgana whispered, the surrounding air charged as if with lightning waiting to strike. “And you are not him.”

Something twitched in Mordred’s eye, and he pushed his hand forward. Without him making contact, Morgana was shoved into the air, slamming into the wall behind her. Cafall barked and growled and ran after Mordred, but he and Nimue were gone in a tendril of black shadows. Morgana’s head swam and her vision blurred. Cafall licked and nudged her, whining. She groaned and pushed herself up, scooting back against the wall.

Morgana felt her head. It hurt, but there was no blood. “Cafall. Bag. Bag.”

Cafall immediately obeyed, running across the room to drag a leather satchel from the table. “Good boy,” she whispered, fumbling through it until she pulled out a small vial with yellow liquid. She downed all of it and scratched Cafall on the head. The effects of the tincture were near immediate. The pain in her head faded, and the dizziness went away.

She glared at the spot on her floor where the black tendrils of shadow had left a mark. She knew those shadows, knew where Mordred and Nimue had fled to.

After penning a letter to Lancelot and one of her ravens flying off with it, she dropped Cafall off with a friend at the closest village and left for Avalon.
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Chapter Two
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Nimue

Nimue cried in pain as they landed. Mordred caught her, but his grip was too tight on her injured arm. He shifted his arm to her waist, and she leaned in to him.

“We made it,” Mordred mumbled, looking around.

Yes, they did, thank the gods. She hadn’t had time to stop Mordred before he got them out of there. He had never been strong enough to travel through realms with his own magic before. 

They stood on a dark pathway under trees so thick, the sunlight struggled to break through. In front of them was a moongate formed by trees, vines, and purple and blue flowers.

“Come.” Mordred urged her through the gate. They stepped through and were instantly inside a dark marble castle. The walls were tall, decorated with vines, art, and a few statues. Minotaur guards lined the doorways and one grunted at them, smoke coming from his nose.

Nimue sighed, relief washing over her body. Home. The faelands. The air was so thick with magic, she could feel it on her skin like a spring mist. She took in a deep breath, letting the magic fill her lungs. The pain in her arm even faded a little.

“Her Majesty is awaiting you,” the largest Minotaur said in a deep voice that reverberated around them. He beckoned them to follow, using his giant spear like a walking stick.

Fae of all kinds—small, large, winged, scaled, furry— passed by them in the corridors, and outside the windows shone a night sky with more stars than anyone could ever think to see in the human realms. Lights and galaxies shimmered over the mountains as if the sky itself was alive.

They were taken to a greenhouse, where the only occupant was busy pruning flowers. Her shimmering blue and purple hair tumbled down her back in loose curls, and she wore a simple black dress and thick gloves. Her gossamer wings were tucked down her back like a cape on her dress. Nimue had never seen her look so plain before.

“Your guests, Your Majesty.” The Minotaur bowed.

“Thank you,” she said, her voice like a whisper. The Minotaur let out a soft growl before leaving them alone.

Queen Mab finally turned around, her shining teal eyes instantly falling on Nimue’s shoulder. She hissed and glided across the room, yanking the gloves off to reveal silvery gray skin, that glimmered in the moonlight. She took hold of Nimue’s arm, causing Nimue to grimace as pain shot up through her arm. Nimue grimaced as pain shot up through her arm. Mab’s berry lips pursed as she carefully pulled away the neckline of Nimue’s tunic.

“The brat of a princess stabbed me,” Nimue growled.

“You should have healed by now,” Mab whispered, her voice floating around the room. “But it would seem magic is taking its price. Your powers.”

“Can you help?” Nimue asked.

“I can try,” said Mab. “But first, let me congratulate you.” Her eyes traveled to Mordred. “Taking a soul from Arawn is no easy task.”

Nimue furrowed her eyebrows. “Mordred wasn’t in the Underworld.”

Mab raised an eyebrow at Mordred. Nimue followed Mab’s gaze to Mordred, who was staring at Mab, his face blank.

“Mordred?” Nimue said.

“You had taken too long,” he said, still not meeting her gaze. “I had moved on.”

Nimue stepped away from him, heart racing. “No.” She shook her head. “I took you from the In-Between. I cannot take a soul from Arawn. No one can.”

“You did,” said Mab. “And your friend was the trade.”

Nimue shook her head again, not daring to believe Mab’s words. Arawn would be furious. Nimue shuddered. Morgana was right. He would come for her. He would come for Mordred; he was the most powerful of all the gods. Nimue turned to Mordred, seeing him in a new light. 

