
  
    [image: Demon Sworn]
  


  
    
      Demon Sworn

      The Camelot Archive - Book Two

    

    
      
        Nicole R. Taylor

      

    

  


  
    
      Demon Sworn (The Camelot Archive - Book Two) by Nicole R. Taylor

      Copyright © 2019-20 by Nicole R. Taylor

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      www.nicolertaylorwrites.com

      Cover Design: Covers by Juan

      Edited by: Silvia Curry

    

  


  
    Contents


    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

    

    
      
        The Camelot Archive

      

      
        VIP Newsletter

      

      
        About Nicole

      

      
        Demon Forged (The Camelot Archive - Book Three)

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

        

      

    

    
      London was busier than I remembered.

      I’d been at Camelot for a month, but it felt like an eternity after everything I’d been through. The city was crowded, buildings pressed in on me, and it was full of pollution. After spending my whole life dreaming of being stationed here after my training, it was ironic that I was longing for the countryside. Stillness and stars were foreign concepts here.

      I sat inside the London Sanctum, the headquarters of the Naturals—the demon-hunting mages who protected the Earth from the Darkness beyond—awaiting the ultimate question time.

      The hall was empty, though I could hear the murmuring of voices through the carved double doors in front of me—and they didn’t sound happy.

      I shuffled my boots over the marble floor tiles, studying the pattern of black and grey as it splintered through white stone. Anything to keep my mind focused.

      In the last month, I’d broken just about every rule, regulation, and covenant laid out in the Codex. The humans had their various religions with their sacred texts, and the Naturals had theirs in the Codex. No one was exempt from a higher power, though we knew for sure ours existed. The Lady of the Lake, a celestial being of unknown origins who’d gifted the first Naturals with their power and had given us Excalibur and Arondight.

      “Madeleine Greenbriar.”

      My heart leapt and I looked up to find a familiar face staring down at me. A tall, gangly man with messy brown hair and a rumpled T-shirt with the slogan ‘keep calm and respawn’ on the front grinned down at me. I assumed the writing on the shirt was a video game reference—he was a professional gamer before joining the Sanctum—but it went straight over my head.

      “Jackson?”

      “Hey,” he replied and sat beside me. “I can’t say I’m surprised, but that’s a nice jacket. It goes especially well with the combat boots.”

      “Still hilarious, I see.”

      He grinned and leaned against the wall. Jackson was the human best friend of Arondight—otherwise known as Scarlett Ravenwood—and had once been like me. As a victim of Human Convergence, he was mutated with demonic genes through possession. He’d been cured after the death of Mordred—the twisted Natural the Dark had synthesised the infection from—and was now one hundred percent human.

      “How’s Esme?” Esme was his wife and fellow Human Convergence survivor.

      “Great,” he replied. “She’s heading up the infirmary while Ramona is at Camelot.”

      “And how are your inventions coming along? Built anything yet?”

      “I’m working on a device to detect demonic possession,” he told me. “It’s to do with particle waves and quantum physics. I know you’re supposed to be able to do that stuff now, but we’re not as lucky.”

      “I didn’t ask for this, you know.”

      He frowned. “Yeah, I know. I don’t think anyone saw this coming when Scarlett saved your soul.”

      “I’m glad she did, though. Being wiped from existence would have sucked.”

      Jackson nodded towards the assembly. “What are you going to tell them?”

      That was the question of the day. The enemy had captured me, I’d been imprisoned by my own people—twice—escaped both times, constantly defied orders, and teamed up with a demon to save Camelot. Most of those things were punishable by exile, even with the stripping of Light—the power that made a Natural who they were—but I wasn’t exactly the same person I was when I’d been demoted to guard duty at the archeological site of Camelot.

      The greater demon, Ikakantor, had awoken the dormant demonic mutation lodged in my soul, intending to use me to uncover some secret buried below the castle. After being forced to accept who I was becoming to save my friends, I was now half Light and half Dark.

