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      In a world where everyone is Good—unable to steal, lie and kill—Flame always believed she was the same. But her world shatters the day she discovers she’s capable of killing. Now, she knows two things. The people who raised her have deceived her. And that her real parents are out there somewhere.

      Flame sets out to uncover the truth of her origin and find the family she was never meant to know. She crosses paths with Phoenix, a Mirror boy determined to avenge his mother’s murder.

      As Flame and Phoenix search for answers, they soon learn that some secrets are meant to stay buried...
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            THE LEGENDS

          

        

      

    

    
      During a time when unicorns roamed free and dragons cast shadows across the sun, the wise men and women of the land told stories of a troubled future. Such a future was far too distant to contemplate but, through visions revealed by the Ancients, the wise ones saw it with crystalline clarity.

      

      
        
        The Legend of Good and Mirrors

      

      

      The legends whispered of a time when every baby born would be blonde and genial and entirely Good. But straight after it was born, a baby with black hair and navy eyes would emerge, with a completely different nature. They would be called Mirrors, and nobody would know from whence they came or what to do with them once they arrived. While the Good could only do good things, the Mirrors could only do bad. Their natures would allow them to steal, to lie and even to kill. The legends said the Mirrors would one day bring havoc to the land, pillaging and plundering at will—with no one to stop them. They would be impossible to kill, for so interlinked is the bond between Good and Mirror that killing one leads to the death of their twin. And so, even if the Good had been capable of killing, they could not have eradicated the Mirrors without eradicating themselves.

      

      
        
        The Legend of Love and Loss

      

      

      The legends said that the Mirrors would one day be banished to Mirror Island, and the dark-haired, violent babies would be taken there immediately after their birth. Thousands of women across the land would weep for the child they would never see grow, never hear laugh, never suckle. Lawkeepers would be appointed to enforce the removal of the baby Mirrors and to carry out the dangerous task of rowing them across to the island and depositing them on the shore. There, the Mirror babies would be raised by the adult Mirrors, and they would live out their lives far away from the Good.

      

      
        
        The Legend of The Five

      

      

      But, one day, five baby Mirrors would be taken from their parents and placed not on Mirror Island, but somewhere else entirely. They would be held captive until they were adults, and then they would escape and take back what should have been theirs. They would not rest until they found peace or had their revenge. The wise ones’ faces would cloud with worry when they related this legend, leaving their listeners with the uncomfortable feeling that The Five would have the power to change everything around them.

      

      
        
        The Legend of the Gifted Ones

      

      

      Among the Good, there would be those with powers beyond human understanding. There would be women who could talk with animals, who could harness the power of wild horses, who could communicate effortlessly with spiders and snakes. There would be men who possessed the ability to read minds, who could pierce the intellect of others and see beyond the physical right into the depths of their soul. When the listeners asked if those gifts would be used for good or bad, the wise ones could not say.

      

      
        
        The Legend of a Love That Could Not Be

      

      

      The legends also told of a Good girl who would fall in love with a Mirror boy, but they said the union would bring only heartache, and much worse. It would set in motion a series of events that would shape the entire land. It would lead to the birth of a child that would be Mirrorless, of a war between Mirrors and Good. And the world as everyone knew it would change forever. It would make it possible for the Good to corrupt themselves, to find a way to indirectly destroy and kill through the hand of another.

      

      
        
        The Legend of City and Shadow

      

      

      The elders also told of a dark-haired Mirror girl and a blonde Good girl who would meet and, together, find their true selves. In the balance between good and bad, they would become everything they needed to be.

      

      
        
        The Legend of Quiver and Arrow

      

      

      And, ultimately, they told of a king who would treat the people fairly and strive for balance between Good and Mirrors, but he would pay a heavy price. For what price is higher than the cost of one’s own heart? They said he would find a woman who belonged with him like an arrow belongs in a quiver, but that darkness awaited in their future. There were many more stories. Some of them were happy. Some of them the old folk passed on to their children. Some were turned into bedtime stories, lulling them to sleep. Some of the stories were unhappy, told on warm nights by a fireside when everyone was in a wistful mood. And some stories were frightening, used by parents to keep their children in line, where the Mirrors took on the role of a bogeyman who would come and steal them if they misbehaved.

