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      Silver light shone down on the Darklands, casting long shadows over the nightmarish landscape.

      Elijah and I ran through the crystalline maze, weaving around the enormous obsidian and smokey quartz points, our boots crunching against crumbled gemstones. I felt the eyes of the Old Ones on my back, their anger burning into my flesh. I’d killed one of their creatures and now I was an outlaw in a lawless land.

      Only hours ago, the Celestial Morgana had pushed a relic—a fearsome predator with the head of a wolf, the antlers of a stag, and the body of a lion—through the veil into the Druid homeland where it proceeded to destroy everything in its path. I’d had two choices—let it carve through the Druid’s homeland or kill it. I’d done what any warrior, Natural or otherwise, would have done—I stabbed it through its twin hearts.

      Now we were on the way home, forced to run for our lives because of my actions. If I’d let Elijah help, he would have broken the pact between the Druids and the Old Ones and been exiled for it. My place would always be on Earth, so it seemed worth the cost, despite our current flight through the Darklands.

      Now, it was run or die.

      There were creatures other than relics who patrolled this lightless place—shadows, spirits, and monsters so ancient no one had ever laid eyes on them. I could sense them all around, watching us, lingering just beyond the pale.

      We paused at the edge of the rugged maze to catch our breath. The air was thick and the atmosphere pushed down on our shoulders like boulders. Everything was harder, even my abilities seemed a little farther away than usual.

      I pressed my palm against stone, but it was cold to the touch. Like last time, I couldn’t feel any warmth in this world. It teemed with dangerous life, even though scarce light touched its surface.

      The laws that governed life as we knew it didn’t seem to hold here and it made things all the more uncertain.

      “Do we have to go as far as the forest?” I murmured, glancing at Elijah. It had taken us two days to find our way to Thríbhís Mhór, and I was dreading the way back.

      “We can’t just open the portal from anywhere,” he reminded me. “We could end up on an alternate Earth…or inside a wall.”

      “So, it’s back to the hill or nowhere at all.”

      He nodded. “We’re making good time.”

      “Your Colours?”

      He’d only just begun to recover them after the ritual at Brionglóid Henge in the Druid homeland, Thríbhís Mhór. It would take time before they returned completely, but that was the thing about our predicament—we didn’t have time to wait.

      “They’ll hold,” he replied. “We just have to get the portal open.”

      Morgana was still out there and there was no telling when she might pop up. An immortal, borderline insane Celestial being was after us. It was Earth or bust. Literally.

      “Can you feel that?” I rubbed my hand over the back of my neck and shivered.

      Elijah scanned the forest ahead. “We better keep moving.”

      An enraged roar echoed from the maze behind us and we took off, not wanting to be anywhere near the crystals when the relics caught up to us. One was bad enough, but two? Three? A whole horde? Running sounded like a good idea.

      We broke through the tree line and began to pick our way through the tangled woodland. Our progress was slow, hampered by centuries of unhindered growth. We’d traded one maze for another, but at least this one was familiar despite the black hue.

      Hours passed, and I almost believed we were going to pass unhindered when my power began to zap through my veins. I was picking up on something that was growing in the shadows—figures, spirits, the empty husks known as the Unworthy.

      Remembering our first trip here, and the lost souls the Darklands had claimed for its shadow army, I quickened my steps to catch up with Elijah.

      He faltered in front of me and I knew he felt them, too. Still, I did the one thing people shouldn’t do when they sensed something with murderous intent was stalking them.

      I looked back.

      Shadows swarmed after us like a thick cloud, wrapping around trees, oozing through gaps we had no hope of passing.

      This was bad, but not just any bad. It was the ultimate bad.

      We bolted, driven forwards by a primal need for survival. We hadn’t come this far only to become empty husks.

      Ahead, Elijah skidded as the shadow people poured over our path. He made a sharp right then leapt over a fallen log. I followed, my palm scraping on black lichen as I vaulted over the decaying tree.

