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Chapter One
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“Look what that Night Hunter did to my face!” Araghney cried out, prodding the gaping hole of light that still burned into her wrinkled cheek. 

Picking the last bits of Tanner’s brains off the front of his shirt, Victor looked at the witch and said, “It’s not like anyone is going to notice. In fact, some might say it’s an improvement.”

“Why do you torment me like this?” the witch said, peering through her bony fingers at the man she loved. “I haven’t always been this way. I was beautiful once—the most beautiful woman in the Mirror Realm—and I will be again. And when I am, you won’t find it so easy to mock me. You won’t be able to stop yourself from falling in love with me... from wanting me.”

Victor stood amongst the dead Night Hunters, the downed Wolf-gatherers, the piles of dust left by the slaughtered boulder men, and the rest of the carnage left behind by his nieces Lacey and Thea, and their friends. He looked at Araghney and tried to convince himself again that she was nothing more than a boil-infested and putrid-smelling witch. And the only reason he tolerated her was because she was Draconia’s sister, and Draconia was his reflection, and together they would both become rulers of the Mirror Realm and Earth. Draconia had promised Victor that when they were both true kings, Victor could rule the world beyond the mirrors. If there was no such deal, he would have strangled the sickening witch by now and put her out of her misery. And when he was king, he just still might do so. But for now, he had to at least pretend to be her ally. 

“I was just teasing,” Victor said, covering his mouth and nose to block the stench of excrement that wafted from Araghney in vomit-inducing waves. “I didn’t mean it.” 

“Yes, you did,” Araghney said, turning away, trying to hide her many deformities from him. She knew she was repugnant, and now the Night Hunter, Wavia Elensor, had only gone and added to her woes. She wasn’t interested in the power her brother was desperate for. Araghney didn’t want to be a Queen—not even a princess. She just wanted to look how she once had. Araghney just wanted to look beautiful—normal—again. So if it meant killing a few Night Hunters and some spoilt brat of a girl along the way, she would. So she hoped the end to the war would come quickly; that her brother would kill the Queen and her reflection so she could look beautiful once more. “I disgust you. I disgust even myself.” 

Victor fought the urge to agree wholeheartedly with her, but instead, he tentatively reached for her, barely placing his fingertips against Araghney’s shoulder. “Let me take a look,” he said. 

Slowly, Araghney turned to face him. She lowered her hands. The urge to vomit every time he looked into her face had long since passed. In some strange way, he had become slowly immune to her ugliness and foul stench; it was like he had become hardened to it. He hoped that his slow acceptance of her wasn’t some spell she was working against him, like she had before. But he had become wise to her tricks and magic and hoped he would never fall prey to her ever again. He looked at the hole the young Night Hunter had burned into Araghney’s face. Threads of light licked back and forth from the wound, but it did look like it was growing smaller and healing itself. But being so close to the witch forced a gush of bile up into his throat where it burnt like acid. He stepped away from her, sliding his fingertips from her shoulders. He averted his stare and swallowed down the bile at the sight of the weeping pustules that covered her haggard face.

“What was that... that thing strapped to the Night Hunter’s wrist?” Victor asked. 

“That was the Entangled Reflector I saw Tanner had hidden from us when I kissed...”

“So you have it? You have the Entangled Reflector?” someone asked from behind Araghney and Victor. Before they’d even had the chance to turn around, they knew who the rasping voice belonged to. 

“Brother,” Araghney said, spinning around and looking into the mirror that had suddenly appeared in the underground station.

With his heart racing, for he feared Draconia more than he would like to admit even to himself, Victor looked at the mirror. He had seen Draconia’s mirror before, yet the sight of it still had the ability to make his knees turn weak and his bowels quake. The mirror stood tall and narrow. And just like the hooded cloak the dark sorcerer wore, the frame of the mirror shifted and moved. The mirror was cracked, with one single ‘V-shape missing just left of its centre. That one piece looked like a slither of utter darkness in the reflective surface. Around the mirror’s edges crawled hundreds and hundreds of scorpions. They scurried over each other, their hard bodies glistening like black jewels, their tails flicking back and forth, and their pointed pincers snapping open and closed. But it wasn’t any of this, nor their spindly legs, that filled Victor with dread, but their size. Each of them was as big as a rat from the world beyond the mirrors. As they scrambled over each other, the sound of their pincers snapping open and closed was almost deafening. Draconia stood on the other side of the mirror, and over his shoulder, Victor could see into the chamber at the very top of the Splinter. Victor could see the bed where the Queen had been held captive, but now it looked to be empty.