      The land became known as Mirrordom, partly as a joke and partly as an echo of what might one day come. Some of the people of the land were shocked to hear of all that was about to pass and started to panic. Would it happen in their lifetime? Would it happen to people they knew? And could anything be done to alter it? When the wise ones were asked if the future could be changed, they merely smiled and said that the future could always be changed. But the path one takes will ultimately lead you to your destiny – wherever that may be. And for those brave enough to take their path, they would truly find themselves. And so, the people were soothed by the assurances of the wise ones and lived their lives peacefully, right up until the days when the unicorns became extinct, and the dragons were no more. And then the trouble started.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

        

      

    

    
      “It’s my turn with the artificial sun.” A petulant voice breaks through his reverie.

      He opens his eyes and squints. His vision struggles to cope with the blinding white walls and fake sunlight. A girl, about his age, swims into focus as she stands over him, hands planted on her hips. It feels like only a minute since he came to the sunroom, and a protesting groan leaks out of him.

      This is his favourite place in the whole complex. The only room where he’s guaranteed one hour of peace and solitude. “Trade you?” he asks, hopefully. “There’s a ball in my pocket. Super bouncy. Bounciest ball I’ve ever seen. It’s yours if you give me an extra half hour.”

      The girl wrinkles her nose. “What would I want a smelly old ball for? Get out of here and leave me alone.”

      He mutters something rude under his breath; his movements are deliberately slow as he climbs off the sunbed, a passive aggressive protest. “All yours.” He snatches up his clothes, stuffing his legs into the flannel slacks and shrugging on the linen shirt. Always the same clothes.

      He strides across the sunroom, ignoring the girl’s disapproving sniff.

      It’s the way she looks at him that makes the blood pulse in his veins. As if he’s a cockroach, crawling across the floor.

      Something burns in him; the feeling reminds him of a spitting cauldron about to bubble over.

      Why should he acquiesce to this girl, who thinks she’s so much better than him?

      The anger burning through him feels like power and he throws the ball, harder than he ever knew he could. It lands with a satisfying smack in the middle of the girl’s stomach and she hisses in protest. Her mouth opens and she’s about to spill out torrents of vitriol, but he doesn’t give her the chance. His hands are around her throat and that pulsebeat in her neck quickens.

      This is a new feeling. Strength is heady and he could get drunk on it. His fingertips dig into her skin and the veins on her neck are turning blue as he starves them of oxygen.

      The contempt is gone from her eyes and now they’re wide with fear. He likes that better. That’s how she should look at him.

      Her hands claw the air, trying to push him off. He doesn’t bother to stop the laugh escaping from him. There’s no way she can stop him and the fact that she’s trying is hilarious.

      It’s over.

      Breath and life and spark. It’s gone from her and he took it. She was rude to him and he punished her.

      He spots his ball, lying on the floor, and his hand closes around it. He brushes it carefully on his trousers before sliding it into his pocket. Funny, if that girl had just taken the ball, she’d still be alive. Ah well.

      He pushes her body off the sunbed and takes his rightful place. It welcomes him, the softness moulding around him, and it’s never felt so good.

      He makes eye contact with the blinking camera on the wall. Deliberately, he lifts his hand and makes the rudest gesture he can think of, before closing his eyes and surrendering to the rays of the only sun he’s ever known.
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      He should have known there would be consequences. There were always going to be consequences. He just didn’t expect them quite so soon.

      His name is called over the speaker system during dinnertime. He freezes, a spoonful of tomato soup poised midway to his lips.

      “What the hell did you do?” snaps his mother.

      Two guards appear beside him; each dressed in dazzling white uniforms. Everything about this place is dazzling white. The walls, the clothes, the lights... And is he really the only one to see it’s all so damn fake? “Blaze wants to see you,” snaps one of the guards.

      His mother stands up, dragging a hand through her hair. “What’s it about?”

      The guards ignore her, snatching his arms. He acts quickly, lifting the bowl of soup and slamming it with as much force as he can into the guard’s face. Rivulets of orange tomato soup trickle onto his pure-white uniform. For a moment, everyone freezes, all eyes on the spectacle. The man looks like he’s bathed in blood. Scarlet droplets cling to his eyelashes. Tomato seeds press to his pale skin. He looks like he’s gone for a swim in an enormous vat of the stuff. And then someone giggles. Only softly. Quickly covered with a cough. But it’s too late, by then. The entire banquet hall erupts into uncontrollable laughter.