“How could you not tell me?” she hissed. 

“I did not want you to worry.” He reached for her, but Nimue jolted away from him.

“You lied,” she hissed. “You lied to me!”

“I did not want to worry you—” 

“Worry!” Nimue threw a potted plant at him, which he ducked. It shattered on the floor behind him. She cried out as her arm throbbed. “How dare you! You’ve marked us! You’ve doomed us both!” 

She lunged at Mordred, tears spilling down her cheeks, but Mab held her back. 

“You must not damage your arm further!” Mab scolded. “And Arawn is the least of your worries at the moment. Many of your allies have fled. Word has spread of what you have done.” 

“I didn’t know!” Nimue screeched.

“Your love has blinded you Nimue,” said Mab, her eyes flashing. “You have lost your allies. You cannot wage a war against Camelot now.”

Nimue snarled at Mordred, a growl bubbling in her throat. 

“We’ll rebuild,” he said. “Those that fled weren’t loyal, anyway. It is good we know who we can trust now.” 

Nimue scoffed. “Do not talk of loyalty and trust.” 

Mordred’s nostrils flared, his jaw clenched. 

“Humans are simple,” he continued, his voice slightly breaking. “We can use them. Agravaine, I’m sure, is itching for a reason to invade Briton.”

Nimue snorted. Agravaine. The weakest of Morgause Pendragon’s sons. A spoiled brat, only on the throne because his brothers did not want it. He was a snake. They could not trust him; he’d turned tail as soon as he realized Mordred was dead at Camlann. Cowardly bastard. 

“Well, rebuilding will have to wait until Nimue is healed,” Mab said. “She is not strong enough. I—wait.” Mab let go of Nimue and sniffed at Mordred. “I smell something in you. It is not only your blood flowing through your veins. You smell of Pendragon. Of Merlin’s old magic.”

“Nimue used the boy Pendragon’s blood,” said Mordred.

Nimue sank down on a stool, cradling her arm to her chest. It was suddenly cold in the greenhouse.

“Yes, but it should not have—” Mab crossed over to a small firepit in the back corner. Mumbling under her breath, she tossed some herbs onto it and flames burst to life. Mab stared at them for a moment. “Your fate is now tied to his. If he dies, so do you. If he lives, so do you.”

Nimue’s heart dropped to her stomach. “What?” she gasped. “No! That cannot be right. I followed your instructions, Mab!” 

“It was not supposed to happen,” Mab said, her gaze not leaving Mordred. “What happened in the Underworld, Mordred?”

Mordred shrugged. “Nothing. I was merely there, like other dead souls, until I heard Nimue calling me. But let us speak of this another time. You are right, Mab. Nimue needs to heal.”

“Arawn will come for you, though,” Mab warned. “I am surprised he let you go in the first place.” 

“Arawn isn’t as powerful as he used to be,” said Mordred. “None of the gods are.”

Mab raised an eyebrow. “Only a fool would believe that.”

“I’ve seen him,” said Mordred. “He grows weak. Magic is leaving, even in these realms.”

Mab stared at Mordred for a long time. “You put us all in a dangerous situation,” she said. “Arawn’s wrath will extend to us once he finds out. You will not find many allies—humans or fae—if Arawn has marked you.”

“The Underworld is dying,” said Mordred. “Along with the Otherworld, with Avalon. With us. I know you can feel it too!”

“Yes, I know. I have felt it for decades!” Mab hissed. 

Mordred glared at her, his lip upturning in a snarl.

“Leave me.” Mab waved her hands at them. “I must think.” She turned to Nimue. “And you must rest. I will call the best healers and witches to tend to you.”

“What, I—”

“You are in no shape to do anything for a good long while,” said Mab. “Rest here.”

“Nimue”—Mordred took her hands in his—“you need to heal. We cannot claim our victory if you are not at your best.”

Nimue snarled at him, but even that was weak. She would not forgive Mordred so easily, but unfortunately, he was right. She needed rest.

“Fine. Fine. We will rest.”

Mordred kissed her hands. “Yes. Rest, my love. And then we shall have our glory.”
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Chapter Three
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Mordred

Mordred waited until the full effects of the sleeping tonic had taken hold of Nimue before he slipped out of the bedroom. Mab had sent her best healer to escort them to a large bedroom that overlooked the mountains. The healer had gotten to work immediately and Mordred had stood back, letting the Dryad change the bandages. Nimue had reopened the wound when she threw that plant at him. 

