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Prologue

[image: image]


EONS AGO...

Buried deep within Ancient Egypt, on an island not easily accessible, a holy place had been built for the gods. The structure stood proud and tall, majestic and threatening at once – both a warning and invitation to the mortals on the other shore.

The outer temple court was wide, with a mix of stand and battered stone making up the ground. Colonnades ran along both sides, leaving partings wide enough to offer a beautiful view of the Nile River. The pantheon was split into different areas, each with intricately painted scenes from the Book of the Dead, as well as the history of the gods.

Further within the sanctuary, past a hall with column capitals lay a vestibule to the inner sanctum. It was there the goddess Isis had stretched over an animal rug, trying to fight the contractions in her oversized belly. 

The temple had become a heaven of peace for the queen of Egypt, a place of worship. It had also, upon her husband’s return to the Underworld, become a refuge. She’d chosen the emplacement to give birth to their son, but had not foreseen it would be so soon. 

Biting back a cry, the goddess tried to fight the pains of pregnancy, to no avail. The child would be born tonight under the full moon, a certainty not even her powers could amend.

When the contractions became too much, she groaned aloud, her screams echoing across the hollow walls. Though she was physically alone in the suffering, Osiris’ spiritual presence was next to her, gently helping out. The next few hours were blurs, until a baby’s first cry echoed in the temple.

Tears of relief streamed down Isis’ cheeks, even as cleaned him up, then held him in her arms. “My son, Horus, welcome into the world,” she whispered.

The child looked at her with dark eyes like his father’s and babbled in the language of the innocents. Isis smiled tenderly towards the little miracle, her heart strings tugging, wanting nothing more than to shelter him from all that would break him. 

Lightning outside dragged Isis’ stare to it, and she shivered. “Osiris, where are you?” she murmured, worry in her voice.

“Delayed, I assume.”

Isis jumped to her feet, breath coming in quick gasps. The response had come from far away, but it might as well have been near, the way it thundered across the distance. She grasped Horus closer, as though the gesture itself could protect him. The newborn was quiet, sensing his mother’s agitation. 

Unwilling to be a coward, Isis stood up straighter. With one graceful sweep of her hand, she exchanged her dirtied clothing to full queen regalia – a cotton robe woven with gold threads, the headdress crown she always wore, and kohl-rimmed eyes. 

Gold pieces adorned her ears, wrists and neck, creating a halo of lights with her every movement. Only her hair was left free of jewelry, dropping straight to her waist in a thick, black mane. 

With another hand movement, she created a cradle out of thin air and placed Horus in its safe confines. An incantation escaped her lips, a wishful muttering in hopes of shielding him against that which would harm him. 

“I do not want to leave you, my darling son, but I must,” she whispered, then kissed his cherubic cheek.

Stepping back from Horus took most of her will. The motherly connection that existed between them was as solid as chains around the deity’s heart, pleading with her to stay by her child. But Isis was, first and foremost, a goddess and a leader. She was the magician of life, supreme queen of the land, wife to the lord of the Underworld. 

Throwing back her shoulders, head held straight, Isis stepped into the night. The moon had been high up in the sky before, but now dark clouds hid it from prying eyes. A thick obscurity pulsed in the surroundings, with a life of its own.

The temple was surrounded by water, an island free of shackles. Always, Isis had felt secure in her sanctuary. Yet in that moment, despite the river that defended her, she shivered. Her eyes latched onto an immobile form on the opposite shore.

Set, her brother-in-law, stood watching her. 

Tall, broad of shoulders and built like a rock, the god held a dangerous appeal. He and Osiris could have been twins, were it not for the lack of warmth in Set’s expression. Dark eyes glinted malevolently across the distance, and his full lips stretched in the cold smile of a snake.

“I take it my nephew was born?” There was a steely edge in his tone.

Isis glared back. “What is it you have come seeking, Set?”

“I thought it was clear. To ensure my legacy continues.”

His cruel laugh echoed around them, and Isis was compelled to run back inside to Horus. They had realized too late the god’s ruthlessness and will to destroy. Despite their best attempts to thwart him, Set had escaped over and over, going so far as to killing Osiris.

Isis gulped past her distress, recalling the months she had spent tracking down her husband’s body parts across the continent. It had taken all her power to string him back together, and return him to life. Even now, after all they had been through, peace and happiness still eluded them.

As though reading her thoughts, Set raised his palms and bolts of lightning and fire shot towards the temple. They sizzled through the dark sky, illuminating the water and Isis’ pale face. She had counted on the temple’s holiness for shielding, but the spiritual force was no match for a vengeful god.

When the rays of light made contact close to her feet, Isis snapped out of her stupor. She flicked her wrist, turning the air into a barrier of fire, which she then pushed outwards. Though she was a powerful enchantress, Isis strained as Set’s attacks made contact, over and over. 

The man was angry, and in his wrath, his force was accentuated. Despite being able to defend herself and Horus, Isis was stuck and unable to counter with an attack.

Osiris! 

The mental scream had the desired effect. A gust of wind picked up, pushing against Set. Sand lifted off the ground and surrounded him, until it seemed as though he was in the middle of a tornado. The god had no choice but to shield his eyesight, lifting his arm against the elements and dropping the assault.

To his left, the sand sank until a hole appeared. Ripples of dusty beige spread across, then Osiris rose amongst them from the Underworld where he normally presided.

Wearing only a cotton loin cloth and his gold jewelry on his chest, he had never looked as beautiful as he did to Isis in that moment. Features darkened in fury, eyes shooting flames of anger, Osiris lunged at his brother.  

“How dare you attack my wife and child!?” he growled, slamming his fist into Set’s face, then following it with a magical onslaught. 

Hours went by and Isis watched the fight, unable to step in, but also unwilling to tear her eyes from it. It was akin to witnessing two forces of nature battling each other. Neither was winning, but neither would stop. 

Osiris had the deciding punch, in the end burying Set into the sand. As the god coughed to regain his breath, Osiris’ gaze met hers across the distance.

I need your help to imprison him, beloved.

Isis nodded, dropping the protection on the temple in order to contribute her magic. 

A flow of golden light escaped her palms, joining with Osiris’ greener energy. As one, the magic surrounded Set until, with a cry, he disappeared – forever to be bound by the darkness he belonged to.

Osiris stood staring at the spot his brother had last been in, panting heavily. It was finally over, this fight that had started the moment they had both been born. Jealous to no end, Set had always coveted what was his. When taking by force had not succeeded, he had settled for destroying everything.

Now, Osiris could drop his guard. The amount of energy they had used would ensure Set was forever imprisoned in the Underworld, under Osiris’ control. With a satisfied nod, he crossed the river and hugged Isis tightly to him. 

