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Chapter 1
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“I don’t see any guards.” Nyx Ashwood motioned for her sister, Niamh, to follow her as they headed into the temple in the old city of Varden. She pushed her long red plaited hair off her face. Her purple wings furled behind her like folding leaves. “Come on, let’s look around and get out of here before anyone sees us.”

“Why would there be guards here? The city is supposed to be abandoned.” Niamh’s long blonde hair fell over her face and her pointed ears stuck out. 

“I told you I thought I heard minds in the city when we came here the other day. They disappeared before I had a chance to find them.” She pushed her way through the double doors of the temple and kept her senses on alert. I don’t hear any minds or detect any presences here, she told Niamh in thought. But that didn’t mean there was no one there. The guards could be shielded.

A month had passed since they had stopped Lyra Duncan, the high priestess possessed by the former Queen of Andovia. Walking through parts of the abandoned city still sent chills down her spine.

“What are we looking for?” Niamh frowned.

“Anything that might give us an idea of how to save Ambrose.” Nyx opened the door to Lyra’s bedchamber.

A lot had happened since the former Queen of Andovia had killed the Archdruid’s wife and attempted to kill Nyx. Since then things in Andovia had been restless.

They went through the empty halls of the temple until they reached what had been Lyra’s bedchamber. The large room had bare grey stone walls and a small bed covered with furs. A table and chairs were by the window and a large trunk stood on the other side of the room.

“Not much of a bedchamber for a former queen,” Niamh remarked. “I still don’t understand why she didn’t get revenge on the Archdruid before now. If she has been in Lyra’s body for the last century, why didn’t she do anything to get back at him for taking her realm?”

“She told me she couldn’t restore herself to her true body and couldn’t use her full power in Lyra’s body. That’s why she needed me.” Nyx shuddered. “She needed the blood of another mind whisperer.”

“But how could that help?” Niamh’s frown deepened. “Are we related to her?”

“Maybe we have a blood link. We could be her descendants.” She found a large wooden chest at the end of the bed and rummaged through it. “The queen was the first mind whisperer, so...” She tossed aside the different linens and felt around the bottom of the chest, knocking on the side of it a panel opened. Sliding her hand inside the gap, her fingers closed around something metal and she pulled it out. It was a small gold round object. Like a large pendant. No, not a pendant — it was too large for that.

Niamh opened the door to the wardrobe and rummaged through cloaks and several robes. “It looks like someone has already been here. Are you sure this place is abandoned? We know Ambrose and the queen came here all the time.”

“I guess the queen could have brought someone with her, but I doubt they would still be here.” Nyx opened the object and light flared to life. A glowing image of a beautiful young woman with dark hair and large wings stood beside a red-haired man. Both smiled. Nyx gasped. “I think there’s something in here.”

Niamh didn’t respond as she carried on rummaging through the wardrobe. 

“Niamh, you need to see this.”

Still her sister ignored her. “How many robes does one woman need? Gods.”

“Niamh!”

“I’m busy. I can feel something at the back —”

“Niamh!” Nyx shouted at her.

“What?” Her sister pushed her long blonde hair off her face.

“Look at this.” She held up the glowing image. “It’s Ambrose, the queen and their children.”

Niamh’s eyes widened. “Is that... us?”

All three girls had blonde hair, blonde that flashed with different colours. One had large purple wings. All of them had pointed ears and the same blue eyes.

“No, that can’t be us.” Niamh shook her head. “Can it? It’s impossible.”

“The queen is supposed to be dead. Who are we to say what’s impossible?” Nyx stared at the image harder. “It looks a bit like me — before Harland cut my ears.” It had been so long since her former foster father had cut off her pointed ears that she barely remembered what they were like before.

“But that was a hundred years ago.”

“That’s us, me, you and Novia.” She pointed to the different figures.

Niamh scowled at the mention of their other sister. “But... How? We can’t be that old. I joined the Order when I was ten. You ended up in Joriam and I ended up in Ereden. Wouldn’t we be older? I doubt children stay that young for a century.”

Nyx sighed. “Maybe we are her —”

“No, don’t say it. Don’t even think it. Our mother can’t be that lunatic.”

