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  [image: ]he rays of the setting sun fell on the water, making the Lake glitter. A ring of tall trees surrounded it, their

  bare branches reaching up into the sky as if asking for help. Morgana Le Fay stood in the shadows of the forest. Her eyes were black as coal in her pale face, and the hem of her long dark dress

  touched the fallen leaves that carpeted the ground. She was staring at the mist-covered island in the centre of the Lake like a hawk watching its prey.




  ‘Soon,’ she muttered greedily. ‘Soon Avalon and all its power shall be mine, and then nobody will be able to stop me.’




  A cruel smile pulled at Morgana’s mouth as she thought of the magic she would work when she was finally free to take over Avalon. The island had great power, and she intended to harness it

  and use it for her own dark purposes. Everyone in the kingdom would know her name and fear her. It would happen – she would not be stopped. Eight Spell Sisters usually lived on the

  island to protect it from harm using their magic, but Morgana had captured all of the sisters and trapped them away from the island. Seven of the sisters had managed to escape and return to the

  island, but she still had one of the sisters of Avalon in her power. And with even just one Spell Sister under her spell, the others were weak enough for her to triumph over them.




  ‘The eighth sister will never be free. I shall claim Avalon!’ she hissed.




  But as she spoke, a picture of two girls filled her head – a tall girl with chestnut hair and a determined look in her green eyes, and a small, pretty blonde girl with eyes as blue as

  cornflowers.




  Morgana frowned. No – those two girls might have been the ones to free seven of the Spell Sisters, but they would not stop her this time. She lifted her chin and strode out of the trees

  towards the Lake. She stepped on to the black rocks that surrounded the shining water and the mirror-like surface instantly rippled and a beautiful lady rose up through the water. The lady stood

  magically on the surface, staring at Morgana with fierce, dark eyes.




  ‘Stop!’ she commanded, her voice ringing out. ‘You shall not cross to Avalon, Morgana! You know I have put a strong spell of protection on the Lake. You cannot reach the

  island.’




  ‘Your spell will only last for one more day, Nineve.’ Morgana Le Fay looked triumphantly at the Lady of the Lake. ‘Tonight, finally, is the night of the lunar eclipse. When the

  moon is covered by shadows, your magic will break and I will be waiting here. I shall cross to the island at last!’




  A look of worry crossed Nineve’s face but she hid it quickly. ‘My spell might fade, but we will defeat you!’ she cried.




  Morgana laughed harshly. ‘Don’t be foolish. We both know I shall win. Unless all eight Spell Sisters are on the island tonight, Avalon will be mine, and I still have one sister under

  my spell!’ Her eyes flashed at the thought of victory and she shot one hand into the sky.




  Dark storm clouds formed above the Lake and passed over it, as if blown by an invisible wind. The clouds met and suddenly rain started to pour down, hitting the leafless branches of the winter

  trees on the island and splashing down around Nineve as she stood on the Lake’s surface. Meanwhile, the space immediately around Morgana stayed dry. She clicked her fingers and the rain

  turned to vicious hailstones. Nineve cried out and shielded her face as the frozen droplets battered into her.




  Morgana laughed again cruelly. ‘This is just a taste of what I can do! Tonight, as your spell of protection fades, you shall feel the full force of my power.’




  The hailstones increased and Nineve took refuge in the water, sinking quickly beneath the surface of the Lake.




  Morgana clapped her hands. Lightning forked through the sky, hitting one of the trees on the far side of the Lake. It burst into flames, sending sparks flying up into the air and over the

  Lake.




  Morgana raised both her hands. ‘Yes, tonight Avalon shall at last be mine!’ she screamed into the storm clouds. ‘Mine!’
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  [image: ]o stand still, Guinevere!’ Lady Matilda said sharply. ‘How can Meg possibly fit your bridesmaid dress

  if you squirm like that?’




  ‘I’m sorry, Aunt Matilda.’ Gwen swallowed and tried to stand still while Meg, the dressmaker, knelt beside her, pinning up the pale blue dress. But it was so hard not to

  fidget. Gwen hated being still, and right now it was more difficult than ever. There was so much she wanted to be doing!




  She looked out of the castle window. She could see the forest beyond the castle grounds. Frustration buzzed through her like a bluebottle trapped in a jar. She wanted to be out there. Her

  fingers touched the blue pendant she wore around her neck, which had been given to her by Nineve, the beautiful Lady of the Lake.




  Gwen and her cousin, Flora, had first met Nineve when they had gone for a walk and found the pendant on a silver chain stuck in a rock by the magical Lake in the centre of the forest. Gwen had

  managed to pull the pendant and chain out of the solid stone, then the water parted and Nineve had appeared. Gwen knew she would never forget that moment.




  Nineve had told them that the evil sorceress Morgana Le Fay had captured the eight Spell Sisters who lived on Avalon and trapped them because she wanted to take the magical island as her own.

  Nineve had cast a spell to prevent Morgana from crossing the Lake, until she could find a way to rescue all the Spell Sisters.




  Nineve had gone on to explain that the stars foretold that the person who could pull the pendant from the stone would be able to help save Avalon and the kingdom. And it seemed she was right! So

  far, Gwen and Flora had managed to free seven of the Spell Sisters – but the eighth sister was still trapped somewhere. They had to rescue her before the lunar eclipse when Nineve’s

  spell would fade. But time was really running out, the eclipse was due to take place that very evening!




  Gwen longed to run to the Lake to talk to Nineve. But preparations were underway for a grand wedding at the castle the next morning and sneaking off unnoticed was proving difficult. She and

  Flora were bridesmaids, and they were supposed to be taking part in a rehearsal for the wedding that afternoon.




  Weddings! Gwen huffed inwardly. Most young noble girls couldn’t wait to get married, but she really couldn’t understand why anyone would want that. Gwen wanted to travel and

  have adventures. She liked riding and shooting with her bow and arrow. She didn’t want to have to stay at home, run a household and do what a husband told her to do.




  Just then Flora came into the room. She had already had her bridesmaid fitting and was back in her day clothes – a pretty yellow dress with a gold sash around the waist and golden ribbons

  woven into her blonde plaits.
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  ‘Ah, there you are, Flora,’ Lady Matilda said. ‘Is it almost time for the wedding rehearsal?’




  ‘Yes, mother,’ Flora replied. ‘I’ve just been speaking to Cousin Bethany, and she was wondering if Gwen was ready yet.’




  ‘We shall be finished any moment,’ said Lady Matilda.




  Meg put in the last pin and straightened up. ‘All done, your ladyship.’




  ‘Very good, Meg. Gwen you may change back into your everyday clothes and then go with Flora to the chapel. I will see you both there.’




  ‘Yes, Aunt Matilda,’ Gwen murmured, bobbing a curtsey.




  Lady Matilda swept out of the room. Gwen quickly changed back into her comfy green dress with its leather belt while Meg took the bridesmaid dress away for alteration.
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