      And what that meant exactly was anyone’s guess, least of all mine.

      Then there was Elijah…

      “I don’t know,” I said, finally replying to Jackson’s question.

      “The truth always helps,” he commented as he glanced past me. “What happened to Wilder wasn’t your fault.”

      Following his gaze, I noted the guards stationed at the end of the hall. Looking in the other direction, two more men stood by the double doors leading out to the main foyer of the Sanctum.

      They trusted me…to a point. It wouldn’t take any effort for me to walk out of here. I wouldn’t even have to raise a hand. Being a part of both worlds, I could nullify the powers of both. I hadn’t tried the Dark yet and had failed miserably when I’d tried, but I understood Light and getting past it was easy. Training your whole life to become a warrior was good for times like these, though it was terrible for building trust.

      “Madeleine.”

      I looked up at the Natural down the hall. The tall man I didn’t recognise was a representative from the Regula, the governing body of the Naturals.

      “They’re ready for you.”

      I nodded and rose to my feet, smoothing down my black suit jacket. First impressions counted, especially when you were accused of consorting with the enemy.

      “Good luck,” Jackson said, rising with me. “Remember—”

      “Jackson.” I pouted and brushed him off.

      “I know, but my fickle human heart wants to say it out loud.”

      I attempted a smile, but I was entirely positive it looked like a twisted grimace. Turning towards the doors, I pushed them open and strode inside. Better to get this over and done with as soon as possible.

      The gallery was a large round room with a domed skylight. Tiered seating surrounded the entire space, climbing five levels. Eight hundred Naturals could cram themselves in here, but only one hundred were stationed in London at any one time. They weren’t all warriors, but support personnel like scientists, doctors, cooks, trainers, researchers, and assistants. Of that number, less than half patrolled the city, protecting its people against demonic possession.

      I supposed that’s why everyone took things so seriously around here. The loss of one was the loss of many.

      I stood in the centre of the gallery, illuminated in a circle of overcast light filtering through the dome, and looked up at the representatives sent by the Regula. Wilder was the Inquisitor—the Naturals’ version of a Prime Minister—but ever since he’d fallen into a coma—which was another reason I was here—Greer had taken his place.

      Greer was the protector of the Codex. Selected by fate and powers beyond reasoning, she alone was tasked with keeping the powerful book safe, recounting its lessons and adding new pages. If an unworthy touched it, they’d burn from the inside out. It was one hell of a firewall, pun intended.

      She could be sweet with her angelic face, blemish free skin, shiny almond-coloured hair, and perfect wardrobe, but her wrath was terrible.

      To her right sat Aldrich, Scarlett’s uncle and long-time council member at the London Sanctum. He now served as part of the Regula beside the Inquisitor. Grey-haired and weathered by decades fighting on the front lines, he was wise, calm, and the fatherly figure everyone wish they had.

      To her left was a man I didn’t recognise and to my annoyance, no one bothered to introduce him. He looked a little young to be sitting beside such esteemed Naturals, but I wasn’t in the position to question the authority of our government. They assured me I wasn’t on trial, but it sure felt like it.

      I could tell the new guy was handsome, but he wasn’t my type. He was clean cut and impeccably dressed in a tailored black suit jacket and crisp navy shirt. His sharp green eyes stared at me like I was transparent. His caramel-coloured hair even had that artful swoosh that was meticulously styled to look like he rolled out of bed that way. Even so, I wasn’t blind. He was good-looking, but I usually went for men with darker colouring and who were a little rugged around the edges—like Elijah.

      My heart twisted at the thought of him. The last time I’d seen the half-demon, he’d given in to his Dark side, cut Ikakantor’s head off to save Camelot, then told me to take all the credit so I could keep my place amongst the Naturals. Who knew where he was now?

      “Madeleine Greenbriar, you stand here accused of treason, assault, and conspiracy,” Greer said, her voice echoing through the chamber. “Among other things.”

