
PJ and The Company of the Challenge

The Promise of Magic Series, Book 3

Copyright © 2018 Stormy Summers

Kindle Edition

Acknowledgments

This is a work of fiction, and entirely the product of the author's imagination. Resemblance to real persons, places or events are either entirely coincidental, or are used fictitiously. Minor references to the work of other authors is intended to be entirely complimentary, and is done with the greatest respect. All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any manner whatsoever without the express written consent of the Author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles or reviews. For information or permission, contact Stormy Summers at stormy@stormysummers.com.

Table of Contents

Copyright Page

Chapter One | Loyalties | 1.1

1.2

1.3

1.4

1.5

Chapter Two | Funeral | 2.1

2.2

2.3

2.4

2.5

2.6

2.7

Chapter Three | Noticed | 3.1

3.2

3.3

3.4

3.5

3.6

Chapter Four | First Blood | 4.1

4.2

4.3

4.4

4.5

4.6

4.8

Don’t Miss the rest of PJ’s adventures:

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One

Loyalties

1.1
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Her room looked exactly as she remembered it, and she breathed a sigh of happy relief. She spun around once, grabbed up her cell phone from where she had dropped it, and turned to face Ormas.   "I am so very glad to be back," she said, "but now is when things get really complicated. I know you're going to see and hear a million things today that are new and strange, and some of them might even be scary, but I need you to save your questions til I have time to answer them, okay?"

He bowed his head to her. "As you command, Milady."

PJ's eyes went wide. "Okay, first things first! No more 'Milady,' just call me PJ. And no more talk about—about forever, and stuff, not til I can think some of this through, alright?"

"As you—Okay, PJ."

She smiled at him and took his hand to lead him out of her room. The doorknob fascinated him for a moment, and she had to tug his hand to make him follow.

Ormas muttered under his breath at the size of the house and stared into the great room as they descended the staircase. He was stunned into silence and simply swung his head from one interesting sight to another.

In the sun porch, the conversation had continued, and even the elves' keen hearing was too focused on what Arthur had been saying to pick up Ormas' voice or footsteps. Nikki had registered the sound of PJ’s door opening, but even as she noticed it, Arthur caught her attention when he said, "We'll have to spend months just getting her confidence built up. She's far too humble and meek, for all she's certainly tough. We'll need to push her, and hard."

"Majesty, she is still a child, here," said Trystan, "remember that. We cannot expect as much from her, now, as we would have in our own time."

Arthur glared at him. "Trystan, you need to remember that it was not we who chose her, but the Almighty, Himself! Can ye grasp that? This is not just a little girl we're dealing with; she's young, I grant, but she has something about her that makes her the One; something neither we, nor the world, has seen in a long, long time. We used to bruise our squires, d' ye recall, when we trained them for knighthood? This girl will need to be pushed every bit as hard...”

He realized that every eye in the porch had suddenly snapped toward the door and began to turn that way, but the strangled, anguished cry that came out of the mouth of the old priest startled him as Trystan half-rose and then fell to his knee, one hand extended.

"It cannot be!" he had cried, and Arthur saw now that Gareth and Gawain were also wide-eyed and kneeling. Galahad and Katherine looked confused, and so did the elves and the fairy, and a chill went down Arthur's spine as he turned the rest of the way.

PJ stood in the doorway, but there was something different about her; and the lad beside her, with that great sword on his back—who was he?

"Ormas? Is it—Ormas, my son?" Trystan was almost whispering in his shock, and when he saw the recognition in the lad's eyes, he gasped. "It is! Then—Oh, Majesty! It is she!" he said, as he turned his weeping eyes to Arthur.

The old King held up a hand to silence him and looked closely at Ormas, and then at PJ. It was her clothing, he thought, that looked so strange. He'd not seen such clothing in centuries. And she seemed even more familiar, dressed in such clothing, and in that beautiful white cloak—and there, on her shoulder, that was the fairy's son; but he looked just like that other fairy, that one who had been there when that girl had come to rescue him...

Could it be? Arthur thought. Igli? God save us, yes! That was his name!

The rest of them watched in awe, as their King—for he would always be their King—slipped out of his chair and onto a knee.

"So," he said. "You were she. You were the Magician's apprentice who humbled a King and a Kingdom. The Lady—let me see, the Lady Peri, I believe? Forgive me, My Lady, but it truly has been a long time."

There was a gasp behind him, and Katherine came forward, staring at PJ, as Igli buzzed happily across the room to Tammy.

"Is it true?" Katherine demanded. "How—how can it be?"

"It's true," PJ said. "Merlin saw me in the mirror and took me back to his—to your time, to train me in magic, but he made me understand that I couldn't let anyone know I was from the future. He taught me a lot and—I'm ready to accept the Challenge."

"Lady Peri," said Katherine, "a never dreamed t' meet ye, Melady, a be named fer ye, me middle name, it is Perilyn! Fra both ' me parents did a hear o' ye, o'er and o'er!"