“I thought I was too late, beloved.” 

She shivered as his murmured words ran across her skin. In response, Osiris’ arms tightened reflexively around her waist, breathing her in. The dread gripping his heart finally let go, and his pulse returned to its regular beat.  

“Your timing was perfect,” Isis smiled weakly back.

Supporting her weight, Osiris threw the defensive shield back onto the sanctuary, and they both headed back in. “Would you like to meet your son?” Isis whispered.

“Nothing would give me more pleasure,” Osiris beamed back.

He reached the cradle and picked up the tiny bundle in his arms. A grin of pure fatherly pride tugged at his lips for the product of their love, meant to rule over Egypt through each pharaoh, for centuries to come. 

“Welcome to this world, Horus, my beloved son and heir.”
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Chapter 1
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AS FREYA FLOATED INTO space, enveloped by the light, she saw something move out of the corner of her eye. A shadow, slithering closer. Her eyes widened and, under her bewildered stare, a shape formed. It was the silhouette of a man, with ebony skin and glowing red eyes.

“At lassst, we meet,” his deep rumble of a voice was reminiscent of an animal. 

“You’re the wraith,” Freya stated, shivering with the truth of her words.

“Yeesss,” he hissed, “It isss I. Raksssh is my name, and I have been chasssing you for too long now, sssilly girl.”

Freya glared at him despite her fear. The blaze enveloping her was giving her courage. “I’m not a child!”

“Oh yesss, you are...” he laughed. “You’re the sssame ssscared little girl, in the backssseat of the car, watching as your parentsss die in front of you.” He paused, enjoying her stricken expression, before adding, “I ssshould know. I wasss there.”

“You’re lying,” Freya murmured, her throat dry. “My parents...”

“Your parentsss were weak! Giving up that power, the relicsss, for love. For family.” The disdain in his tone was apparent with every syllable.

He stepped closer, not letting her analyze his words. “Be better than them. Ssstep out of that beacon, and help me get the orb and ssscepter. You can benefit, too...”

“Never!” Freya glared, stepping out of the cocoon of light, as his words finally penetrated. “How dare you lie about my parents’ death, to manipulate me? I’m a lost soul in need of a puppet master!”

The demon stared at her for a beat, before laughing that low, animalistic laugh. “Manipulate you? Dear girl, why would I bother... When I can sssimply ussse you to get the objectsss?”

“As if I ever would.”

Again, that unnerving stare, as though Raksh knew something she didn’t. Then, he smiled. “Never sssay never, Sssage.”

Even as he was going to add something, a roar echoed around them. In the distance, a shape appeared. It was coming closer, all stripes of white and black, getting larger every moment.

“Tyr!” Freya recognized the entity before it had fully reached them.

“Stay away from him!” With one last push of its powerful back muscles, the feline lunged in the air and landed between the Sage and the demon.

“And you... I should have killed you when I had the chance.”

“A ssshame you did not.” The fiend retorted, and with one last glimpse at Freya, full of meaning, it dematerialized.

“Freya?”

The Sage turned to Tyr slowly, as though emerging from a daze. Shivers overtook her entire body, even as her mind refused to accept what the monster had revealed.

“Freya!”

The teenager fell to her knees, hugging herself tightly. “What’s happening?” she shivered, panicking. “Why am I so cold?”

It was as though something within her was trying to burst to the surface, some memory deeply hidden, and she was afraid. A sharp ache erupted in her stomach, and she screamed.

“Freya!”

Tyr disappeared, as though pushed away by something. The agony was overwhelming, and Freya couldn’t stay awake. She felt like fainting, but then a murmur rose from deep inside herself.

“I will not give up.”

Another voice, weaker, denied, “I can’t go on.”

“I will not give up.” The first one grew fiercer by the second.

Freya snapped her eyes open, and repeated, “I will not give up. I will not give up. I will not give up.”

It grew stronger and stronger as she repeated it, almost a chant. A fire started in the pit of her stomach, and she enjoyed the warmth it gave her.

“I .Will. Not. Give. Up!” she shouted more forcefully.

A silvery light enveloped Freya wholly – coming from the deepest of her heart – and she was peaceful and serene. Her eyes closed, and her body, replenishing in the Sage’s healing, fell into a restful slumber.

&&&

Freya jumped wide awake, panting and gripping the sheets. She was covered in a thin sheet of sweat, and her heart hammered against her chest non-stop. 

Curled in a ball next to her, Artemis opened one green eye and stared at her mistress. Freya petted her distractedly, overwhelmed by the surge of emotions swirling within her.

Since the battle with Cadmael, she’d walked in a perpetual state of confusion, with an odd sense of missing something that night. Now, it had come back with a vengeance, and she had no idea how to respond to the hidden memory.

Tyr knew all along about the demon. And what Raksh said... Freya clenched her free fist, gritting her teeth in the process. 

Was she angry? Yes, she was furious that Tyr hadn’t seen fit to bring up the dream, leaving her instead to go through the last few weeks in a daze. Furthermore, she was nowhere close to exacting vengeance for her parents.

A glow caught her eye, and Freya turned to the burgundy book on her nightstand – the dragon manuscript. A soft silver glow escaped the rugged leather pattern, and she touched it, not thinking twice about it. Her eyelids grew heavy and before she knew it, darkness welcomed her with opened arms.

&&&

Freya was dreaming – or so she thought. 

She was no longer in Scotland, but in a cottage in the midst of a forest. An old man stood at a tiny table, writing on a piece of paper. Long, grey hair was tied back in a ponytail, and he had warm hazel eyes. 

Hunched over a paper, he didn’t immediately hear someone enter. But a noise made him snap to, and he turned around. His eyes widened, and a glint of fear flashed, before his face became a blank mask.

“So, you came.”

“Did you doubt it?”

Freya froze at once, recognizing the voice of the demon of her nightmares. The animal rumble, devoid of the hiss she’d heard, was unmistakable. She moved around, switching her point of observation until she could see both the wraith and the old man. 

There was an almost eager look on Raksh’s face, as though he was coming to collect a prized possession.  

“Where isss it?” he questioned, confirming Freya’s suspicions.

“I do not know what you are referring to.”

There was something incredibly familiar about the old man, and the almost arrogant poise he displayed. Freya tried to place him, but was again distracted by Raksh.

“Do not lie!” he shrieked, taking a controlled step forward. His broad shoulders were taut with fury, fists clenched tightly. “You have the medallion, the key to it all. I want it!”

The man smirked, and recognition dawned on Freya – he was Brennan’s grandfather!

