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  For the best friends in my life whose
unmatched encouragement buoys me
through the harder, trying days.





A cord of three strands is not easily broken.





Tim
A man who makes me laugh
like no one else, who loves the LORD,
is a wizard in the kitchen, and lifts me
up when stormy seas strike.





&





Jeannie
A woman with relentless drive
to do good and honor God,
and who wasn't shy to ignore Mr. Pearce
during choir so we could write.





The only way to live is to risk living.
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  What Happened in The Prophet's Ruin


Portals began opening on their own across Earth and Talahm, and Julie vanished through one. During a Kraken attack, Argent lost his enchanted journal, cutting him off from Emma. 
While Luke led rescue and disaster efforts across Renova, King Aragon refused to send a coven to search for Julie. Emma and Bethany returned to Camelot, shocked to find the walls still in ruins. Bethany joined the Royal Coven, but she couldn't make contact with the missing covens in Ralador. Luke, haunted by a Vision of a woman in purple strangling Argent, became convinced she was an ally—and that Argent was working to bring Septim back.
When Lord Knight Elijah Cade arrived asking for help in the Trident, Emma and Luke traveled west with him, leaving Bethany behind to integrate with her new battle sisters. Luke’s animosity toward Argent caused a rift between him and Emma, which only deepened when she spotted Argent in the Trident and later reunited with him. Argent told her what happened to the journal, and they kissed.
Luke schemed to lure Argent into the cathedral, hoping the woman from his Vision would appear and kill Argent before Emma could interfere. But the woman never came. Instead, they found Magdalin, Sargateth’s long-missing wife, who revealed she’d been trapped on Langoth, a world of darkness and crushing gravity that Emma realized was orbiting a black hole.
On the journey back, direwolves hunted them. During an attack, Luke's shield failed, and a wolf injured Argent. Then Bethany’s final message arrived: something was picking off her coven. Luke, shaken, sent William back to the Trident to sail south while the rest of them raced back to Camelot.
King Aragon refused to let them leave again. But Argent, Emma, and Luke escaped to Arthur’s Grove. To get past the final magical barrier into the grove, Argent sacrificed Septim’s memory of the day he died. Later, on their way into Ralador through the lava tubes, they faced a magical trap that forced them to relive their worst memories, but Emma broke them out. Argent revealed his was Septim receiving his powers from a woman in purple—the same woman from Luke’s Vision. 
Luke realized too late that she wasn’t an ally. She was the enemy.
In Valona, they found Igraine Pendragon—King Arthur’s mother—alive and holding ropes tied to nooses around Bethany’s and Julie’s necks. Emma freed them, but in the fight that followed, none of their magic worked against her. Igraine tried to strangle Argent—but Emma stopped her with a bolt of lightning. Mountains Crumble Beneath His Claws, Magdalin's Olis twin and Igraine's captive, opened a portal to Langoth, and Luke forced Igraine toward it with his shield. She fell through, but used a golden whip of magic to drag Bethany in with her.
Luke returned to Camelot via dragon with Mountains, who was too weak to open another portal. Onboard The Sea Wolf, Emma purged Septim from Argent’s mind. When they returned to Camelot, Julie reunited with Tomás, and Argent had Emma destroy the ring Igraine had used to control King Aragon. Aragon admitted his failures as a father and regent. Luke, burdened by guilt, confessed that chasing his Vision had cost them Bethany.
Then Tomás, after years without a single glimpse of the future, had a Vision at last: Igraine would return. And destroy Talahm.






  
  Pronunciation Guide


Agamemnon – Ag-uh-MEM-non
Amity – AM-itty
Aragon – AIR-a-gone
Argent – ARRG-ent
Artair – ARR-tare
Catigern – CAT-ih-ghern
Cara – CARR-uh
Coventra – Coe-VEN-truh
Davan – Duh-VON
Ebe – Ebby or Ebbie
Elvara – El-VARR-uh
Hela – HELL-uh
Helcari – Hell-CAR-ee
Igraine – EE-grain
Keldvaar – KELLD-var
Khozek – COE-zekk
Langoth – LAN-goth
Le Fay – Leh-FAY
Magdalin – MAG-duh-lin
Nimüe – NIM-you
Olii – OH-lie (plural of Olis)
Olis – OH-liss 
Petra – PET-ruh
Ralador – RAL-uh-door
Raphael – RAFF-ay-el
Renault – Rehn-ALT
Renova – Reh-NOV-uh
Reva – REE-vuh
Rhakmar – RACK-marr
Rishon – Ree-SHAWN
Sargateth – SAR-guh-teth
Septim – SEP-tim
Severna – Sev-AIR-nuh
Talahm – Ta-LAW-m
Tomás – Toe-MOSS
Valon – VAL-un
Valona – VA-lone-uh
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Chapter one
A Witch of Renova


Bethany Hawkins woke to the freezing cold and furious whispers of women she thought dead. 