''Your parents?" PJ asked.

"Aye, Melady! Me mam loved ye, she once served ye, and then she did serve me da Merlin for many years, and loved him, and married him, and years later she bore him a daughter: me!"

PJ's eyes were as big as basketballs, she was sure. "You're Maria's daughter? She really did marry Merlin? You were their only child?"

"Aye," said Katherine, "and late a was; me mam said she thought she were meant to be childless, but when me da was nigh his sixtieth year, she conceived at last. A did always love the tales they told of you, and your magic, and your knights!"

PJ looked at her closely. "Yes, I can see some of your mother in your face, and your father, too! But, then, you're Merlin's daughter; you must have magic of your own!"

Katherine grimaced. ''Ye would think so, aye, but the wee bit a have is na much use! Good fer laughs, be all, and fer entertainin' at parties!"

Igli had launched himself into the air and was flying rings around his mother while Ormas embraced his father, carefully concealing his shock at how old the man had become. They were talking, and Arthur let the conversations continue for only a few moments, then cleared his throat.

"Ahem! If we could p'raps save the reunions for later? There are a few of us here who don't understand what all of this means."

"I'm trying to," said Nikki, slowly. "I gather that PJ has just spent some time in—in your time? Her hair is almost two inches longer and the suntan she got in Florida has faded, and I smell magic all over her. The lad speaks like one from that time, as well."

Galahad was looking from face to face. "I just want to know—this is really the Ormas? Sir Ormas, the greatest knight who ever lived? Well, will one o' ye fer the love o' God introduce me?"

PJ suggested they all sit back down, and Tammy refilled cups and glasses. PJ had another coffee, and it took a moment for Nikki to realize that, though PJ had had a cup a half-hour ago, it had been more than two months since then, for her. She withdrew her objection after that time discrepancy was pointed out.

Comfortable, PJ and Ormas told the whole story, and the company was enthralled. Arthur threw in a few comments of his own, as did Trystan; neither of them would allow PJ to downplay her role, or Igli's, in the adventure of Arthur's rescue.

"And you should have seen him," said Trystan. "The bloody fairy led the birds the way a general leads his army, sending some here, some there; gave the Picts a battle they were never to forget, he did!"

"Aye," said Arthur, "he did that! And it's most surprising, to me at any rate, that not a one of us recognized him! We all said how familiar PJ seemed, yet none of us thought even twice on Igli."

"That's an easy one," Trystan scoffed. "Fairies are not so common these days that we bear 'em in mind, the way we might a person we dealt with as we did the Lady. I may have twigged sooner or later, as I was thinkin' that the little fellow was interesting, already—but we had the Prophecy, the Future, and the Challenger on our minds—not the past."

PJ drew them back to serious matters. "That's understandable," she said, "and the point of all this is that I've been given a chance to learn a lot, before I had to—well, officially accept the Challenge. I've learned what the weight of command feels like, and I've learned that I'm strong enough to do whatever I have to do."

She took a deep breath. "But I've learned other things, too. I've learned that I'm capable of things I once thought were horrible, and that I can live with myself that way, too; and I've learned that even when it feels like it's all going wrong, you have to keep going anyway. So, having said all that, let me say this:

"I, Promise Janelle Merritt, do hereby accept the Challenge that was foretold to King Arthur Pendragon."

There were no trumpets, no fanfares, but something passed around the room. A vibration, perhaps, or a soft sound that was just below the range of human hearing, just where it was almost audible, but not quite—and then it was gone. PJ shook herself, and everyone seemed to shiver a bit.

"Well—now, then, Gareth, Gawain, Trystan—all of you swore yourselves to me a long time ago. Do your oaths still stand?"

"Aye!" said Trystan and Gareth as one, and Gawain shouted, "Command me, Milady!"
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PJ turned to Arthur. Yes, there were those eyes, and even a trace of those dimples was still evident. She reached into the open collar of her dress and withdrew the dangling elf-shot that a younger Arthur had given her only hours—and fifteen centuries—earlier, and held it out for him to see.

"And you, O King?" she asked, meeting his gaze head on.

The old man's eyes fell to the little blue arrowhead, and he smiled in recognition. "The oath of a king, once given, is eternal—but if you wish, I shall this day swear again."

PJ smiled at him and turned back to the group.

"Then what about the rest of you? Are you mine, as well? Will you obey my commands and follow me, knowing that I am not perfect?"

The elves looked at each other and knelt, and Tammy fell to her own knee beside them. Katherine slid out of her chair and followed, until only Galahad remained on his feet. He looked at all the faces for a long moment, then he walked directly to PJ.

"Good Lady Peri," he began, "I heard tales of you and your knight from my infancy. Every year, when I was a lad, we celebrated your holiday, and the king and his knights would tell the tale of how you led his rescue from the hands of Morgana the Witch, how the sound of your voice was so great that her soldiers laid down their weapons, how even the birds and the beasts obeyed your commands and fought for you, how your magic was so great that Morgana begged for her life, and so many other things..."

