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From the time I joined the Knights of Boudica, I’ve pretended to be just like all the others. A
magic specialty or two. Skilled with a blade. An innate sense of justice.But normal is overrated,
right?Now that I know there are more ancient and powerful stones out there, I won’t rest until I
find them. If that means using more of my magic and risking exposure, then it’s a chance I have
to take.My research leads me to a place I never imagined. A place where history is stored.And
secrets are revealed.Unfortunately my discoveries put a target on my back. I can’t make a
move without a vampire breathing down my neck. Of course, there’s one vampire whose
closeness I don’t really mind—if only he wasn’t a dark prince with a deadly past and a
monstrous family.If only he wouldn’t kill me on the spot if he finds out what I truly am.With the
race on to claim the remaining stones, I have to put my personal feelings aside and do the job I
was born to do. These stones could change the world for the better—or they could be the end
of us all.Deadly Knight is the third book in the Midnight Empire: The Tower series. Don’t miss
this supernatural action and adventure series that features a kick-butt heroine, a sexy vampire
hero, and a quirky cast of characters.

“A fun, exciting story”—Publishers Weekly“The perfect bonbon to pick up for distraction during
those long production numbers at the actual Oscars.”—Kirkus Reviews"Woods and Parnell mix
crime with Hollywood glitz for a winning combination. Nonstop action and brisk prose, plus the
senior Barrington in a cameo role, make for amiable summer reading.—Booklist"[A] shrewd,
tough, enjoyable series."—Shawangunk JournalAbout the AuthorStuart Woods is the author of
more than eighty-five novels, including the #1 New York Times-bestselling Stone Barrington
series. He is a native of Georgia and began his writing career in the advertising industry.
Chiefs, his debut in 1981, won the Edgar Award. An avid sailor and pilot, Woods lives in
Florida, Maine, and Connecticut. --This text refers to the hardcover edition.Excerpt. ©
Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.1 Teddy Fay woke up to the sound of breaking
glass. He grabbed the remote control from the nightstand and clicked on the monitor of the
high-tech security system Mike Freeman had installed in his house. A dozen views appeared
showing the exterior, a red dot pinpointing the source of the break-in. Another click of a button
and the image moved to fill the screen; Teddy could see a burly man attempting to get through
the living room window. He was being thwarted by a second pane of glass that was far sturdier
than the one he'd just broken. Teddy grabbed a gun, slipped down the stairs, out a side door,
crept up on the man, and jabbed the gun in his back. The man whirled around and lunged for
the gun. Teddy groaned. Really? If Teddy had wanted to shoot him, the man would be dead. A
mere burglar wouldn't take that chance. Was he a hired assassin, or just dumb? Teddy spun
around and chopped down on the man's arm. The intruder howled in pain, but he wasn't done.
He shoved his wounded hand into his pocket and came out with a snub-nosed revolver. Teddy
almost felt sorry for him. The man's hand was numb, and he could hardly hold the gun. Teddy
batted it away. Three armored security vans roared up the driveway. A squad of Strategic
Services agents poured out, guns drawn. "Relax, gentlemen," Teddy said. "The situation
seems to be in hand." A young agent who appeared to be in charge said, "You're Billy
Barnett?" "At your service." "Your system registered a security breach. Is this the
intruder?" "That he is." "We'll be happy to take him off your hands." "I doubt if you'll have him
long. The system is also linked to the police. I believe that's them now." A police car came up



the drive with its red and blue lights flashing. A uniformed officer climbed out of the driver's
seat, surveilled the scene, and said laconically, "What's all this?" "Attempted B and E," Teddy
said. "I'm the homeowner. That's the intruder. These gentlemen are private security guards who
responded to my alarm." The officer turned to the agent. "You apprehended the intruder in the
attempt to break and enter?" The agent shook his head. "The homeowner apprehended the
intruder." "Before you got here?" "That's right." The cop turned back to Teddy. "So you're the
only witness to the attempted break-in?" "Aside from the alarm system he activated." "There's
no evidence he activated the alarm system." "Actually, there is. This is a Strategic Services
system, with all the bells and whistles, including cameras. Here, take a look." Teddy led the
officer over to the front door. "The main control is in the master bedroom, but this is the
downstairs terminal." He pointed to a screen on the wall, and activated the control panel
beneath it. An image immediately appeared on the screen, along with a graphic that read: front
left window. The intruder had just smashed the outer window and was going to work on the
inner. As the cop watched, he could see Teddy creeping up on the intruder and handily
disarming him. "There you are, Officer," Teddy said. "As you can see, it was an armed B and E.