“I do not. Not anymore.” There was an almost smug undertone to the words, in spite of his blank expression.

“Foolisssh old man!” Raksh growled. He lifted a palm, and a thin black mist escaped his index to travel in the Wiseman’s nostrils. 

Freya gasped and tried to reach out, to help, but to no avail. The demon stepped around Thomas as he choked to death, and seemed to scan the area with his senses.

Furious at not finding what he was looking for, he stormed out, leaving the poor man dying. The vision started to fade just as Brennan entered. He took in the scene, and the despair on his features was the last thing Freya saw before waking up.

&&&

In the pale morning light, the streets of the Spanish city seemed deserted. A light breeze blew softly, pushing the dirt off the ground and towards the modest houses. Whispers could be heard, followed by laughter at sparse moments. The lifeless houses were coming to life, enchanted by the energy of the persons that existed within.

The ghosts that had, until then, wandered the hollow roads were now taking one last look at what had once been their stomping ground, and what would be, in a matter of hours, a festive city. One more glance, and they started to disappear, the nostalgia of the past days leaving with them.

Close to the middle of the city, around buildings that surrounded a massive structure, one ghost remained behind. His blonde locks fell charmingly in his eyes as he glanced around nervously, trying to figure out how much time remained until the moment of his departure.

The ghost did not seem to be older than twelve years old, and one would wonder what he was doing roaming the streets alone at such an early hour. Especially considering the charms of the city had not yet awakened.

But Sam wasn’t in Spain to admire the many wonders of the town. He’d come there on a short vacation to look for something. Or rather...someone.

A lost friend whom he hadn’t seen in years, and with whom he’d more or less lost contact.

At once, Sam’s gaze landed on the amazing architectural masterpiece that kept so many secrets – the Cathedral.

The impressive church shone brightly in the waning night, its gold-plated walls attracting the eye. A large dome stood against the horizon, imposing. Thick oak doors were at the entrance, and its windows were decorated with painted glass. 

In spite of him, a sad smile crept upon Sam’s face as a not-so-cheery recollection drifted in his thoughts. A remembrance of a fight that had taken place months earlier in the area, and that had nearly cost Freya her life.

It had been after that same fight that Sam’s friend had taken his leave. Sighing, Sam floated to the houses near the Cathedral. He’d been hoping for his task to be easy, but apparently, it was not to be.

He was now questioning whether the time to retreat had come and whether it was best to return to the castle in Scotland at once, or if one last glance around was worth it. 

Before he could make up his mind, he heard voices – Spanish ones. Sam’s curiosity awakened, and he subtly floated to the small cottage they were coming from. Nearing it, he noticed the window was open and enabled him to better tune in to the conversation taking place inside. 

Creeping under the window seat, Sam crouched as low as he could and listened. Though his Spanish was not exactly perfect, it was enough so that he could understand the gist. 

“Mierda!” someone swore ungallantly, then the gruff tone continued, “And the others, how can we be sure they will submit?” 

“Cortés will be happy, I assure you. They are afraid of him and will unite because of it,” the other person inside answered. Deeper, his inflection implied he was the older of the duo. 

Sam couldn’t help a frown. The ghosts of Spain have always been divided... And now they plan to join under one person? Damn, this can’t be good! Biting his lip, the younger boy leaned further in.

“How much time do they need? Cortés is very...impaciente. I have to keep him informed of how this goes,” the more youthful voice said.

That can’t be...?

Without questioning his instincts, Sam stood to peek inside, trying to catch a glimpse of whoever was there. From his observation spot, he could distinguish rather well the two beings in the house.

One was short, wearing a faded brown robe with priestly implications. His greyish hair and the deep wrinkles in his face gave away his age. The other was taller, dressed in a formal soldier’s attire – navy blue vest, old-school breeches, and sharp sword on his hip. Only his black hair and onyx eyes gave away his youth. 

Barely taking time to notice the glow around them that indicated they were ghosts, Sam gasped. He’d recognized the second man, and was powerless to help a whisper escape him.

“Raoul?”

Normally, it wouldn’t have been heard. But in the deep silence of the morning, the one word carried and the ghosts spun as one toward the window.

Sam froze for a split second, enough to see recognition pass Raoul’s gaze, then he started walking backwards. He was attempting to get away from the house, yet not managing to unglue his stunned stare from the scene.

Almost like in a dream, Sam saw Raoul turn to the priest and say, “I’ll take care of this. Just make sure nothing changes. Gracias, Padre.” 

The priest nodded and lifted a hand in mute blessing. After a brief inclination of his head, Raoul passed through the wall of the house towards Sam, intent on catching him. 

With one last glance, Sam turned his back to him and dematerialized at once, unwilling to tempt fate further than he already had. 

&&&

One, two, three...  

“Hiyah!” Freya breathed out loud as she once again punched the target, then moved past it. Panting, she grabbed a towel from the branch of the lively tree next to her and dried her sweaty forehead. In a black t-shirt and sweatpants, she was dressed for comfort rather than style – the perfect outfit, as far as she was concerned.

The Sage took a long look around her, surveying the trees and her secret hideout, then her wooden mannequin that was supporting large fissures on the torso and head. A head taller than her, it was sturdy enough to take hits, yet not enough for her to get hurt.

After the restless night she’d spent, and the back-to-back nightmares – or memories, whatever they’d been – Freya had felt the need for an old-fashioned workout. Glancing now at the obvious cracks in the makeshift doll, she frowned.

“Not bad,” she whispered out loud. Her grey eyes turned steely recalling the demon, and just how weak she’d felt while sleeping. Rolling her shoulders to work out the kinks, Freya threw the rag to the ground and stepped forward. “But I can do better.” 

As she used a series of back kicks and punches combinations, Freya envisioned Raksh being there, his face being the one she was pummeling. Why Tyr hadn’t brought up what had happened, Freya could only guess. More protection. 

With a rueful shake of the head, she had to admit that though she hated secrets, the tiger knew her well. There was no point holding a grudge – not against Tyr, at any rate. However, nothing required her at this point to be as forthcoming as she’d been, especially about the manuscript.

Recalling the glow, and the last few nights as she’d toyed with the object, Freya had to shake her head to focus.

“Time to try something new.” Freya stepped back from the dummy, then brought her palms closer together and closed her eyes, exhaling at once.

Let the power invade you, guide you, do not try to control it, Tyr’s whispered softly. 

Easy enough, was Freya’s telepathic reply, even as she blocked her mind against the tiger seeing what she truly hid. 