The last thing she remembered was a golden whip of magic shooting out of the portal Igraine Pendragon had fallen through. Then it had been only pain, darkness, and screaming, but she couldn’t remember if the screams had been hers or Igraine’s. 
Now, lying flat on her back, she felt like she’d been hit by a bus. With magnificent effort, Bethany opened her eyes. A single glass-housed lantern hung from crisscrossed wicker poles. The structure looked too flimsy to be of solid construction, and after a moment, the ceiling rippled like cloth. Struggling to turn her head, she saw a small table by her bed with a pile of clothing on top, including a tattered leather cuirass, ripped battle skirts, and burned deerskin leggings.
Someone had found her. Someone had given her softer clothes and removed her broken coven armor. She tried bringing her hands to her face to wipe away the sleep, but someone had also bound her right arm securely to her chest....
And snapped a heavy manacle around her left wrist.
The manacle clanked loudly, instantly cutting off the whispers. 
“Bethany?” A familiar dark-skinned face materialized over hers, slowly swimming into focus. Rissy Clement, their emergency healer and dervish with air magic, was alive. “Can you hear me?”
Bethany tried to talk, but her tongue stuck to the roof of her mouth. 
Rissy helped Bethany sit up. Her head swam as Rissy twisted away and grabbed a waterskin, holding it to Bethany’s lips. “You’ve been unconscious for five days.” 
Greedily sucking down what felt like enough water to fill an Olympic swimming pool, Bethany coughed. “Where are we? Is this a tent? What happened to—”
“This is what passes for a medical tent here,” Rissy answered, pressing her fingertips into Bethany’s bound arm. “They call it Langoth.”
“That hurts,” Bethany hissed through clenched teeth as a hazy projection of her broken bone flickered to life. What she wouldn’t give for Luke to be her doctor right now.
Rissy sighed, deep worry lines etched into her forehead. “I did what I could when you arrived, but fixing this is above my skill level. A better healer than I will need to re-break your bone to set it properly. It’s already knitting back together.”
Bethany stared at Rissy’s hands as the healer stood. “You’re not shackled.”
“We didn’t kill anybody when we got here.” Hela Tanberg, Bethany’s Coventra, came into view. Her wild red hair and scratchy voice further disproved Igraine’s claims she’d burned the rest of Bethany’s coven.
“I’m sorry, what?” Bethany bent her head down to her shackled hand and cleared the wax from her ear, because surely she misheard. A strand of blonde hair Bethany desperately wanted to wash fell into her face, and it resisted her attempts to blow it out of the way. She swung her legs over the edge of the cot. Her bare feet hit frigid dirt, and she immediately drew them back onto the thin mattress. “And why is it so cold?”
Hela sifted through the clothes on the table and handed Bethany a pair of soft boots, one torn down to the ankle. “I didn’t see it happen, but when you and that harlot Igraine got here, one of you killed the settlement leader’s apprentice witch.”
Bethany’s brain latched onto a single word as she tugged on the boots one-handed. “Where’s Igraine?”
Hela grimaced. She glanced over her shoulder at Rissy, who crouched between a man and woman on sick beds. “She did a runner. Harlow and I went after her, but she hid herself from all our tracking spells.”
Bethany’s breath stuck to her throat. “She’s gone?”
Hela offered her a measly bread roll. “We’re all stuck here, Firewhip. Including Igraine. It’s Langoth. The home of the Fifth Travelers. Nobody gets off this planet.”
Bethany stuffed the food into her mouth. Although that news threatened to send her into a tailspin, Bethany remembered how she and Igraine had ended up here. How Igraine couldn’t shut up about how she’d forced Mountains Crumble Beneath His Claws to build her an army of creatures... from Langoth. She took another swig from the waterskin to wash down the dry, bland bread. “I wonder if that claw necklace Igraine wears could be our ticket off this rock.” 
Hela’s eyebrows raised, and her coven tattoo jumped with the pulse at her throat. “What do you mean?”
“She hacked it off the Olis she had captive. They can create portals. What if their claws are like the gauntlet Rowan uses to open the portals to Earth?”
“She had an Olis captive?”
Bethany paused. “I guess you missed a lot.” She got to her feet, her shoulders sagging. The only other time she’d felt this heavy had been on one of those amusement park rides that shot its riders into the air so fast it created G-forces on the body, but Bethany stood perfectly still. “Why do I feel like I gained a hundred pounds?”
Hela pinched the bridge of her nose, clearly exasperated, and helped Bethany into the rest of her ruined armor. “Go back to the part about the claw. Do you really think it would work?”
Bethany tried to crack her back, but her broken arm made it hard to get any leverage. “Even if it doesn’t, it’s not like there are any other options. I’ll just have to track down that royally selfish cow and steal it.” 
Hela gestured to the restraints. “I can’t break you free. We tried the first night, but it’s enchanted like the Archmage’s work.”
Bethany stared at the manacle. Dim runes were etched around its circumference. 
Magic-suppressing cuffs. Like the ones Mountains had worn in captivity beneath Valona. 
“Hela,” Rissy called out, and the Coventra left Bethany alone with her thoughts. Their angry whispering resumed at the end of the other sick beds.
