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CHAPTER 1


They had stripped me naked and tied me to a tree. My buckskin clothes lay discarded in a pile, torn and trampled.
I trembled from the cold, but mostly from fear.
This was Val’s fault. He abducted me from the pack so they could kill me.
Captain Silex stood in front of me. Five of her guards—those Lux Academy faithful protectors that I’d once trusted—stood behind her, forming a semicircle, watching me. A couple of them held torches that illuminated the small forest clearing where they’d made camp as they searched for me.
Val stood back, his face pale, his right hand wrapped tightly in bloody strips of fabric. He’d told me I would pay for mutilating his hand. He’d made good on his promise. There was only hatred in his steel-blue eyes—not an ounce of sympathy or regard for my nudity. It was ridiculous to expect even a shred of concern from him. I had cut his finger off and joined the pack that killed Magistrate Magnus, his mentor.
In his eyes, I was nothing but a traitor, and my claims about the true nature of the Lux Academy were nothing but lies.
Beyond the clearing, the cold night was filled with the usual nocturnal sounds of nature: a hooting owl, the rustle of leaves as the wind blew, the gentle scampering of rodents as they searched for food… a peaceful tune for a pleasant night of sleep. Funny how quickly I had gotten used to slumbering the way the wildlings did.
But within the boundaries of the camp, within the tight circle of men and women that surrounded me, it was a different story. There was nothing peaceful about their stances, their agitated breaths, or the loathing in their eyes.
I winced as a stab of pain lanced down my spine. Rough bark scraped against my back and rear. I tried to move to relieve the tension that made me feel as if my back would split in two, but it was impossible. The ropes that bound me were tight, skillfully bound, impossible to escape. I’d received the same lessons my captors had and knew as many expert knots as they did. There was no getting away.
Captain Silex turned to one of her guards and took the torch from his hands. Slowly, she walked to the pile of discarded clothes and set them on fire. The supple hides ignited instantly, filling the air with a sharp scent and casting a menacing glow over her cruel face, which had always seemed stalwart before, but now I knew better.
“You have betrayed us,” she said, her eyes reflecting the flames as she stared at the burning garments. “I have never, in all my years at the Academy, witnessed such utter disloyalty. All that we taught you, all that we did for you, counted for nothing.”
Pushing away my shame and fear, I met her gaze. “How do you sleep at night?” I asked, my voice dripping with contempt.
I glanced over her shoulder and scanned the guards’ faces. Two of them had been there the night I clawed my way out of the mass grave where they’d dumped me along with my friends. I met their gazes too, my expression accusing. They knew this was a charade. I had never betrayed the Academy.
The Academy had betrayed me.
Finally, my gaze met Val’s. He had been my friend ever since I could remember, and yet, the loathing in his eyes was just as strong as that of the guards.
“You turned into one of them,” Captain Silex continued as if I hadn’t said anything.
“I am one of them,” I shot back, truly believing it for the first time.
The captain shook her head and threw a knowing glance toward Val as if saying, do you see?
My once friend’s mouth twisted in disgust.
“You stole me, stole all of us,” I spat. “And then, when you can’t control our power, you kill us.”
“The way we killed you?” she asked, a satisfied smile tipping her lips. “We wished you farewell. Gave you all you would need to succeed elsewhere. But instead, you came looking for the wildlings? Did you do it out of spite? Because you weren’t good enough to become an apprentice?”
I shook my head at her lies. It was useless to argue.
“Ungrateful. Misguided. Stupid,” Captain Silex enunciated every word, adding a heavy dose of revulsion to every syllable. “We came looking for you because we were willing to help you, but look at how you’ve repaid us. You joined our enemy. You mutilated your friend.” She gestured toward Val, who slowly hid his bandaged hand behind his back.
“You killed Magistrate Magnus.”
I hadn’t killed the magistrate. The triad had, but I doubted my objections would make a difference.
“You turned into one of them,” she added between clenched teeth as if that was the worst of the crimes she’d listed.