      The guard’s face turns purple, which looks even more comical contrasting with the orange soup. He presses a button on his uniform, jabbering into a communication device. A voice crackles back at him.

      The laughter stops. The boy who started it all feels everyone’s eyes on him. The hairs on the back of his neck slowly rise as he sees the look in the guard’s eyes. Fear uncoils itself, like a serpent, deep in his stomach. Something bad is about to happen.

      The guards hurriedly put on masks. A faint hiss echoes through the banquet hall. Before he can register what it means, the two guards seize his arms. Pain twists through his muscles as they yank him backwards, dragging him through the hall.

      Beside him, a woman drops to the floor. A man clutches at his throat, croaking that he can’t breathe. Another woman thrashes on the ground, gasping for breath. Her hands claw the air, wild and desperate. Everyone in the banquet hall is falling, one by one. A child screams, its voice thick with fear.

      Where’s his mother? His eyes dart over the bodies, looking for her. She sways, her hands pulling at the collar of her uniform. Her eyes are wide with fear as they look straight at him. A tinge of purple spreads across her face and she drops to her knees, gasping for breath.

      “No, let me go! Let me get her!” the boy roars, thrashing harder against the guards.

      They drag him through the doors, and they slam shut behind him.
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      He’s seen Blaze before, but never this close. And he’s certainly never been in his office.

      Just like the rest of the complex, it’s dazzlingly white.

      Blaze sits behind his desk, his dark eyes intense. “You’re seventeen, they tell me?”

      The boy doesn’t bother to acknowledge the question. “Is my mother dead?”

      “My dear boy, every single person in the banquet hall is dead.” Blaze folds his hands behind his head, leaning back in the chair. “Do you know why?”

      “Poison gas,” the boy says. That hissing he heard... the way they clutched their throats... the desperation in their eyes as they fought to breathe. Blaze must have flooded the banquet hall with something noxious and deadly. A shudder creeps through him. Will he ever forget the look on his mother’s face?

      Blaze frowns. “Wrong. That’s how. Not why.”

      A cold bead of sweat trickles down the boy’s spine. “What do you mean?”

      Blaze’s navy eyes roll. He stands up and for the first time the boy sees how strong the man is. The muscles under his white shirt ripple. “Do you know what I built this community on, boy?”

      The boy shakes his head, unwilling to answer in case he gets it wrong.

      “I built it on respect. And when someone here has no respect, do you know what it does to society?” Blaze points to one of the enormous screens. The boy has to look away. Footage of the banquet hall massacre is playing on a loop. Blaze clicks a remote. The scene changes and the boy sees himself, gesturing obscenely at the camera in the corridors, the body of the girl crumpled beneath him. Fire burns up his cheeks.

      “You killed everyone because I did that?” His voice sounds so small and uncertain, even to his own ears. “She was just a whiny girl! No one will miss her! And if you value life so much, why did you kill so many people?”

      “On the contrary.” Blaze clamps a hand on his shoulder, his fingers like iron as they dig into the flesh. “You killed them. Your actions were disrespectful. And I won’t tolerate disrespect in my community. Do you understand?”

      The boy takes a step back, desperate to shake Blaze’s grip off. “What are you going to do now?”

      Blaze grins. “I don’t think I need to do anything else, do you? I think I’ve made my point. And that point is everyone who lives down here, in the caves that I found, in the community that I made, lives because I will it. I have the ultimate power over life and death down here and if you want to stay alive, I suggest you show some respect.”

      Prickles of fear creep up the boy’s spine. “I just... want to see the sun,” he mutters. “With my own eyes. I don’t want to live down here in the caves all my life.”

      “Do you know what you are?” Blaze asks, his navy eyes intense.

      The boy looks down. Specks of tomato soup spot his perfectly white clothes. “No, sir.”

      “In fact, it’s the only reason why I haven’t killed you as well.” Blaze touches the soft fuzz on the boy’s shaved head. “What colour will your hair be, son? Do you know?”

      “Blonde.” What a stupid question. All the people down here have blonde hair. Even the little kids know that.

      But Blaze shakes his head. “Wrong.”

      Blood pulsates in his ears, drowning every other sound out. If his hair is not blonde, then that can only mean... “I’m a Mirror?” he chokes.