“So do you have the Entangled Reflector?” Draconia asked again, his voice sounding like claws being dragged over gravel. 

“Nearly...” Araghney said, clutching the bag of spells and potions to her bosom.

“Nearly is not good enough...” Draconia said, his voice brimming with anger and frustration. 

“But we killed the Night Hunter—we killed Tanner,” Victor said, pointing over Araghney’s shoulder and down at the headless corpse. He didn’t want to get too close to that writhing mirror or too close to Draconia. 

“And where is the girl? Where are Lacey Swift and her sister?” Draconia asked, stepping closer to the mirror and peering into the underground station. 

Victor lowered his head and willed Araghney to answer. He didn’t want to be the one to tell Draconia that the girl had escaped once again. His bowels rippled in the pit of his stomach at the thought.

“You’ve let her escape again, haven’t you?” Draconia seethed as if being able to read Victor’s mind.  

“Me?” Victor said. Even though he secretly feared Draconia, he was getting tired of always having the blame placed at his feet every time something went wrong. Scared or not, he was Draconia’s reflection—they were reflections of each other. And that made them equals. Victor was getting sick of always having to do the dirty work, always having to put his life in danger while Draconia stayed locked away at the top of the Splinter. He’d dared mention this once to Draconia before and suggested that perhaps he should leave the Splinter and come and help in the fight, but his suggestion had been treated with contempt as if such an idea would’ve only ever been suggested by a simple-minded fool. Draconia had told Victor that he could only risk leaving his sanctuary at the top of the Splinter for the briefest of times, and then only if he took the soul of another. It all sounded like one big, fat excuse to Victor, but he didn’t dare tell Draconia that. 

“It wasn’t me who let the girl escape...” Victor started to protest.

“You let her escape before,” Draconia reminded him, his face screwing up into a knot of anger and hate beneath his hood. 

Fearing he was again going to take the blame, he looked once more over Draconia’s shoulder and into the chamber and at the empty bed. “So where is the Queen? Has she escaped you?”

“What? Where?” Araghney gasped. She shuffled closer to Draconia’s mirror, peering past him and into the room on the other side. “Where is the Queen?” Without her, Araghney knew she was never likely to recapture her youth or beauty.  

“The Queen has escaped and you’re to blame,” Draconia rasped, raising one skeletal finger and pointing at Victor. 

“My fault!” Victor gasped. “I’ve been here fighting your wars for you, and...”

“You let Thea escape you when you first brought her into the Mirror Realm,” Draconia reminded him. “She’s been roaming free and the Queen has been feeding off her, soaking up her reflection’s essence. That’s how the Queen managed to escape.” 

“But you were there! You were meant to be keeping watch...” Victor said, feeling angry and confused by what he was being accused of.  

“And now you’ve let her escape again, and the Queen will only, therefore, grow stronger still. You’ve failed me for the last time, Victor Swift,” Draconia boomed from the other side of the mirror. 

“Now listen...” Victor started. 

“No, you listen, you feeble-minded fool!” Draconia screamed over him. “Go back into the world from where you crept and don’t ever come back...”

“No, no, no,” Victor said, glancing over at Araghney for her help, then back at Draconia. “You can’t just banish me like that... I’m your reflection... we need each other... you need me to help you rule...”

“I don’t need pathetic, sniveling scum like you,” Draconia hissed. 

“Tell him, Araghney,” Victor said, turning to the witch for help. “Tell him that you need me... tell your brother...” 

“I’m sorry, Victor,” Araghney whispered. “My brother is right. You should go and don’t ever come back.” 