One of the guards who had chased me when I ran from the Academy stepped forward. “She laid a curse on us,” he said, his voice trembling, his expression flashing with fear.
Murderers! I hope wildlings devour your entrails. I hope the Light seeps out of you and darkness eats your worthless, lying souls. That was what I’d told them when they had me trapped up a tree.
“She’s a witch,” the second guard who had been there said. “There’s only one way to kill them.”
Air whooshed out of me as if I’d been punched in the gut. I shook my head, fear crawling up my spine, turning it to ice.
The Academy burned witches.
I was resigned to death. When I’d saved Nirliq from the sharp knife Val had held at her throat and made her promise to keep quiet while I was abducted, I’d known I was signing my death sentence. Val had promised they would hold me accountable for all my crimes, and I’d had no doubt about the outcome of such a trial.
Guilty. Guilty on all counts.
I’d been aware the sentence would be swift and believed my death would be too. A sword through my heart. That was what I had hoped for. But burning at the stake?
My heart hammered against my ribs as my eyes drifted toward the torch in Captain Silex’s hand.
“No,” I said under my breath. “Not like that.”
Captain Silex stood firm. “The law is the law.”
“No,” I repeated, my gaze roving over every face, trying to find a hint of pity, but not even Val seemed to think a gruesome death at the stake would be too cruel for me.
“Gather the wood,” Captain Silex ordered.
Immediately, her guards scattered and started searching the fringes of the campsite.
“No,” I cried out hoarsely, raw panic clawing at my throat. “You can’t. I’ve suffered enough because of your lies. Kill me. Rip my heart out. Slice my throat. But don’t torture me to further your deception.”
Captain Silex stared impassively at me, not a hint of guilt or remorse in her expression.
“Please,” I begged. “Please.”
Nothing.
I turned to Val. “Don’t do this. I’m not a witch. I didn’t kill Magistrate Magnus. I don’t deserve this. I don’t.” Hot tears slid down my face, and still, I found no sympathy in anyone’s face, especially Val’s.
In fact, when the first guard returned with an arm full of dry branches that he dumped at my feet, what I saw in his gaze was short of pleasure.
One after the other, the guards returned and piled their wood at my feet, laying it around the tree like a fan.
“Any last words?” Captain Silex asked, taking a step closer, the torch held tightly in her hand.
I whimpered, my eyes locked on the torch, fear causing my knees to buckle. I slumped, bark digging into my back, scraping, tearing my skin. I tried to speak, tried to say I wished they would all burn in hell for all eternity, but there was a huge lump in my throat, a ball of terror, panic, and regret that didn’t let me utter a single word.
“Well, then,” Captain Silex pronounced, “judgment has been passed, and I take responsibility for dispensing the proper sentence for your crimes. Jazmin Bronte, you have consorted with wildlings and cast out curses, exposing yourself as a witch. Therefore, tonight you burn at the stake.”
Slowly, she lowered the torch toward the dry wood at my feet. I watched as the flame descended on its path to igniting the worst death imaginable. It took all I had to tear my gaze off their hypnotizing glow and look at Val.
Our gazes locked. For an instant, I thought I saw doubt slash across his face, but before I could be sure, whatever I’d seen disappeared, leaving behind nothing but absolute contempt.
Still, I couldn’t help the plea that escaped me, the useless hope that rose in my heart as I appealed to his humanity. “Not like this, please, please.”
In answer, Captain Silex pressed the torch to the kindling the guards had laid on top of the wood, methodically going around the semicircle of dry branches that surrounded me.
Smoke immediately rose, filling my nose with its acrid smell.
“No.” I turned my head to one side, eyes squeezed shut. “No, no, no.”
The wood crackled and whooshed as it caught. More smoke snaked upward, lapping over my naked skin and twisting its way into my head.
Almost immediately, heat built up around me, a scorching wall closing in on me, growing tighter and more suffocating by the second.
My eyes stung. I coughed and pushed onto my tiptoes as if I could get away from the rising flames that were already several inches high.