Bethany couldn’t walk far, her manacle connected to a chain secured to an iron peg pounded into the dirt. “What’s up with them?”
Rissy shot Hela a look that Bethany had learned meant something like ‘stop being stupid.’
But before Hela could explain, a bitter burst of cold froze them all. The tent flap pushed open, and a tall, broad-shouldered woman entered, her dark eyes glittering in the light she held in her palm. Shoulder-length, salt-and-pepper hair fluttered in the breeze. 
“I ought to execute you for what you did to my apprentice,” she said in an accent that sounded vaguely Russian. “You better hope you have the power to help me stop the next wave. It’s the worst one I’ve ever seen, and it will be here in less than twenty minutes.”
Hela blanched, her already pasty skin whiter than Bethany thought possible. 
“Are you talking to me?” Bethany asked with a sinking feeling, pointing at herself. 
A striking half-moon tattoo covered the left side of the woman’s face. She zeroed in on Bethany with hawk-like precision, taking two steps forward. “Yes, I am talking to you, O witch who murdered the only help I had to keep my people alive.”
Hela stepped next to Bethany. “I can vouch for her. This is Bethany, my Firewhip, but she is skilled in all of the branches of magic.”
Bethany opened her mouth to add more, but the hard line of Hela’s tightened jaw stopped her.
“I am Kenna, chief of the Fifth Travelers,” the woman said, fishing an iron key from a leather pouch at her waist. 
Agony flared through Bethany’s broken arm, and she gritted her teeth.
Kenna’s eyes shifted, glancing past Hela. “Clement, numb her arm. She won’t be of use to me with pain distracting her.”
Rissy hurried over and wrapped both hands around Bethany’s bicep, squeezing gently. A moment later, the discomfort dulled to a soft ache.
Kenna grabbed Bethany’s manacled wrist and unlocked it. Almost as soon as the cuff fell to the ground, Bethany called flames to her hand, the warmth of magic spreading to the tips of her toes. 
“Keep that fire lit,” Kenna commanded. She ducked back through the tent opening, Hela right behind her. 
Bethany looked for the rest of her things, finding them in an unceremonious bundle by the entrance. Striding over, Bethany let the flames trail up her arm and sorted through the pile.
She unearthed two daggers near the bottom.
Bethany deftly slid them into the sheaths built into her skirt, tucking the ruined cuirass over them before joining the others outside the tent. 
She shivered despite her magic. They stood on the edge of a tight circular courtyard surrounded by brown tents, all interconnected. Tall poles topped with lanterns provided light in the dark, though an odd red hue covered everything.
Nothing seemed out of the ordinary until Bethany looked up.
Neither night nor day, an oblong red disk streaked the sky, an enormous, pitch-black ball at its center. 
The increased weight, the bitter cold....
“A black hole,” Bethany croaked, unable to take her eyes off the monstrosity. “Langoth is orbiting a black hole.”
“Quickly now,” Kenna snapped, hurrying across the courtyard. “I haven’t the time to explain the danger to someone dimwitted enough to dawdle when we have less than eighteen minutes.”
Neither battle witch had adjusted to Langoth’s increased gravity, so they struggled to keep up. By the time they made it to the center of the settlement, Kenna was speaking with a short, heavyset man who leaned on a staff without a gemstone.
“The tidal wave’s peak will fully crest the cliff again,” the man said as they approached. “This one is higher than the others.” Like Kenna, he had a phase of the moon inked on his skin. He looked afraid. 
A chill worked its way down Bethany’s neck. 
“Misha, gather what earthwitches we have and pack dirt outside the stakes,” Kenna commanded. She turned to Hela. “You are a waterwitch. Stay here and divert what flooding you can. Rustle up your other witch and station her at the sick tent. I’ll not have any more deaths in my village. Pray this whelp can do what you claim.”
Hela pressed her fingers to her throat, and Bethany felt her use the Coven Mark to tell Harlow Barnes to report. 
“You.” Kenna pointed at Bethany. “Follow me.” Without waiting for a response, she headed toward a thin gap in the courtyard lined with two rows of stones.
Leaving the confines of the tents, Bethany’s limbs dragged against the increased gravity. Along the path, poles with lanterns extended far into the darkness. 
Another prickle raised the hairs on the back of Bethany’s neck. Are there more of the creatures Igraine captured here? And what didn’t she snag? 
She heard the scuff of Kenna’s shoes, the only sound ahead of her, but the feeling didn’t go away.
A whisper brushed past Bethany’s hair. 
Bethie, it crooned in a voice Bethany never wanted to hear again. 
Bethany almost stopped walking, but dread forced her forward. She strained to see past the lights and into the darkness, but she couldn’t make out a thing.
Bethany Hawkins... I have something you want....
Bethany tried to shut the voice out. “One emergency at a time,” she muttered.
“An apt saying,” Kenna said, coming to an abrupt halt. She threw out her arm, stopping Bethany at the edge of a vast, sheer cliff. “It’s hard to see each wave without a sun.”