Nimue, at first, had refused the sleeping draft, but the healer was insistent that she needed to sleep so her body could recuperate. And that was perfect for Mordred. He had an errand to attend to.

He slipped as silently as he could down Mab’s corridors, ignoring the Minotaur guards and fae that passed by. 

He came to a small, deserted hallway and, after making sure there were no eyes to see him, he spun and disappeared. It was easy now to walk between worlds in the blink of an eye. While he had waited for Nimue, he had made good use of his time in the Underworld, for she had taken too long and his soul had passed to the dead. Arawn had been easy to fool. Between his weakened state and the dead coming in by the droves, Mordred had slipped into the god’s personal library and taken just the thing he needed. 

He had not planned to tell Nimue yet, of course, but Mab’s loose lips had destroyed that notion. Idiot. Now there would be tension between him and Nimue. He’d lost her trust. He’d have to build it back, carefully. 

With a rush of air into his lungs, Mordred appeared at the edge of a cliff, where waves crashed hard onto the rocks below. Gulls cried overhead and the smell of salt and fish filled the heavy air. The wind was bitterly cold, slapping across his face with mists of salt water. The moon was bright overhead, reflecting in the dark waters. 

A castle fortress sat ahead, towering over the seaside. A castle Mordred should have known well, should have grown up in, running through its corridors as a young lad. But now blue banners flew with King Constantine’s sigil. 

A sneer pulled at his lips. He eyed the guards at the towers and turrets. None at the ground, and less than he expected. Good. Easier to take them all out. 

Mordred made his way to the castle, climbing up the back wall and hoisting himself over the side. He crept toward a guard, and one hand around the man’s neck was all it took for him to slump to the ground. Same for the other. He tossed their bodies off the battlement and hurried inside the other tower.

His footsteps were silent on the winding stone steps. The corridors were empty, cold, but thick with magic. An old, ancient magic. It filled Mordred, sending shivers through his limbs. 

It smelled like his mother. Even after all these years, her presence lingered in the walls that rightfully belonged to her. To Mordred. 

Footsteps echoed, and Mordred paused, listening. They grew louder, stopped, then a door creaked open and closed. Silence met his ears; whoever it was must have entered a room. 

After a couple of turns, Mordred spied an old man in a heavy dressing gown and fur slippers. 

He took his arm and whirled him around, covering his mouth with a hand and sticking a dagger to his throat.

“Where is Constantine?” he asked.

The man tried to scream behind Mordred’s hand, but he dug the tip into his neck.

“Answer the question, old man.” Mordred loosened the hand over his mouth.

“H-his chambers,” the old man gasped. 

Mordred pulled the dagger away and snapped the man’s neck. He slumped to the ground and Mordred stepped over him. 

Two guards stood outside of the king’s chambers, and Mordred dispatched them quickly and silently. He pushed the door open and immediately felt the need to retch. The stench of drink and the odor of someone who had not washed in gods knew how long hit him like a brick. The room itself was a mess, with dirty dishes, clothing, an overturned desk, and books scattered about. Mordred yanked a handkerchief from his pouch and pressed it over his nose. 

The king sat in a chair by the window, looking out at the sea. Constantine didn’t even look back as Mordred stepped into the room and closed the door behind him. His hair was a mess and his clothing rumpled. 

When Mordred approached the king, he spied a dagger in Constantine’s hands.

“The taking of one’s own life is a mortal sin,” Constantine wheezed, still not looking at Mordred. “Doing so condemns one’s soul to an eternity of torture and hellfire—of which I am already living. But do I endure it for the rest of my mortal life for a chance at salvation? Am I strong enough? Or do I rid myself of this pain on earth and hope that God will take mercy upon my soul?”

“You will not rid yourself of this earth,” Mordred said. “I have need of you, cousin.”

Constantine finally turned his head, and what color was left on his face drained.

“No,” he whispered. “It cannot be.”

Mordred grinned.
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Chapter Four
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Morgana

Morgana had sworn she would never set foot in Avalon again after she and Vivienne had that fight. But here she was, on the shores of the lake once more. She felt like a young girl again, Vivienne at her side, waiting for her to open the veil for the first time. She stared out over the icy water, hugging herself against the cold that seeped through her heavy furs.

The pulse of magic was weak—faint, barely there. This place used to vibrate with magic, ready to burst through anyone who could wield it. It would wake up her senses and call her home. But now it felt tired, almost dead.

She stepped onto the sand and halted when a vision flashed in front of her eyes. Blood soaked the sands. Mordred screamed with rage as he released a power beyond any fae. Gawaine and Percival fell, their eyes lifeless. A girl with striking red hair ran into the forest.

