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CHAPTER 1

Willow
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“ANCESTORS, WE ASK that you will welcome Mathilda with open arms and watch over her.” Alistair’s voice shook and tears fell from his bloodshot eyes. 

Mathilda’s burial was a somber affair. Everyone’s emotions were still raw, open wounds and jagged edges. When Alistair, Mathilda’s father, invoked the ancestors to watch over her, Zoriana sobbed loudly. Anxious seconds had ticked by with Willow afraid that Zoriana would hurl herself on her daughter’s casket and demand to be buried alive with her. A few times, glimpses of Zoriana’s white hot anger poked through the heavy cloak of her consuming grief, and Willow nearly felt sorry for Morgana. Whatever hell Zoriana had planned for her would be unimaginable.

Again, Willow thought how cruel it was that a parent should have to bury a child. It had been hard at nine years-old to watch her mother be lowered six feet into the earth, but she couldn’t imagine the heartache, agony and rage that could be borne of having to bury a part of yourself, a child that had grown in your womb and gathered life and sustenance from your body for nine months. A shiver ran up her spine at the thought and she wrapped her arms around her body. Eli draped his arm across her shoulders, and she leaned into him.

After the ceremony he teleported them to the Walker house. As they walked to his rooms, she saw the hint of a purplish discoloration that marked his neck peeking out above his collar. Earlier, when he dressed for the funeral after the daily sparring match with Phaedra, she’d seen the fresh bruises he sported. If he wanted to he could choose to heal them or make them disappear, but she knew he wore the blue-black bruises as penance for not being there to save Mathilda. 

They entered his apartment in silence. He was already tugging off his tie as he walked towards the bedroom. She lingered in the living room. The fact that she had yet to share with everyone her disturbing conversation with Morgana before everything happened weighed on her. Making the decision that she could no longer wait, she entered the bedroom. 

Eli looked up at her as his nimble fingers unbuttoned his shirt.

“We need to talk.”

He looked at her with his eyes full of questions.

“What I mean is that I need to talk to all of you. There are things that Morgana told me in the tomb that I haven’t shared.”

He opened up his mouth to say something, and she hurried along in her explanation. 

“Before you ask, I haven’t said anything before now because it didn’t seem like the right time... everyone was grieving... everyone is still grieving, but I can’t wait any longer.” Her fingers twisted themselves in knots as she looked at him.

His mouth was set in a grim line as he continued to change his clothes, moving from his funeral attire to jeans and a t-shirt. “I’ll gather everyone.” He slipped his shirt over his head. “The sooner we know everything, the quicker we can act.”

A rush of relief flooded her. She hadn’t realized how tired she was of carrying all of that around. Maybe she’d been tired of carrying everything around alone? 

“You know where to find us?” He kissed her forehead and left the room.

All she could do was nod as anxiety assailed her over how the others would handle the information.


After Eli left to round up the others, she stripped off her dress and put on


jeans and a tank top. Unconsciously, her fingers found their way to the snake pendant that dangled from her necklace. She rubbed the silver piece of jewelry and briefly thought of her mother. The day after Mathilda was killed she’d finished reading all of her mother’s letters, wanting to see if there was anything contained in the letters that might have been useful in preventing her or Ulrik’s death. It was a relief and a burden not to have found anything within the letters.   Twenty minutes later, she walked into the room that had come to be known as their training room. Phaedra and Eli stood, and Max sat in a chair. It felt weird to walk into the room and not see the whole group. She shut the door behind her, not bothering to offer a smile like she normally would have. They’d grown quiet the minute she entered the room. It felt like an endless journey as she crossed the room and approached them, their eyes watching her every step.

“Elias said you wanted to share some things about Morgana.” Phaedra jumped right into it. 

She couldn’t blame her, but she took a moment to check on Max. “How are you feeling?”

He gave her one of his signature Max smiles. “I’m good. All the silver is finally out of my system.” The good news about his health uplifted her spirit.

Her attention went back to Phaedra. “Yes, I do... Morgana said some things before...” She trailed off. The silence in the room was heavy with her unsaid words. She cleared her throat and continued on. “Morgana said some troubling things... some things were regarding Mathilda.”

“What did that venomous bitch have to say about Mathilda?”

Everyone’s heads whipped around to find Zoriana standing in the doorway. Her eyes were red-rimmed and puffy, but she looked like a warrior, ready to fight.

“Zoriana... we hadn’t expected you to...” Eli started, before she cut him off.

“To what?” She looked at each of them. “I’m still part of The Protectors right? A meeting was called, and I’m here. I want to hear what that piece of trash had to say about my daughter.” Her chest rose and fell in agitation, and the fierce, rigid stance she erected belied the well of grief Willow knew was right below the surface. The only thing that gave her away, were the tears that glistened in her eyes. “Go on Willow, what were you saying?”