“I don’t believe what I’m hearing...” Victor spat, now feeling more angry than scared. How dare they treat him like this after everything he had done for them? He’d killed his own brother and sister-in-law and tried to poison his nieces more times than he could remember. And for what? To be shunned for something he hadn’t done? It was Draconia who had screwed up this time, and not him. “I won’t go back through the mirror. I refuse to!” Victor said, straightening his stooped back and standing tall. 

“As you wish,” Draconia whispered beneath his hood. Raising both his hands, he looked at the hundreds of giant scorpions that scuttled all around his mirror. “Feed,” he said. 

At once, a hundred or so of the black-shelled creatures leapt from the mirror’s frame and down onto the platform. At speed, they scurried toward Victor. The scorpions’ long, pointed tails flicked back and forth and their giant pincers clacked open and closed as they went in search of their prey.

“Stop this,” Victor pleaded, looking on in horror as the scorpions raced across the station toward him in a black wave. And it wasn’t his bowels that gave out, but his bladder, as a warm, wet patch formed in the front of his trousers. “Please stop them!” he cried out, stumbling backwards. Over the sound of the scorpions’ thrashing tails and snapping pincers, Victor could hear the dry, rasping sound of Draconia chuckling from the other side of the mirror. 

Knowing that if he were going to survive and not be mauled to death by the hundreds of scorpions that now raced toward him, he would have to conjure his mirror. Victor tried to picture it in his mind, but he couldn’t see it. He had never truly mastered the art of making it appear at will. To do such a thing had always been difficult for him. Victor needed peace and quiet—calm. He needed to be sitting relaxed and almost asleep in his armchair before the fireplace at his cottage. But how was he meant to focus on his mirror when all he could focus on was the tide of black creatures scuttling toward him? 

“Please, please, please,” Victor cried out, spinning around and around in search of his mirror. “Somebody help me!” 

Araghney lowered her head so her brother couldn’t see the sadness she now felt for Victor. Did he deserve to die? No. But she couldn’t bear to look like the witch anymore. She just wanted to be beautiful again and it was only working with her brother that she would ever achieve that. She heard Victor cry out as the first of the scorpions leapt through the air, closing one of its giant pincers about his ankle. Was it her imagination? Araghney couldn’t be sure, but it sounded as if the scorpions had begun to screech with delight as they began to swarm about their prey. But the sound was soon masked by Victor’s screams. She dared to glance sideways and watch as the scorpions raked at his flesh as he frantically tried to kick them away and pull them free of him. His face and hands were red with blood and his trousers were torn and shredded as the scorpions carried out their frenzied attack. 

Araghney couldn’t bear it anymore. Even in the depths of her own black and twisted heart, she knew Victor didn’t deserve to die. He didn’t deserve such a grotesque death. Slowly, so her brother couldn’t see, she slid one hand from beneath the bag she clutched to her chest. Araghney pinched her fingers into a claw, then flung them open. At once, Victor’s mirror appeared before him. The mirror gleamed in its wrought-iron frame.  

“My mirror!” Victor cried out, throwing his shredded hands to his face so the scorpions couldn’t pluck out his eyes. Kicking out with his legs and crushing some of the scorpions as he did so, Victor pulled himself up onto his knees. Several of the creatures clung to his back. One swung from a loose flap of skin that hung from his cheek. Blindly reaching out, Victor yanked the scorpion free, the loose flap of skin tearing from his face and hanging from between the creature’s pincers.  

With her head bowed low, Araghney watched Victor crawl into his mirror. Secretly pinching her fingers closed again, Victor’s mirror shattered into a thousand sparkling shards. The scorpions left behind scuttled around in circles as if unable to figure out where their lunch had suddenly disappeared to.

“Don’t pity him,” Draconia suddenly said to his sister as if being able to feel her heartache. “He was a fool.”

“I don’t pity him,” Araghney lied, lifting her head and looking straight back at her brother. 

“Good, because it’s just you and me now, sister,” Draconia said, his voice rattling. “We don’t need anyone else. It’s just you and me—like it always was and always will be. Now tell me about the Entangled...”