Her eyes snapped open and she clapped her palms, holding them tightly together. The vibration from skin on skin rumbled, then trembled up her arm. Freya could feel the energy build in her hands and jumped up in the air. As she started her descent, she willed the light to escape her and it hit bull’s-eye. 

The Sage landed in a crouch, then slowly stood up and straightened her back. A small victorious smile tugged at the corners of her lips, and she tossed her ponytail back. 

Nice shot, Tyr complimented her.

Freya nodded in satisfaction. The aim had been perfect, and if it had been Raksh, she would’ve even allowed a surge of pride. Sensing it was time for a break, the young woman turned on her heels and was about to walk away when she caught the presence. 

She whirled around at the intrusion – no one was allowed in her inner sanctum! Instinctively, after the session she’d just finished, Freya’s hands rose, already manipulating the elements with her spiritual energy.

Then she caught sight of a pale glow and blonde head of hair. Sam! 

Freya breathed a sigh of relief, and was about to drop it. On second thought... Feeling mischievous, the Sage shot a weak burst an inch to the side of his foot, and the ghost jumped in surprise – and alarm. 

“It’s just me!” he squeaked.

“I know,” Freya replied.

Sam glared as he floated to her, but it only served to widen Freya’s grin.

The ghost opened his mouth as if to retort, then seemed to think better of it. Shaking his head, he said, “Seamus wants a chat.”

Freya narrowed her eyes, more than slightly annoyed. “Now? Sam, I’m training. Can’t it wait until I’m done?”

“I don’t think so, Frey-Frey,” Sam’s face darkened in response. “I think we may have a problem.”

Lightning passed furtively through Freya’s eyes, and she turned her back to Sam before he could read her expression. 

Three months! This isn’t enough time to prepare to face that demon again.

Tyr scanned the young woman’s thoughts, and soothingly whispered, Calm down, child. You will not have to face him again, not if I have anything to say about it. 

But Tyr, I...

The tiger interrupted her, having caught on to what was holding Freya back. You want to figure out what the link is between the two objects of power. 

It took her a few moments, but finally Freya admitted, Yes. I planned to spend my free time doing some research, and trying to figure out what exactly it all leads to. If it’s the relics he wants, then I may be able to figure out a way to use that against him. 

The Sage knew that only by finding out the full extent of the power contained in the manuscript, would she then be able to use it to defeat Raksh. She kept the thought tightly buried in her mind, though, refusing to let Tyr catch wind of it. 

Freya could almost hear the tiger sigh. There was a reason your parents only guarded the book, without trying to do anything with it. Some things are best left as they are. 

Thinking back to the last few weeks, and to the fight with the Vikings, Freya shook her head. The book wanted her stronger – the dragon runes were speaking to her. She knew that with certainty.

I don’t believe that! Call it rebellion, call it teenager impulsiveness or whatever you will, but I’m tired of being in the dark.

Instead of answering the comment, Tyr muttered, Go to Seamus. And do not worry about the mission, you will not go at it alone. 

What do you mean?

When only silence echoed in her mind, Freya scowled and bit back a curse. Typical. Forcing an even tone, she turned back to Sam. “Lead the way.”

“What about that?” He was pointing to the target.

Shrugging, Freya faced the dummy with her palm and wished for it to be invisible, like she’d done with the dragon manuscript not long before. It took only a few seconds, then the mannequin dissolved into thin air.

The Sage caught Sam gaping at her. “How did you... How did you do that?”

He contemplated his own question for a few seconds, while eyeing her. There was something new about Freya, in the way she held herself and acted. Sam was forced to admit his friend was no longer a young child, like him. “You really have grown stronger.”

Freya nodded at him, her gaze slightly nostalgic over the lost peace. Yes, she’d increased her abilities, but at what cost? The last mission had nearly cost her the existence she’d grown used to. How much longer will I have to fight, always ignorant of the full truth?

Sam’s voice brought her back from her ruminations. “You ready?”

“Always,” Freya muttered, then followed Sam’s floating form back to the castle garden. They both stopped for a few minutes to admire the place that had become their home.

Against the backdrop of twilight, the ancient castle looked enormous and threatening. The stone, which had once glinted proudly, was now washed off and cracked in certain spots, with weeds peeking through like shy wallflowers. A single tower stood off to the side, ruins of an old prison. 

The large oak doors were opened wide, entering into a vast hallway, which then got lost in mazes upon mazes of hallways and bedrooms. It was a large place for only two people – and a ghost – but Freya wouldn’t have given it up for anything in the world, and neither would Seamus.

In the background, mountains rose like hushed giants, peaks topped off with snow lost somewhere in the fog. The morning always made their surroundings look like something out of a fairy-tale, and the two youths were awestruck by the beauty of the place. 

With the vast grounds completing it, the castle was the only habitation for miles along the coast of Scotland – something they were all immensely relieved by.

Punching Sam on the shoulder, Freya yelled, “Last one there does the chores tomorrow!” She then broke up into a run towards the gates.

“Freya!” Sam yelled. “That’s not fair! You know I can’t do chores, not to save my life!”

The Sage’s crystalline laugh echoed all around, and the twelve-year-old couldn’t help a grin as he followed her inside.

&&&

“What is it, Seamus?” Freya pushed the library doors open and entered her mentor’s office.

Without as much as a second glance to the rows of books on each side of her, she walked straight to the comfortable armchair in front of the desk and took a seat in it, folding her legs under her.

Frowning slightly, Freya studied O’Keeffe. Despite his fairly young age, he now looked ten years older. The wrinkles around his eyes had deepened and his grey eyes had grown slightly dull, their usual light vanished.

With a pang on guilt, Freya acknowledged she was partly the cause of this transformation, and resolved to stop giving her old teacher so much trouble. He might be keeping a lot of secrets from her, but he meant well.  

Her grey eyes rose and locked gazes with Seamus’ as she bid her time for an answer to her previous question. 

Rather than comply, the old man smiled. “How was your practice?”

Freya raised an eyebrow at his unsubtle attempt to redirect the conversation. “As usual – tiring, but effective.” 

Nodding his head thoughtfully, Seamus leaned further in the chair, surveying his pupil. Though he knew Freya’s capabilities grew each day, he worried for her sake. It wasn’t so long ago she’d been unaware of the legacy she carried within her. Now that she’d realized its extent, he felt she was always trying to measure herself to incredible standards. 

O’Keeffe was aware that Freya was ready to take on whatever was thrown her way, innocence of the youth and all. But lately, his feelings of a darker danger shadowing her path couldn’t be shaken off. 

She is the portrait of her parents... O’Keeffe thought nostalgically as he took in Freya’s raven hair and soft features. 