Nyx had never really thought about the possibility of the Andovian Queen being their mother, but in some ways it would make sense. Neither of them had any idea who their parents were.

“She is the only mind whisperer left. Come on, you must have considered we might be related to her.”

Niamh shook her head. “She’s mad and we’re — maybe it’s a trick. Maybe her daughters survived and one of them is our ancestor.”

“Lucien tested our blood. He said we’re triplets and we have druid and fae blood. Ambrose and the queen are the only druid and fae couple we know of.”

“You’re involved with a druid too,” Niamh pointed out. “I don’t want it to be true. If that woman is our mother, what does that make us?”

“It doesn’t make us like her.” Nyx squeezed her shoulder. “Maybe we should call Novia.”

They hadn’t seen their other sister for a while now since they had gone to stay with her on Glenfel Island.

“Why? She was so desperate to get back to her precious island prison.” Niamh rolled her eyes.

“It’s her home. Besides, she’s the only one who can keep things running there.”

“If she cared about us at all, she’d be here with us.” 

“I’m sure she will come if we need her.” Nyx closed the gold pendant. “Maybe we should talk to Lyra. I mean the queen.” It was hard to know what to call the woman who had served as a mentor to her. But she had to remember that wasn’t Lyra. The queen was just using Lyra’s body as a vessel.

“Why would we talk to her? I don’t have anything to say.” Niamh put her hands on her hips. “She tried to kill you. What makes you think she’d tell you the truth about anything?” 

“She’s the only one with answers, and mind whisperers can’t lie to each other.”

“Nyx?” a voice called out for her.

They turned as Novia blurred towards them.

Niamh furrowed her brow. What’s she doing here? Did you summon her?

No, I didn’t.

“Weren’t you supposed to be on Glenfel?” Niamh asked. “Who’s taking care of the prison?”

“The druidons. I’m so happy to see you both.” Novia threw her arms around Nyx, then went to Niamh, who backed away.

Niamh!

What? I don’t like being touched.

“How did you get through the shield?” Nyx asked.

“Your druid gave me a crystal.” Novia fished a small opaque stone out of her pocket. “It’s infused with power from Ambrose’s staff.”

“Why are you here?” Niamh crossed her arms. “You said you didn’t want to come back with us when we returned from Glenfel.” 

“Nyx’s druid called me. We’ve been talking about moving the queen to Glenfel. She’d be a lot more secure there.” Novia brushed her curly green hair behind her ear. “Besides, I said I would join you once I was sure the prison was in good hands. We just need to figure out how to get her there securely.” She glanced around. “What is this place?” 

“Looks like the place Lyra stayed in when she tortured those people — the ones she had Ambrose kill.” Nyx hesitated. “We found this.” She flipped open the gold locket. The image flared to life again.

Novia put a hand over her mouth as she gasped. “Is that...”

“Us.” Niamh grimaced. “I still don’t believe it.” 

“I suggest we find out.” Nyx closed the locket. “Time to talk to our possible mother.”

“This is a bad idea,” Niamh stated for about the hundredth time as they approached the sealed well.

A month had passed since the former Queen of Andovia had attacked them and tried to kill Nyx. In defeating her, Nyx and her sisters had trapped the immortal queen at the bottom of the well when neither she nor the body she was possessing could escape from.

“Which is why I’ll be the one talking to her.” Nyx doubted either of her sisters would want to talk to the queen.

Niamh would get angry and Novia wouldn’t want to face the woman who had imprisoned her.

Flames shimmered over the well that sealed the queen inside. Nyx and the others had been coming to check it every day to make sure the magic they had used to trap the queen stayed in place.

“But what if she tries to kill you again?” Niamh put her hands on her hips.

Novia bit her lip. “She’s right. What if something goes wrong and we can’t get to you?”

“If we all join powers, I can project myself down there.” Nyx sat down by the well. “That way the queen can’t get to me. Her powers shouldn’t be able to get through the barrier.”

“How do you know that won’t give her a chance to escape?” Niamh shook her head. “I don’t like this. Let’s call the druid.” 

“I agree. She’s still dangerous.” Novia knelt beside her.

“Darius can’t hear us through the shield.” 