Morgana fell to her knees, screaming out in pain. She had not had a vision in decades. A cold wind blew, and with it, the vision and pain faded. But the tears still streaked down her cheeks. Morgana pushed herself to her feet and, with a new determination, stepped into the biting water. She held out her hands, taking a deep breath, trying to feel any ounce of magic. She called to the mists, asking to let her pass, but the mists only grew stronger, the water colder. An icy wind bit through the air and Morgana leaped out of the water, her feet burning from the cold.

“Vivienne?” she called, her voice echoing. “Vivienne, can you hear me? What has happened?” Her voice bounced around the trees and rocks. She waited, but nothing happened. Heartbroken, she turned to leave. But the wind shifted direction and a small boat glided to the shore, with a lone figure in it that Morgana immediately recognized. A female fae with small antlers, dark brown hair, tawny skin, and bright brown eyes. Relief washed over Morgana.

“Eilonwy?” she asked. “Is it you?”

Eilonwy held a finger to her lips and held out her other hand. She pulled Morgana into the boat where a warming sensation fell over her. Her clothes dried and her fingers tingled.

“What—”

“We will speak at the Isle,” Eilonwy said, and the boat moved on its own toward Avalon.

The journey was not as Morgana remembered. The mist was thick and lingered. Before, the mists would roll away and the Isle would greet her with its song and beauty as the boat sailed smoothly through the crystal waters. But now, Morgana could barely see in front of her. She kept silent on the ride, as Eilonwy didn’t even glance back at her.

Only when the boat bumped into the Isle’s shore did she know they had arrived. It was dark, and a chill hung in the air. Warmer than back at Glastonbury’s edge, but still cold. The trees had lost their leaves, reflecting an ugly winter’s day. No snow shimmered on the ground. Just cold, dead earth.

The private lodgings of the priestesses were dark and covered to keep out the cold and trap heat within. The temples and statues of the gods were barely noticeable. It was silent. Not even a song from a bird, or chirping from squirrels. Despite this, Morgana felt a sense of coming home. 

Eilonwy took Morgana to the very center of the Isle, to Vivienne’s own temple, where fires were lit in all the hearths and heavy woolen blankets covered the windows. All the priestesses stood guard around the temple, dressed not in their blue robes, but in armor and weapons. The breath left Morgana’s lungs. Avalon had been a sanctuary, a haven, the safest point where the realms met. And now destruction had taken hold. It caused her physical pain. She had forgotten her attachment to this land.

A priestess with hair and skin the same golden color sniffed at Morgana and patted her down.

“Migina, you know me,” said Morgana.

“I thought I knew Nimue,” she growled and stared into Morgana’s eyes for a long time. “We can trust her.”

“I know,” Eilonwy said. “I would not have brought her here otherwise.”

Eilonwy beckoned for Morgana to follow her. Migina stayed close behind her, weaving through the pillars and statues and under the curtains and fabric that hung on the doorways until they came to Vivienne’s private quarters. It was a faint, bittersweet shadow of how Morgana remembered it. All the plant life that Vivienne loved to surround herself with was withered and dried.

Vivienne lay on the bed, her skin dull and pale. Her hair stuck to her forehead, but her eyes were open. She turned to them as they entered, her eyes widening as her gaze fell on Morgana.

Eilonwy bowed her head. “It is good to see you awake again, sister.”

A small smile formed on Vivienne’s lips. “Thank you, Eilonwy.” Vivienne’s gaze landed on Morgana again and she reached out a hand. Morgana immediately went to her, falling on her knees beside the bed and bowing her head over Vivienne’s hand.

“I am so sorry, Vivienne.” Morgana’s shoulders shook. She couldn’t contain her tears any longer. 

“I felt you coming,” Vivienne said, petting Morgana’s hair. “You are troubled.” 

“Mordred and Nimue just left my house. It is all my fault,” said Morgana. “If I had been here sooner, if I hadn’t—”

“No,” said Vivienne. “We cannot battle the past and the future. We must be in the present. Your choices have all been made because you thought they were the right ones. That is all that matters.”

“Vivienne, Nimue has done something.”

“I know,” said Vivienne. “She killed Alfdis and Creiddylad. I had to use most of my power to seal Avalon from her.”

“Is that why the island is...?” Morgana trailed off, not capable of speaking the words.

“Yes. I gave all power to the protection wards,” said Vivienne. She pushed herself to a seated position and held out her hands to Morgana. 

“How can I help?” 