Beyond the hazy wall that surrounded me, everything seemed to tremble. The faces of my enemies looked distorted, but the glow in their eyes was unmistakable. It was made of fire and satisfaction, of flame and righteousness.
A scream tore from my throat as a glowing ember popped and jumped at my leg, viciously searing it. As if they’d been waiting for an invitation, more followed, and the next thing I knew, agony—a vicious, hungry creature—was released upon me.
I screeched. It was an unrecognizable sound that came from the roots of my very soul. It was primal and raw, and it didn’t stop—not even as my skin and flesh started melting off my bones.
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CHAPTER 2


Pain.
Pain.
Pain.
The world was made of pain, a searing anguish that erased everything else.
Time turned to pain, an eternity of it. The scent of burned skin and hair was also pain. My life—cut short, ruined by lies—was, likewise, reduced to scorching agony.
Their lies burned me. They had from the beginning. My innocence, my family, and the meaning of truth… gone up in smoke. My dreams, my friends, my past and future turned to ashes.
All that was left was devastation… of my soul and my very bones. 
Since the moment they stole me from my family, they worked on tearing me apart piece by piece, undoing my true self and replacing it with one falsehood after another, until what was left was only a shell of who I was supposed to be. And now, the pain they’d wrought sought to undo even that person.
For the first time, I saw it.
The Academy was destruction.
They bred ruin for the wolf packs, the witch clans, the vampire covens, their students.
No one was safe from their overreaching arms.
The pain carved off my skin, exposing flesh. My throat, clogged with acrid smoke, snarled with cry after cry. I would never die. The agony would never end. I was in hell, paying for my sins.
Shadows loomed in front of me. The fire was devouring my eyes, consuming, relishing.
My cries grew more desperate. The pain, the pain… the pain?
It was ebbing. Death was finally ready to cradle me in its arms.
The shadows in front of me took the shape of hands. They hovered in front of my face. Four of them, and beyond them… two faces. I wasn’t standing anymore. Not tied to the tree. My back was pressed to blissfully damp earth.
“By all that is sacred,” a garbled voice said. “I think she’s beyond our help.”
“No! She isn’t! She’s strong. Just keep working.” I recognized the second voice. It was new. I’d only heard it for the first time some days ago, but I already knew its timbre. And it was she who had brought this absence of pain.
Ila… my sister.
I strained to see her face, but I only perceived shapes. What had happened to my eyes? I lifted a hand toward my face.
“Shh, stay still, Sheela.” Ila pressed my hand back down.
“Ila,” I said, my voice a weak croak.
“I’m here. We’re here.”
“Eat this,” that first voice said.
Something pressed against my lips. The thought of eating made my whole body convulse. I turned my head away, sending a bolt of pain down my spine.
“I promise you’ll feel better. It’s a honeycomb.” That voice again, and I finally recognized it.
Bethel... the Wallagrass witch.
Yes, her honeycombs always made me feel better.
I opened my mouth. Bethel dropped a small piece in my mouth. It melted quickly. I swallowed laboriously. She coaxed another small piece past my lips. A moment later, I exhaled in relief as strength suffused my body. My breaths became deeper, and this time, fresh air filled my lungs. It was blissful and right and life-giving.
By degrees, my vision improved, and Ila and Bethel’s faces sharpened until their features cleared a little. They were both beautiful, even as their four heads furrowed in concerning concentration. Four pairs of hands moved over my body. Wait, four? I blinked and stopped seeing double.
Ila was a healer, and Bethel a witch.
They had come to save me. But how did they overpower the guards?
My ears were next to recover, and they offered the answer to my question. Growls, barks, and the din of battle filled the air. I turned my head to one side, following the sounds.
Boots and huge paws trampled the ground. An Academy guard fell flat on his back, his face bloody, his eyes vacant as he stared lifelessly into nothingness.
I tried to sit up, even as pain rippled through me, but Ila put a hand on my chest and held me down. “Stay down. We’re not done.”
“Cauldron! I’ve never seen anything like this. Look at her hands!” Bethel said breathlessly.