      There was no time to think, to cry out, to ask if he knew the way back to the hill. The shadows were on our tail and one misstep could see us overwhelmed. All we could do was run for our lives.

      We swatted away thick vines and ducked underneath low hanging branches. I clambered over protruding roots and sharp rocks. We slipped along slimy black moss. Our breath quickened as the shadows closed in on us.

      Just when I thought we’d become lost, we broke into clear ground, our boots thudding on springy pitch-coloured grass. Ahead, the ground began to rise into a clear sky.

      The hill.

      “Open the portal,” I shouted to Elijah. “I’ll hold them back!” He glanced over his shoulder, his eyes wild. “I’m right behind you.”

      Turning, I threw up my hands and cast a web of Light towards our pursuers. Gold shimmered brightly as the lost souls collided with it. The force of their blows shook the web, nearly knocking me over.

      I felt Elijah call on his Colours, coaxing the portal to form, but without joining with my Druid Triune it wouldn’t open completely.

      Shadows gathered around my Light, scraping and clawing, sucking the power from my fingertips. I was keeping them from overwhelming us, but in doing so, I was giving them exactly what they needed to grow stronger.

      We just needed enough time to open the portal. Just a few more moments…

      “Madeleine!”

      I grabbed Elijah’s hand and our Colours linked. The portal snapped open and I let go of my Light. The web faded and shadows rushed us with unbelievable speed.

      I wrapped my arms around Elijah, and with a burst of energy, I propelled us through the rippling surface and away from the Darklands.

      We landed in a heap, rolling over cobblestones and smashing into a wall. Behind us, the portal closed with a crack that forced my hands over my ears. Shadowy figures were sliced in half, dissipating into a cloud of black vapour. Talk about a close call.

      I took a deep breath, my lungs filling with damp air, and turned to Elijah. Blood trickled down his forehead and he shook me away as I went to grasp his face so I could see how bad it was.

      “I’m fine,” he said. “It’s just a scratch. We made it, that’s all that matters.”

      Letting him have his way, I pushed to my feet and looked at where the portal had dumped us back on Earth.

      We were in a house or ruin of some kind. Rubble lay everywhere, strewn across the room like something huge had smashed its way through the roof. Above, murky sunlight crept through, lighting the confined space.

      I pressed my hand against my T-shirt, feeling for the crystal the Lady of the Lake had given me. It was still there, fastened in place by a silver chain. Inside the shard of clear quartz was a simple white flower. Almost identical to a forget-me-not, it was the only thing that could end a Celestial being’s life.

      Everything depended on this small bloom. Such a simple thing. If I’d lost it, defeat was imminent.

      “Where are we?” I whispered, my voice bouncing off stone.

      “Exactly where we left,” Elijah replied. “Your parents’ workshop.”

      I gasped and flattened my palms against the wall. This was the last place I’d seen my parents alive. Morgana was bombarding South Bridge as we opened the portal, but they wouldn’t come. Their research was more important. They…

      “They made it out,” Elijah said. “I know they did.”

      “How do you know?” The vault was full of rubble, but we’d landed in a pocket of space likely held open by the residue of the portal. At least, I hoped so. The roof looked like it was going to collapse at any moment.

      He grimaced.

      “Elijah.”

      “There are no bodies,” he said reluctantly.

      I bit my tongue and began to search for a way out. We weren’t far from the street, so I hoped there wasn’t too far to go. I’d had more than enough for one day.

      Together, we clawed our way through the rubble, pushing aside bluestone blocks with our powers. Elijah struggled with the unpredictable way his Colours were manifesting, but I helped him through.

      Soon, we reached open air and clambered up to street level, but the rubble didn’t end there. I stood on a block of sandstone, my gaze falling on an unfamiliar sight.

      The destruction was catastrophic. South Bridge and the houses, shops, and bars which lined it had collapsed. The streets had been blocked off with temporary fencing and construction crews had already begun the arduous task of clearing away the debris.

