
  

 
 

Guilt wracked Keely. People had died in this house—no, this castle—and she was making 
offhanded remarks. She wandered through the room with the scurrying sound of creatures 
moving in the dark made her skin crawl. “What’s that sound?” 

“Dungrats,” came the answer. 

Rats? If they were anything like rats in her world then she was in for a horrible night. “What’s a 
dungrat?” she asked, hoping for a reassuring answer. 

“They are small animals the size of a man’s foot, furry, with long tails and sharp teeth. They are 
wicked creatures that aren’t deterred by much. They will protect their territory with everything 
in them. They have also been known to attack on the offensive, so watch yourself.” 

“Xavier?” Keely called. She needed to feel his comforting presence. 

“I’m here. Let me see if I can give us a little light.” 

When nothing happened Keely was disappointed though she tried to keep it from him. 

“I’m sorry Keely, I’m trying.” 

“I know. Maybe you have to get angry for it to work?” 

She saw pictures forming in his mind. Pictures of herself being grabbed, being cut by the Seer, 
and pictures of what he imagined the murder of their family lines had been like. 

Fire gathered in the air and now she saw him standing, palms facing forward as the flame ball 
grew larger. He studied the room. Across from them was a fireplace. He pushed the flames into 
it. 

The light made the dungrats come running from all over and Keely couldn’t contain the shrieks 
that welled inside. She bounced from foot to foot to stay away from them. 

A stream of fire brushed past her and she watched as Xavier burned every one of the vile 
animals that came into view. They made horrible noises, sounds filled with pain while they 



  

 

roasted where they stood. She hated to see anything die but that didn’t stop the flood of relief 
when they were gone. Hopefully there weren’t any more. She still wouldn’t be able to sleep 
tonight. 
Xavier’s stomach growled and she moved to his side. “What sounds good?” 

“Steak, fries, chocolate cake. I don’t know, the list is long.” 

“Pick something and I’ll make it for you.” 

“Steak medium well, baked potato with all the trimmings, and large beer.” He grinned. 

She pictured the items in her mind but they didn’t come. She turned to the Seer. “What 
happened? I thought I could pull stuff out of the air.” 

“Those things are of your world. Not of this one.” 

Keely turned back to Xavier. He had taken care of her, been her protector and didn’t seem to be 
going anywhere. She could feel that his heart was warming to her. It was almost as if he 
thought the whole being lifemates thing was going to happen. 

“Xavier wants a steak and potato and he’s going to get it.” She concentrated hard trying to 
bring the food into existence. Her head began to ache and throb but she still didn’t give up. 

“You did it!” the Seer sounded shocked. 

“Why are you surprised? You said I could do it.” 

“But no one has ever been powerful enough to bring things from the other world.” 

Keely grinned. “Gee, guess I’m better than you thought.” 

“So it seems,” she thought the Seer muttered. “Did I hear her right?” 

Xavier nodded. “She almost seems threatened by you. We’re going to have to stick close 
together.” 

“Don’t worry, I’m going to be all over you.” 

“Promise?” 

“Even in this situation you can be a horn dog.” 

“When this is over you’ll find out how much of a horn dog I can be.” 

She shook her head. “Why is it men can only think with one part of their anatomy at a time?” 

The Seer cleared her throat. “You should get some rest. Tomorrow is going to be a long day. 
We’ve got to get you in touch with people who are more than ready to rise up against 
Montrose.” 



  

 

Keely imagined three soft beds and they popped into the room. She sat down on one and sank 
into the deep mattress. “Might as well be comfortable.” She lay back. How in the world was she 
supposed to get any rest with someone who could read her mind, a room where dungrats could 
appear at any second, and Xavier, who was beginning to make her blood heat up? 

“I knew you wanted me,” his teasing voice floated into her mind. 

“Go to sleep before I imagine a mallet and knock you out with it.” 

“Night Keely,” he said. 

The fire crackled and popped. Any other time the sound would’ve soothed her but as the night 
stretched on she wasn’t able to even close her eyes. 

Xavier was sleeping soundly and the Seer seemed to be as well. Keely was restless and 
frustrated that sleep was being so elusive. She stood from the bed and walked over to the fire. 
She searched around and found a large dried piece of wood and touched one end to the fire 
and, using it as a torch, lit the way as she wandered down the hallway. 

What had the Gryphineos been like? If there was Draco, who were dragons, Alicornos who were 
unicorns then it would stand to reason that Gryphineos would be the mythical gryphons right? 

The dark hallway had high ceilings and seemed never ending. She walked on; the light landed 
on the base of a staircase. She followed the steps up to the next floor and looked into the first 
doorway. It was a huge room, vines grew in through the broken windows, and cracks in the 
stone, but at one time it had been quite opulent. Faded carpet spread across the floor and, 
where the rats hadn’t chewed it, she made out details of gryphons woven into the design. 

Beneath the vines she saw the edge of a frame. She pulled the growth away to reveal the 
picture beneath. It was a faded painting of a family. A man and whom she assumed was his 
wife. 

They were surrounded by children: a teenage boy and girl behind them, two small girls in the 
forefront and a baby on the mother’s lap. The outline of a gryphon could be made out just 
inside the frame. 

Sadness filled Keely. The happy family that had once existed was no longer there because some 
tyrant became overly greedy for power. If the tales the Seer told happened to be true, as they 
seemed to be, Keely wouldn’t rest until she’d helped avenge the senseless deaths. 

“Aldmakeelia,” she heard whispered. 

A sweet perfume filled the air and an apparition formed before her. The woman had deep 
purple eyes, silver blond hair and pale skin. Around her neck she wore a silver unicorn 
suspended from a thin chain. The eye of the unicorn was an amethyst stone. 

“My daughter, you’re home!” The ghost reached out and hugged her. 

Keely jerked away and darted across the room. Things were getting freaky for her again. Just 
when she was beginning to come to grips with her situation something new popped up and 



 

 

threw it all into chaos, again. 

The sadness in the woman’s eyes tugged at Keely’s heart. “Mother?” 

“I am. I’ve missed you so much, but now you are here at last. You’ve discovered some of your 
powers already. Beware of the dangers that are ahead of you.” She reached out once more and 
this time Keely allowed herself to be wrapped in the translucent arms. “Now please, daughter, 
you must be careful. The man who is with you is indeed your lifemate, a Blacdrake. Trust him. 
He will guard and defend you. You will fight by his side. Gathering an army will not be an easy 
task but you can do it.” 

“How will I know whom to trust, mother?” 

“One of your gifts is the ability to read a person’s aura. Those who are willing to fight beside 
you will have shades of golden yellow, blue, green and red auras. Those who wish you ill will be 
surrounded by a halo of the deepest black. You enemies will have eyes that burn a bright red 
when angry and have a red halo around the pupil in normal state. 

“But people who are loyal to the Silverhorn house will have purple or blue eyes. The ones who 
are loyal to the house of Blacdrake will have green or yellow eyes. Trust yourself Aldmakeelia. It 
is in you, all you must do is listen. Beware of the one who even now is planning on how to 
destroy you. Beware of the witch.” 

“How do I know who the witch is?” 

“Beware the witch,” the ghost said again before she faded away. 

“Mother!” Keely cried. “Please come back.” She was a little girl running through the park, tears 
streaming down her cheeks. “Please mother, come back. I’m afraid. I need you, don’t leave me.” 
Pain shattered her heart. Once again her mother had abandoned her. 
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