Panic surged through my veins. What was wrong with my hands?! I lifted them and stared at my fingers as I clenched and unclenched them to make sure they worked. There was nothing wrong with them. In fact, they looked perfect, the skin smooth like a child’s.
As I stared, the skin around my wrists and forearms knitted itself before my very eyes, turning from gruesome, raw flesh to soft silk.
“Keep going,” Ila said in a breathless tone filled with awe.
Their hands moved up and down my body, healing, repairing every inch of it. As they worked, I felt nothing. They had done something to numb me, to deliver me from the awful pain that had enveloped me in its cruel arms.
“We’re done,” Bethel announced, sounding incredulous
Suddenly, a cold breath of air lanced into my lungs, and my body tingled as if a million ants were sinking their pincers into me. I panted, hugging my legs to my naked chest and shivering.
“Here.” Ila stood and removed her jacket, a heavy piece lined with fur.
It made my skin itch in a strange way. Every inch of me felt new and tender, able to sense the slightest contact.
Of their own accord, tears started sliding down my face just as they’d done when I’d been tied to the tree, begging for a swift death. My gaze lifted to the very spot where I’d stood as they passed their awful sentence. The fire that had been an inferno was now reduced to a smoking pile of burned branches. The young tree was covered in soot, its bark black as charcoal.
My fists clenched as I swatted the tears from my face and rose to my feet, letting Ila’s jacket slide to the ground.
As I focused on the battle, its sounds registered once more. Five people were standing back to back, forming a circle. Their swords pointing outward as three massive werewolves paced around, their eyes glowing, their teeth bared. They seemed to grin in pleasure, to toy with them. The guards had no magic, so they stood no chance against the triad.
Captain Silex and Val were among them, alive and looking as hateful as ever. Two guards already lay dead on the ground.
Staring straight at the captain, I marched in her direction, hatred much deeper than what she could feel for me simmering in my veins. When the wolves noticed me, they stopped pacing and stared up at me, something like relief flashing across their green, yellow, and blue luminous eyes. The monsters who had condemned me to a slow death by fire also turned their attention in my direction. 
Everyone stilled.
I stood naked, my newborn skin able to perceive the slightest touch of the wind. I saw myself as they must have seen me.
Whole. Alive. Remade.
“I lied,” I said, releasing a maniacal laugh. “I am a witch.”
I spread in my arms so they could see every inch of me, so they could fear me. They’d sought to destroy me when their lies had failed to do the job, but they had also failed, and now I was reborn, cleansed from their manipulative influence once and for all.
Bare feet padding over the ground, I approached Captain Silex. She aimed her sword straight at my heart, her face as fierce as ever under her cropped hair. I raised a hand, pressed my fingers to her blade, and pushed it out of the way.
“The sword will not save you, Captain Silex,” I said in a hushed tone.
Val stood to her right and a guard to her left. They both had enough sense to look more terrified than their captain.
My gaze fell to the captain’s belt, where she carried a knife. I reached for it. She flinched but didn’t move as I unsheathed it and raised it to examine it.
“Jaz, what are you doing?” Val hissed.
Lazily, my gaze slid to meet his. I didn’t speak but made sure the hatred in my eyes let him know that whatever friendship had existed between us had burned in the pyre he’d allowed them to light at my feet.
I returned my attention to the captain and, fast as lightning, took a step forward, grabbed the collar of her jacket with my free hand, and pressed the knife to her throat. Our gazes locked, the intensity in mine matching hers like never before. I had always admired her, looked up to her. She’d trained me for countless hours while I aspired to master her fighting skills. I never had the chance to get there because they’d decided I was spendable, something worse than garbage, worthy of nothing more than a mass grave.
I let the infinitely sharp edge of her knife cut into her skin. Blood dribbled down and stained the collar of her blue uniform. She swallowed, her throat bobbing up and down. Still, no fear registered in her expression. The woman had ice in her blood. She had to know she wouldn’t leave this clearing. She had to see in my eyes that my rage and hatred for her and every single person at the Academy boiled with heat more intense than the one she’d viciously started with her torch.