“He will probably still hear you since you are bound to each other.” Niamh pulled out her knives as she crouched on Nyx’s other side.

“We are linked, not bound. And it’s a projection. She can’t hurt me. So put your knives away.” She didn’t want to call Darius unless she had to. He wouldn’t like the idea of her talking to the queen either.

Niamh scowled. “No. I’m going to be ready in case that witch tries anything.”

Nyx took their hands and closed her eyes. Their powers merged. Light flashed around her as she reappeared in the hole as an astral projection. The well appeared wider than she’d expected. Shadows danced around the shafts of light. Lyra’s body lay on the other side of the space.

The former queen lay there, unmoving. Her skin had paled and hollowed out. Only the queen’s spirit would have kept that body alive. Her eyes remained closed.

Nyx hesitated and bit her lip. “Lyra?”

That got no response. Maybe she had fallen asleep.

“Lyra, wake up,” Nyx raised her voice.

Still no response.

She sighed. “Or should I call you Mother?”

The queen’s glowing eyes flew open. “You know.” Her lips curled into a sneer.

“So it’s true, then? But how can that be?” Nyx took a step back, uneasy under the queen’s gaze. Mother or not, the queen had tried to kill her more than once already. She wouldn’t trust her.

“Who else could be your mother? We are the last of our kind.”

“But — but I don’t understand. Your children were killed.”

“Yes, they were. And don’t call me Lyra. The time for pretences is over.”

“Then how are me and my sisters here? Did you and Ambrose have more children after you... died? Is that how we’re here?”

The queen snorted. “That would make you Lyra’s children — which you aren’t. You wouldn’t be mind whisperers if you had her tainted blood.”

“Then explain how this is possible.” She crossed her arms. “Because I’m really trying hard to understand all of this.”

Be more forceful, Niamh demanded.

Let her talk. Novia sighed.

Forget that. Demand answers.

The queen struggled into a sitting position. “If you want answers, get me out of this hole. Then I’ll explain everything.”

“That won’t happen. And if you won’t give me answers, then there’s no reason for me to be here.” Nyx closed her eyes.

“With my book, you could release your father from my enchantment.”

“What book?” She narrowed her eyes as she opened them again.

“I have a book. A grimoire that contains all of my magical knowledge. All of the Twelve had one. If I help you save Ambrose then —”

“Then nothing. No one is going to free you. What kind of mother kills her own daughter? But I guess after you locked up Novia and sent Niamh to assassinate me, I shouldn’t be surprised.”

The queen snorted. “Isabella hired Niamh to kill you, not me.” The queen reached out to make a grab for her. Her hand passed straight through Nyx’s form. “I need a blood link to restore me to my body. You, as the oldest of my triplets, are the strongest. If I can get back into my body, we could be a family —”

She clenched her fists. “We’re not family. My sisters and I mean nothing to you. If we did, you would have told us the truth—”

“Would you have listened?” the queen scoffed. “You’re as stubborn as I am.”

“We’ll do everything we can to make sure you never hurt anyone else.” She closed her eyes and willed herself back to her body.

Nothing happened and the queen moved closer to her.

“I will get out of here. You can either side with me or against me. Consider that.”

Nyx opened her eyes. “I’d never side with you.” 

“Would you rather the Archdruid continue to rule? He will destroy all of Erthea if he remains in power.”

“No, but I doubt you’d be the one to bring about peace. Now let me out of here!” Nyx gasped as she opened her eyes and found herself back above the well with her sisters. She blew out a breath. “We need to get her to Glenfel. I don’t think that will hold her for much longer.”
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Darius Valeran stared at his former mentor’s unmoving form propped up in bed. He chanted another spell. One for awakening. Magic pulsed through the air, but Ambrose didn’t stir. He muttered a curse under his breath. What had the queen done to Ambrose? Why did she hate her husband so much?

He had almost run out of ideas of different things to try. Nothing over the last month had roused the other druid. He didn’t have Ambrose’s staff to experiment with either, since Nyx had taken it to go into the old city. Going to the Spirit Grove hadn’t yielded any answers either. Nor had scouring through the spells in the Hall of Knowledge.