Her heart palpitating uncontrollably, Bethany backed away from the drop-off. The red velvet donut in the sky drew her eyes up, but its light did little to prepare her for the dark mass obscuring part of the horizon. “Why don’t you just move to higher ground?”
Kenna’s voice was thin and weary. “We are on the highest ground. My people live here because we must if we want to survive. But now I have no hope but you.”
Bethany swallowed, squaring her shoulders. “If I’m the one who’s responsible for your apprentice, I’m sorry. And if it was Igraine, I’m still sorry.”
Kenna didn’t seem to accept the apology. “The last wave was four days ago. Your Coventra could barely help, and my power is far from its former strength. Keeping the village safe nearly killed me.” Her eyes narrowed. “You will obey my every instruction if you wish to get out of this alive. Is that clear?”
Bethany nodded, trying to squash her panic. “Crystal.”
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Chapter two
Duality


The cold, hard stones of Camelot’s infirmary dug into Emma’s knees, but she barely noticed. Her father, Tomás, the elder Prophet of Camlaan, held her hand in a death grip as he sat on the edge of the infirmary bed. He’d just spoken his first prophecy in almost three years. 
Her father’s mismatched green and gold eyes fluttered open and focused on hers. “I Saw utter failure—death and destruction beyond belief.”
Stunned, she rocked backward, but her dad’s hand tightened, keeping her in place. Emma’s eyes flickered to her mother, Julie, who sat on her father’s right, looking just as startled. Julie reached out as if to brush away the hair that had tumbled over her husband’s eyes, but she drew her fingers back at the last second. 
“That’s not what I just Saw,” Luke said from behind her.
“What?” Emma glanced over her shoulder at Luke, her studious but stressed-out brother, who was also a Prophet. He hadn’t moved from his seat on the bed, his chin-length black hair mussed from running his fingers through it. 
Luke swallowed, slowly unclenching from the bedspread. “I had almost the same Vision, but I Saw victory. Our victory.”
“That’s never happened before.” Renault Le Fay, the commander of Camelot’s soldiers and half-Olis son of Morgan Le Fay, sat at Tomás’s left, disbelief etched on his scruffy face. Focusing, his beady eyes darkened. “Two Prophets with different Visions of the same event?” 
Emma didn’t care about this development. She brought them back to the only thing that mattered. “Did either of you see Bethany?”
She watched as father and son stared at each other.
“Wherever this battle happens, was Bethany there?” Emma’s chest tightened, her heart hammering in anticipation. 
Her father shook his head. 
Luke squeezed his eyes shut, as if replaying the Vision. His brows drew together, and Emma knew before he opened his eyes that he also hadn’t Seen Bethany on the battlefield.
“Not Seeing her in the Vision doesn’t mean she won’t be there,” her father said, though he didn’t sound convincing. “It was chaos.”
Emma wrenched her hand from her father’s and scrambled to her feet. “There has to be a way to save her right now. If you both Saw Igraine, that means there’s a way off Langoth.” 
A measure of hope replaced some of the dread on Luke’s face.
With her best friend’s life literally on the line, Emma didn’t want everyone to get distracted by the novelty of two versions of the same Vision.
Emma narrowed her eyes at her least favorite Olis. Mountains Crumble Beneath His Claws had said moments before her father’s prophecy that he couldn’t open a portal without Camelot getting sucked into the dying lands. Now, she wasn’t sure if she believed him. If conflicting prophecies were possible, what else could be? 
Familiar magic built in her chest—the kind she’d felt when she’d made precipitate prophecies. The first time, she’d inadvertently doomed her high school bully to a life of regret, and the second had saved her father’s life from an arrow to the heart. By sheer chance, Bethany had bumped into a miserable Chad Halliwell in college. And Emma had watched the second unfold before her eyes during the last moments before Septim’s curse broke, freeing the city.
“I’m getting Bethany back today.”
“No, you’re not,” Mountains said in a singsong voice that sent a deep tremor of anger through her.
She stared Mountains down, blue-black energy crackling around her palms. “Bethany is my best friend, you overgrown rat. I’ll do whatever it takes to get her back, whether you like it or not!”
“Emma—”
She ignored Renault’s interruption and squeezed her eyes shut, focusing her attention on the magic building in her chest and hands. “Bethany will walk through those doors now!” With the final word, she stared confidently at the infirmary doors, but they didn’t budge. 
From the corner of her eye, she saw Prince Argent step around the foot of her father’s bed, the infirmary lights highlighting the scar on his cheek. He smiled encouragingly.
Luke stood behind her and placed both of his palms on her shoulders. Warmth spread down her arms as Luke’s magic joined with hers, together as Sorceress and Sentinel.
Clinging to the connection, Emma reached up and laid her hands on top of her brother’s. “Bethany will come home right now!” 
She heard nothing but the gentle swish of Mountains’ tail over his sickbed. 
Her heart in her throat, she tried again, squeezing Luke’s clenched fingers. “Mountains will open a portal for us right now!” Her magic fizzled, then faded entirely. She hadn’t felt the same rooting she had when she’d made the precipitate prophecies about Chad and her father. “Why won’t it work this time?”