Behind me, the triad pulled closer. I sensed the wolves’ presence and the invisible support they offered me by merely standing there.
“Traitor,” the captain said through gritted teeth.
“Even as you stare death in the face, you lie,” I said, my words quiet and calm.
She sneered, her nostrils flaring.
“I will destroy Lux Academy until there is nothing but rubble left. And its reign of tyranny and lies will end. The way you end today.”
Her eyes widened at my last sentence. She made as if to pull back, but I was swift, leaning on the blade and sliding it across her throat.
A spray of blood jetted through the captain’s fingers as I stepped back, and she clutched at her neck. Some of it squirted on my face, but I didn’t bother to clean it. I just stood there, impassively watching as she made gurgling sounds and dropped to her knees. The remaining guards and Val stared, horrified.
Captain Silex coughed up a mouthful of blood, then fell face-first to the ground, and at last, did not move anymore. Her death gave me no satisfaction. No shock or horror at how easily I’d ended her life assaulted me. She deserved it. For Mary, Richard, and all the others who never made it out of the Academy.
With a desperate battle cry tearing from his throat, Val charged me, sword slicing through the air. The remaining guards followed suit, but the wolves took one each, leaving me to deal with Val.
Raising my knife, I parried the blow. Metal clashed against metal. Val pushed his weight forward, trying to overpower me. He had always been stronger than me, and how would he not? He was taller and more muscular. Our sword and knife skills were almost equal, so it was always his strength and stamina that helped him beat me.
But tonight, he was weak from blood loss and from trudging through the woods. And me? I was reborn, energized by Bethel and Ila’s magic—not to mention by my unadulterated hatred for the Academy and anyone who had anything to do with it.
“You let them burn me,” I hissed through my teeth as I pushed the knife’s blade against his sword, steadily driving the sharp blade toward his face.
His arms trembled as he fought to hold me back. “You’ve turned into a monster. You deserve to die.”
“I’d like to say that one day you’ll learn the truth and that no matter how much regret you feel, I’ll never stop hating you for what you did tonight. But I can’t. Because, like your beloved Magistrate Magnus and Captain Silex, you won’t live to see another day.”
Stepping forward, I tried to jam my knee into his crotch, but he saw it coming and took a step back. Swinging his sword arm in a circle, he attempted to dislodge the knife from my hand. It was a maneuver we’d both practiced many times. Muscle memory kicked in, and as the knife threatened to slip from my grasp, I tightened my grip around the hilt and made a twirling motion of my own.
Val gasped as the sword flew from his hand and impaled itself in the ground with a twang. He made as if to run for it, but I took a step forward and blocked his path, brandishing the knife in front of his face. He froze, eyes darting to and fro.
It was then that I noticed the surrounding silence. The wolves weren’t snarling, and the guards weren’t grunting anymore. In fact, they lay immobile on the ground, Kall, Maki, and Novuk looming over them. They’d made quick work of them, and now they stood alert, watching Val and I fight, ready to intervene if need be.
“He’s mine,” I said, flashing them a warning glance.
The white wolf with the intense emerald eyes, Kall, lowered his head in acknowledgment.
Val glanced at the sword regretfully. He also had a knife at his waist, but I’d always been better at close combat, and weak as he was, he didn’t stand a chance.
“Not so brave now that I’m not tied to a tree,” I spat.
Slowly, he pulled out his knife and held it up.
We circled each other, knees bent, ready to pounce. I waited for him to make the first move, but after a long moment, it was obvious that he wouldn’t.
A newly minted part of my soul wanted to toy with him, to torture him. I imagined myself chopping off his fingers one by one and stuffing them into his mouth. The images were gruesome, inconceivable to the person I’d been just an hour ago. Yet, I understood that this new dark side of me would thoroughly enjoy the horror of such punishment. For what he had allowed them to do to me, he deserved that and more.