There was a long pause before Willow shook herself from her stupor and continued on. “Morgana mentioned how after Mathilda’s big blow up with you... that we all overheard...” Willow’s eyes darted over to Zoriana for a brief second to gauge her reaction. When she saw the hard scowl she wore she dropped her gaze and kept talking. “When Mathilda fled into the woods that day, she stumbled on Morgana talking to Killian. She couldn’t let her get back to camp and tell us what she saw so she used a spell to put Mathilda to sleep.” She’d resumed looking at each of them during different parts of her story, with the exception of Zoriana. The others grew upset over what she revealed.

“How was she able to speak to Killian without him figuring out where we were or using another witch to figure it out?” Phaedra asked the practical question.

“She said she’d devised a way. I assumed it was some sort of spell. I didn’t ask her to elaborate.” It was hard keeping the irritation at the question out of her tone. Her frustration wasn’t with Phaedra. It was more so directed at herself. Morgana had been forthcoming with so many answers that night. Why hadn’t she thought to ask that question? When she was sure no one else was about to lob another question at her, she picked up where she left off. “She said she gave Mathilda a forget potion.”

The minute she said that Eli, Phaedra and Zoriana verbally and mentally began to chastise themselves. 

“How did I not see it?” Zoriana said out loud, but to no one in particular. She looked off and appeared to be thinking about the different moments when she should have caught onto something being wrong.

“Don’t beat yourself up. She had us all fooled.” Willow tried to offer. It was easier to say than to do. They’d all been playing this ‘what if’ game since everything had happened. What if I’d realized sooner? What if I’d just come into the tomb earlier? What if I’d seen Morgana for who she really is?

She more than anyone had been feeling that there was more she could have done. She’d been right there in the cave when it happened.

“Dosing her with the forget potion allowed her to keep Mathilda from remembering.” 

“The forget potion explains a piece of that, but not why Mathilda stayed angry so long.” Phaedra theorized once again. 

“Morgana brewed another potion that would keep her angry at you.” This time she looked directly at Zoriana when she spoke. “She knew if she kept the feud going and Mathilda stayed upset with you...”

A tear fell down Zoriana’s cheek before she finished Willow’s sentence, “... she’d never forgive me or want to confide in me.”

“Plus, it would allow her to stay close and keep tabs, in case any of the potions ever seemed like they were wearing off.” It was agonizing watching Zoriana have the revelation that her daughter was kept from reconciling with her by a person she’d trusted and loved.

“She said Ulrik recognized the effects of the potion the day at the apartment in Egypt. It was one of the reason’s she killed him. Besides the fact that Killian wanted him dead for a while.”

Another wave of sadness engulfed them as they thought about their fallen friend. Even though they’d known him only for a short while, he’d proven to be a true ally, despite being a vampire. Willow thought of her goodbye to Anippe before they finally left Egypt. The young woman was bereft over his loss.

“There’s more. She originally tried to kill Ulrik the day we fought Katana and her pack of vampires at the ruins.”

“That explains the weird look on his face when he covered for her. He was probably trying to figure out if it was in his head, a mistake or if she’d really tried to kill him.” Eli mused over the situation. “I wished he’d shared his suspicion with us.”

Zoriana snorted. “He probably didn’t think he could since she was one of us.” At saying the words ‘one of us’, Zoriana looked like she wanted to spit, like the words had a left a bad taste in her mouth. “How do you think we would have reacted to his accusation? He knew we already considered him an outsider. Sharing his conspiracy theory with us at that point would have ostracized him even further. The assumption about one of our own...” She shook her head. “He was trying to gather more clues, more evidence before he would approach with something that damning so we wouldn’t turn on him.”

No one could deny that Zoriana was right. If Ulrik had come to them with that tale they would have taken up weapons against him to defend Morgana.

Max seemed to land on something that was puzzling him. “Her wanting to kill Ulrik at that time makes sense, but why hurt the other vampires during that fight if she was working with them?”

“That’s where it gets interesting. Killian must have been growing impatient with Morgana, because he’d sent Katana there to grab the book and me. If she’d been successful, whatever deal they’d struck would have been dead in the water. Morgana hurt them that day to force Katana to leave. She said that if she provided Killian with The Book of Prophecy and me, then he would reward her with what she wanted. When I asked what that was and why she would betray all of us, she just old me we would find out soon enough.”

Everything she shared so far only seemed to raise more questions for everyone. She’d hoped that someone might have some insight, but it was clear, whatever answers they were going to find were outside the group. There was just one last thought she needed to share.

“One of the things that confused me about that conversation was the way she reacted to your relationship, your bond with Mathilda. It was like she was envious of the closeness you guys shared as mother and daughter.” She addressed Zoriana before turning to Eli. “I know you said she was an orphan, but maybe there is something in Morgana’s past or something about her parents that might help shed light on why she did this.”