I'll give you a thumb drive of the video for evidence." "You have a gun?" "I have a permit for
it." "Good. Bring it down to the station with you, and you can swear out a complaint." Teddy
glanced at his watch. "I'll drop by later. Right now I've got a party to go to." "A party? It's four in
the morning." "Yeah, the party's at five." Teddy smiled. "Good thing the guy woke me up. I might
have been late." 2 It was still dark when Teddy pulled his 1958 D Model Porsche Speedster to
a stop in front of Peter and Hattie Barrington's house. He skipped up the front steps and rang
the bell. Peter Barrington opened the door. "Come in, the gang's all here. The TV's on and
they're about to start." "Relax. It's the technical awards first. They don't get to the real thing until
five-thirty." "I'll be sure to tell lighting and set design what you think of them," Peter said
dryly. Teddy followed Peter out onto the veranda, where Hattie was sitting with Ben and
Tessa. Peter's wife, Hattie, was a gifted composer and pianist, and had scored Peter's latest
movie, among others. Ben Bacchetti was the head of the studio. He was also Peter's best
friend of many years. Their fathers, Stone Barrington and Dino Bacchetti, were also best
friends. Tessa Tweed Bacchetti had come to the studio as an aspiring young actress. She was
now a star, and Ben Bacchetti's wife. Teddy had been in England for Peter and Hattie and Ben
and Tessa's double wedding. The young newlyweds were only partly aware of the role he had
played in seeing that it went off without a hitch. "There he is," Tessa said. "I told you he'd be
here." "Sorry I'm late," Teddy said. "Someone tried to rob me." "Rob you?" Ben said. Teddy
shrugged. "Rob me or kill me, I'm not sure which. The police are asking him now." Tessa
grinned. "Would you stop being so maddeningly casual? You may take these things in stride,
but robbing and killing are not really that routine." "Well, I certainly hope to learn more about it,
but the police have taken it out of my hands. The burglar couldn't get through Mike Freeman's
security system, but he sure set off enough alarms. The poor guy never knew what hit him." "I'll
bet," Ben said. "But don't let me spoil Oscar nominations morning. I was just explaining why I
was late." "The only thing that could spoil this Oscar morning," Hattie said, "is having a nervous
breakdown waiting for it." "Who's nervous?" Peter said. "No one's nervous." "No one, I'm sure."
Hattie smiled teasingly. "Has anyone else noticed who hasn't sat down once since everyone
arrived?" "I'm the host," Peter said. "I'm greeting my guests." "I can attest to that," Teddy said. "I
arrived. He greeted me. He was a little concerned by my tardiness, but I wouldn't characterize it
as being nervous." Peter put up his hands. "Yes, yes, we can all play it cool. But it is the
Oscars. Before they get going, let me say this." Peter took a breath. "I think it's great we could
get together this morning to celebrate our film. But while awards are nice, that's not why we do



this. We're not out to win awards, only to make good movies. If we can do that, and turn out a
film we can be proud of, we don't need outside validation. We know we've done a good job. You
all know how I feel about you, and awards or not, I'm very pleased with how this all turned
out." "Well, that's gracious and self-deprecating," Ben said with a grin. "In case you don't
remember, your picture just won a Golden Globe. An Oscar nomination is not such a long
shot." "It won for Best Drama," Peter said. "At the Globes you're only competing with half the
films. There's a strong field of comedies this year." Hattie laughed. "Would someone nominate
him already, before this naysayer ruins the whole party?" Hattie got the first nomination for Best
Original Score. The announcement was cause for jubilation. Hattie had been passed over by
the Golden Globes. Peter had reassured her that the Golden Globe voters weren't necessarily
the most knowledgeable of the category, and Oscar voters would know better. He was
delighted to have been proven right. "What did I tell you?" Peter said. "Oh, God," Hattie said.