Mountains gave an infuriating guffaw. “I already told you. Even if I could open one, I wouldn’t do it here. Your quaint little castle would implode.”
Emma wanted to punch Mountains in his smarmy face, but Luke held her in place.
“Magic cannot solve everything,” Sargateth Rishon, Archmage of Camelot and firstborn of the Olii, said, speaking quietly from where he leaned against the infirmary windows. Magdalin Skyheart, his wife and Mountains’ twin, stood tucked into his side with her arms wrapped around his middle. “We’ve been given a gift. This is the first time we have the opportunity to make a difference in how a Vision comes to pass. We have a way out.”
“A way out of what?” Julie interrupted. “And what exactly is Perga’s Scepter? A thing we need to get?”
Mountains made a noise of disgust. “A way out of certain defeat. Don’t you know anything about prophecies? They always come true, and if these two are actually at odds, then only one can triumph. And Perga’s Scepter is a place, you uneducated buffoon. It’s home to the Jade Temple and the Titan Obelisk, which is the oldest and most stable gateway between the worlds. If Igraine can escape Langoth, it would be at the Titan.”
“Don’t insult my wife,” Tomás rebuked sharply. He tried to stand, but he’d been paralyzed by the Tears of Nightshade and needed assistance. His enchanted exoskeleton, broken by his sudden thrust into the Vision, weighed down his legs even more.
“I’m not giving up on Bethany,” Emma insisted. In the back of her mind, she could still feel the magical connection she’d created with her best friend during the fight beneath Ralador’s capital city. The connection had survived Bethany’s trip to another world, even if they couldn’t directly communicate across such a vast distance.
Flanked by Argent’s comforting presence, Luke came around to her side, draping one arm across her shoulders. He met her gaze, and the fiery determination in them matched her own. 
“Both of us have only used three of the four trips between here and Earth,” Luke said. “What’s stopping us from going back to Earth and immediately taking a fifth trip? We’d land on Langoth with Bethany and the Fifth Travelers. Sargateth can come with us and open a portal to bring us all back!”
Emma’s heart sped up. “That’s perfect!”
“No!” Magdalin let go of Sargateth, rushing over as if they planned to execute this new strategy right away. “I was there, remember? The survivors were the lucky ones.” Magdalin’s soft voice forced everyone in the infirmary to quiet. Wind whistled through the spider cracks in the window broken earlier by Renault’s angry magic. “Not every scout who went through a fifth time arrived on Langoth. Kenna, their leader, told me that many people ended up going missing in transition.”
Morgan Le Fay, twin to Sargateth, stamped her amethyst staff on the flagstones. A chair materialized beneath her, and she sagged into it, looking like all the weight of her millennia rested upon her shoulders. Her black hair, cut to a bob just below her ears, framed her face, her dark eyes glittering. “Until you saved Magdalin’s life in the Trident, we did not know about Langoth. We had never suspected a third world and counted the Fifth Travelers as not just lost but dead. For months, Sargateth feared Magdalin was on Earth, but we used our passages to their end. If we had gone after her, we would have been trapped on this Langoth or lost to the universe.” 
The last thing Emma wanted was to die in the vacuum of space because they unraveled magic by crossing too many times between worlds. 
“It’s not worth the risk,” Magdalin finished.
Anger reared its ugly head again, but Luke beat Emma to the punch. “Stop telling us what is or isn’t worth Bethany’s life!” 
“Like I said,” Mountains interjected dryly. “She’ll stay lost for now.”
Emma skirted around Magdalin, stalking over to Mountains’ bed. She pointed at him with one long, accusing finger. “If you can’t open a portal here, go out to the Ogwen Plains and open one there. Pull her through like you did for all the animals and people we saved from those cages in Valona. Do something useful!” 
Mountains bared his fangs, snarling. “I’m the one who saved your sorry hides from Igraine in the bowels of her fortress. I’m the one who opened the gate to Langoth when you failed to defeat her. I’m the one who made it possible for you to push her through it at all! And I’ve yet to hear a thank you!”
Emma glared at him, her hands curling into fists. They tingled as her magic sparked again, flowing down her birthmarked arms. She hated everything about him—his crusty fur, the stump of the claw Igraine had cut off at the knuckle, his mangled wing. Even in his state of utter dependence, he still wormed his way under everyone’s skin. “Open a portal.”
Sargateth darted between them and forced her to take a step back. “Don’t antagonize him,” he whispered. His kind green eyes, normally bright and mischievous, had dulled, strain pulling at the corners. Light brown hair fell midway down his neck, feather-soft but mussed.
“The only place I’d be willing to even attempt one is on Perga’s Scepter with the Titan Obelisk to anchor it, and that’s quite a long journey from here,” Mountains snapped, shifting to the edge of his large infirmary bed so both paws hung over the edge. “The universe has destabilized, you dull moron, and portals require stability. I’d tell you to ask Firstborn why rogue ones are still popping up, but he just talks around his answers.”