Vivienne smiled at her. “Oh, my little raven. As happy as I am to see you home, your destiny does not lie in Avalon.” 

“What?”

“You must go to Camelot,” said Vivienne. “Your fate lies there.” 

“Camelot?” Morgana said. “Vivienne, you know how I left.” 

“Yes,” Vivienne said. “It is time you stopped hiding, Morgana. Your family needs you.” 

“My family,” Morgana whispered, choking up. 

Vivienne put a hand on her cheek before she lost herself to memories. 

“Mordred is coming for Anwil,” Vivienne said. “He will need your guidance.” 

“I do not think I am strong enough,” Morgana said. 

“Have faith in yourself,” Vivienne told her. “I know it is a hard task I ask of you. Mordred is your son.” 

Morgana shook her head. “My son is dead,” she whispered. “The longer his soul is here in the world of the living, the more the balance shifts.” 

“I feel it too,” said Vivienne. “You must rest before you go. Stay a night or two, but then you must go to Camelot.” 

“Vivienne, I—” Morgana cut herself off, ashamed. “I do not know if—if I can still use my powers. It’s been so long.” 

Vivienne put a hand on her cheek. “I see you are weary in mind and body,” she said quietly. “I see now you must stay awhile and rebuild your strength.” 

“Thank you,” Morgana said. 

“But do not lose your way,” Vivienne said, her voice growing hard. “Your nephew needs you. I fear he may not have much time.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Nimue used his blood in her spell,” Vivienne said. “Used it to reawaken Mordred. There is something between them now that ties them together. I do not know what, but it pulls at Anwil. Weakening him.” 

“What?” 

Vivienne’s hand slipped from Morgana’s face and she shook her head, closing her eyes. 

“I cannot See as well anymore,” Vivienne said. “Their fate lies in shadow. But it must be you who guides Anwil and Ariadne to their destiny.” 

“I do not even know where to begin.” Morgana hung her head, resting her forehead on Vivienne’s hands.

“When you go to Camelot,” said Vivienne, “find Merlin’s study. He hid away some books in his study of forbidden and long forgotten magics. You may find something there to break this tie between Mordred and Anwil.” 

Morgana stiffened. She had a complicated relationship with the old wizard. 

“Merlin is not there,” Vivienne said with a knowing look. “Nimue has gotten to him, too.”

“He’s dead?” Morgana gasped.

Vivienne shook her head, her eyes sad. “No. But his mind is lost. He lives with the goddess Ceridwen now. His grandmother.”

Morgana let out a breath. “I am sorry, Vivienne. I know you loved him.”

Vivienne brushed stray hair from Morgana’s face. “My dear girl,” she said softly. “I am glad you returned to us. If the Pendragons do not sit on the throne, I fear magic will be lost to this world. They are the last tie between humans and fae.”

Morgana squeezed her eyes shut, her mind racing.  

“I will do my best,” Morgana whispered. “But I have not used my magic in so long. I fear I have lost it.”

Vivienne lifted Morgana’s head. “It is still there,” she said. “We will help you find it again.” 

“Thank you, Vivienne.”

“Get some rest, my raven,” said Vivienne. “We have much work to do.”
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Chapter Five
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Anwil

Anwil stared at himself in the full-length mirror and felt like an impostor. The full weight of the coronation regalia crashed down upon him. The red velvet cloak was heavy on his neck, even though the gold chain that held it together was pinned neatly to his scarlet tunic. A two-day celebration awaited to crown him High King of Briton. But Anwil didn’t feel like celebrating. They had just buried those closest to him not two months ago. His wife, mother, father figure, friend. 

He turned away from the mirror before he gave in to the urge to throw it to the ground and watch it shatter into a thousand pieces. Anwil stared around his chambers—the king’s chambers. The servants had cleared away all traces of Yvanne, and he was all alone in these large rooms. She should have been here next to him in a radiant gold gown, shimmering like the sun itself. But she was buried in the cold earth, her body wasting away. 

He left his chambers to find Lohengrin waiting for him in the cold hallway. Lohengrin looked exhausted as well. Both he and Anwil had many late nights the past month, working on tightening the security and safety around the castle and the city. He and Lohengrin were similar in that they threw themselves into work to stay busy. To keep the grief of their losses at bay, if but for a moment.

“Let’s get this over with,” Anwil mumbled, slipping his gloves on. The corridors were always cold in the winter months, no matter how many fires they lit, but now they felt frozen, as if all the heat from the surfaces had been sucked away.