"Now we're going to have to listen to him take credit for my nomination all morning." Peter had
his own nominations to brag about. He scored two, for Best Original Screenplay and Best
Director. Finally they got to the acting categories. Best Supporting Actor was first. Stuntman
character actor Mark Weldon got a nod for his turn as villain Leonard Kirk. "Too bad he's not
here," Teddy said, and everyone laughed. There was a tense moment when they got to Best
Actress. None of the first four names were Tessa Tweed. For the first time all morning, the room
was deathly quiet. "And Tessa Tweed," the announcer said, "for Desperation at Dawn." The
announcement was met with relief, laughter, and applause. "Told you so," Teddy said "You
realize this ups her price for your next film," Ben kidded Peter. Peter smiled. "What are you
telling me for? You're head of the studio." "Oh, hell." After all that, it was almost an anticlimax
when the film was nominated for Best Picture. 3 On the other side of town, Viveca Rothschild,
dubbed the Blonde Bombshell by the press, was hosting a similar Oscar party. Twenty-nine,
lithe, blonde, and voluptuous, Viveca had already racked up two nominations in her career, but
she had never won. After a lifetime of playing femmes fatales, her departure role in a romantic
comedy had been a gamble, but it had paid off. Dancing, singing, and delivering big laughs,
she had wowed the critics with her versatility, earning her best reviews ever. After taking home
her first Golden Globe for Best Actress in a Musical or Comedy, an Oscar nomination was all
but assured. Viveca couldn't have been more nervous. Only the presence of her Hollywood
friends and her boyfriend, Bruce, were helping her hold it together. Or at least put up the
appearance. On the television, the presenter said, "The nominations for Best Screenplay
are . . ." The announcement was met by boos, hisses, and catcalls. Viveca's best friend, Cheryl,
threw a napkin at the screen. "How many damn categories are there?" she said, and everyone
laughed. "Don't worry, honey," Bruce said. "I know you're going to be nominated." Viveca put up
her hand tolerantly, urging her boyfriend to be quiet. Bruce was a handsome young man with
rippled muscles and a charming smile, and had been her high school sweetheart. But he was
not good at picking up on social cues. Bruce had been wounded in Iraq and had come home
with a Purple Heart, a Medal of Honor, and the resultant post-traumatic stress disorder. For the
most part he had a pleasant nature, but as far as his girlfriend was concerned, he was ready to
fly to her defense at the slightest provocation. The screenwriting nominations gave way to Best
Director. "Did anybody act in these movies?" Cheryl said, and everybody laughed. As if he
heard her, the presenter said, "And the nominees for Best Supporting Actress
are . . ." "Supporting!" Cheryl wailed. "Kill me now!" Finally they got to Best Actress. Three
names were read, none of them Viveca's. Fourth time was the charm. "Viveca Rothschild, for
Paris Fling." The entourage burst into roars of approval. "Quiet, quiet!" Viveca said. "One more
to go!" The room was instantly hushed, with everyone thinking the same thing. Viveca



murmured it under her breath: "Not Meryl Streep! Not Meryl Streep!" "And Tessa Tweed, for
Desperation at Dawn," the presenter said, and the room collectively sighed in relief. Viveca had
dodged that one last bullet. An Oscar was within her grasp. 4 Chaz Bowen eyed the attorney
suspiciously. He had no reason to. The attorney, Richard Fitzgerald, was a slick shyster who
represented a number of mobsters and crime bosses in the Los Angeles area. Which was
exactly the type of lawyer Chaz needed, only Chaz was too dumb to know it. Chaz was a sullen
man, with hostile eyes, who suspected no one liked him. He was not entirely wrong on that
count. "Who the hell are you?" "I'm your attorney, Mr. Bowen. I'm here to get you out." "Well,
you took your time getting here," Chaz snarled. "You made the mistake of getting arrested in
the middle of the night. The system works slower then." "Can I go home?" "What'd you tell the
cops?" "Told 'em I wanted a lawyer." "Anything else?" "Hell, no." "You didn't try to give them a
reason why you were trying to break into a Hollywood producer's house?" "Couldn't think of
one. Can you?" "So what happened?" "How the hell should I know? A simple break-in and a
fucking SWAT team shows up. What the hell is that all about?" Fitzgerald went out and hunted
up Jason Rollins, the assistant district attorney assigned to the case. "Hey, Jason. Wanna play
Let's Make a Deal?" "Ricky Fitz. How the hell are you?" "Pissed, that's how. I was up at the
crack of dawn to come down here just to bail a guy out." "What's the case?" "Chaz
Bowen." "Oh, that one. Slam dunk. Caught in the act with burglar tools and a gun. Breaking into
a Hollywood producer's house, for Christ's sake." "Was he arrested in the house?" "He was
apprehended while trying to get in the window." "So you can't charge him with breaking and
entering. He didn't enter." "I can charge him with attempted burglary." "You'll never get a
conviction." "Give me a break. You're going to cop a plea and you know it. You can't put that
guy in front of a jury. If he answers questions, he's guilty. If he refuses to answer questions,
he's guilty. The minute he steps into court, he's guilty." "My client doesn't want to serve
time." "Then he shouldn't have gotten arrested." "I couldn't agree more. Shall we pretend he