Sighing heavily, O’Keeffe rubbed his forehead, wishing for the memories to go away. Thinking of Mark and Evelyn, his friends, was the epitome of idiocy this close to the teenager. Sages were very perceptive, even more so with people that were close to them.

Despite the threat, Seamus was powerless against it. His dreams of them had come back, and their loss was lately even more present at the back of his mind. Before he could avert it, his eyes lost their focus as one particular memory assailed him.

Having been watching her mentor attentively, Freya was quick to notice when his stare glazed and lost its focus. 

Tyr... Her call went unanswered, further adding to her concern.

Damn it! What’s wrong with Seamus? Frowning, she stood up from the velvet brown armchair and walked around the desk, prudently raising her hand to touch Seamus’s shoulder. Her fingers hesitantly moved closer, even as Freya bit her lip awkwardly.

She’d barely made contact with Seamus’s shoulder when his pain hit her with such force she was thrown backwards into the row of books. Freya collapsed on the floor, unconscious, while the recollection spread through her.

&&&

“Evelyn!” A male voice shouted through the fire. “Mark!” It called again.

There was a huge explosion and flames burst everywhere. Aside from the roar of the blaze, the silence was deafening, only adding to the eerie sensation the smoke created. 

Freya peered around, noticing everything as though in a vision. The familiarity of the scene was not lost on her, having lived it once before.

Through the flames, a shape appeared. It was Seamus, but a younger version with dirty clothing, barely in his mid-twenties. His blonde hair was glued to his face, and sweat dripped off his brow. He searched around frantically, his grey eyes widened with anguish and panic.  

“Mark! Evelyn!” he yelled. “Freya!”

Shouts answered him and he paused to listen, trying to pinpoint their location. From her vantage point, Freya watched his hand twitch as he scanned the area. Having found what he needed, he purposefully strode through the fire. She had to run to keep up with him, taking in the tension in him, the way his breath was coming out in ragged pants. 

The smoke is getting to him... Freya observed absentmindedly. 

Seamus reached a burning car, his eyes glistening more than before. The smoke was thick and heavy, and he coughed. Despite his discomfort, he stepped closer to the people within.

He placed his palms on the burning metal of the hood, and gritted his teeth. Freya’s eyes widened at the power emanating from his palms, a surge so strong it rippled across the metal, trying to leash in the fire. 

“Stop!” Seamus growled, and the blaze seemed to diminish for a moment. Before he even had a chance to speak, it burst higher, and he was slammed backwards by the force behind it.

The Sage recoiled back in shock. “Impossible...” he whispered.

“Very much possible,” a voice came from behind him. 

He turned towards it, then staggered back. “You! You are the cause of this!”

The shapes were dark, obscured by the smog, only a faint outline visible. Freya couldn’t see them any better than Seamus could, but she sensed his wrath as if it was a living thing.

Snarling, Seamus clasped his hands together, trying to grasp the air around and use it to his advantage. He struck forward, and energy escaped towards the attackers. 

“You scum!” he yelled as they disappeared. 

Seamus then turned back to the car, and a female voice called from within. “Seamus! Save her!”

Freya watched in a daze as pale hands streaked with cuts and smoke held a bundle wrapped in a dirty rag. Seamus rushed closer and reached out for the child handed to him – a raven-haired grey-eyed four-year-old baby. Freya gasped, seeing the woman’s hands, though she couldn’t see her face as well as she wished.

Seamus held the baby securely in his arms, wrapping his coat around tiny Freya’s face to shield her from the fire.

“Evelyn! Where’s Mark?”

A weak voice answered from within. “I’m here. Run, Seamus... Run before they come back.”

“You know... You know who they were, don’t you?” O’Keeffe whispered, and there was so much emotion in his tone, it seemed to strangle him.

“Yes. He sent them. And they’ll come back for Freya. Get her out of here, please,” Mark pleaded. “Leave us, just... just make sure she’s safe.”

“No!” Seamus’ eyes were filled with tears as he choked out, “I can save you, too!”

“There is no time,” Evelyn’s voice was wistful, but firm. “They will return, make no mistake. Save Freya!”

“Go!” Mark croaked from within, and the sound tore at Freya’s heart. “Run, Seamus. Do it for our friendship!”

Seamus shook his head, but another plea from them both was his undoing. Wordlessly, he nodded and, biting back tears, hugged the child closer.

“I’m sorry... Mark... Evelyn...” he whispered to the air.

Seamus turned and ran through the smoke, until his chest was ablaze and he dropped to his knees. He’d reached the end of the road when he turned and looked back. He witnessed the same two shapes coming out of the fire and raising their hands, blasting energy at the car simultaneously. 

Sobs burst past his lips, soon followed by the anguished groan of a hurt beast. “No...”

Seamus watched, powerless, as the flames consumed Freya’s parents. Movement in his arms drew his gaze to the tiny baby, and the ache in his heart eased ever-so. “Farewell, my friends. I will protect her as my own, I swear it.”
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Chapter 2
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TYR MOVED FROM THE spot in front of the fireplace, lifting its head in confusion at the scene playing in its mind. 

Isis!

The goddess was lounging on a chaise, absentmindedly twirling her hair as she stared into the flames. At the tiger’s panicked voice, she stood, frowning anxiously. “Did something happen?”

Seamus is losing control of his emotions.

“It may interest you to know that what you see has nothing to do with the old Sage.” 

Both beings turned to Osiris, whose darkening face hinted at nothing good. 

What do you mean?

“Freya has been attempting to unravel the dragon runes in the manuscript,” Osiris divulged. “Even without her awkward passes, the book has been speaking to her. Since the Vikings, the runes have enhanced her power, touching her spiritual – and physical – strength. It does not help that every night before she rests, she connects to the book, reading through it – ensuring you do not see it.”

Tyr could only stare back in shock, realizing the dangers associated with such actions even before the god thought fit to expand on them.

“Yes... If she continues, with every rune she absorbs, her powers will unleash more and more. Freya is not fit to control everything she is absorbing, and the power emanates from her without her knowing. She is affecting what surrounds her, including Seamus. It is not the old man’s fault that his memories latched on to Freya, desperate to answer her unspoken questions.”

She wants to find out everything about her past.

Tyr’s tone was flat, almost devoid of emotion, but the deep emerald-golden gaze shone ferociously.

“That may be so, but we can no longer deny she is much closer to the truth than before,” Isis intervened. “It may be time for you to be honest with the young one.”

No. Not yet.

“Tyr, Raksh is most definitely planning something,” Isis tried to argue. “What you saw last time will not be the end, it is simply not in his nature.”

“My beloved is correct. We have danced with this pest for eons. Freya needs to be aware of the full truth,” Osiris continued. “She has already seen the demon kill Brennan’s grandfather, it is long past due!”