He paced up and down the length of the chamber with its bare grey stone walls. The only colour in the room came from the rich red velvet coverings on the fourposter bed. He ran a hand through his long wavy blonde hair. Weeks of research had done little good. There had to be a way to release Ambrose from whatever magic the queen had used on him.

He sighed. “Ambrose, if you can hear me, you need to tell me how to help you.” He waited, but never got a response.

Nyx and her sisters hadn’t had much luck getting through to him with their powers, either. Darius wondered how Ambrose had the strength to communicate with Nyx the way he had when the queen had tried to kill her. Why couldn’t Ambrose do it again and tell them a way to fix him? Or maybe he had used the last of his strength to do that.

Darius flipped through the book further then his senses tingled. 

Fergus Valeran stormed into the room. The Archdruid towered over him. His long dark blonde hair pulled back underneath his crown and his piercing blue eyes narrowed when he caught sight of his son.

“Father!” Darius shot to his feet. 

“What’s wrong with him?” The Archdruid motioned to the bed.

“He’s...unwell.”

Holy spirits, what was his father doing here? Fergus never came to visit him. His father had spent most of his life ignoring him. What had brought him here? Had Ambrose’s absence been noticed? He thought he had done a good job making excuses as to why Ambrose was gone.

Fergus opened one of Ambrose’s eyes. “He’s not ill. He is in the grip of magic — which means that Andovian wench has somehow returned.” His fists clenched. “Why have you been hiding this? Do you know where the queen is?” His eyes flashed with power, and the aura of energy around him increased.

No one in the world of Erthea was more powerful than the Archdruid, the highest authority over magickind. Energy crackled around his father like simmering flames.

“I found him like this. I didn’t tell you because I wanted to find a way to save him.” True enough. He knew he couldn’t lie to his father and didn’t dare to.

“Where’s the queen?”

“I haven’t seen her. Saving Ambrose has been my first priority.”

Fergus paced. “How could she be back? I killed her. I wiped her miserable kind off the face of Erthea.” He stopped pacing again. “You haven’t told me why you never mentioned all this!”

Darius took a deep breath. He had to be careful. Anything could tip his father over the edge. “I was more concerned with helping Ambrose. How do you know she’s back?” But he knew playing ignorance wouldn’t last for very long.

“That’s because he’s been touched by a mind whisperer. He is under her control. Gods, I knew I should have killed him a century ago.”

“But he hasn’t proven to be a threat to you.” Darius wouldn’t let his father kill his mentor. Ambrose might not be perfect, but he’d been more of a father to Darius than Fergus had ever been.

Everyone knew Ambrose had once been the Queen of Andovia’s husband. Some people said he’d been the one who helped the Archdruid take her realm and destroy her.

“Of course he’s a threat. He is under her thrall.” A fireball formed in Fergus’ hand.

Darius stepped between Ambrose and the Archdruid. “Father, wait. If the queen is back, don’t you think she would have used him by now? Keep him alive, use him.” He had to say something to convince his father to keep Ambrose alive. Even if that meant Ambrose being imprisoned for a while. At least he would be alive.

Fergus hesitated, then snuffed out the fireball. “That’s not a bad idea, boy. Are you sure you don’t know where —”

“All I know is Lyra worked with Isabella. Isabella wanted to take your throne.” That was true enough.

Fergus studied him for a moment. Most people wilted under the Archdruid’s gaze, but Darius stood his ground. “You’d better be telling the truth, boy. If you join with the queen against me, you will pray for death.”

He laughed. “I’d never join her. You can believe that.”

“Fine. Guards, take Ambrose away.” Two of the Archdruid’s personal guard came in and yanked Ambrose up by his arms. Ambrose’s head lolled to one side and his long red hair spilled over his face.

“Where are you taking him?” Darius’ heart pounded in his ears.

“Somewhere more secure. I won’t have that Andovian imp using him as her puppet.” Fergus chuckled. “Instead, I’ll use him against her again. He always was her weakness.” The Archdruid swept out of the room.

His older half-brother, Gideon, leaned against the doorframe and smirked. “What’s the matter, brother? Scared your secrets will soon be discovered?” Gideon stood a head shorter than him. His long blonde hair darker than his own. They both had the same blue eyes as their father.