      “You conspired to flee with a demon,” Aldrich said. “Why?”

      I cleared my throat. “He freed me from a greater demon’s lair. In exchange, all he wanted was help with finding a cure—”

      “A cure you couldn’t give,” the unknown man stated. He even sounded posh.

      “No, but—”

      “And why was that?” he pressed, cutting me off yet again.

      “Because Ramona found he wasn’t mutated like I had been. He was different.”

      “Different how?” Greer asked.

      “She never got the time to find that out,” I replied.

      “Because you broke out of your bonds and helped him escape,” the man snapped.

      “I left because no one believed my intentions or Elijah’s were good,” I said, my voice rising. “You’re all too hung up on the fact that I have some bad guy’s DNA to see the threat growing on our doorstep. If I hadn’t broken out and stopped Ikakantor, the Dark would have used the Naturals to finish digging up Camelot and this conversation we’re having would be very different.”

      “What is the Dark looking for?” he demanded.

      I rolled my eyes. “How would I know?”

      “You’re connected to the Dark. You tell me.”

      “Careful,” I hissed, “your prejudice is showing.”

      “Enough,” Greer snapped, slamming her fist down onto the table.

      “Madeleine, you obviously have some strong opinions,” Aldrich urged, his voice a welcome calm amongst the rising tension. “Tell us what you would do.”

      “You shouldn’t be so hung up on following the law as it was written in an eight hundred-year-old book,” I told them. “The Codex was created in a world under threat from the demonic creatures beyond the rift. Now the rift is closed and the Dark which remains isn’t the same enemy. The Light must evolve just as the Dark has or it will perish. The future is here, and it is in jeopardy. We can’t rely on archaic beliefs to save the world from an evolving threat.”

      “They’d be wise words if they weren’t coming from a hybrid,” the man spat. “A hybrid who can nullify Light and do whatever the hell she wants.”

      “Issac,” Greer snapped, “we do not judge with hostility within these walls.”

      “She said it herself,” the man known as Issac argued. “We can’t rely on archaic beliefs.”

      “There is a shred of truth in her words,” Aldrich said. “It is folly to remain still when the enemy is speeding up.”

      “Perhaps,” Issac shook his head, “but she accepted her soul and merged her powers the same night a greater demon attacked Camelot and the Twin Flames fell into a coma.”

      “Scarlett was nowhere near Camelot,” Aldrich told him.

      “It doesn’t matter,” Issac countered. “The Twin Flames are linked. If one falls, they both suffer.”

      My heart plummeted. “Scarlett’s sick?” Why didn’t Jackson tell me?

      Greer sighed and nodded. “Whatever ailment has taken Wilder has also affected Scarlett.”

      “Where is she? Can I—”

      Issac snorted. “Do you really think we would let you anywhere near the Flames?”

      “She saved my life!” I exclaimed, my voice echoing around the gallery. “Why would I wish this on her?”

      “Because when she saved your life, your soul came back along with the Darkness that infected you,” Issac told me. “It isn’t beyond reason you’d harbour ill will towards her for that.”

      “No! You’re putting words in my mouth.”

      Greer rose to her feet, cutting Issac off. “Enough.” Her gaze found mine and I thought I saw a shred of pity in them. “You slew Ikakantor and broke his hold over the Naturals at Camelot,” she continued. “However, you attacked a fellow Natural, escaped confinement not once but twice, and conspired to free a demon who is now unaccounted for. Do you deny it?”

      I jutted out my chin. “No, I do not.”

      “Where is the demon Elijah?” she pressed.

      “Hybrid,” I corrected. “He was mutated. Ramona has the evidence.”

      She nodded, her lips thin. “Where is the hybrid?”

      “I don’t know.”

      “Convenient,” Issac spat.