Emma narrowed her eyes. First at Mountains, then at Sargateth, who shifted uncomfortably but said nothing.
“As I thought,” Mountains said with an exaggerated sigh. “He probably left this out of your history books, but the Olii harmonize with Earth. And, apparently, Langoth. We four have long been absent from Skypoint, haven’t we? It puts far too much strain on the others in their seasons of residence.”
King Aragon, who had remained stoic and silent for a long time, finally spoke. “This is getting us nowhere. We must prepare a party to leave for Perga’s Scepter. But before that,” he pointed at Luke and then down at Emma’s father, “you two need to determine the difference between winning and losing. Both prophecies cannot be true.”
Emma desperately wanted to keep the focus on Bethany, but she didn’t know what else to try if their best hope of saving her was in Perga’s Scepter.
“Twelve Olii in the air,” Tomás began tentatively, but Luke shook his head, walking over to the beds. 
“I Saw only ten flying. Sargateth, Morgan, and Mountains were on the ground in battle.” 
“I Saw them present at the temple as well.”
Luke patted his pockets and fished out a notebook and pen. His shoulders rounded as he wrote. “Fifteen Olii if we fail. Thirteen if we win.”
Julie got up and peered over Luke. “Why would there be more Olii in the scenario where we lose?”
Mountains snorted. “Some of my kin would gladly watch puny humans die. Pray that you end up with ten who do not have that disposition.” 
Luke scribbled some more, pausing to bite the end of his pen. “We’ll need to find them and tell them what’s coming—and make sure the right ones end up at the Scepter.”
“You’d have better luck turning back time. The Olis Council does not treat with humans,” Mountains said.
“Too bad,” Luke sniped, making another note. “I need to look at their faces to match them to my Vision.”
Tomás drummed his fingers against the tops of his thighs. “The King and the Prince are present, amidst many other men whom I did not recognize.”
Emma’s heart flip-flopped. She reached out and grasped Argent’s hand, savoring the warmth of his fingers as they curled around hers. They moved closer to Luke.
“Who could the unfamiliar men be? Our forces consist of coven witches. Did you See if they fought with us or against us?” King Aragon questioned.
Tomás and Luke both shrugged. “I couldn’t discern any identifying armor or marks,” Tomás said. “Much of the Vision was a haze—a quick succession of images and events. It’s difficult to say whose side they are on.”
King Aragon made a noise of acknowledgment, but his brow remained furrowed in thought.
Renault got to his feet, crossed his beefy arms, and moved like an over-sized hawk to the end of the bed. “Was I there?” he asked. While he sounded suspiciously neutral, his eyes gave away his hunger for battle.
Tomás and Luke shook their heads.
King Aragon began pacing, waving Queen Amity away when she tried to stop him. “Camelot is now home to two dragons. At first blush, this quest seems like it might benefit greatly from such an asset, but I would not leave Renault to protect the city without them.”
Luke answered the King’s unspoken question first. “No dragons helped in the version where we win.” 
“Neither is their absence the reason we might fail.” 
Luke sat in the spot Renault had vacated. “Did you see Argent’s bow? It didn’t look like the one he has in the armory.”
Emma tensed, her mind immediately thrown back to watching an arrow pierce her father’s chest. 
Tomás frowned, pressing his palms against the tops of his deadened legs. “No... Argent carried a sword in mine. Not a bow.”
“Draw it,” Renault said, his eyes slowly bleeding to purple as he stared at Luke.
Luke flipped to a new page and furiously started sketching. Emma came over, watching her brother draw glyphs up and down the wood as the bow took shape. “It was almost as tall as Argent, and it glowed.”
“Uncle,” Renault said, gesturing for Sargateth to move closer. “Is that what I think it is?”
Luke held the drawing out for the Archmage. Sargateth’s face lost the rest of its color. “I killed Atlas with that bow!”
“Who’s Atlas?” Julie asked, putting both hands on her hips. 
“You don’t want to know,” Mountains said quietly.
Sargateth kept silent, returning to his spot by the wall with a funny look on his face. Magdalin leaned back into him, her arms wrapping around his waist, and rested her head against his chest. 
“The Elvara Bow is powerful enough to kill Igraine with a single shot,” Renault said, tone low. “But it’s been locked up in Skypoint for millennia. Only the Olis Council has the authority to release it.”
Argent’s hand felt clammy against Emma’s. She didn’t blame him. He hadn’t picked up a bow since Septim forced him to shoot her father.
King Aragon drew their attention. “Sargateth, leave with Morgan at once for Skypoint. Retrieve the Elvara Bow and rendezvous with us on the road to Elidon. We leave tomorrow for Perga’s Scepter.” 
“Sire,” Luke said, spinning on his heel. “Dad and I have to go with them to identify the Olii who shouldn’t come—otherwise, we risk failure.”
King Aragon raised an eyebrow. “Sargateth can command ten to go. It does not matter to me which ten.”
But Sargateth shook his head reluctantly. “Prophecy is imprecise, but it would help our chances of success to know which Olii should remain behind. I agree that Luke and Tomás should come with us.”