Darius’ gaze hardened. “You’re the one who told him about Ambrose.” He should have known this was coming. Gideon might not have liked his mother very much, but he would have been incensed at her death.

Gideon’s smile widened. “Of course I did. I know he helped condemn my mother. I know my mother was trying to find the Andovian witch. I’m guessing she found her.”

“What does taking Ambrose away do? He’s no threat to anyone.”

“I need him to find the queen and that priestess who murdered my mother. If I have to use Father to do that, I will.” Gideon glared at him. “You’d better decide whose side you’re on. Be sure to not get in my way or I will put an end to you too.” He then stormed off.

“My lord, the Archdruid commands you to come to the palace at once.” Another guard appeared in the doorway.

Wonderful. Had his father already woken Ambrose? Darius hadn’t expected him to do that so fast. As much as he despised the palace, he knew he had to go.

Nyx? He reached out to her with his mind and hoped she’d hear him through the city’s shield.

Yes? Anxiety came to him through their link.

Is the queen secure?

Yes, but...

But what? We found something. The queen is our mother.

Darius’ eyes widened, but he didn’t have time to ponder that. You need to come to the palace. Make sure your sisters stay in the city. My father took Ambrose.

Darius transported to the Crystal Palace in Alaris and found himself surrounded by an enormous crowd. He hadn’t expected that. The palace stood like a glittering shush dual with its crystal walls and giant domed roof that glittered like a diamond.

Spirits, he hoped his father wasn’t about to execute Ambrose. If Fergus viewed Ambrose as a true threat, he might kill him. But he hadn’t expected this so soon. Fergus would need time to wake Ambrose and learn whatever he could from him.

Druid, Nyx called out to him as she pushed her way through the crowd.

“Stand aside,” Darius commanded as the crowd parted. As the Archdruid’s son he still had some authority.

Nyx hurried over to him. “Where is Ambrose?”

He noticed her usual red plait had turned blonde and her wings appeared like a cloak. Why are you glamoured?

I figured it would be safer. I don’t want to remind your father I am a mind whisperer now he knows about the queen. Nyx pushed her hair off her face.

“I don’t know where Ambrose is. Gideon told my father about the queen.” 

“The Archdruid won’t kill him — will he?”

“Where is he?” Novia asked as she and Niamh pushed their way over to them.

“I thought you two were —” Darius sighed.

“He’s our father,” Niamh hissed. “That means we have to save him. He might be the only way we have of getting our memories back.”

“He —”

Trumpets sounded as the Archdruid and Darius’ mother, Lady Mercury, stepped out onto the raised dais. Mercury stood next to his father, her long dark hair pulled back and wearing a triumphant look on her face. Her striking features twisted when she turned to look at Ambrose and her cool grey eyes narrowed.

“My people, I have dire news for you today.” Fergus stepped forward. “The enemy we thought I’d vanquished a century ago has returned. The old Andovian Queen died, but my former wife and the head priestess from the great temple captured her soul and sought to use it against me.” The crowd booed and shook their fists in anger. “I have someone who they thought they could use against me. Someone who claimed to be my ally.”

The two guards dragged Ambrose out. The druid’s head lolled to one side and his eyes remained closed.

Nyx caught hold of Darius’s arm. Don’t do anything.

His jaw tightened, and he shrugged her off. I won’t — even though I want to. Trying to save Ambrose in front of all these people would only lead to more unwanted trouble. To save the other druid, he would have to find another way to get him away from his father.

“Isabella may be dead, but if Lyra Duncan thinks she and the queen can turn against me...” Fergus motioned with his hands. Glowing fiery light formed between his palms. “She’s ensnared her own husband to use against me. Instead, I will use him to find her.” He threw the whirling light at Ambrose. The magic hit the other druid and lit him up like a beacon as it blazed around him. Then the light shot into the sky and expanded in different directions.

“What’s your father doing?” Niamh hissed.

“He is using Ambrose to trace the queen.” Darius reached for Nyx’s hand. To comfort her or himself, he didn’t know.

They weren’t supposed to show any kind of affection for each other in public. In that moment, he didn’t care.

Will your father’s magic get through the shield? Nyx squeezed his hand back.