“The young female Night Hunter escaped with it,” Araghney said. “She travels with Lacey Swift, her sister, and some others...”

“I will take care of them,” Draconia said. 

“How?” Araghney asked. “You can’t leave the Splinter. And what about the Queen?” 

“Trust me, the Queen wont’ get far, she will soon be back in the Splinter, or dead...”

“Dead?” Araghney gasped. “But we need her and the girl...”

“Do we need them? Do we need to even open the box now that we have learnt of this Entangled Reflector?” Draconia said. “And I will get it from the Night Hunter...”

“But how?”

“One who travels with Lacey Swift, as you know, belongs to me... it is about time I truly took their soul and revealed myself to Lacey and her friends,” Draconia said. “I should be able to survive long enough away from the Splinter to take the Entangled Reflector from them.”  

“And what about me?” Araghney asked her brother. 

“Let’s make sure Lacey Swift and her friends don’t escape us this time,” Draconia started to explain. “Summon some of the dead Night Hunters, Wolf-gatherers, and Guardians for when we are able to pass once more through the mirrors. The people living on the other side won’t know what’s hit them.” 

With the scorpions scuttling back toward Draconia’s mirror and rejoining the other creatures there, Araghney looked at her brother and said, “Once I’ve gathered our armies, how will I reach you?” 

“Don’t worry, sister, I have a special gift for you.” Draconia smiled from beneath his hood. 

Before Araghney could ask what the gift might be, she heard a woofing sound coming from the opposite end of the platform. “Roc!” she cooed with delight at seeing her Wolf-gatherer come sauntering toward her. Unable to contain her joy, Araghney dropped her bag and went shuffling as fast as she could toward him. The giant wolf yapped and yelped as it came springing toward her. Roc raised his colossal head and Araghney buried her hands into his long, shaggy mane. The wolf lapped at the boils that covered her face with his long, grey, fleshy tongue.

“Thank you, thank you,” Araghney said, turning back to her brother, but the mirror had gone and so had he.

With tears of happiness flushing in her eyes at being reunited with her faithful friend and companion, Roc, Araghney whispered into his ear, “Roc, we have work to do.”

Reaching into her bag and rummaging through her charts and spells, Araghney looked for the potion that would summon more dead Night Hunters from their graves so they would be ready to finally destroy Lacey Swift and her friends. 
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Wavia buried the grief she felt for the loss of Tanner deep inside. She knew now wasn’t the time to let her attention be turned away from the mission she knew now belonged solely to her and her brother, Nail. However much her heart ached, she couldn’t risk letting it distract her. The risk of doing so was too great. Once the war was over, she would go and find a place where she could grieve and weep privately and in peace for her friend Tanner. 

The first time Lacey and her friends had seen Wavia was as she’d appeared through the tear in the underground station. Then she had looked deformed, grotesque even, but now... now she looked beautiful. The group she now led through the red and arid valleys could see she was about twenty-two years old, and had the prettiest of faces. Wavia had the clearest blue eyes, which sparkled like ice on a clear winter’s night. Her skin was milky pale with a speckling of freckles across the bridge of her nose and cheeks. She had thick blonde hair that curled around her shoulders. But it was her mouth that would catch even the dimmest of imaginations—her smile. It lit up her face like the warmest embrace. 

Lacey trudged forward, Thea, Switchblade, Abe, and Isake walking ahead. Lacey felt overjoyed that she was with her sister again, and despite some cuts and bruises, was safe. But it was seeing Tanner die that made her heart feel like it was sinking in her chest like a heavy rock. Lacey had only met Declan Tanner once before, in St. Thomas’ Hospital, where she had lain injured after trying to escape from the police at Victoria Railway Station. Back then, Lacey had believed him to be like any other police officer, but to learn that Tanner was also a Night Hunter and knew how to pass through the mirrors and between the layers made the pair connected somehow. They were both Night Hunters—a race that was now close to extinction. Was it that reason which saddened Lacey so much? She couldn’t be sure. Perhaps the true reason was that before his brutal death at the hands of that vile witch, Araghney, Tanner had tried to say something about Lacey and Thea’s parents. Araghney had said that Tanner had deceived all of them. Deceived who? How? 