I launched, knife slicing downward. His blade blocked mine, and we pushed away from each other. I growled, baring my teeth, and stabbed my weapon toward his gut. He jumped backward, sucking in his stomach. Taking advantage of my proximity, he turned the knife sideways and sliced at my neck.
Quickly, I ducked and stabbed forward, sinking my blade into his side.
He cried out in pain and fell to his knees. A dark patch of blood bloomed on his uniform as I pulled my knife out. He pressed a hand to the wound, blood trickling through his fingers.
I stood in front of him, watching impassively as he bled.
“Kill me then!” he growled in a hoarse voice.
“You wish me to grant you a swift death?” I asked, my voice dripping with contempt. “How ironic.”
The force of his hatred swept through me as, legs trembling, he rose to his feet, slicing the air with his knife, ready for more.
A smile began to stretch my lips, but quickly froze when I noticed a strange aura starting to glow around his head. I stared, taken aback, my knife dropping a couple of inches from the proper fighting position.
“What?! Scared of me now?” Val asked as the glow intensified and spread all over his body. He stared at his hands as he noticed what was happening.
It was magic, awakening in him. His coda was complete, and even though the power wasn’t supposed to manifest for many months, he had somehow managed to conjure it at this moment.
It was his turn to allow a small smile to stretch his lips.
Abruptly, he jerked his arm and threw the knife over his shoulder. It was a maneuver we’d practice for fun many times. We would set a target and try to hit it without looking. But why would he…?
A howl of pain rent the night, sending a fluttering of birds fleeing from the trees surrounding the clearing. 
“No!” Ila cried out behind me.
Behind Val, Kall fell to the ground, shifting back to his human form, legs twitching. I stared in horror as I saw Val’s knife sticking out of Kall’s left eye. The weapon crackled with blue energy, and so did Kall’s head. 
“Kall!” I ran toward him.
Before I reached him, the other two wolves also fell to the ground, shifted, and roared in agony.
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CHAPTER 3


Ila and Bethel cried out and ran to Maki and Novuk, falling to their knees in front of them.
Bethel pulled at her hair. “What’s happening? I don’t understand.”
My hand went for the electrified knife protruding from Kall’s eye, then froze midway. I wanted to take it out, but what would happen if I did? And how was he still alive, twitching and thrashing? Hadn’t the knife…? I couldn’t think of it.
I looked at Maki and Novuk. They were jerking uncontrollably, same as Kall. Ila and Bethel’s expressions told me they’d never seen anything like this before and didn’t know what to do.
“Oh, no,” the trembling words hissed under my breath.
Without the triad…
Anger rose in my chest anew. I jerked to my feet, intent on killing Val once and for all, but as I scanned the clearing, I found him gone. I clenched my fists and growled in frustration. Through the darkness, I saw a dark shape riding on horseback at full gallop. Trembling with fury, I fell down to my knees, unable to wrap my head around the terrible consequences of the pack losing their triad.
It was my fault. They had come to rescue me and now—
“… knife!” Bethel’s desperate voice broke through my stupor.
She’d been talking to me, and I hadn’t noticed. I glanced up, feeling numb.
“Pull out the knife. Now!”
“But…”
“Do it!” her command was unequivocal.
I glanced down at the weapon still embedded in Kall’s eye socket. It glowed with electric energy, pulsing like a heartbeat while all three males spasm.
Gritting my teeth, I swiftly went for the hilt and wrapped my hand around it. A jolt of violent pain shot up my arm. I cried out as the energy pushed me back with tremendous force. I flew backward, and it took all of my willpower not to let go of the knife.
Air whooshed past my lips as I hit the ground. My head spun as the world tumbled around me. I sucked in a breath and pushed up to my elbows with difficulty. Val’s knife laid discarded on the ground a few feet away from me, and Kall and the others…
They were utterly still.
Ila and Bethel stared down at them, frozen and wide-eyed.
“Are they…?” I started to ask.
“Shh!” Bethel issued a command, air hissing through her teeth. Her black eyes flicked from side to side as she seemed to sort through possible courses of action.