      “He left after I slew Ikakantor’s body, fearing he’d be cut open and experimented on,” I said, seething. “And I don’t blame him. I will make it a point that if it wasn’t for Elijah, we wouldn’t know the Balan demon’s true name.”

      “She’s sympathetic to them,” Issac hissed at the others. “What’s stopping her from turning against us? If she goes Dark, we can’t do anything.”

      Greer turned to face him, her eyes narrowing. “You,” she said evenly. “You’re stopping her.”

      “Excuse me?” he and I blurted it at the same time, looking at each other with open dislike.

      “It’s clear your newfound abilities require further study,” she went on. “And that they are linked to your emotions. I do not doubt your intentions, Madeleine, but we all understand how emotions can get the better of us. We do have a human element to our species, after all.”

      “You believe me?” I asked, my mouth falling open.

      “I believe you had no part in the sickness that overcame Wilder. Aiden Thompson mentioned the vault in Camelot’s archive was emitting a strange power that may have something to do with it, and the timing was within range. However… more study is needed and my benevolence towards your multiple insurrections comes with certain conditions.”

      I nodded, lowering my gaze. It was wishful thinking to hope that I’d walk out of here without some kind of punishment, but at least Greer seemed to be leaning towards not throwing me into prison in the Glastonbury catacombs. That place was dark, wet, and miserable.

      “You will return to Camelot and assist Aiden with the cataloging of the archive. Your abilities may be a welcome benefit for his continued studies. This was his request, so do not disappoint him a third time. While not in his service, you will report to Issac once daily for training. He will assist you with controlling and developing your abilities.”

      “Impossible,” he complained.

      Greer turned her glare onto Issac. “This is not negotiable. It’s a direct order, Issac.” To me, she added yet another condition, “You must understand your new reality, Madeleine, and earn the Naturals’ trust back.”

      “The Naturals?” I narrowed my eyes. “So, I’m no longer seen as one of you?”

      She didn’t honour me with a response, just the ultimate full stop. “And you must inform us immediately if the demon-hybrid Elijah contacts you, otherwise we will have no choice but to confine you. Am I clear?”

      My jaw tightened and I stood tall. There was no way I was going to let Issac see a single shred of weakness in me. He was determined to see me fail, I was sure of it.

      “Yes,” I said, “I understand.”

      “Then you will return to Camelot this evening.” Greer nodded and gestured towards the doors. “Dismissed.”

      I shot Issac one last glare, salty over the fact that I’d have to share a car with him for the three hours back to base camp. Cataloguing dusty scrolls and pottery, and daily training with the ultimate prejudiced arsehole was going to wear thin, real quick. I wasn’t born yesterday.

      I’d just been given a babysitter.
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      The Sanctum was empty as I strode through the halls, the once familiar building cold.

      Even with the Regula in session, the Naturals were spread thin across the city. We were few before the rift closed, and afterwards…many had been lost. It would take decades to recover, if we ever did.

      There I went saying ‘we’ again. My scowl deepened as I recalled the look on Greer’s face. So, I’m no longer seen as one of you?

      I wanted to go see Esme and Jackson before I left, but I was hesitant. Everyone had always looked at me differently, but now that I’d turned into something else, even those who’d been on my side had taken a step back.

      I was the only one of my kind. Isolated, distrusted…and now I had a babysitter who hated my guts. Could this life get any better?

      Instead, I went to the gallery where I could be alone. It was my last chance to stand on my own without being watched, where I didn’t have to hide my emotions or watch my back. Maybe these feelings were why I liked the quiet of Camelot.

      My boots squeaked against the polished floorboards as I passed portraits of famous Naturals, battle scenes, and landscapes. Where war and suffering took hold, the Dark lingered…and the Light was there to eradicate it. Revolutions, World Wars, political coups, nuclear stand offs—it was all there on the walls.