Hopefully not, but we need to move the queen and soon, before my father finds her. Now my father knows she’s alive he won’t stop looking for her.
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Nyx wrapped her arms around Darius once they got back to his castle and clung to him for a moment. “I’m sorry. I know you wanted to save him. I did too. Gods, I never thought Gideon would turn your father against us.”

Darius returned her embrace. “It was bound to happen sooner or later. We need to figure out a way to get the queen to Glenfel.”

“Are you sure that’s a good idea?” Novia took off her cloak. “The Archdruid’s magic protects the island. What if his spell tracks her? We can’t move her by boat now.”

“How can we move her out of the city?” Niamh threw back her hood. “His spell will latch onto her the minute we get her through the shield.”

Nyx pulled away from Darius and waved off her glamour. Her hair returned to its normal bright shade of red and her green wings unfurled. “Will the spell find her even if she’s inside Lyra’s body?”

“It might.” Darius’ face turned grim. “My father has nearly unlimited power at his disposal. We can’t be sure the shield will be strong enough to withstand his attack.”  

Boom. The castle walls trembled.

Nyx gasped. “What was that?”

“My father’s magic. It’s here. I can sense it.” Darius glanced around, uneasy.

“But why? The queen isn’t here. Why would it come here?”

Novia turned pale. “Oh gods, what if it’s after me? Lyra — the queen, drained magic from me when she held me prisoner. Maybe she used it on Ambrose.”

“Go into the old city. Now!” Nyx tossed Ambrose’s staff to Niamh, then raised her hand. Both her sisters vanished in a swirl of green orbs.

“You should go with them.” Darius touched her cheek. “Gideon told my father about Lyra. I can’t be sure you’ll be safe.”

“No. Not without you.” She shook her head. “You can come with me.”

“You know I can’t. My father is suspicious enough as it is, and I have to find a way to save Ambrose first.”

Nyx crossed her arms. “We agreed to stay together no matter what.”

She couldn’t believe he would even suggest splitting up. Not after everything they’d been through. They were stronger when they were together, and she wouldn’t go anywhere without him. She knew as well as he did what they destroyed was capable of and wouldn’t leave him to face his father alone.

“Not at the expense of your safety.” Darius put his hands on her shoulders. “Look, I don’t want to be apart either, but I can’t just disappear. I will follow you when I can, but first I have to try and get to Ambrose.”

“Take a leave of absence. Make an excuse.” 

“We don’t have much time. My mother will probably be here soon. She’ll demand I go to the palace and then I can search for Ambrose —” he froze. “She’s already here. Go!”

No. Nyx stood her ground. Her senses tingled as Mercury herself and several guards came in. Curse it. She hadn’t expected them to come here so soon. Fumbling in her pocket, she slipped on a leather bracelet to hide their powers.

“Darius, your father’s spell led us here.” Mercury glanced between them and turned her attention to Nyx. “What a surprise. I always knew you were more powerful than —”

“Mother, the magic moved on.” Darius stepped between her and Nyx. “Leave my servant out of this.”

She hated being called a servant. She didn’t serve him, but she knew they had to keep up appearances.

“Has she used her touch on you?” Mercury’s dark eyes narrowed. “Gods above, I thought you would be safe from such power. I never should’ve let this monstrosity become your servant. I always knew she was dangerous.”

“How could I? I’m not that powerful.” She was glad she slipped on the bracelet that suppressed her powers. “Besides, I would never do anything to hurt him.”

Mercury snorted. “We shall see.” She raised her hand.

Nyx gasped as an invisible noose tightened around her throat. Somehow, Mercury could channel the Archdruid’s power.

“Mother —”

Don’t. Don’t let her believe you’re under my control. Nyx sank to her knees when Mercury let go of her. 

“I don’t sense the queen’s spirit or much power in you. But looks can be deceiving. Guards, remove everything from her body.” Mercury motioned at her.

“You will do no such thing.” Darius shoved Nyx behind him. “And no, I’m not coming to the palace. So get out.”

Nyx’s eyes widened. Wait, I thought you were going to go to the palace to save Ambrose?

No, not if you are going to be at risk. Change of plan, we need to get out of here. If my parents treat you as a threat, you will be taken into custody as well. I can’t allow that to happen.