Lacey feared that now Tanner was dead, she might never discover the true connection Tanner had with her parents. All Lacey and Thea knew about their parents’ death was that they had both slipped while out hiking and fallen to their deaths over a cliff edge. And as Lacey ran to keep up with her friends, her heart ached for another reason. Marco. Victor had told Lacey that one of her companions—friends—had been secretly working with Draconia. This friend was going to lead them to the edges of the Ash Fields, where they would be captured and the key Abe carried, which would open the box, given over to Draconia. But could Marco have been the traitor? Lacey couldn’t believe that. She refused to believe such a thing. Marco had been her friend. They had grown close. And Lacey knew the feelings she had for the beautiful Blood Runner were more than just mere friendship. They had started to develop into something far more. As far as Lacey was concerned, Lord Hunt had been the traitor. It had been he who had led them to Araghney and her Uncle Victor. 

“Where are you leading us?” Abe asked Wavia. 

“As far away from that underground station as possible,” Wavia said. “I bet it won’t be long before more of those dead Night Hunters come looking for us on those Wolf-gatherers.”  

“So you’re not really some deformed... deformed thing... not like one of those freaky dead Night Hunters?” Abe asked the young Night Hunter who now led Lacey and her friends at speed through the red dusty boulders that covered the craggy land. “It’s just that your face was all twisted up like one of those dead...” 

“No, she’s Wavia, Nail’s sister,” Thea said as if Abe should’ve already known this.

“Who the hell is Nail?” Abe asked, sounding even more lost than he did before.

“I don’t have time to explain now,” Wavia said, racing at speed across the red dusty plain, the crossbows she carried slamming against her thighs. “We’ve got to get back to Nail and help him find the...”

“Find what?” Lacey asked, looking blankly at her. 

Switchblade took Lacey by the arm and said, “Look, you heard what the Night Hunter said, there’s more of those Dead Night Hunters and their wolves on the way.”

Without saying anything, Lacey shook her arm from Switchblade’s hold. “I’m not sure I like this. I’m not sure I know who to trust anymore.” She glanced again at her friends as they continued to follow Wavia. “Victor said that one of us is a traitor...” 

“And Hunt is dead,” Isake grunted, blowing out his cheeks as he stomped forward, his weighty sword and shield glinting beneath the bright red sun.  

“I’m not so sure...” Lacey started. 

“Marco then,” Isake puffed. “Where did he disappear to? Where is the Blood Runner now?” 

“Be careful what you say,” Abe growled at Isake, his jagged teeth bared in a snarl, eyes burning bright behind the black spectacles he wore. “Marco is my friend and isn’t a traitor.”

“I was just saying...”

“Well, just don’t,” Lacey snapped uncharacteristically. At once, she felt a spike of guilt at speaking to the knight in such an off-handed way. Was it Isake’s fault that she felt rattled—confused? Lacey knew Isake wasn’t to blame for Marco’s sudden disappearance. So taking a deep breath, and knowing she needed answers to the mire of questions that filled her head like a thick soup, Lacey trotted alongside Wavia and said, “So what’s your story?”

“I’ll tell you on the way to my brother,” she replied, setting off at speed again in the direction of a wall that had suddenly appeared through the dust and grit that swirled across the flat, baked ground stretching before them. As she raced away in a blinding trail of dust, Lacey couldn’t help but notice how her friend Abe stood almost paralysed as he watched her go. Lacey yanked on her friend’s arm, stirring him from his stupor and said, “Stop drooling, we don’t have time.” 

“I’m not drooling,” Abe said with a knowing smile. 

“Get out of here, you’re always drooling.” Lacey smiled back, remembering how Abe hadn’t been able to take his eyes off her when she had first appeared in her Night Hunter clothes in the Howling Forest. Setting off again, Lacey placed one hand on Thea’s arm, leaned in close, and whispered, “Can we trust her?” 