      Police and security personnel patrolled roadblocks, directing curious humans away from the scene. I stopped to read the signs fixed to the fencing, my heart breaking. Danger. Do Not Enter: This area is unstable and may cause injury or death. Maximum penalties apply.

      I had no words. How could anyone survive this? The whole area was torn open. Not even in the eight hundred years the Naturals had warred with the Dark had things bled into the human world like this.

      Tears stung my eyes as I wove a cloak around us. The reality of what we faced was setting in and guilt stabbed my heart.

      “Madeleine,” Elijah murmured, taking my hand.

      “There’s nothing left,” I whispered, completely numb. “It’s flattened. The whole bridge…”

      He paused for a moment. “We can’t linger.”

      I nodded, allowing him to help me down off the sandstone and through the temporary fencing. With my cloak wrapped around us, we passed unseen by the police officers who were pushing back curious humans.

      “Clear the area,” one officer shouted, “or I’ll have to fine you for obstructing emergency services.”

      We began to move away from the scene, headed towards the outskirts of Edinburgh. Hanging around was a bad idea—the Dark could be watching.

      Moving along Cowgate to Greyfriars, we approached the kirkyard, overly conscious that the ordinarily busy streets were empty. It was in this moment that I sensed the approach of something more than human.

      In my shocked and exhausted state, I wasn’t quite sure what it was. I drew my arondight blade and the links connected in a shower of silver and red sparks.

      Elijah placed his hand on my shoulder. “It’s okay,” he whispered. “It’s your parents.”

      I blinked, my heart skipping several beats as I caught sight of Bethany and Edward Greenbriar slinking out of a bin-lined Close, and my sword retracted.

      The moment my mother wound her arms around my neck, I forgot all our past quarrels. Dad stood behind her and patted my shoulder, content to let her do all the hugging for him.

      “You made it,” I breathed.

      “By the skin of our teeth,” she said, drawing back. “Your father’s Light saved us.”

      “The vault came down just after you went through the portal,” he explained. “I had to cast a web to keep the ceiling from crushing us.”

      I blinked but couldn’t picture it. “How did you get away from Morgana?”

      “I think it was the residue from the portal that masked our escape.”

      “We kept our heads down, hoping you’d both reappear sooner or later,” Mum added. “And here you are.”

      “We need to get off the street,” Elijah said, looking at the sky. “Morgana could be watching for us.”

      “We’re using a safe house in the south of the city,” my father told us. “We’ll make our way there and contact Camelot.”

      “We have a car,” Mum said, ushering us down a tight close. “This way.”

      “Thank the Light,” I said with a sigh. “We’ve been running for the last twenty-four hours.”

      “And the rest,” Elijah added.

      Mum glanced between us, her brow furrowing. “Dare I ask?”

      I shook my head. “You wouldn’t believe us even if we told you.”

      “We’ve spent our lives fighting demons from another world,” she replied slowly. “I’d believe anything after all that.”

      As we disappeared amongst the streets of Edinburgh, I glanced at the sky, hoping the stars were looking the other way. If Morgana knew we’d returned, I didn’t dare think about what she’d do when she found us.

      I pressed my palm against the crystal flower. We were so close, yet so far.
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      The safe house was a small, unassuming cottage on the outskirts of Edinburgh.

      Sitting at the table in the equally tiny kitchen, I watched Elijah shovel food into his mouth, stunned at his enthusiasm for scrambled eggs and beans.

      “You’re not hungry, Madeleine?” Mum asked as she held out the frying pan.

      I shook my head. “I’m not hungry.”

      “Nonsense. You need to eat something.”

      I grimaced, knowing she wasn’t going to like my explanation. “Ever since I became a Triune, my appetite isn’t what it used to be.”

      Her smile faded. “Oh…”

      Dad gestured to her and held out his plate. “I’ll finish the eggs off, sweetheart.”