Lohengrin merely nodded, and guards trailed behind them as they made their way down into the castle proper. The corridors were empty of people save for the guards at nearly every entryway. 

They stopped at the great hall’s doors, guarded by two men with spears on either side. They bowed and Lohengrin turned to Anwil.

“By your leave,” he said, bowing.

Anwil nodded, and the two guards opened the doors. Before Anwil could even breathe, trumpets blared. The Knights of the Round Table were waiting for him just inside the doors, all wearing matching red and gold tunics and shining maille. Anwil stepped into the hall and took his place in front of them.

Nobles and peasants alike were packed into the annex, shoulder to shoulder, standing on either side of a red velvet carpet that stretched up to the dais where the Druid High Council and the Priests of Glastonbury waited. 

Anwil took in a deep breath and slowly made his way down the aisle. He kept his eyes on the Pendragon banners that hung on the wall behind the priests. Trumpets blared again as Anwil kneeled on the gold pillow in front of the dais. 

“Anwil Pendragon,” Lord Dafydd, the new Druid chieftain, boomed throughout the hall. “Do you solemnly swear to protect all people—human and fae alike—of Briton and uphold chivalry and justice?”

“I do so solemnly swear,” Anwil repeated.

“And do you, Anwil Pendragon,” Father Bowen said, “solemnly swear to uphold all the religions of this land so that we may coexist in peace and prosperity?”

“I do so solemnly swear,” said Anwil.

The priests and Druids each recited a prayer, and both Dafydd and Father Bowen placed the heavy golden crown on Anwil’s head. Anwil got to his feet and pulled the ceremonial sword from his scabbard. Dafydd took the sword and handed Anwil Excalibur.  Father Bowen handed Anwil a heavy wooden cross. Two powerful symbols of equal measure in Briton. Excalibur hummed in his hand and he could hear it ringing in his ears. He slowly turned to face the crowd. 

As one, the crowd kneeled.

“All hail the king!” Lord Roland called out.

“All hail the king!” the crowd repeated after him.

Anwil bowed to the crowd, a tradition Arthur had started. A king serves his people. Anwil recited the speech he had written, swearing to be merciful and just, and to protect the lands. He spoke the words without hearing them and thought it felt too rehearsed and canned, but the crowd burst into thunderous applause anyway. 

Anwil let the clapping die down  and turned to his gathered knights. He caught Lohengrin’s eye and nodded. Lohengrin took Ariadne’s hand, escorting her toward the dais. Anwil handed the cross back to Father Bowen as Ariadne stepped in front of him. She looked at him curiously. This had not been done in the rehearsal, but Anwil had been planning it for some time. 

“Kneel, sister,” Anwil said, and Ariadne looked even more confused. But she picked up the heavy skirts of her red and gold damask gown and knelt on the golden pillows. 

Anwil held out Excalibur. A small gasp echoed around the hall. 

“Ariadne Pendragon,” Anwil said. “Daughter of Guinevere and Arthur and princess of Camelot and Briton; for your bravery and your heart, I, King Anwil Pendragon, High King of Briton, do knight thee with a seat at the Round Table.” Anwil tapped her lightly on each shoulder with the blade. “You shall henceforth be known as Dame Ariadne Pendragon, Knight of the Round Table.”

Anwil sheathed Excalibur and held out his hand to Ariadne. Her eyes glistened with tears as she took his hand to echoing applause. Anwil smiled at her, his first one in a long time. But his sister deserved this. She’d fought to rescue him: fought against Nimue and dealt the killing blow to the traitorous Cerdic and Bors. She had proved herself more than worthy of the title and honor.

Ariadne crossed a fist over her heart and said, in a slightly shaking voice, “My sword is yours. I vow to protect the kingdom and maintain justice. I will show mercy and compassion and uphold honor. As long as I draw breath, this will be my vow.”

Anwil bowed his head and gestured for her to take her place with the knights. Ariadne curtsied low and stood with the other Knights of the Round Table, who all congratulated her. 

Anwil stepped up onto the dais and turned to the crowd. Lord Roland led them in a chant. “Long Live the King!” 

***
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In a daze, Anwil stood at the drink table and watched the crowd. He had just finished a round of dancing with the fourth young noblewoman thrust at him by overbearing mothers, and he had finally made his way away for a moment. The crowd was joyous, laughing, dancing, and drinking. As if they hadn’t just come out of an entire season’s worth of catastrophes. 

Someone tapped Anwil’s shoulder and he looked up from his empty drink to see Lady Ellyn pouring herself one. 