“It won’t be easy,” Mountains piped up. “They’ll insist on Catigern. Proper ceremony, you know.”
Sargateth sighed in defeat. “He’s right. We’ll all need to go to Skypoint first.”
King Aragon frowned. “Very well. But go ahead with Morgan to... soften them up. I won’t have us inviting displeasure by surprising them with a host of humans at their door.”
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Chapter three
An Inkling


Luke tried to sleep, but every time he nodded off, his guilt and fear for Bethany yanked him awake. 
He sat against the cold stone of the library’s tower stair and stared at the door, not truly seeing it. After Sargateth and Morgan had left for Skypoint, taking Magdalin with them, Luke hadn’t wanted to be around anyone. 
He doubted Emma could sleep, either. He’d watched as she and Argent had left the infirmary together, envious that she could turn to him for support when Luke’s support was trapped on Langoth.
Maybe none of them would sleep tonight.
The events of the last weeks replayed in his mind as he tried to figure out how he could have done things differently and what difference it might have made. 
Could he have saved Bethany from Langoth? 
He wrestled with what he knew of prophecies. They could not be changed any more than the past could. But now they had the chance to choose the outcome. To influence whether his came true or his father’s did.
Luke tilted his head back and rested it against the smooth stones of the wall. The cold soaked into his scalp, distracting him from the yawning hole in the center of his chest, where his heart had been yanked out when Igraine pulled Bethany through the portal.
Lord, protect her. It’s all my fault. If I hadn’t.... 
There were so many things he should have never done. Would any of this have happened if he’d not suspected Argent? The Prince would eventually be his king. If it had been Aragon.... Luke cringed, remembering that he had accused the King of being controlled. It didn’t make him feel any better that he’d been right. Igraine’s claws had been deep in the Pendragon dynasty for centuries without any of them knowing.
Now he understood some secrets were poisonous. His secrets, paired with the cursed sleeping aid, had only increased his paranoia. Paranoia that drove him to keep even more secrets, and, worse, to lie about them.
When he’d faced the painful reality of what he’d done, Luke had to stomach the fact that he’d nearly gotten Argent Pendragon, heir to the throne, killed.
And what would King Aragon have done? Blinded by his suspicions and egged on by Igraine, Luke had never once considered what the ruler of Renova might do to him for causing the Pendragon line to end. 
If Luke had succeeded, he would have been guilty of regicide.
The blood drained from his face, and the lights from the sconces swam in his vision. 
I would be dead now.
And for what? If Igraine had successfully strangled Argent—if she’d left him broken and lifeless on the stone floor of that chamber—would she still have dragged Bethany through the portal to Langoth? Or would he have killed his Prince only for the love of his life to watch him die a traitor’s death?
Igraine would have won.
Sick to his stomach, Luke hugged himself and tried to stop the dizziness from pulling him under. He ignored the extremely small part of his brain that reminded him that none of that ever happened. 
Luke didn’t know he’d forgotten to set a privacy charm until Queen Amity quietly adjusted her skirts and sat on the floor next to him. Her warmth seeped between them, but his dread and guilt kept him from looking at her. 
“It wasn’t your—”
“Please don’t,” Luke interrupted, his voice ragged. 
“Why not?” the Queen replied, not missing a beat. “Are you so determined to bear the guilt alone when doing so would only hurt you more? It does none of us any good, least of all you.”
Amity’s warmth chased away the cold, leaving Luke stiff and uncomfortable. “I never meant—”
“Of course you didn’t,” Amity said. She cupped his cheek and turned his face toward her, forcing him to meet her kind, forgiving gaze. “If you had meant any of it with your true heart, you wouldn’t be sitting here intent on suffering for it.” Without waiting for his permission, Amity tucked her arm over his shoulders, and he leaned against her like he had often leaned against his mother on Earth. The parallel made him want to cry.
“I’m sorry,” Luke whispered, his cheekbone pressed against the Queen’s bony shoulder. 
Amity gave him a gentle squeeze. “You know,” she said after a beat of silence. “It’s a pity you forgot about that interesting object at the base of the Titan Obelisk in your Vision, isn’t it?”
Confused, Luke’s breath caught in his lungs. “What?”
The Queen tightened her arm, holding him still with startling strength. “Such a pity. You could have saved Bethany with it.” Amity’s free hand came up, clenched around the hilt of a long, sharp dagger that caught the light from the sconce.
She plunged it into his heart.
Pain radiated through his whole body, and Luke strained to draw breath.
“At last,” Amity breathed. Luke blinked at her through the haze of pain, and her features melted away, revealing Igraine Pendragon in her place. “Victory shall be mine.” 
Luke’s head fell forward. Just as his chin met his chest, he jerked awake. 
Amity—or, rather, Igraine—no longer sat beside him. Luke sucked in a deep, cleansing breath. He scrabbled his hands across his chest for the wound but found nothing. His heart thundered, the adrenaline of the vivid nightmare pumping wildly through his veins. 
The light above him flickered again, casting shadows across the still-closed door to the library. 