didn't?" "Unfortunately he's been booked." "You can always drop the charges." "With so much
evidence? My boss would want to know why. His-lawyer-told-me-to is a very poor answer." "I
gotta get him out." The ADA shook his head. "You cop a plea, he's doing time. I can't give you a
deal where he doesn't." "How about time served?" "A half an hour? Come on, Ricky, the
charge isn't going away. The only way he's gets out is on bail." "How much?" Donnie Martel
snatched up the phone. ÒYeah?Ó "Donnie. Rick Fitzgerald. You sent me to bail out Chaz." "Did
you do it?" "Sure thing." "How much?" "Hundred thousand." "That much?" "The guy had a gun
on him, Donnie. He's lucky he's out at all." "Did he talk?" "If he had, he'd have talked himself
into a cell. The guy's a moron, Donnie. Shutting up is the only bright thing he's ever done." "Are
you kidding me? The guy's an expert locksmith." "That is the type of thing I don't want to know,
Donnie." "Why didn't he talk?" "He couldn't think of anything to say." "Jesus." Donnie slammed
down the phone. Donnie Martel was a lower-level crime boss with big aspirations and little to
show for it. He was always eager to do jobs for the big boys, the shit jobs that no one wanted to
do but everyone needed done. He did a lot of them, and most of them panned out. When they
came off without a hitch, they were completely unappreciated. No one ever noticed his efforts
until something got fucked up. In DonnieÕs case it was always baby steps forward, and a
gigantic slide back.--This text refers to the hardcover edition.Read more
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Deadly KnightMidnight Empire: The Tower, Book 3Annabel ChaseContentsChapter 1Chapter
2Chapter 3Chapter 4Chapter 5Chapter 6Chapter 7Chapter 8Chapter 9Chapter 10Chapter
11Chapter 12Chapter 13Chapter 14Chapter 15Chapter 161Kamikaze Marwin trudged up a set
of concrete steps in central Britannia City. “You would think people would be happy about a tree
sprouting in the middle of the city. Maybe we can hang those cute little lights on the branches
and make it festive.”“Let’s see what we’re dealing with first,” I warned. “Normal trees don’t grow
in the middle of the city.” And they certainly didn’t bust straight through a fountain and send
statues flying like oversized shrapnel.Kami kicked aside a pebble. “Normal trees don’t grow
anywhere anymore.”She wasn’t wrong. Nature suffered after the Great Eruption, a cataclysmic
event that involved ten of the world’s supervolcanoes blowing their stacks simultaneously. The
expulsion of ash left the world shrouded in darkness which took a catastrophic toll on Mother
Nature. Without sunlight, most plant life became reliant on magic to grow and thrive.We crested
the steps and Kami released a whistling breath. “Blimey Charlie. That’s quite a tree.”No kidding.
It stood over sixty feet high and had a circumference of at least thirty feet. Thick branches
twisted from the trunk like broken arms reaching for restoration. Wisps of powerful magic
brushed against my skin. Even without the magical hint, it was obvious this was no ordinary
tree.“It’s a Parijata tree.”Kami cast a sideways glance at me. “Am I supposed to know what that
is?”“A wishing tree. My mother told me it yields objects of desire.” If anyone would know the
background of the Parijata tree, it was dearly departed Rhea Hayes, beloved mother and
history teacher extraordinaire.Kami’s eyebrows lifted. “Any limits?”“None that I know of.”She
regarded the tree. “Huh. So I can ask the tree to restore the sun and bam!” She slapped her
palms together. “Instant rays of light.”“Okay, maybe there are some limits. I’m pretty sure the
wish has to be for you personally.”“Still seems too good to be true. What does the tree get out
of it?”Kami and I had fought enough monsters to know that magic gifts often came with a price
tag. The greater the gift, the heftier the cost.“The wishes feed the tree. The more wishes there
are, the bigger the tree grows. The next thing you know, you’ve got a tree the size of a city
block and a root system that destroys everything in its path. Farewell Britannia City.” What was
left of it. The city wasn’t fully rebuilt after the Great Eruption. The Eternal Night took hold and
bye-bye infrastructure.Kami’s shoulders sagged. “A huge tree and here’s me without my power
saw. We should’ve stopped by a hardware store. All I have on me is a crossbow.”“No worries.
First order of business is to clear the area. The tree only grows stronger if we let people
continue to make wishes.”“Please don’t feed the tree.” Kami started to usher people out of the
way. “The wish factory is closed. The genie has left the building.”An elderly man turned toward
us, eyes flashing. “I’m not going anywhere, young lady. This is my chance.”“Your chance to
what?” Kami asked.“Reclaim my youth,” he shot back. “What else?”Kami and I exchanged
glances.“This isn’t the Fountain of Youth, sir,” I said. It wasn’t even a decorative water fountain
anymore. The opportunistic tree took care of that.“I’m wishing to be young again, you fool,” he
snapped.Kami gave him a heavy dose of side-eye. “So you can learn to be a grumpy old man
all over again? Don’t do the world any favors.”A woman pushed through the throng of people
wearing a bright smile. “My teeth!” She ran her tongue over the straight, white squares. “Are
they as perfect as they feel?”I nodded. “They look like they belong on a billboard.”She beamed.