“Wavia?” Thea said, the bedraggled and filthy nightdress she wore billowing about the knees of the jeans she wore underneath it. 

“Yes,” Lacey nodded, wanting some reassurance from her sister.

“Wavia saved us, didn’t she?”

“And her brother, Nail?” Lacey asked. “What’s he like?” 

“Hot.” Thea grinned. Then, sliding one hand over her sister’s, she said, “Don’t worry, I’ll look after you.” 

“I don’t need looking after,” Lacey said, snatching her hand away. “I got this far, didn’t I, without your help? I’m not the same person you once knew. I’ve changed, Thea.” 

Seeing the instant flash of hurt in Lacey’s eyes, Thea said, “I didn’t mean it like that, honest, Lacey. You’ve done well. Mum and Dad would’ve been very proud of you. I’m proud of you.” Before striding away after Wavia, Thea leant in and kissed her sister gently on the cheek.

Lacey watched her go. Although they were identical, Thea had always seemed that little bit older; more grown up. It was something Lacey had always secretly resented. But now she hoped that she had proved she was her sister’s equal.  
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Marco Lamia blinked from the hole that his friends had only moments ago climbed through. The sun that spun in the sky high above was blistering and he immediately pulled his hood over his head and the cloak tight about his broad shoulders. Marco blinked into the nearest shadow and watched his friends pass by. They were led away from the underground station by the young female Night Hunter who had appeared through that shimmering gap of light. As Wavia Elensor passed within feet of him, Marco could see that her face was no longer twisted and bent out of shape. Now that her features had righted themselves, Marco could see that the Night Hunter was real pretty. From his hiding place, Marco could see that Abe obviously thought the same, as his eyes burned bright behind his glasses as he looked at Wavia with his mouth open and tongue almost hanging out. 

Lacey looked sad, though, and Marco doubted that her sudden unhappiness was only due to the fact that Tanner had just been killed. With the cloak tight about him, Marco blinked forward at speed, fleeting amongst his friends, getting close enough to hear what they were saying. Marco heard Isake accusing him of being the traitor, but of course Marco knew he wasn’t. He would rather be dead than form some kind of pact with the sorcerer who had killed his race of people. Marco’s heart leapt with pride as he heard Abe and Lacey come to his defence.

Content knowing that neither Lacey nor Abe believed him to be a traitor, Marco blinked away again, trying to keep to the shadows. And even in the shade with his cloak wrapped tight about him, Marco could still feel the seething rays from the sun against his skin. It prickled and itched and he had to summon up all his will not to start scratching and clawing at his flesh. He hoped Wavia wouldn’t lead them too far across the desert and would find some place to shelter. Marco knew it wouldn’t be long before his skin began to bubble and blister, then burst into seething flames. 

Screwing his eyes almost shut, Marco peered out of the shadows. In the distance he could see a small clump of rock. It was big enough to cast a long shadow in the sand. Taking a deep breath, Marco blinked toward it. He fluttered past his friends, unseen, and into the distance. Once in the relative safety of the shade, he crouched low, making himself as small as possible. The sand felt hot beneath his feet and he curled up his toes. Wrapping his arms about himself beneath his cloak, Marco rocked back and forth, trying not to focus on the burning sensation that now ravaged his skin. Is this how his people—his parents—had felt as they had crawled across the desert to the safety of the Hollowing Forest? But only some of them had made it. Most had burst into seething balls of flame, then white hot ash beneath the desert sun before they had reached safety. And those who had survived Draconia had turned into mindless zombies. 

Pulling back his hood just a fraction, Marco peered out of the shadows cast by the rock and watched his friends cross the desert. Which one of them was the traitor? Which one was working for the man who had killed his people? Whichever one of them it was, they were dead already. Marco would make sure of that. For how long he waited for his friends to pass by, Marco did not know. The pain he now felt from the sun was excruciating. He could feel his flesh starting to bubble up. It wouldn’t be long before those blisters began to hurt and ooze down his face, arms, back, and legs. Marco didn’t know for how much longer he could survive; for how much longer he could take the pain. 