She what? Tyr growled and when neither deity answered, moved closer. Tell me. 

Isis shared a look with her husband, before kneeling in front of the tiger. “Perhaps you have been blinded by your love for her, and no longer notice all that you should. Freya remembers your encounter with the demon, and has somehow witnessed the elder Wiseman’s death.”

Tyr was silent for a moment, then the green eyes glinted speculatively. Somehow?

“She cannot be a Dreamwalker,” Osiris interrupted, taking the hint. “That ability was lost eons ago.”

You know that is not true. Isis’ words resounded in his head, but the god uncharacteristically ignored his wife, in favor of the feline in their presence.

You do not know this young one well. Freya makes the impossible, possible.

“Have you ever thought,” Osiris gritted, “that perhaps it is you who does not know your precious charge?”

Tyr was not impressed by the thundering god. I will do this my way, or not at all. Neither of you has faced Raksh as I have. Stay out of this.

“Tyr,” Isis tried, “you are much too close to the matter and not thinking straight. Be careful.”

The tiger’s only response was a slight nod of the head.

&&&

O’Keeffe opened his eyes, blinking against the fog. His vision was impaired by the rivers of tears streaming down his cheeks, even as his chest squeezed painfully. 

He took two deep breaths to calm himself, then wiped at his face. “Freya?” he asked hoarsely. He cleared his throat, then attempted again. “Freya?”

When he received no response, the elder man hastily jumped to his feet and searched the office. Freya’s unmoving body was curled up on the floor a few feet away from the armchair she’d been sitting in moments earlier. An odd dizziness assailed him, but he fought it off. 

“No!” O’Keeffe yelled as he ran to her and dropped on his knees. “Freya, please wake up!”

It took her a few seconds, but then the teenager’s eyelids fluttered open and her dazed expression focused on Seamus’s face. Under his bemused gaze, the unfocused gleam in her eyes turned steely. 

“What happened?” Seamus gently asked her, helping her stand up. 

Freya shrugged out of the embrace abruptly, then walked to the window closest to her. Staring unseeingly at the beautiful castle’s grounds below, she shook with barely repressed fury at what she’d seen. 

Nothing – nothing! – could have prepared her for the sense of betrayal coursing through her. Freya had always known Seamus was holding back something about the way her parents died, but the extent of the camouflage left her flabbergasted – and more than a little pissed. 

Especially when his little story doesn’t even add up! 

Making sure her voice was steady, Freya spoke haltingly. “You zoned out in front of me, and I was worried. I tried to shake you out of it, but as soon as my fingers touched your shoulder, I was blasted away into the books and...” She left the phrase in suspense, wanting to see just how much she could find out before Seamus retreated back into his shell. 

“My memory was shared... You saw that, didn’t you?” O’Keeffe whispered, then audibly gulped. 

Freya turned to him hopefully. If he was admitting it, acknowledging that she’d witnessed what he desperately tried to hide, perhaps there was chance. She was prepared to forgive, if only he could be honest.

“It was my parents, wasn’t it?” she pressed, taking a few steps closer.

O’Keeffe, however, was avoiding her gaze. When he finally did meet it, his features were inscrutable. Realization dawned on Freya like a frigid shower, leaving her trembling. He still refuses to tell me anything. No matter what, he won’t...

She turned back to the window before her mentor could catch sight of her disappointment.

“Freya, I...” O’Keeffe started, then sighed. “Yes, it was your parents.”

“What happened that day?” Freya questioned neutrally, though inside she was boiling with anticipation.

“We were all driving to a cabin in the woods, to celebrate your birthday. I took a different car, and lost track of your parents’. There was an explosion on the highway, so much chaos... I could not find them, and my negligence was partly responsible for their deaths. By the time I got there, it was too late.” 

“Don’t lie!” Freya accused through gritted teeth, despite the calmness of her voice.

“I’m not, Freya!” Seamus denied, warring with emotions within. I cannot tell her the truth... She can’t know. Not yet. 

Nothing petrified him as much as the idea of Freya launching herself on a quest for vengeance she was nowhere close to achieving. 

“How did they really die?” Freya pressed, a frost he was unused to hearing in her voice.

Seamus only stared back, before declaring, “I... can’t tell you. I’m sorry, Freya, but I simply cannot.”

“Can’t or won’t?”

“What do you mean?” O’Keeffe frowned.

Freya’s back went rigid with anger at his continued lies. She spun to him, hair flying about her face, grey eyes blazing with rage. “You know full well what I mean, Seamus! For years now, you’ve lied, telling me you had to keep secrets because of a promise you made to my parents. Even months ago, you told me it was because you’d sworn to keep everything away from me until my eighteenth birthday!” She shook her head, stepping to him. “This memory speaks to just how much you’ve been hiding, stuff they didn’t ask you to! I’m asking you one last time, Seamus. No more secrets, please.”

O’Keeffe was taken aback, but unfazed. He was torn between a need to shelter Freya, and a very real want to instill some respect into her. In the end, old instincts won and he only shook his head. 

The corners of her lips turned into a sneer. “Of course you can’t!” Freya taunted bitterly. “Why would I even expect something different? You can hide as much as you want to, but they’re my parents, and I have the right to know!”

“I am sorry.” The words could not fully express the regret he felt. They were, however, the most Seamus could give this proud teenager that was unaware what she was asking for.

“So am I.”

Still fuming about his lack of cooperation, Freya walked past him, body taut with unspent energy. As she reached for the knob of the door, one last threat escaped her lips. “I am going to find out the truth. All of it.”

She then slammed the door behind her, the shock of it causing one of the large albums to fall on the floor, revealing a photo of Freya at her sixth birthday party.  

Tears filled O’Keeffe’s eyes when they fell upon it. “I am sorry. But I can’t risk losing you, too.”

&&&

“Argh!” Freya yelled as she punched her bedroom wall for the fourth time, her knuckles having grown red and nearly cracked already. 

After the encounter with Seamus, she’d furiously stormed on the fifth floor. Unable and unwilling to cry out her frustration, she set about beating it out of her sore body. 

Situated in the northern tower, Freya’s room was just above Seamus’s, with a magnificent view of the river. It was decorated quite simply, with a canopy bed and walls in beige, a huge closet and a place for Freya to store her weapons in.

I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry, Seamus’s words echoed in her head, and tears struck her eyes again. It wasn’t as if what he was hiding would be a revelation. She already knew Raksh had a hand in her parents’ death – or so he claimed. But it would’ve been nice to have the vote of confidence from her mentor, and no secrets between them. 