“You all right?” she asked, turning to him. 

“Fine,” he mumbled. 

But Ellyn gave him a knowing look. “Well, I can’t speak for your mother, but I did know Sir Percival well.” She plucked his goblet from his hand and refilled it. “And I know he would want us to find some joy in the darkness. He told that to Lohengrin when Ulrich and Gaheris passed. Think of this as more of a slap in the face to Nimue. As hard as she tried, she failed. You still became king, which is what they all fought for. We are still here to live and celebrate our lives.” 

She handed him back his drink, and he smiled at her. 

“I suppose you’re right,” he said, though he was unsure if he could heed her words. “Lohengrin is lucky to have you, you know.” 

“Damn right I am,” Lohengrin appeared behind her and kissed her hair. Ellyn’s smile brightened as he slipped his hands around her waist. 

“To our loved ones who cannot be here with us tonight.” Ellyn raised her goblet, and they followed. “May they live forever in our hearts and memories.”

Anwil gulped down the mulled wine. It warmed his insides, a pleasant feeling even though the great hall was warm from the bodies and the fire roaring in the hearth.

“Another mother and her daughter coming up behind you,” Lohengrin said, glancing over his shoulder. 

Anwil held back a groan. He did not wish to dance anymore. 

“Your Grace,” Ellyn said loudly and slid her arm through Anwil’s. “My mother is hoping to update you on the hounds she’s been training.” 

“Please,” Anwil said and gave a nod to the disappointed mother and daughter as they passed. 

Ellyn led Anwil over to Lady Tessa and spoke about how she was training dogs to help soothe the injured. It was rather fascinating and Anwil was hoping to learn more, but Lord Leontius, the ambassador from Byzantium, found him soon afterward. Anwil was grateful to hear that the Byzantium king still wished to uphold their new alliance. 

On his way back to the Table, Lady Laudine caught him and told a story of how Merlin once turned another wizard into a toad. Anwil wasn’t sure if she had made that up or not. 

Ellyn, thankfully, was able to pull Anwil away before Lady Laudine fully launched into another tale—this time about a lion and a Scottish church harper. Anwil mumbled a thank you to Ellyn, as Lohengrin had been roped into a debate with King Elyion and Sir Xiang.

“Don’t thank me just yet.” Ellyn subtly nodded to something over his shoulder. A rather large group of young ladies of the court had gathered with their mothers or fathers, eyeing him. 

“I can’t avoid them forever,” he said. 

One by one, Ellyn introduced them all, knowing all by name and title. Anwil greeted each one. He kept himself polite, but aloof. He was not ready to replace Yvanne yet. It had only been two months since her funeral. The hurt was still fresh, and propriety dictated at least six months before he even thought about another marriage.

“You have your pick of the litter and yet you dismiss them all,” a voice behind him said as Anwil turned away from the small crowd. His cousin, Gingalain, was sipping from his goblet, watching the group of ladies finally disperse. Ellyn excused herself with a quick, but hard look at Gingalain, and hurried off. 

“Beg pardon?” Anwil said. 

“The most eligible and beautiful women of the kingdom are throwing themselves at your feet,” said Gingalain. “And you have no interest. If I were you, I’d take my time getting to know each and every one of them.”

“Now is not the time, cousin,” said Anwil. 

“Now is the perfect time,” Gingalain clapped him on the shoulder. “You can choose any of them, or even all of them! You’re the king. Even after you get married, you can have your pick. No one can tell you no.” 

Anwil shoved Gingalain’s arm off his shoulder. “That isn’t how it works.” 

Gingalain scoffed and rolled his eyes, but Anwil was done with him. He excused himself and made his way back to the high table, where Lancelot was now sitting.

“Everything all right?” Lancelot asked. 

“Fine,” said Anwil, sliding into his chair. But Anwil didn’t get to enjoy much of the reprieve the high table gave him. Mirah was making her way toward him, her red and gold dress fanning out behind her as she nearly ran toward the high table.

She stopped to bow before approaching. 

“Anwil,” Mirah pleaded quietly, “please dance with me. Lady Laudine wants to show me a rash on her feet.”

Lancelot barked a laugh as Anwil pulled a face and hurriedly got up.

“Gladly,” he said, taking her hand and weaving through bodies to the dance floor.

Anwil wasn’t much of a dancer, but with Mirah, he had never felt that his dancing shortcomings were an issue. He felt an ease with her he didn’t feel with anyone else. Except perhaps with Yvanne. 