      Many of the paintings had been saved and restored after the Dark Night—when Mordred had led a coordinated attack on the Sanctums across the world—and now they hung in the new gallery. I was told it looked much like the old one, but I’d never had the chance to see it. I’d spent most of my time here in the infirmary before graduating.

      It was only after I’d become a fully-fledged Natural that I’d been able to see the paintings which depicted our modern history.

      Was I able to still call myself a Natural? Elijah had given me the name of spectre—a ghost who walked in both worlds, neither Light nor Dark.

      I studied the portrait in front of me, my gaze following the brush strokes and how the colours mixed together. It was an iridescent rendering of the Lady of the Lake. Who she was, where she came from, and what her true name was…all of it was a mystery. She’d remained in Avalon, sealing off the pocket of space and time from our world after she’d awoken Scarlett as Arondight. Now, we’d never know the truth of her identity, but I wondered if that was for the best.

      A cough echoed behind me and I turned with a scowl. Issac stood by the painting of Elizabeth Clare, the warrior who’d wielded my arondight blade before me—the same arondight blade that had been permanently confiscated from me. I resented him for sharing the same space as one of my idols, even though it was only a painting of her.

      Now that he was standing, I could see he was quite tall. He stood almost a head over me and I wasn’t short by any means. I decided his fancy suit and hipster hairstyle made him look pompous.

      Issac felt no kindness towards me, let alone any indifference. I was an annoyance they forced him to deal with. Strange how my opinion mirrored his.

      “We will be leaving for Camelot in one hour,” he said almost robotically.

      “Great. Can’t wait.”

      We stared one another down for a long minute before he said, “I don’t like this any more than you do, but orders are orders.”

      “What qualifies you to train me?” I asked, not bothering to mask my vehement dislike of the guy.

      “I specialise in the development of Light technologies,” he stated, his lip curling. “Otherwise known as the evolution you so dearly believe in.”

      “Fancy,” I drawled.

      “It’s more important than wading through rotting corpses on the street.” If that was his attempt at insulting my career choice then he totally missed the mark.

      “I bet you thought you’d hit the jackpot when Greer asked you to sit on the Regula for an extra special hearing, didn’t you?” I laughed and shook my head. “Now you just get to work with the dirty demon girl in the slush of a ruined city. Who did you piss off?”

      Issac narrowed his eyes. “Make it fifty minutes to departure. Don’t be late, Madeline…you can’t afford another mark against your name.” He raked his gaze over me, his expression giving nothing away, then left.

      I scowled and glared after him. Who did this guy think he was? The Lord of the Lake?

      I shook my head and glanced at the painting of Elizabeth Clare. She’d been in Paris during the French Revolution and had famously gone undercover with a demonic cult to root out a greater demon. I wondered what she’d make of me.

      It didn’t matter. I was half Dark, but I was still half Light, no matter what Issac or anyone else said. His hatred would not get to me.

      I’d made a vow to Aiden, Ramona, Scarlett, and Wilder. A vow to earn back their trust and find a cure for the sickness that had sent the Twin Flames into a coma.

      And I intended to keep it.
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      Issac wasn’t lying when he said he wanted to leave on time.

      I was practically shoved headfirst into a black sedan in the undercover garage. Luckily, I only had a small duffle bag—full of new issue uniforms—because that flew in behind me.

      Thankfully, he took the front seat beside the driver, so I sat in the back and imagined my glare was burning a hole into his skull. He never looked back or uttered a word to me, so at least shooting laser beams out of my eyes wasn’t an ability I could add to the list. One assault charge on my record was more than enough.

      After three hours of awkward silence, Camelot finally came into view. Returning, even after a few days, was bittersweet. I’d saved everyone from Ikakantor’s thrall, but it had done nothing to calm the hostility towards me. Dealing with it was my new reality and I wasn’t sure it would ever change—no matter how many heroic deeds I accomplished.

      Night had fallen while we were on the road. Summer was long over and autumn was fading. Winter in the city was going to be a muddy and freezing affair.