      A smile plays on Blaze’s face. “Well done.”

      “But...” Questions bounce around inside the boy’s head. He’s hazy on the difference between Good and Mirrors. Down here, everyone seems the same. Pathetic. Unable to defend themselves. Unable to fight back. He’s never seen a Mirror, but maybe they have less inhibitions.

      Blaze continues, “One day, I will rule this land. Not just the caves. The world above us. The world you can’t even imagine. And, to do so, I need an army of killers. And Mirrors are the only ones who can kill. See where I’m going with this?”

      No. He doesn’t see. Because it doesn’t make sense and his head feels like it’s full of mud.

      “So, I’m a Mirror? And, unlike the Good, I can kill?” The memory of the girl’s throat between his hands comes back to him. She hadn’t even fought back. He’d thought it was because he was too strong for her. But maybe she couldn’t defend herself.

      “Bravo.” Blaze claps his hands sarcastically.

      It’s starting to make sense now. Terrible sense. Blaze wants power. And who better to have power amongst a world of helpless creatures than the vicious?

      “You’re breeding us like farm animals?” gasps the boy. “So we can fight your stupid battles?”

      “Only select ones.” Blaze shrugs his enormous shoulders. “Consider yourself fortunate to have made it this far. I have the substandard Mirrors killed at birth.”

      A shudder ripples through him. “That’s sick,” he spits out. “You can’t just... breed an army.”

      Blaze sighs. “You’re making this very difficult for yourself, son.”

      Anger explodes inside him. “Well, I’m sick of living down here, fighting over the artificial sunroom, doing all these stupid jobs, working for you, while you sit here in your office getting us all to worship you like you’re some kind of god. Well, you’re not!”

      Blaze chuckles softly, striding over to his desk and pulling open the drawer. “I admire your spirit, son.”

      The knife in Blaze’s hand winks in the light and the boy takes an instinctive step back. Blaze advances on him, blade extended.

      The boy’s fingertips are white as he grips a chair, throwing it with all his force at Blaze. Pulling open the door, he runs, feet pounding down the corridors. A piercing alarm sounds, shrieking in his eardrums. His heart slams in his chest. Which way? He’s never seen the outside world, never even seen the door to it. And if he makes the wrong choice, he’s as dead as the girl he killed. As dead as his mother.

      The guards are close behind him. He can hear them calling to each other, giving orders to split up and search.

      It’s luck, not judgement, that leads him to a room full of enormous monitors. But it’s quick-thinking that makes him look closely at the monitor marked ‘Exit’. And it’s a combination of luck and quick-thinking that gets him all the way to the exit door.

      Guards are everywhere, swarming around the place like the artificial bees in the artificial fields.

      The boy ducks behind one of the doors and leans against the frame, his heart still hammering. He can taste freedom – it's on the other side of that door. But how the hell does he get there?

      He fumbles in his pockets, hoping he might find something to save him. His hand closes around the ball he’d tried to trade earlier. By the gods, was that really only a few hours ago? He feels like he’s aged thirty years, like he’s a completely different person.

      With all his might, he hurls the ball in the opposite direction from the exit door. It crashes satisfyingly down the corridor, ricocheting off doors and bouncing noisily. His lips curve into a grin as every single guard rush in the direction of the noise.

      The door doesn’t open. Frustration burns in his body as he twists the handle, pushing and pulling and swearing. The keypad sits smugly in front of him, almost mockingly, and he slams his fist into it. How can he possibly guess the correct number? And he’s running out of time. He can hear the guards, shouting to each other. It’ll be a matter of moments before they find his ball and realise it’s nothing but a diversion.

      Half-heartedly, he punches 1-1-1-1 into the keypad. The door whirs gently and the beautiful sound of a sharp click tells him the door unlocks.

      Hardly daring to believe his luck and definitely not daring to stop and question it, he rips the door open and rushes outside, pulling the door shut after him.

      For a moment, he thinks he’s gone blind. He stares, unseeingly into the darkness. Nothing. And no sound other than a faint, steady drip. Panic wraps ice-cold fingers around his heart. What if he never finds his way out of this cave network? What if he dies down here, alone, gasping for breath, starving?

      He leans against the door, forcing himself to take a deep breath. The air is stale out here, but it’s better than poison gas and it’s better than dying at Blaze’s hand.