No one had come to find him. 
Luke scrubbed at his face, the days-old growth of beard scratchy against his palms. His heart clenched, and a sob escaped his throat before he could stop it. 
Had he forgotten about something about the obelisk? He pressed his palms against his eyes, replaying what he’d Seen in his head. The Olii in flight. The seething mass of fighting on the temple grounds. Prince Argent shooting an arrow from that glowing bow into the throng.... And, sure enough, a football-sized black rock with blocky cobalt blue threads perched at the Titan Obelisk’s base. 
How had he missed that?
And how had his nightmare known?
The door clicked open, and soft lights from the library illuminated Queen Amity’s golden tresses. 
Luke shied back, his muscles tense as he pressed against the wall. Was that a Vision? “What are you doing here?” he asked, unable to keep his wariness buried.
The Queen frowned and stepped into the tower, leaving the library door open behind her.
Luke scrambled away, knocking his knee against the stone. He wanted to keep some distance between them, but he also didn’t want to fall down the stairs and break his neck.
“Luke.... I know what you want to say.”
“I really doubt that,” he replied, still edging down the tower stairs. It didn’t seem in Amity’s character to assassinate him, but that dagger had felt so real in his chest. Instead, he brought one hand up and cast a shield that immediately flared to life between them.
The surprise on Queen Amity’s face almost made him waver, but before he could give in, he turned away and fled, the shield at his back.

      [image: ]The castle would rouse soon, and Luke made a beeline for the Artair Apartments to talk to Emma.
He’d barely had time to apologize to her for his poor decisions about Argent. Anxiety wound in his stomach. Even though he had no idea what the nightmare-vision meant, he worried Emma would dismiss his concerns without listening.
He quietly closed the door behind him, pressing a hand against the wood to shield the entrance from intruders. 
One specific intruder.
He paused, letting his eyes adjust to the large common room. A fire crackled low in the hearth, because no matter the season, castles were always cold. Emma’s room, normally shared with Bethany, was on the right. Luke passed his own room and knocked lightly on Emma’s door.
He heard a quiet rustle of bedsheets and whispers. Who else is in there?
The door creaked open, showing Emma’s tired face. “Luke? What’s wrong? You woke Mom up.”
“I—sorry,” he apologized, momentarily thrown by the fact that his mother was sleeping in Bethany’s bed. But with the consequences of secrets still fresh in his mind, Luke took a deep breath. “Can I talk to you? It’s important.”
Emma’s pale face relaxed. “Yeah, let me get dressed.”
Luke swallowed, nodding in agreement. She clicked the door closed, and Luke spun on his heel, hastily deciding to change his own clothes. In the silence of his room, he put on what would be his traveling pants and shoved his feet into his deerskin boots. 
On the bedside table, the sleeping stone Igraine had used to influence him sat innocently by his lamp. He froze, staring at it.
Could she still be using it against him? A pit of dread opened in his stomach. He considered smashing the stone against the floor but suspected it might be enchanted not to break. He snatched it off the table. The faster Emma could destroy it, the better.
Emma waited for him in the common room with their mother. 
“Morning, kids,” Julie greeted quietly, looking far more awake than either of her children. “It’s been a long time since I could say that to you both.” She pulled Luke into a hug that made him want to melt, then kissed his forehead. “I’ll head down to help prep for leaving.”
As Julie made for the door, Luke remembered the shield he’d placed over it. “Hold on, let me get that for you,” he said, jumping to press his hand against the wood. The lock clicked, and he pulled it open. 
Their mother slipped through, leaving them alone.
“Was that a shield?” Emma asked curiously.
Luke didn’t answer, instead holding out the star-shaped sleeping stone. 
Emma’s face fell. “You didn’t use it again, did you?”
“No!” Luke exclaimed louder than he meant to. “No. I want you to destroy it.”
“Gladly, but not up here.” She slid the stone into her pocket. “Let’s go down to the courtyard.”
Luke hesitated. He didn’t want to run into their mother when he told Emma about his nightmare and the strange object atop the Titan Obelisk. 
“What’s going on with you?” Her genuineness loosened his reluctance.
Luke took a deep breath. “I’ll tell you on the way.” 
Luke waited until they were halfway down the long hallway that connected the residential side of the keep to the library before saying anything else. “I saw something last night, but I couldn’t tell if it was a Vision.” He opened the door to the tower stairs and gestured for Emma to go ahead.
But she didn’t. Instead, she stopped in her tracks on the rich carpet covering the stone floor. “What was it?”
Paranoid and exasperated, he wove a privacy charm around them and gently pushed her to keep walking. As they descended, he told her the rest, his eyes fixed on the back of her head. He tried not to read too much into it when she tensed and looked back at him, almost missing a step. He snatched her arm to save her from stumbling.
“Are you sure it wasn’t just your overactive imagination? Or this thing?” She touched her pocket with the sleeping stone in it.
“I don’t know. In my Visions, it’s like I’m actually there, and my senses work like in reality. That knife to the heart felt exactly like I’d imagine it would in real life. But there
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