“I can’t wait to show my husband. Maybe now he’ll stop calling me Bucky.” She dashed off to
display her good fortune.“Sounds like she should’ve wished for a divorce,” Kami
muttered.Another branch sprouted from the trunk of the tree, this one even higher than the
last.“We need to stop this now,” I said.Kami tipped her head back to examine the tree’s new



height. “It’s already pretty big. How do we get rid of it?”I sensed the growing agitation around us
at the sight of two knights. No surprise. They knew why we were here. Funny thing about people
—they tended to dislike the idea of someone destroying their hopes and dreams. If Kami and I
weren’t careful, the tree would turn the crowd against us as a protective measure.“You take
care of the bystanders and I’ll deal with the tree,” I told her.Kami’s specialty was mind control.
Although she couldn’t commandeer dozens of people at once, she could quietly manipulate
one head at a time and steer them away from the scene.“Hey,” Kami called to the tree. “Make
like a…you and leave.”The tree remained rooted in place.Kami sighed. “If we’re going to kill it
anyway, would it be so bad to make one teensy wish?”I jerked toward my best friend. “Don’t
you even consider it, Kamikaze Marwin. You and I have magic. It would be like using extra-
strength fertilizer.” Feeding the tree my powerful and unpredictable magic would be a huge
mistake. There was no telling what my wish would do to the tree—or to the city. The gods knew
I had plenty of wishes to make, but I couldn’t afford to be selfish. Not ever.Begrudgingly Kami
turned to the woman next to her and set to work. I focused on the tree and came up with a
basic plan. Minimal damage to the property. Minimal damage to the people. Permanent
damage to the tree.Easy peasy, right?I removed my trusty axe from the sheath on my back and
debated where to strike first. Babe was my weapon of choice and not a bad option under the
circumstances.A young woman spotted the axe and grabbed her child’s hand to tug her away
from me. “What are you doing with that?” the woman demanded. Her complexion was milky
white except for the dark circles under her eyes.“The tree is dangerous,” I said. “I suggest you
take your child and evacuate the area.” There was every chance the tree would fight back and I
didn’t want some poor kid getting a concussion due to a flying branch.The young woman
tightened her grip on the child’s hand. “We’re not going anywhere until I get my wish.”“Mum, we
should go,” the child urged. “The knight says it’s dangerous.”The mother ignored her child’s plea
and kept her focus on me. “I’ve been sick. If this tree can cure me, then we’re staying put. I
won’t leave Sasha an orphan if I can help it.”I glanced at the child and resisted the memories
that their predicament stirred. I understood the woman’s desire. I’d been older than Sasha
when my mother died, but that didn’t make the road to adulthood any easier. A child as young
as Sasha would likely die in this city without a caretaker.“Make your wish quickly and go,” I said.
The sick woman was human. Her wish wouldn’t give the tree too much juice.I pivoted back to
the tree and chose an easy branch to test first. One good whack and a branch broke off and fell
to the pavement, splintering into pieces.I glanced up at the rest of the tree and sighed. “One
down. Too many to count to go.”“What are you doing?” a heavyset man demanded. “I’m about
to make a wish.”“I’m aware of that, sir. I’m trying to save you from yourself.”He sneered at me. “I
don’t need some woman telling me what to do. I’ve been wanting revenge on my ex-wife for
years and this tree is going to get it for me.”Before he had a chance to make his wish, I
knocked him on the back of the head with the blunt end of my axe. He slumped to the
ground.“Kami, I helped you with this one!”I turned to the tree. I had to hurry or I’d be fighting off
an angry mob. If somebody in the crowd was really smart, they’d wish me harm so I couldn’t
take away their precious tree.As I raised the axe for another round of whack-a-branch, the tree
sprouted two new limbs at once. What on earth?I whirled around to see Sasha and her mother
still in the vicinity of the tree. A pinkish hue had returned to the young woman’s cheeks and her
dark circles had vanished.“But you’re human,” I said, confused.“I am, but she isn’t.” The young
woman squeezed her daughter’s hand.Of course. How could I have expected a child that age
to resist making a wish? Lesson learned.“You both need to go. Now.”A brown pony burst
through the crowd of onlookers, mane flying like a mud-covered flag, and halted in front of the
mother and daughter.Sasha brightened. “It worked!”The kid wished for a freakin’ pony.Because



of course she did.Mother and daughter climbed onto the pony’s back and off they
went.“Unbelievable,” Kami said, watching the pony trot down the steps.“I know, right?”She
continued to stare at the vacant steps. “Why didn’t I think of a pony?”I groaned. “You can have
Trio. She’s as big as a pony.” The three-headed canine monstrosity I’d rescued from the tunnels
had taken up residence at the Pavilion, the Knights of Boudica headquarters, and now worked
as a security guard dog.“Too much slobber.” Kami contemplated the tree. “I don’t think my
crossbow is going to be much help to you unless you want me to launch tranquilizer darts at
people.”“If it comes to it,” I said.“Looking for one of these?” another voice said.Fellow knight
Briar Niall appeared behind us holding a chainsaw.“My hero,” Kami declared. “How did you
know?”“Minka told me to bring one to this address.” Briar switched it on, pulled the rope a
couple times, and a motor sprang to life.Kami moved swiftly. She snatched the chainsaw from
an unsuspecting Briar and raced to the lowest branch of the tree.“Hey, no fair!” Briar called
after her. “Now I don’t have a weapon.”“You are a weapon,” I told her.Briar glanced down at her
dark blue suit of magical armor. “Fair enough. At least I came dressed for the occasion.” She
observed Kami now sawing off a sturdy branch. “I should probably ask why we’re destroying a
perfectly nice tree.”“Because it isn’t perfectly nice,” I said. “It will destroy this entire block by the
end of the day.”“So it’s basically my nephew after ingesting a bag of candy.”“Get in there, Briar.