Freya furiously blinked to keep the tears away, and made to hit the wall again. Sam’s head popped through it, and she missed his head by inches. Breathing heavily, she cradled her right hand and rubbed it soothingly. 

“Freya... Are you okay?” Sam fretted, his whole body passing through the wall.

The teen nodded, not trusting herself to speak. Sam threw her a distressed look, floating closer. “Did you talk to Seamus?”

Again, he was answered by a brief incline of the head.

“And?”

Freya’s eyes met his, and Sam could see her sadness and anger in them. “I... I experienced this memory of Seamus’s... With my parents. The night they died, or were killed.”

“Killed!?” Sam’s gaze widened. “Freya, what do you mean?”

“I don’t know!” the Sage snapped, furiously shaking her head. “Seamus, as per usual, refused to tell me anything more!”

As soon as it came, the anger disappeared. Dismayed, Freya slid to the ground, her back to the wall, and grabbed her head in her hands.

Sam’s expression showed his pity for the one he considered a sister. “Freya, please calm down. Maybe... Maybe he’s right not to tell you.”

She raised her head, glaring at him through her tears. “Whose side are you on? You know what, don’t even answer. Just leave me alone.” When he seemed ready to dispute the order, she shouted, “Just go, Sam!”

After a slight hesitation, the spirit dematerialized, knowing it was best to leave the teen alone for the time being. Once he was truly gone, Freya got up and grabbed the nearest book to her, throwing it angrily to the other side of the room.

She then lay back in her previous position on the floor, choking out the tears. Resting her head on a bent knee, Freya finally let go of the pent up emotions, sobs wrecking her body until there were no more.

Freya...

Tyr! the Sage cried telepathically.

I know, child. I have seen what troubles you so, and I understand your need to grasp everything. You are too young at the moment, and do not yet realize what perils lie in wait.

Then tell me! Freya argued. Who can it serve if I don’t know things, and end up doing stupid stuff?

Tyr hesitated, but the Sage wasn’t about to drop it. How about we start with the demon I met after the fight with Cadmael? And the meeting I had with him – and you.

There was a silence, as though the tiger was trying to figure out how best to go about the situation. In the end, it regretfully admitted, Yes, Raksh is very much real, and involved in your parents’ death. No matter what, you have to know your parents were wonderful people. They loved you with all their hearts. You were their ray of sunshine, Freya. When the accident happened... They preferred death to ensure your safety. The car had crashed and they were blocked inside of it. They could not get out through the windows, because they were too small. They knew, however, that you were a priority.

Sensing a presence in the room, Freya slowly lifted her head from her hands and met Tyr’s caring gaze. 

White fur as smooth as velvet, golden-green eyes sparkling with emotions, the tiger stepped up to the Sage and nuzzled Freya’s cheek. Your past holds certain challenges you are not yet ready to face. This medallion and book you and Brennan have are not making things easier. 

The tiger paused, then asked, Why did you not confide in me? Regarding your dream of Thomas, and your recollection of Raksh.

Freya ducked her head in shame, mumbling, “I was afraid you would take that away from me, too.” 

I would never do such a thing, child. It was your mind that blocked what happened with the demon, not me. 

The Sage dared to peek at the tiger, reading sincerity in its expression. What I and Seamus are trying to do is shelter you, not limit you. But I see you do not accept my words, so here is a show of faith. That book you go to bed with every night, the dragon runes, are a path. I do not know how it unlocks the map to the relics, but I do know it will a perilous journey left for another time. Already, the book is changing you and altering your powers. You must be careful!

“Altering how?”

Your dreams, being able to tap into someone’s mind like with Seamus... You are widening your horizons. And it is not the best ability to develop when you have a demon intent on harming you and stealing what you now possess.

“But the castle keeps me safe.”

For now.

“Fine, I get it,” Freya muttered. “I’ll ease up on the runes. But what about the rest of it? I know now my parents were murdered, and that demon had something to do with it. I want revenge, Tyr.”

The tiger sighed at the fire burning in the Sage. I know you do. That is what both me and Seamus were attempting to prevent. But I know nothing I say will dissuade you from it. I only ask of you one promise – that you delay until the end of this new mission. 

Freya stared into the tiger’s eyes, then inclined her head. “All right. Agreed.”

Good. Now go to Seamus, he has something to tell you about the new case.

Freya was about to make a face, but at her guardian’s severe growl, let it go and slowly stood up. Before heading out of the room, she turned back and said, “Thanks, Tyr.”

The tiger gave her a warm look, then disappeared as soon as she was gone.

&&&

“What’s up?” Freya asked as she entered O’Keeffe’s office for the second time in as many hours.

The elder Sage whirled around in surprise. After she’d stormed out the way she had, he would not have expected to see Freya again during the day, regardless of what awaited them.

To his utter amazement, there were no glares or gritted jaws greeting him, only a determined stare. Observing Freya, Seamus realized she had no intention to bring up their earlier fight, and he felt his gut churn in response. If her red-rimmed eyes were any indication, she had cried, and heavily so. He hated hurting her, or being the cause of her anguish.

At the very least, this will ensure she will keep a clear head on the new mission. Heaving a sigh, O’Keeffe masked his own regrets, and turned to the floating ghost above his desk. 

“Go ahead, Sam. Tell Freya what you told me only moments ago.”

“Right,” the boy nodded, then fully faced Freya. “Do you remember your history about the leaders in the ghostly world of Spain?”

It took Freya a minute to sort through the muddle in her mind, then she caught on. “The conquistadors? Vaguely, yeah. You know my own track record with those spirits wasn’t very pleasant. Why do you ask?”

Sam grimaced in commiseration, recalling all too well what Freya alluded to. “Right, well, so you definitely recall then that they’re, shall we say, divided. Into cliques, if you will. It’s a system unique to the country, and something that hasn’t been a problem. Until now, that is. One of the groups is growing too powerful, and the others are bowing down to it.”

“Okay...” Freya dragged out the word, glancing between her two companions with a raised eyebrow. “And this is bad because of the large amount of people involved?”

“That,” Seamus intervened, “And a mysterious new presence.”

Freya held his gaze for a moment, sorting through all the statements she wanted to hurl at him. Taking a deep breath, she instead settled on, “So we’re off to Spain?”

Sam nodded hesitantly, glancing back and forth between Freya and Seamus. 

“Sweet!” the Sage grinned, all thoughts of her previous temper flare set aside. “When are we leaving?” 

“Not quite yet,” Seamus lifted a hand as though to stop her. “We still have to wait for one more person to arrive.”

“Say what?” Freya frowned, not understanding.