      Elijah looked up from his breakfast and offered me a half-smile as my mother sat a teacup of the in front of me. We might be Naturals, but we were still English.

      “Did you find the Druids?” Dad asked. “I assume you did because you made your way back.” He gave Elijah a knowing look.

      “My Colours are returning,” he told them. “Slowly, but they were still there.”

      “And the Lady of the Lake?” Mum asked as she sat down.

      “I met her,” I replied.

      Dad’s fork stopped halfway into his mouth and a sliver of egg slipped and plopped onto the table.

      “It’s a long story,” I muttered. A long story I simply didn’t have the strength to tell. My mind was firmly locked on the crystal hanging beneath my T-shirt.

      “Well,” Elijah said. “The long and the short of it is…”

      I cradled the cup against my chest as he gave my parents the abridged version of our time away. I tuned out, my mind going back to the destruction at South Bridge. A flower could stop all that? I just didn’t get it.

      “What are the newspapers saying?” I asked, abruptly interrupting Dad’s incessant questioning about the Darklands.

      “The media is reporting it as another earthquake,” Mum told me. “Their scientists are trying to link the activity to the volcano.”

      “After Morgana made the magma rise, they just might find their evidence,” Dad added. “At least the truth of what the world faces is still a secret. The last thing we need is military response.”

      “Or disclosure,” Mum declared. “If humanity learned of the supernatural, I loathe to think what will happen to us.”

      Elijah grunted. “Live autopsies.”

      I was only half-listening, but his wry joke brought me back. “Trust you to say that.”

      “Has there been any other activity?” the Druid asked.

      “None,” Dad replied. “Things have gone quiet, but Greer might have more to say on the matter. We’ve been isolated from most of the goings-on up here.”

      “How many,” I whispered.

      “How many what?” Dad asked with a frown.

      “Lives,” I snarled. “How many lives were lost at the bridge?”

      He glanced at my mother. “Eight with fifty-three taken to hospital with minor injuries.”

      My blood ran cold and I wasn’t sure if I was going to explode or crumble.

      “It could have been much worse,” Mum told me. “Once the tremors began, people evacuated.”

      “It doesn’t matter,” I cried. “We’re supposed to protect them. One life is too many.”

      “We couldn’t have stopped her, even if we tried,” Elijah said, laying his hand on mine. “We have a chance to end this for good, but we can’t stop everything.”

      “Bad things are going to happen,” Dad murmured. “We all grew up with war, sweetheart. It’s not nice, but losses are to be expected.”

      “To be expected?” I scoffed, slamming my cup of tea onto the table. Brown liquid sloshed over the edge, pooling on the wood.

      “Madeleine,” Mum began, but Elijah gestured for her to calm.

      “Let’s take a breath,” he said, ever the voice of reason. “We’ll contact Camelot and let them know we made it. We’ll return as soon as we can. I think we might feel better amongst friends.”

      “And behind an illusion, a barrier, and a small army,” Mum added. “It’s no Avalon, but it just might be the next best thing.”

      I gritted my teeth and rose to my feet. Everyone was staring at me, waiting to see what I’d say—or if I’d explode.

      I didn’t know what it was about this world, but I felt disconnected here. In Thríbhís Mhór, I fed off the calm and simple way the Druids lived and thrived. Here, even within the denseness of the city, my anxiety was off the charts. It was a far cry from the days I longed to patrol the streets of London fighting demons.

      I was born a Natural, but now I was a Triune, and I felt more in tune with the Druids. I wondered why that was.

      “I need some air,” I said, snapping back into reality. The cottage was so small, the air was stifling.

      “Madeleine, we know this is a difficult time—” Mum began.

      “I’m not angry at you,” I interrupted. “I just… The last week has been a lot to deal with.” I swallowed hard and pushed out the backdoor.

      Outside, the garden was a tangle of weeds and thistles. If there’d been any flowers or lawn, it was a long time since either had seen the fleeting Scottish sun. Landscaping was low on the Naturals’ priority list. First came demon hunting. Second came demon hunting. There was only one way the list went, and weeding didn’t rate a mention.