We’re wasting time.”I backed away and a fur-covered monster exploded from the suit. No one
would guess the creature Briar was capable of unleashing. As the only shapeshifter in our
banner, she was a valuable member of the team, especially during times like this when we
needed brute strength. Nobody could identify her species—not even Briar herself. We only
knew that, when she turned, she was a walking, talking terror.Briar rushed to the trunk of the
tree, acting as a battering ram. In her case, size mattered. Bark crunched as she threw her
impressive body weight against the tree for a second time.Kami switched to attacking the roots
now threaded through the concrete and I used my earth magic to loosen the roots from the
ground. It felt good to release a bit of magic. No one knew the pressure I was under to contain
the full extent of my magic. I had to shift the lid and let the steam out of my magic pot every
now and again or I’d boil over. If that ever happened, I’d scald anyone within range.A familiar
bird swooped down from the sky to land on a tree branch.“Barnaby, that isn’t a good spot to
rest,” I yelled.The raven cawed in response but remained perched on the branch. Stubborn bird.
A pair of gray pigeons followed Barnaby’s lead and landed on another branch.I made a
sweeping gesture. “No birds!”The tree shook as Briar struck the trunk for a third time.The raven
held fast.I used our telepathic connection to warn him away. He spread his wings and flew
overhead just as Briar prepared for a fourth strike. She stood upright on powerful haunches
and yowled. The primal sound sent shivers down my spine. Briar was the most docile woman
alive in her human form. You half expected a parade of children to follow her around in the city,
their sweet voices raised in song. In her beast form, though, she was a verifiable
nightmare.Briar struck again and the trunk of the tree split apart and collapsed on either side of
the base.Kami switched off the saw as the roots shriveled and dissipated. “Is it wrong that I’m
disappointed?”Briar reverted to her human form and smoothed the front of her creased
uniform. “I am so grateful Minka invested in these. They make shifting so easy.”“Don’t tell
Minka,” Kami advised. “It’ll go to her head.”Briar observed the remains of the tree. “We should
gather the wood and donate it.”I heaved a weary sigh. “I wish we could, but it’s unusable. You
toss a piece of this on a fire and inadvertently make a wish, and you’ll have a problem on your
hands.”“That’s too bad.” Briar nudged a piece of the broken tree with her boot. “What do we do
with it then?”“We should burn it now while nobody’s within range.” I didn’t need magic for this
task. I simply used two pieces of wood as kindling and rubbed them together until they



sparked.“I don’t suppose anyone’s packing marshmallows,” Kami said. “Seems like a waste of a
good fire.”“Whatever you do, don’t wish for them,” I said.As I watched the tree burn, I felt a pang
of loss. It seemed sacrilege to deliberately destroy the tree even though I knew it was for the
best.“Mission accomplished,” Kami declared.“If only I felt better about it.” The wood crackled
and popped as it turned to ash.Kami hooked her arm through mine. “At least our job is fun.
How many people can say that?”I glanced at her, incredulous. “Your mind works in mysterious
ways.”She gave me an innocent look. “What?”I waved a hand at the remains of the tree. “It isn’t
fun to crush people’s hopes and dreams.”Briar scooped the chainsaw off the ground. “I’ll take
this back to the office. Are you two coming?”“That depends,” Kami said. “Is Minka there?”“She
was when I left. She made me stop to sign out the chainsaw.”I laughed. “Of course she
did.”“We have another stop to make, but we’ll be there shortly,” Kami said.I waited until Briar
was out of earshot to turn to her. “We will?”“No, but she can tell Minka and buy us time before
we get the dreaded phone call requesting our location.”“Where are we going until then?”Kami
smiled. “How about a drink? We just saved the city like proper superheroes. That calls for a
celebration.”I narrowed my eyes. “What’s the real reason?”She hesitated. “Can’t fool you, can
I?”“Nope.”“You’ve seemed a bit mopey.”“I haven’t been mopey.”“You didn’t pet Trio when you
came to work yesterday. Major red flag.” She studied me. “Thought you might want to talk, just
the two of us.”“What do you mean? I talk to you all the time.”Kami groaned. “Not about
important things like feelings and whatnot.”“That’s not true. I’m an open book.”She snorted.