Anwil would never forget how the dagger sliced through her neck and the wave of crimson that fell down her body as she slumped to the ground. Nor forget the scream of agony that had released from her father, King Constantine. Anwil had sworn his heart had stopped beating that day. 

As the minstrels started a new song, Anwil remembered Yvanne on their wedding day. Her bright smile and infectious laugh as she guided him through the steps and didn’t mind when he stepped on her foot. She had been radiant. He remembered the blues and golds of her eyes glittering like the morning sun on water. 

“No, you go under this time!” Mirah’s voice broke through the noise and thoughts in his head and he ducked under her arm. 

Mirah laughed and spun back to him and despite the swirling thoughts in his head, Anwil smiled too.

When they switched partners and his sister spun toward him, she gave his hand their familiar squeeze before she spun away again and Mirah was back in his arms, her brown eyes shining up at him. 
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Chapter Six
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Ariadne

Ariadne slumped down at the high table, breathing hard. She had finally made herself free of the dance floor after Mirah had pulled her in for what was supposed to have been one dance that turned into three. 

Ariadne poured herself a goblet of mulled wine. She couldn’t get the day’s events out of her mind. She was knighted. A knight. A Knight of the Round Table. The only thing she had ever wanted in life, all she had worked for. And now that she had it, it almost felt empty. As if she didn’t deserve it, didn’t earn it. She had led Gawaine, Lyrion, and Percival to their deaths. Their blood was on her hands, and it would never wash off. And yet, she also found herself free. Free to seek revenge.

Laughter echoed, and Ariadne blinked. The roar of celebration of Anwil’s coronation came rushing back to her. It was also Yule, which used to be one of Ariadne’s favorite holidays. Yuletide had always been a mass celebration that lasted a full week in Camelot, a tradition that had begun not long into Arthur’s reign. Guinevere had loved Yuletide and made every single one special when Ariadne and Anwil were children. 

Hollies, berries, and green garlands lined the hall along with the Pendragon banners. Pies lined one full table, but were already half-eaten. A wine fountain stood at the far end of the hall, and candied fruits were scattered about the tables. The smell was so sweet, but mixed with the wine and sweat from the guests, it made Ariadne’s stomach turn.

She leaned back in her chair. She was not alone at the high table, but it was nearly empty. Anwil was still out on the floor, dancing with Mirah, and...laughing. She hadn’t seen him laugh in months. Ariadne hadn’t laughed since then, either. Another roar of laughter washed toward her, and Ariadne’s chest tightened, twisting. All around the hall, people were smiling and laughing. As if they were mocking her. Mocking the dead. Her blood boiled.

“If you grip that goblet any harder, it might crack.”

Ariadne jumped at the sound of Lancelot’s voice next to her ear. He had moved, and was sitting next to her now, watching her carefully. He had kept a close eye on both her and Anwil since returning with them. 

“Are you well?” he asked.

“Fine,” she answered, placing the goblet onto the table as gently as possible. The entire court had fawned over Sir Lancelot when he arrived. The legendary Sir Lancelot, greatest of the Knights of the Round Table, returned to Camelot after twenty-five years. But Ariadne wasn’t sure what to make of him. And she very much did not wish to speak to him right now.

“Your brother—”

“If you say how much he reminds you of Arthur, please spare it,” said Ariadne, glaring at her cup. “We’ve heard enough of that all our lives.”

Lancelot raised an eyebrow. “I was going to say he did well today. As did you.”

“I didn’t do anything.” She also did not need his approval, but she kept that to herself.

“You did, though,” said Lancelot, pouring himself wine. “You accepted the knighthood with grace and stood by his side. That sent a message, loud and clear.”

“What message?”

“Loyalty,” said Lancelot. “And strength. Which is exactly what Camelot needs to show at the moment. It was well done.”

Ariadne didn’t know how to reply to that, so she said nothing. 

“I know you care little for me,” said Lancelot, and that made Ariadne look at him. “But you have my word that I will do all that I can to help and protect you and your brother.”

Ariadne stared at him, and he held her gaze. His eyes were the fiercest blue. They reminded her of Mordred’s. Ariadne turned away from him.

Lancelot sighed and left the table to mingle in the crowd. She stayed at the table for a few more moments, watching the crowd again. The dancing had stopped, the musicians taking a break, but the crowd broke up into smaller groups, still laughing and talking and drinking, and eating. Ariadne had had enough. She downed the rest of her wine and made her way through the crowd to Anwil, who was with Mirah, talking to King Elyion. More laughing.

Ariadne needed air. She tore from the great hall
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