      The door opened behind me and I sensed Elijah as he edged through the gap. He stood beside me, frowning at the state of the garden. Plants were a Druid thing.

      “I know I’m taking this way too hard…” I began, but he shook his head.

      “You aren’t.”

      “Then why aren’t you upset?”

      “We are upset, but we can’t let it consume us.”

      “Innocent people died because we needed a portal. It seems selfish to me.”

      “Morgana killed them,” he told me. “We did everything we could.”

      “The Codex preaches about love and honour, and the Twin Flames had to merge with nothing but true love in their hearts, but I can’t see it. We’re still human at our core.”

      “You’re not human,” he murmured. “And neither am I.”

      I scowled and shook my head. “I’m one-third Natural, and Naturals were created from humanity.”

      Elijah watched me carefully, his Colours stirring. It felt like he was sifting through my emotions, searching for something.

      “Stop that,” I snapped.

      He sighed and moved closer. “You’re afraid the Naturals are going to blame you for what happened at the bridge.”

      I looked away, focusing my gaze on the bottom of the garden. With my history, how could I not? I was uncomfortable in my own skin before I became a Triune, and afterwards, it seemed amplified. The only thing I knew was fighting, but even that was beyond me after seeing the cost of war at South Bridge.

      “I’m trying to be strong, like—” I clamped my mouth shut. Like Scarlett. “But I’m not.”

      “You are strong, Madeleine. You don’t have to be like anyone else,” he murmured. “Only you could have gotten this far, and it’s not because of what you’ve become, but who. A few weeks ago, you couldn’t even tell me how you felt. Now…” His fingertips grazed over my arm where his prism warmed my skin.

      “It’s just… That time away in the homeland made everything seem so far away and the first thing we see when we come back is death and destruction. It was terrible and that was nothing compared to what she could do to the entire world. It shocked me, Elijah. Knowing and seeing are so different.”

      “The Lady of the Lake trusts you,” he said. “She knows this fight isn’t going to be easy, and we can’t expect it to be, either. We have to keep moving and face it with courage.”

      “I’m tired of fighting,” I whispered.

      “So am I,” he replied. “So am I.”

      I sucked in a deep breath, relishing the light air of Earth and the crispness of the Scottish Lowlands. Winter was upon us, and snow would soon follow. What a time to be fighting with fire.

      “Well,” I said, “at least my parents seem to like you now.”

      Elijah laughed and ran his hand over his face. “Well, we have to start somewhere.”

      “Like going back to Camelot as soon as possible?”

      “Madeleine, we haven’t rested in days,” he said. “Not since the night before the ritual.”

      “I feel fine,” I declared.

      “I know you just want the best for everyone, but…” Elijah’s lips thinned. “It’s been a long time since… Well, I’m not used to it, is all.”

      I hesitated, realisation hitting me square in the face. Elijah wasn’t as powerful as he had been as a demon-hybrid, nor was he anywhere near his full strength as a Druid. We’d been through so much in the past six months, I’d forgotten all about his struggles. I was so selfish.

      “I’m sorry,” I said with a groan. “I forget how much you’ve been through. I’m an epic bitch.”

      “You’re focused on Morgana. I get it.”

      “It’s not an excuse.” I cupped his face in my hand, my thumb scratching over his stubbled jaw. “I’ve pushed you too far.”

      His lips quirked. “Just remember some of us have to stop to eat and sleep.”

      The cottage was cloaked with a thousand layers of wards and illusions that had been built up over time. There was little chance we’d be found, unless someone knew where to look. If Morgana was searching for us, it would be like trying to find a needle in a haystack. At least, I hoped that was the case.

      “We’ve got a moment,” Elijah added. “Studying that flower is going to take time. Besides, we need a strategy if we’re going to use it.”

      “You’ve got a point.”