“Only if that open book is closed, locked, warded, and buried underground in the middle of the
Sahara.”“That’s not an open book.”“And neither are you. Is it something to do with Callan?”I
held my breath. I’d been trying very hard not to think about the vampire prince. “I don’t know
what you mean. We worked together. The job finished. End of story.” I started walking. Maybe if
I walked fast enough, she’d get distracted and change the subject. Kami was squirrel-like in her
commitment to topics of conversation.“Admit it. You two have a connection.” She hurried to
catch up to me. So much for my squirrel theory.“We did not connect in any way, shape, or form.”
A bald-faced lie, but it was a hill I was willing to die on.“You made out with him, didn’t you?”I
refused to satisfy her curiosity.“I knew it! Tongue or no tongue? Who am I kidding? He’s a royal
vampire. Of course there was tongue. Fangs, too. Did they tickle or hurt so good?”I glared at
her. “Are we fifteen again? Seriously, Kami. Drop it.” I didn’t want to talk about him. I hadn’t
heard from Callan since he fled my flat and told me to stay away from him because my life was
at stake. I’d never had a guy go to such great lengths to break up with me—not that we’d
technically been dating. One intense lip session does not a relationship make.“Sorry.” She
offered a sheepish grin. “What if drinks are on me? Are we good?”Of course we were good.
Kami was my best friend. She’d throw herself in front of a zombie horde to save me. Not many
people were fortunate enough to have a friend like Kami.I managed a weak smile.
“Always.”2Kami and I left the pub in better spirits than when we entered, which was basically
the point.“Neera said things are going well with Roxanne,” Kami said. “I feel bad for Ione.”
Neera and Ione Sheehan were sisters skilled in earth magic. Both knights, they tended to work
together on assignments.“Why would you feel bad for Ione? She didn’t want to date
Roxanne.”“No, but she’s used to spending a lot of time with her older sister. She seems
bummed.”“I think this is good for Ione. She leans on Neera too much. It’ll force her out of her
comfort zone.”“They probably say that about us, too.” Kami squinted across the street. “What’s
happening over there?”I followed her gaze to a gathering crowd. Bodies huddled together with
their backs to us, intent on something I couldn’t see.“Not sure,” I said.“If it’s another tree, I call
dibs on the saw.”“I need a higher vantage point.” I climbed onto a partial stone wall and drew
myself to a standing position. Four vampires in royal uniforms flanked someone in a black



hood. He wore a sleeveless shirt and his brown trousers were ripped and soiled. My stomach
clenched when I spotted the copper bowl at their feet.“Can you see anything?” Kami
asked.Unfortunately I could. “It’s a public execution.”“Shit.” Kami joined me on the crumbling
wall.One of the royal representatives stepped forward. His red cape flapped in the breeze. Even
from this distance, his fangs appeared exceptionally long and the cruel slant of his mouth
suggested he would enjoy what he was about to do.I strained to listen to his announcement. “…
James Thornhill has been tried and convicted of section 32(a) of the penal code.”Thanks to my
job, I knew that section well. No subject is permitted to perform magic unless the act falls under
one of the exceptions, such as working as a knight in pursuit of an official objective.“By order of
King Casek, we condemn this wizard to death.” The vampire used a ceremonial dagger to slice
open a vein in each of the man’s arms.I shifted uncomfortably at the mention of the king. It was
hard to reconcile the kindly vampire with a ruler who would demand a public execution for a
minor crime. Then again, King Casek didn’t earn his place on the throne by being soft. Even if
his former wife, Queen Britannia, had been the more ruthless and violent half of the couple,
she died twenty years ago. There was no reason to do things her way now. I knew what Callan
would say, though. If House Lewis’s control of magic started to slip, vampires worried that
witches and wizards would garner enough strength to overthrow vampire rule. Outlawing magic
made it easier to maintain a balance. Even the use of Latin was illegal unless such use fell
under one of the limited exceptions. The former queen’s paranoia had seeped into the law of
the land.We watched as blood slid down the wizard’s wounds and collected in the bowl. I knew
where that blood would end up and it sickened me.Kami turned away. “This is barbaric. They’re
making a spectacle of his death.”I didn’t disagree, but it seemed wrong to avert my gaze. I felt a
strange sense of obligation to observe the devastating conclusion to this wizard’s life.“They
want to use him as a cautionary tale.” They’d probably stick his head on a spike at Tower
Bridge. An additional deterrent to criminal behavior for all those who missed the execution
itself.Kami’s expression was grim. “Consider me cautioned.”“The sun shall once again rise,” the
wizard bellowed. His voice cracked on the last syllable.Kami jumped to the pavement. “I can’t
watch anymore.”The tightening of the rope jerked his head backward. His hood slipped down to