“I know exactly who’s going to give us answers.” The determined look on Eli’s face let her know that they would get the answers they sought.
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CHAPTER 2

Eli
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THERE WOULDN’T BE any following protocol today. They deserved answers and wanted them now. The moment he’d heard Willow mention Morgana being jealous of the bond between Zoriana and Mathilda, he knew The Council would have more information. Maybe not all of them, but he was certain his father and Cora would know about her parentage or if there was anything there worth taking a look at. They weren’t leaving that chamber until the Elders spilled their guts. If there was stuff they knew that they’d kept hidden, they were just as responsible for Mathilda’s death as Morgana.

Forcefully, he pushed open the door and walked into the room with the others right behind him. Archie severely out of breath staggered into the room a few seconds later. 

“I tried...” He wheezed out. “I tried to stop...” The old man bent over and gulped in air. Everyone in the room waited patiently for him to catch his breath. “I tried to stop them since they didn’t have an appointment.”

His father had stood from his chair the minute they marched in unannounced. “It’s fine Archibald. We’ll take it from here.”

Archie’s face was still flushed and red as he gave Eli a withering look before he departed. Any other day Eli would have smirked or laughed, but not today.

“What’s the meaning of this intrusion?” His father’s tone started out a bit hostile, but when his eyes landed on Zoriana the harshness evaporated. 

Cora sat upon the dais next to his father. She didn’t seem the least bit surprised by their unanticipated arrival. Maybe for her it wasn’t unexpected.

Before he could launch into the reason behind their abrupt arrival, his father spoke. “We wish to offer you our condolences...” He must have heard how canned and rehearsed he sounded, like a politician and not like a grieving uncle because he cleared his throat and his voice sounded sincere before he spoke again. “I can’t tell you how saddened Josephine and I are over the loss of Mathilda. She was such a vibrant young woman... I know she would have gone on to do wonderful things.”

Zoriana stood next to him. Her body vibrated with a mixture of grief and anger that ran through her veins. He wasn’t looking at her, but was sure she was doing her best to display a measure of calm and control she didn’t quite feel. It was evident when she found them discussing Morgana. She gave his father a curt nod. He used that time to explain why they were there.

“I believe we’re owed some answers.” He stared into his father’s eyes.

“Answers to what?”

Does he really want to play this game?

The smartass remark died on his lips when Cora opened her mouth.

“They’re here for answers about Morgana.” In her eyes, he saw that she knew this day would come. What secrets had the old crone kept?

At her words, his father slowly sat down in his seat. It seemed Cora wasn’t the only one that had been keeping secrets. Suddenly, his father looked ten years older. 

“What do you want to know?” Cora asked with the regalness of a queen holding court.

“Everything.” Willow had her arms folded across her chest as she made the demand.

He glared at Cora waiting for her to tell them that story was off limits; that they didn’t have a right to know. So he was a little surprised when she didn’t try and argue.

“Morgana’s lineage is descended from Morgan Le Fay.”

The shocked gasps that came from Willow and the others mirrored his own dismay.

“You knew she had an ancestor notorious for being an evil sorceress and you didn’t think we should know that?” There was no reason to hide the incredulity that surely marked his face. “Why?”

Cora was unfazed by his anger. “I’m afraid there is more about this story that you won’t like.”

What could possibly be worse than Morgana having Morgan fucking Le Fay as an ancestor? It was like having Hitler or Charles Manson as part of your family tree. None of them said anything as they waited for Cora to drop the bomb and decimate all of them.

“Over twenty years ago, a Walker witch became consumed with learning black magic, even though she knew it was forbidden.” 

Where is she going with all of this? It was hard not to feel impatient about Cora telling what sounded like a bedtime story.

Her voice was the only sound that could be heard in the room. “She sought outside sources to feed her thirst and hunger. In doing so, she met Killian, king of the vampires who was looking for a witch to conspire with despite the laws he’d set in place for those of his kind not to have dealings with other supernaturals.”

They all listened raptly as she wove her tale.

“Killian had come into possession of an ancient Grimoire and was in need of a witch to open the book since a spell had been placed on it to keep it from being opened by anyone other than a witch.” Coughs racked Cora’s body for countless seconds. His father handed her a glass of water, and she drank it down while they all looked on, anxious for her to continue. 

She cleared her throat and picked up the story. “It was exactly what she’d been looking for a book filled with black magic. In exchange for the book, she agreed to work for him. She practiced the spells and became quite the sorceress. Like anyone with a heart consumed with darkness, she began to thirst for power and wanted to raise followers, so she returned to Walker house intent on sowing her seeds and enticing those witches to join her that were also
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