"Oh, but...” PJ sputtered, but Arthur held up a hand to silence her, as Galahad went on.

"And I heard about the Great Knight, Sir Ormas, who defeated a hundred knights at the Joust and Combat, just to win your smile, defeated even the undefeated Sir Kay, brother of the King; and how King Arthur, the Fearless, refused to face him. All these tales I have heard."

He knelt slowly.

"Under the eyes of God, I swear myself to you, My Lady. Your foes are my enemies, though my own father be among them. My hand, my sword and my heart are yours, for as long as I shall live."

PJ smiled at him and was about to speak, when the other knights all knelt once again and placed their hands over their hearts; as one, with Arthur leading, they said:

"Under the eyes of Almighty God, and in His Name, I do swear myself to thee; thy foes shall be my foes, thy allies my allies, and from this day forward, my hand and my sword and my heart are thine to command, for as long as I shall live!"

The rest of the company cheered, then, and PJ saw tears in all of their eyes even as she felt them in her own.

Arthur winked at Galahad. "If yer gonna swear it, Lad, at least use the proper form!" he said, then leaned close to PJ's ear and whispered. "Lesson one: never let the truth get anywhere near yer legends. Ruins everything it touches, truth does—but a bit of hero worship gives a lad spirit!"

She turned her head and looked into his eyes, then solemnly nodded her understanding. She looked at her Company. 

"Okay, then. We've got a lot of work ahead of us, and I, for one, am getting hungry. Also, we're short two people. Gareth, I'm going to call Amy and Jason, and invite them over. Will you go get them, please?"

"Of course, Milady," the chauffeur replied with a smile.

PJ took her cell phone out of wherever she'd tucked it in her dress and motioned for quiet as she called Amy. She listened to the ringing on the other end and then heard Amy answer.

“Yeah, Peege?"

"Hey," PJ said. "Um, listen, some things have come up, and I really, really need you and Jason. Can you come over? I can send Gareth to pick you guys up."

"Sure, hang on a second...” She held the phone away, and PJ heard her speaking to Jason, who was apparently with her at that moment. "Peege? Yeah, we'll be ready in five minutes. Is everything okay?"

"Yes, and thanks. It's really important, you'll see. Gareth's on his way now." She hung up and Gareth rose and left, still smiling.

PJ turned to Arthur. "Now, something you said before I took my, um, trip. If I remember correctly, did you say that Nikki and Tammy and Kenny were Aunt—I mean, they were Elspeth's slaves?"

"Aye, yes. Until you inherited them, and there are others. Gareth, for one, and the lawyer-fellow. I'm not sure if there are more."

PJ looked at the three she had named. "I don't want slaves. How do I free you, all of you?"

Nikki answered for them, slowly. Her eyes were very wide. "It is only necessary for you to say to us that we are free; it must be said to each of us, individually."

"How many others are there?" PJ asked.

"Only we three, the knight, and the lawyer. Elspeth had others through the years, but they are no more."

"Call Mr. Hervaise and tell him to get over here. No, wait; Nikki, I free you, you are free. Kenny, you are free. Tammy, you are free. Now, Nikki, would you call Mr. Hervaise and ask him to come over as soon as he can?"

"PJ," Arthur said, "a word of advice? Perhaps you should leave the enchantment in place, with that one?"

She scowled. "Why? I don't want anyone to obey me unless they want to."

"Aye, Lass, I understand, and for the rest I agree, wholeheartedly! But this one; he's a lawyer! There's not a more untrustworthy, despicable creature on the earth than a lawyer!"

PJ started to speak, but Nikki interrupted. "PJ—the King is right. Mr. Hervaise is mortal and knows little about the prophecy or the Challenge. He will serve you well, as he has served Elspeth for many years, but if you free him—I do not know if he will continue. He may betray you; he has no reason to want you to succeed and could become a weakness in your quest."

"And a weakness will be found and exploited," Arthur put in. "Lass, remember that Lucifer is your most powerful enemy, and the Author of Laws and the Father of Lawyers!"

"Um; I thought that was Author of Lies, and Father of Liars?"

Arthur's eyebrows rose. "There's a difference, then? Think of Hervaise as—as a prisoner of war who's on parole. But don't relinquish your control over him. If you free this one, Lucifer will find out and will use him against you."

PJ sat still, but her thoughts were racing. It seemed that every day would bring a dozen new tests for her, now. She wanted to ask Merlin's advice, but she knew she had to make the decision now and stick to it. She could insist on what felt right—freedom for a slave—or accept the advice of two ancient, and presumably wise, counselors.

"Okay. Mr. Hervaise will remain under control. But I still need him over here, we're going to need some things. And speaking of needs, I need lunch! Tammy, would you be willing to continue as our cook?"

The fairy had been silent
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