      The castle and its lower city covered several hundred hectares of overgrown and crumbling stone buildings. That included the castle with its inner bailey, service buildings, and gardens. Then the upper city, full of posh people and their fancy villas, then the lower tiers where the common folk went about their business.

      It always awed me how so many people had lived here during the Middle Ages, only to succumb to the incursion of the Dark during the cataclysm. The Naturals had lost so much. Not only scores of people, but the history and knowledge that made them so powerful.

      The car passed through the veil concealing the city from the outside world, and I looked out the window at the ruined city that had caused so much chaos in my life. The night shrouded most of the ruins in shadow, but the artificial lights illuminating the base camp shimmered through the illusion like a beacon.

      Time and space were folded here, meaning the city within was much larger than the outside world had believed. If a human stumbled across it on a hike, they’d walk through an illusion that spat them out on the other side, none the wiser for what lay just beyond their reach.

      Whoever had placed the wards around this place was unknown, but it must have taken considerable power to cover hundreds of hectares and to last almost a thousand years.

      Druids, I thought. Had to be. But they were gone, the last passing through the Darklands to reach their homeland in the years following the cataclysm. Gone, just like Elijah.

      I wondered if I was right about him—if he’d been a Druid before he was mutated. I didn’t know, he’d always been tight-lipped about his origins. Either way, I’d keep my suspicions to myself.

      The car bumped up the dirt track, the uneven surface wreaking havoc on the suspension. At the top of the rise, we stopped at a checkpoint which was a new addition. Security had been beefed up to extreme since I’d been in London. The Regula weren’t taking any chances.

      A Natural dressed head to toe in tactical gear leaned down and peered into the car. I spotted his arondight blade at his hip, the silver hilt glinting in the light from the tent behind him.

      Issac rolled down his window and gestured for the man to come to the passenger side.

      “Identification, please,” the Natural said, angling his head so he could look at me.

      Issac handed him some papers and the Natural took his sweet time checking over everything. His brow creased and he looked at me again.

      “Thank you, Mr. Worthington,” he said, handing back the papers. “Thompson is awaiting your arrival in the command tent. Vehicles can be left in the space to the right. Welcome to Camelot.”

      I snorted as Issac rolled the window back up and the driver accelerated through the checkpoint. Someone took their job a little too seriously. Camelot was far from customs and immigration.

      The driver parked the car as directed and I climbed out of the back, dragging my duffle bag with me.

      Issac walked through the mud as if he didn’t have a care in the world. His boots squelched, his posh woollen overcoat out of place amongst the ruined walls of Camelot, though he strode through the camp like he owned it.

      Nothing had changed since I’d been away. Apart from the increased security around the perimeter, everything looked exactly the same. After only a few days, I wasn’t sure what I was expecting. Armoured tanks, perhaps? An enormous, rumbling machine wasn’t exactly the first choice for a secret organisation.

      We went straight to the command tent.

      Thompson looked at me like I was a problem he didn’t need, though I couldn’t blame him. I’d walked through his Light barrier like it was nothing. That had to dent his fragile manly pride.

      “Worthington,” he said, holding out his hand, “right on time.”

      Issac shook his proffered hand and looked around the tent. “Still messy, I see.”

      I stood to the side, watching their exchanged like a hawk. Great. They were friends.

      “I was surprised when the Regula said they were sending you,” Thompson said.

      “So was I.” They glanced at me and I curled my lip.

      “I’m honoured to be granted the babysitting services of such an esteemed Natural,” I declared.

      “Don’t mind Madeleine,” Thompson said, glaring at me. “She’s always like that.”

      “One would hope that the attitude is linked to her demonic mutation,” Issac said like I wasn’t standing there. “But there is also wishful thinking.”

      Thompson snorted and swallowed a laugh.

      “It’s not a mutation.” They fell silent and looked at me.