On his hands and knees, he crawled to the edge of the shade and peered out from beneath his hood. From his hiding place, Marco could see what looked like a wall stretching for miles across the desert. It looked to be as wide as it was tall. To where was Wavia leading his friends? But Marco knew it didn’t matter where his friends were being taken if he wasn’t strong enough to help them. 

Crawling forward, and too weak to blink now and catch up with his friends, Marco collapsed onto his front. Dark shadows crowded the corners of his mind. They filled his head like a storm cloud. But in the centre he could see light. Just a pinprick at first. But it grew bigger, zigzagging forward in his mind like a lightning bolt. The light began to take shape. It started to form a mirror. Everyone was believed to have a mirror, but he had never seen his. Was that what he could now see? Was it his mirror? If it was, Marco thought it looked beautiful, yet fearsome all at once. The mirror’s frame was black and made of metal, like something you might find guarding an underground crypt. At the top of the mirror crouched what looked like some kind of gargoyle. But as the mirror drew closer still in his mind, Marco could see that the creature had beautiful black wings. It wasn’t a gargoyle he could see at all, but a winged vampire—a Vampyrus. It looked just how he once had when he had gone into the world beyond the mirrors with Lacey. In that world, he had become a vampire with giant black wings and glistening fangs. But that hadn’t been the only change that had taken place. There had been another change, too, deep inside of him. On the other side of the mirrors he had craved and lusted for human blood. Some kind of primal feeling had told him that to drink human blood would make him stronger; make his flesh resilient to the seething rays of the sun. If only he was on the other side of the mirrors now. If only he was sucking human blood deep into his throat. Perhaps the pain he was now feeling would fade? Perhaps he would no longer be in utter agony, but strong again—strong enough to help save his friends.  

Slowly, Marco opened his eyes. Lying face-first and blistering beneath the sun, he watched his friends head toward the wall in the distance. Placing one hand in front of the other, Marco slowly crawled over the cracked and baked ground toward the mirror. With his throat in desperate need for something sweeter than water, Marco passed into the world beyond the mirrors in search of human blood. 
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[image: ]




Wavia led the others to the wall. Now that they stood before it, Lacey could see that it stretched away in each direction as far as the eye could see. She looked up and could see that it was too tall to climb over. This fact didn’t seem to deter Abe as he sunk his claws into the crumbling red brick and started to climb.

“What are you doing?” Wavia asked him, a bemused smile tugging at the corners of her lips.

“Going over the wall,” Abe said, looking back at her, his unkempt hair billowing in the wind. 

“Well you can go that way if you want, but I know a much quicker route,” she informed the others gathered by the wall.

“Where...?” Isake grunted, feeling relieved that he wouldn’t have to hoist himself over the wall. 

With a speed and agility that Lacey had only ever seen used by her vampire friend, Switchblade, Wavia had snatched Abe’s slingshot from the back pocket of his jeans and an inferno berry from the sling that hung over his shoulder. 

“Hey! Give that back!” Abe shouted, springing from the wall, eyes blazing bright.

As if deaf to his pleas, and in a blink, Wavia had loaded the slingshot and was aiming at the ancient wall that cut its way across the vast red wasteland. 

“Put that thing down before you get us all killed,” Switchblade warned.

“I’d get back if I were you,” Wavia said, her clear blue eyes shining bright as she released the inferno berry from the slingshot. It fizzed and spat as it lodged itself into the wall. 

Knowing what was about to come next, each of her companions turned, leaping away, throwing themselves face-first down into the dirt. With their hands over their heads and eyes screwed shut, they heard the ear-splitting boom as the inferno berry unleashed its power. Each of them trembled as the shockwave rippled over their heads. Wavia let out a scream as she was thrown off her feet, flying back through the air like a human-looking missile. Red brick dust, rock, and dirt rained down, covering them from head to toe. A booming roar, a hundred times louder than a thunderclap, rocked the wasteland, making the earth shudder and jolt. 
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