      Forcing himself to put one foot cautiously in front of the other, he staggers forward.

      It seems like hours of fumbling before he finally sees the most beautiful sight in the world. A dim crack of light. The air gradually gets purer and as he steps out onto the surface, he feels the warmth of the sun on his face. He closes his eyes, tips his face to the sky and lets the tears leak down his cheeks.
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      He’s not safe. He can’t stay near the caves, and he can’t trust anyone he meets. Just how far does Blaze’s influence spread? Has he got contacts on the surface? It can’t be ruled out and anyone he sees, however nice they seem, might be an assassin sent to kill him. He can’t trust anyone. And he can’t settle anywhere.

      “I refuse to live like this,” he growls to himself.

      There must be some place he can live out his days in safety. Somewhere that nobody would think to look for him.

      As the days go by, he moves around a lot, earning coin and spending it in the local taverns. Never staying long enough to get to know anyone or make friends, in spite of the inviting looks some of the Good girls give him. He ignores everyone, deliberately keeping his features surly, not even tapping his toes to the enchanting beat of the music. He stole a hat from the last tavern he was in, jamming it down on his shaved head, in case his appearance invites any questions. He tries to blend in.

      It’s in a tavern called The Dragon’s Breath where he sees Lawkeepers for the first time. Their smart grey uniforms set them apart from the other patrons. He watches them closely. He’s been on the surface long enough to have heard the gossip. Apparently, these are the people that take the Mirror babies away from the Good, up on the surface. He overhears them talk about Mirror Island; about the next trip they’ll take there.

      It hits him with the intensity of a lightning bolt. Of course! It’s the one place that no one in their right mind would go, the one place where Blaze could never find him. It’s dangerous, perhaps. It’s stupid, definitely. But it’s also brilliant.

      When one of the Lawkeepers excuses himself to use the privy, he follows. It’s the work of seconds to land a solid punch to the side of the young man’s head. Feeling a spike of satisfaction as the man goes down, the boy’s fingers fumble to undress him.

      When darkness falls, he joins the Lawkeepers on the shore. The stolen uniform cuts uncomfortably into his sides and he keeps trying to adjust his collar so he can breathe properly. He’s grateful for the cap covering his head; his hair has yet to grow back but he can see now it’s going to be jet black and nobody must know that. Not yet. Word might get back to Blaze about the strange boy with the shaved head and then he’ll be found and dragged back to the caves, to the darkness…

      He’d rather die.

      A mewling Mirror baby is thrust into his arms, pulling him out of his morbid thoughts, and he staggers aboard the wobbly dinghy. He doesn’t want to look the dragons in the eye in case they sense he’s not truly one of the Good. They fly silently, either side of the Lawkeepers’ boat. Their chains bind them to the prow and stern. He must have uttered the words, “But they’re extinct!” at least eight times, much to the other Lawkeepers’ amusement.

      Beneath the crystal-clear waters that lap the shores of Mirror Island swims The Creature. If he looks down now, he would see it—its lithe body coiling underneath them as it undulates. He would see its enormous mouth opening, as if it is testing just how wide it would have to extend its jaw in order to swallow them whole.

      It won’t though. Presumably, it gets fed enough from the Mirrors who occasionally try to escape.

      He shivers nervously. It’s taken him all this time to get used to the dragons. And now he’s spotted The Creature. “What is that?” He points with a shaking finger.

      As if it’s heard him, The Creature throws its body out of the water, almost like how he imagines a leaping dolphin, and seems to grin it at him, showing all its enormous, pointed teeth, before lurching back down to the depths.

      “That old thing?” One of the Lawkeepers laughs at his obvious discomfort. “We don’t know. We call it The Creature. Been there since before the beginning of time and will be there long after. Haven’t you ever wondered why none of the Mirrors we take to the island ever escape?”

      “Yes.” It’s a lie. He hasn’t given it any thought until now, but he doesn’t risk saying that.

      “The Creature keeps them in line.” The Lawkeeper jerks his thumb towards the island. “Any of those bastards get too close to the shore and The Creature has them for breakfast.”

      The boy shivers. He doesn’t dare to point out that, if a Mirror dies, so does its Good twin. He suspects the Lawkeeper will tell him not to be such a
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