      Issac cleared his throat and turned to face me. “Tomorrow you will report for training at dawn.”

      “Dawn?” I complained.

      “Dawn,” Issac said, casting me a withering look. “After which you are permitted to eat in the mess tent. Then you are to report to Aiden Thompson at the archive.”

      “You’re so cheery,” I told him. “The life of the party.”

      “I don’t need to remind you that you are here because of the Regula’s benevolence. What has been given can be taken away.”

      I pouted and my shoulders sagged. Consider me pushed back into my hole.

      “Where?” I asked.

      “My tent…” He glanced at Thompson.

      “The other side of the camp. D3,” the commander replied, giving out the address.

      I raised an eyebrow. “And me?”

      “You will resume your previous lodgings in the barracks,” Thompson said.

      I wasn’t born yesterday. What better way to make sure I was monitored at all times than to throw me back into the snake pit.

      I should count myself lucky. At least it wasn’t that windowless stone room they locked me in last time.

      “You are dismissed,” Issac said, turning his back on me.

      I didn’t think I could feel any more like an outsider, but in that moment, my position was clear. Madeleine Greenbriar was a liability, an annoyance, and a burden no one wanted. They were going all out to make sure my soul didn’t align with the Dark.

      Leaving the command tent, I stepped out into the night. I cast my gaze over the base camp and just to spite Thompson and Issac, I willed myself into invisibility—a skill I’d mastered fairly quickly.

      Crossing the camp, I pressed the edges of my unknown powers, testing the limits of my concealment. Who knew what else I could do, but I supposed I’d find that answer out tomorrow at dawn.

      I stepped into the barracks, my duffle slung over my shoulder, and looked around. Several Naturals glanced up at my arrival, verifying that I’d phased back into view. There wasn’t a sympathetic face amongst the bunch, and I bristled.

      So that was the thanks I got for saving Camelot from Ikakantor’s thrall. Good to know.

      Rhys rose to his feet, his dislike clear from the sour look that puckered his lips. The last time I’d seen him was when my fist had collided with his ugly face, and the feeling was mutual. He had tried to incite a lynch mob against me, so in my book, I was totally justified in breaking his nose. Unfortunately, my book wasn’t the Codex.

      “Look who’s back,” he snarled. “The demon walks amongst us.”

      A thank you might have been nice, but who was I kidding? I should have left his nasty arse in that demonic thrall, but that was the thing about having a conscious… A guy like Rhys would never understand sacrifice.

      I sighed. Arguing was futile.

      “She thinks she saved us, but who’s saying it wasn’t a plot with the Dark to win back our trust?”

      Turning, I left the barracks. There was no way I was sleeping there. I’d probably never wake up if I did.

      It was a bittersweet return to Camelot.

      I wandered through the camp, passing a few open tents as I went. A scientist was hunched over a microscope in one, and a researcher cleaning dirt and clay off a large round amphora with a tiny brush was inside another.

      And so, life went on.

      I dumped my bag beside the bonfire in the centre of the miniature tent city and sat on a stool. Staring into the flames, depression began to take hold.

      Why did I come back to Camelot? Maybe I should have gone with Elijah, even though he’d given himself to his demon side to save me from Ikakantor. He knew things about what I was changing into, and even though he’d annoy me with his terrible insults more than anything, I’d be happier.

      But I couldn’t just run away from my problems. Scarlett and Wilder were sick, and the Dark was attempting to rise again. Another war might erupt, and my powers bridged the gap between both sides.

      I was doing this to protect life, just like the Naturals were, but I wasn’t doing it in the name of the Light. I chose neither Light nor Dark—I’d chosen life.

      I’d told Elijah I’d do whatever it took to make sure the Dark didn’t get their hands on whatever they wanted in Camelot, but I didn’t realise it was going to be this hard.

      I was back at square one. Actually, I was less than that. Instead of making things better, they’d gotten worse.

      I glanced at the sky and shivered
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