“What did you say?” Mercury’s mouth hung open.

“You heard me. I despise the palace. I’m not going. Now leave.”

Mercury opened and closed her mouth several times before words came out again. “How dare you speak to me —”

Daris crossed his arms and scowled. “I do dare. I’m of age and as the Archdruid’s son I outrank you. I will not be cooped up in the palace. I have duties here.”

“But your safety —” Mercury protested.

“That’s my problem, not yours.”

His mother snorted. “You have no security here other than a few wards. You don’t even have guards.” She sneered at Nyx. “Or do you somehow think she is going to protect you?”

“I am in the Forest Guard and I can take care of myself. The queen isn’t here and if she appears, I will deal with her.”

“The Andovian Queen isn’t just an enemy. She is immortal and —”

“And I’ll deal with it,” Darius repeated and gritted his teeth.

Don’t we need to get Ambrose out? Nyx asked. We need to be at the palace to do that.

No, not now. Our priority is getting the queen out of Andovia. There’s no way we could take Ambrose, not whilst he’s in my father’s custody. 

“I won’t leave you here with only that thing,” — Mercury motioned towards Nyx — “and a house brownie for protection.”

“Fine, I’ll go to Trin and be with my siblings. That’s remote and far safer than Andovia.”

“Trin is a tiny island with only a few druids there.”

“It’s safe, and the island has its own protections. It’s the perfect place to go.” Darius took hold of his mother’s arm and steered her towards the door. “You can leave now. Nyx, go and pack my things. Guards, get out.”

The guards left and Nyx ducked around the corner but kept a close eye on Darius.

Mercury yanked her arm away. “I’m your mother. You can’t treat me like this.”

“You said you wanted me to be safe. On Trin I will be. Get out!”

“I taught you to behave better than this. Either you come to the palace or I’ll have the guards drag you there.”

“Why? So Father can use me as his next vessel?”

Nyx flinched, surprised. What had made him say that? It was better if they didn’t reveal how much they knew about the Archdruid.

Mercury gasped. “Of course not. How could you know about that?”

“It doesn’t matter. Just as long as you and Father stay away from me. I won’t be used by him.”

“Darius, I would never let him do that to you.”

“Yes, you would. You would do anything to keep him in power.”

“That’s —”

“The truth. Now go!”

To Nyx’s surprise, Mercury walked away.

“Why did you tell her —?” Nyx asked. 

“Because it was the only way to make her leave. We need to go.”

“To Trin?” She knew Trin was a small island occupied by the other druids, but it was on another continent, leagues from Andovia. 

“No, somewhere safer. Now I have an excuse to leave, but we need to move fast. Go and pack your things. We need to get out of here. My mother will probably send more guards to get me.”

Nyx headed to her room. She rarely slept in there. Most of the time she slept next to Darius. She shoved clothes, books and other items into her pack. It felt strange to be leaving this place after calling it home for the past few weeks. But it didn’t matter where they had to go as long as she and Darius stayed together.

Outside, she found Darius and his dragon, Sirin. The large white dragon sat patiently waiting beside him. “Are you sure you’ve got everything? We need to take whatever we can with us.”

“As sure as I can be. Are you sure we can stay in the old city? Most of it is in ruin.”

“We’ll manage.”

“What about food and water? I doubt much grows there and we can’t hunt for food there either.” She swung her pack over her shoulder. Gods, she hadn’t even considered that before. If they were going to be stuck there for a while, they would need food and other things to live on.

“Let me worry about that.” Darius waved his hand and light blazed around his castle. “There. The castle’s protections are activated, so it should keep anyone out whilst we’re gone. Though I’m not sure we’ll be coming back here anytime soon.”

“We can’t permanently stay in the old city, can we?” Nyx put her hand to her face. She only ever thought of the city as a place of refuge. Could it become a permanent home?

“Where are we going, boy?” Ada came out carrying a bag. The small woman with bark-like skin barely came up to their knees.

“You’re coming with us?” Nyx arched an eyebrow.

“Of course I am. Someone needs to keep you two fed, don’t they? Besides, from what I’ve heard about the city, it will need a lot of cleaning up.”

They all scrambled onto the dragon. Darius placed Ada at the front
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