After a moment, she shook her head, did a weird little hop without standing, and repositioned herself in front of Kall. Pressing her hands to each side of his head, she closed her eyes and began chanting in a language I couldn’t understand. Her lips moved fast, and soon her hands were glowing, energy flowing into Kall.
Ila and I stared, unmoving. My hand closed around a handful of dirt as I held my breath, watching for any sign of movement from Kall.
Please, please, please.
They couldn’t be dead. They couldn’t. If they were, I would rather—
One of Kall’s hands twitched, and a shallow breath shuddered through him.
Ila gasped in relief, pressing a hand to her mouth. Tears shone on her cheeks, but she swatted them away and started tending to Maki and Novuk, who were now stirring.
I sat up all the way, my very bones aching, and crawled back toward Kall. I was about to touch him when I noticed Bethel was still in the throngs of her healing spell, a litany of whispers rushing past her lips. Sweat peppered her forehead and upper lip. Her brow was kneaded in concentration.
My eyes swept down the column of her neck and the length of her arms down to her hands, where she held Kall’s head and a gentle glow transferred from her to him.
Stomach tightening in horror, I stared at Kall’s mutilated face, the eye socket dark and empty, and oozing blood.
Bethel’s entire body shuddered, and I thought she might collapse, spent from exertion, but she held on and continued her spell, choppy words issuing feverishly from her lips as if each one took everything she had.
I wrapped my arms around my chest as a gust of wind blew through, rediscovering I was naked. Ila tossed her fur jacket at me. I put it on, secured it at the front, and shivered. Every inch of my skin felt new and tender, able to sense the slightest contact. Weird.
Several minutes passed. Ila sat back on her heels, looking defeated. She was the pack’s healer, but she had no magic. She relied on salves and poultices to treat her patients, the way she’d done with my torn-up feet after I escaped Lux Academy. But no poultice could help here, only Bethel’s witchcraft could. Or at least I hoped so.
Suddenly, Bethel slumped on the ground, exhausted. She breathed heavily as rivulets of sweat dripped down her face.
She shook her head. “I don’t know if it will be enough,” she said breathlessly.
Ila and I exchanged a heavy glance. I dared to get closer to Kall and lay a hand on his shoulder. His skin was clammy and cold. Blood marred the left side of his face, drying quickly. I despaired, guilt building quickly, like a tumbling snowball inside my chest.
“The triad’s healing powers will make it enough,” Ila said, trying to sound confident, though her words trembled a bit at the end.
I had seen, firsthand, what those combined healing powers could do. Maki had recovered from a deadly arrow wound by borrowing energy from his triad mates. Maybe that was why the other two wolves had collapsed when Kall fell. Maybe the injury had been too terrible and—
“I don’t understand why Maki and Novuk are like this,” Ila said, shaking her head.
Bethel sat up straighter, inhaling deeply as if drawing strength from the air. She wiped a hand over her brow and exhaled.
“I don’t either,” she said, once more looking as if she were evaluating a million possibilities.
Slowly, she seemed to regain some of her strength and reached for the shoulder bag slung across her body. She set it down in front of her and dug through it. She came up with strips of cloth and a small jar, which she handed to Ila.
Ila took them and set to work, applying a thick brown salve to Kall’s ruined eye and wrapping the bandages around his head to cover the gruesome wound.
“Will he…?” She seemed unable to ask the question that must be on everyone’s mind.
“I did all I could to restore his eye from what was left,” Bethel said. “If he wasn’t part of a triad, I would hold no hope for it, but maybe…” Her dark gaze roved over Maki and Novuk’s motionless shapes. It was up to them to lend Kall the strength needed to repair the damage.
“Maybe that’s why they are unconscious,” Ila ventured, echoing the same thoughts I’d had just a moment ago.
Bethel shook her head. “I don’t believe that’s the reason.” She sounded as if she had a theory of her own.
“Then why?” Ila asked.
“I sensed something from him.” The hateful way Bethel said 
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