      “I am a Druid,” he declared. “Man, it feels good to say it like that.”

      “With certainty?” I smiled and felt his Colours brush against my matching Triune.

      He nodded. “Oh, and Edward is on the phone with Camelot now. They’ll expect us tomorrow or the day after.”

      I raised my eyebrows. “Oh, so it’s Edward now. Not Mr. Greenbriar.”

      “I like to think he’s into me because of my wit and charm, not my portal opening Colours.”

      “Me too,” I said as he ushered me inside. “Me too.”
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      I lay in an unfamiliar bed, staring at an unfamiliar ceiling. The sheets were scratchy and smelt a little musty. I narrowed my eyes at the small silver Lady of the Lake statue that sat on the mantle over the fireplace. The Celestial was just as difficult as Merlin when it came to explaining things. No one could give anyone straight answers—it was always about the journey.

      I was so tired of ‘journeys’.

      Elijah lay beside me, his chest rising and falling as he slept. My eyes drooped, lulled by his complete lack of snoring. How did I get so lucky? A boyfriend with clear sinuses was like finding a unicorn fart in the wind.

      The room shimmered, my vision sparkled with stars, and I cursed under my breath. Shenanigans were afoot and my arondight blade was on the floor, just out of reach.

      Elijah had told me once that I didn’t need a sword to fight. A sword was a tool, not the source of my power—it came from within, from my soul.

      I sat up, squinting as the walls began to melt away. A valley appeared before me and I climbed out of bed, my feet burying into soft, springy grass. I am not afraid.

      I was in Avalon.

      Blinking, I turned to find Elijah and the bed were gone.

      “I knew sleep would take you sooner or later.”

      The Lady of the Lake’s voice tricked over me like crystalline water and I looked over my shoulder. She was sitting on the edge of a stone, looking over the valley to the lake beyond. Her silver hair fluttered in the breeze, sparkling like it was woven with a trillion diamonds.

      I closed my eyes for a moment and said a silent prayer. Just one good night’s sleep was all I asked.

      Sighing, I went and sat beside her. Who was I to deny the creator of the Naturals? She was a Celestial being, after all. Granted, she wasn’t Morgana, but her power was just as palpable.

      “I’m having another one of those freaky dreams again, aren’t I?” I asked, overly conscious I was wearing only a T-shirt and underpants. “The kind were I’m really talking to my subconscious.”

      “Perhaps…” she said. “There’s something you need to understand, but does it really matter how the truth is delivered?”

      “I stopped wondering about those things months ago,” I told her. “I used to live in an extraordinary world, now I live in… well, whatever comes after that.”

      The Lady smiled, her skin shimmering with translucent stardust.

      “If I’d known you were going to call, I would have put on some trousers.”

      “To talk to your subconscious?”

      “You make an excellent point.”

      Together, we watched the light play across Ynys Wydryn—the Isle of Glass. Whatever it was I had to understand via this little dream was beyond me, but I was glad to remember Avalon. It was such a beautiful, peaceful place.

      “I’ve been on Earth less than a day and I’m already moody,” I mused. “Why is that?”

      “Your Light and Dark Triunes are at war with one another,” the Lady replied. “In your world, it has always been thus. In Thríbhís Mhór, there has only been peace for the Druids.”

      “That explains a lot.”

      “You already understood this, Madeleine.”

      “And there’s the punchline,” I scoffed and clapped my hands together. “What else do I need to know?”

      She smiled and picked up a strand of my black hair. “You tell me.”

      “You came to Earth once before.” I didn’t know where the statement came from, but something inside me wanted to say it.

      “A thousand years before Camelot,” she said. “When the first Naturals rose.”

      “Were you here after that? Or was Avalon always where you lived?”

      “I came to Earth many times to see how my children were faring,” she replied. “The last time… I broke a pact I vowed to uphold for eternity…” I wondered if I was still speaking to my mind or to the Lady herself. It was difficult to tell what was real these days.

      “When I
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