“We will need some assistance with this one,” O’Keeffe continued, avoiding her look.

“What for?” Freya protested, stepping closer to the desk. “I speak Spanish and we can handle whatever conquistador there is all alone.”

“No, not this one,” Seamus continued, stubborn as can be – and still not meeting her gaze.

“Do you know something I should?” Freya pushed through gritted teeth.

“Not at all. Just a bad feeling.”

Freya was about to comment, but something about the statement set her instincts prickling. “Hang on a second...” She peered suspiciously at her mentor. “Who exactly did you have in mind?” 

Seamus rubbed the back of his almost sheepishly, before meeting her eyes and admitting, “Brennan.” 

Freya was too stunned to say anything. The insufferable, arrogant prat was coming with them?

A nightmare. This has to be a nightmare.

“No. Bloody. Way!” she reacted, finally regaining control of her vocal chords.

“You are hardly in a position to decline, Freya,” Seamus chuckled. “He’s already on his way. In fact, if I’m not mistaken, his plane already landed. Brennan should be here any minute now.” 

“Seamus!” In a very child-like show of temper, Freya stomped her foot and whined. “I can’t work with him! He’s an–”

O’Keeffe lifted a hand to silence her. Ignoring her petulant expression, he continued, “Before you get started, I am pleading with you to please make an effort. For the sake of the mission.”

“I’ll make one if he does too,” the Sage scowled.

Five minutes later, there was a polite knock on the door and Freya groaned. She flopped down onto the armchair, sinking deep in the cushions as though they could swallow her whole.  

This should be interesting... Seamus mused as he watched the expression on his pupil’s face.
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Chapter 3
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“FREYA, do make an effort.”

The Sage glared at Seamus, to no avail. The elder man simply rolled his eyes and walked towards the door.

Freya tensed up, muttering under breath about unwelcome surprises, and sank that much deeper in the chair. Due to its colossal size, her form was completely hidden from anyone new entering the room, especially if they were at the other end of it. Stubbornly, she focused her gaze on the carpet, unwilling to stand and greet their guest.

She remembered Brennan and his help all too well, and though she was grateful, Freya was also confused. She knew more now about his past than she cared to, and especially about his grandfather and his untimely death. An odd sense of guilt and foreboding tugged at her, causing her stomach to plummet.

Nope, I’m definitely not ready for that conversation. 

A soft click snapped her out of her thoughts, and Freya cringed at the echo of footsteps entering the room.

A cocky voice then resonated. “Professor O’Keeffe, your castle is seriously the shit!”

“It’s good to see you too, Dublin,” Seamus chuckled.

“Oh, please, do call me Brennan. Works better on the ladies.”

Laughter answered him, causing Freya to grimace. This is going to be just great, she thought sarcastically. She’d forgotten how arrogant the newcomer sounded. 

“Had a good flight?” Seamus was asking. 

“More than good. Though I’ve been kind of worried about why you called me here...”

As Freya’s ears perked up, a head came from under the desk and whispered to her, “Why are you hiding?”

Freya nearly jumped out of the armchair, but restrained herself just in time. “Sam!” she hissed back furiously. “I am not hiding!” They were far enough from Seamus’ spot that they couldn’t be heard, but the Sage didn’t want to take chances.

“Oh, really?” the ghost grinned mischievously.

“Yes, really. I’m just delaying until Seamus and Brennan finish their little chat.”

Sam seated himself Indian-style in front of Freya, tilting his head to the side. “Why not just say hi?”

“Because I—” A look of realization dawned on Freya, stopping her mid-sentence. “Hang on a second! You knew!” The Sage threw Sam a suspicious glare. “You knew Brennan was coming and you didn’t say anything!”

Sam’s sheepish smile was more of an answer than his innocent, “Nope.”

“Why?” Freya whined. “Why would you do that to me?”

“Because you never asked. Besides, Brennan’s my friend too, so technically I should keep both his secrets and yours.”

Setting her jaw firmly, Freya muttered through gritted teeth, “You little... Sam, you’re lucky I can’t afford to move right now, else you’d be in a huge deal of trouble.”

Sam floated closer to Freya, taunting, “Luckily for me, though, you’re hiding and therefore won’t get up.”

Freya’s hands held onto the inside of the armchair so tightly her knuckles grew white, and she closed her eyes in a futile attempt to calm herself.

Am I to guess by the amount of anger I perceive that Brennan has arrived?

Freya’s shut eyes snapped open. You knew too?

A laugh echoed in her mind, then Tyr admitted, Of course I did, Freya. If you remember well, when you defeated your last enemy, a special bond was created between you and Brennan.

That, I won’t be forgetting, the Sage grumbled. She’d done her utmost in the last few weeks to keep that link tightly locked, and the Wiseman at bay. 

Choosing to ignore the grumpy teenager, the tiger said, Well, considering we are also telepathically linked, the bond now applies to me as well. 

Wait, what? Freya frowned, distracted from her annoyance by yet another piece of the puzzle. 

Tyr hesitated for a brief moment, but a nudge from their mental bond pulled the words out unwillingly. You remember the light that enveloped you and Brennan, coming from his necklace?

Yes.

Though it tried to stop speaking, Tyr found it was impossible. Once the connection was created between the two of you, it was also extended between me and Brennan.

Freya was stunned into silence at the new piece of information.

Yes. Now, if he is in trouble, I have come to his aid, unable to fight it.

But what about the emotional side? Freya questioned. You once said that we’ll be able to feel our emotions... Does that apply to you too?

With a sinking realization, Tyr figured out the reason behind its sudden honesty was tied in with the cursed book manuscript Freya had been dabbling in. Somehow, much as it had affected Seamus around the teenager, it was now doing the same to Tyr. 

Yes, the tiger answered gravely, wishing the Sage would stop with the questions. But I have blocked mine to ensure Brennan will not be able to feel them. I, however, will catch onto his regardless.

Freya was silent for a few seconds as the information sank in. So does that mean I have to tell Brennan about you?

I believe so, Freya. And it also means that you will have to cooperate. Both of you.

Tyr, he’s an egotistical prick! Besides that, he wasn’t able to save his grandfather, what makes you think he can help me? I can do this alone, and you know it.

The tiger pressed forth in Freya’s mind, as the words themselves didn’t sound like her. It only took a nudge to grasp the true reason behind her panic – the dream of Brennan’s grandfather. At the end of the day, Freya didn’t know how to reveal to the Wiseman what she’d witnessed, let alone be by his side as he coped with the newfound knowledge.

It was that which softened Tyr’s tone enough to say, That decision is for Seamus to take, Freya.

What!?

Your mentor has fought the ghosts for





































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