reveal a bright yellow star tattooed on his bald head. For a stunned moment, I thought of
Joseph Yardley, otherwise known as the Green Wizard and the ringleader of the People in
Support of Ra. Yardley and his band of followers were dedicated to bringing back the sun and
banishing vampires to the shadows again.I shook off the shock. I already knew it wasn’t
Yardley. This wizard was named James Thornhill.The vampire to the left kicked the crate from
beneath the wizard’s feet. Thornhill twisted like a sheet in the wind. Despite the tightness of the
noose, his neck failed to snap. His fingers clawed at the rope around his neck. It was
nauseating to watch. I couldn’t save him, but I couldn’t let him suffer. No crime deserved such
inhumane treatment.Turning invisible, I jumped to the pavement. I maneuvered quickly through
the crowd and hopped on the discarded crate.“Sleep well, friend,” I whispered in his ear.It took
only seconds to snap the wizard’s neck and relieve his pain. To the onlookers it simply
appeared that the rope had done its job.I darted back to the wall where a red-faced Kami
awaited me.“Are you out of your mind?” she seethed. “Do you not see the complete lunacy of
doing the exact thing that got that man killed?”“Technically I didn’t use magic.” My invisibility
came from my vampire side. “Besides, no one saw me.”Kami gaped at me. “Sometimes I want
to throat-punch you for sheer stupidity.” She exhaled. “And then I want to hug you for your
compassion.”We made ourselves scarce before the crowd started to disperse. No need to get
caught in the tangled web of arms and legs.“Emotions are complex,” I remarked once we were
out of harm’s way.“I bet you’ve been saying that a lot lately,” Kami said with a knowing look.I



glared back at her. “You did not just circle back to the topic I told you to drop.”“I thought the ale
might loosen your lips. I can see I was mistaken.”I gestured to the left. “I’m not going to the
office. You can complete the paperwork for the tree.”“Gee, thanks. You know how much I love
ticking Minka’s boxes.”“That sounds dirty.”She shrugged. “I can make anything sound dirty.
That’s my real superpower. Where are you headed?”“Library. I have research to catch up
on.”She shook her head. “You and books. I think you would’ve been happier as a librarian.”She
wasn’t wrong, except the library technically belonged to the royal family and I swore I’d never
work for vampires. Of course I broke my own rule when I accepted a job for House Lewis that
involved rescuing Princess Davina from a kidnapper and retrieving a powerful stone chock full
of elemental magic. That was how I’d met Callan. The prince wasn’t a member of House Lewis
by birth. That honor went to House Duncan, the ruling family in Scotland. King Glendon lost his
bid for power twenty years ago during the Battle of Britannia and lost his only son and heir as
well. The peace treaty required Callan to be raised in Britannia City as a ward of House Lewis.
Although Callan was no longer a boy, there was still a decade to go on his House’s promise.I
took a bus across town and entered the lobby of the Britannia Library. The sprawling institution
was one of the better preserved buildings in the city. Not all royal vampire families were as
supportive of books and museums as House Lewis. Now that I’d met them personally, I found
myself wavering in my blanket objection to vampires.Of course there was still the small problem
of their desire to kill my species. As a dhampir, I was more of a threat to vampires than anyone.
My mother, a skilled witch, taught me everything she knew before her untimely death. She also
taught me to keep my species secret. A dhampir would be executed on sight—no questions
asked. That was how hated we were.How hated I was.I was disappointed to see Adelaide
behind the counter. Pedro Gutierrez was my preferred Head Librarian. The witch usually
ducked when she saw me coming, whereas Pedro had more patience when it came to my
unique requests.To her credit, Adelaide remained in an upright position today and even
managed a friendly smile. “Welcome back to the library, Miss Hayes. Always a pleasure.”I
drummed my fingers on the counter. “No Pedro today?”“No. He and Garrison are off. How may
I be of service?” She was a short, stout woman with exceptionally broad shoulders that she
kept covered with a shawl that looked like it had been knitted together by blind mice. Her dirt-
brown hair was cropped close to her head. In the right light, it resembled a large, wet oak leaf.I
glanced around to make sure no one was eavesdropping. “I’d like any information you have on
Friseal’s Temple.”She pursed her lips. “A temple, you say? Can you spell the name, please? I’m
not familiar with it.”I spelled Friseal and waited as she used her magic to scan the inventory for
matches. She wrote a list of titles and catalogue numbers and slid it across the counter to
me.“I’m afraid there isn’t much, but these might help.”Thanking her, I glanced at the list. Three
books. There was a good chance the temple wasn’t even the main subject. It was more likely
that the books only included passing references.I was fairly certain I heard a sigh of relief as I
turned to walk away. No surprise. More than once Adelaide had been subjected to inquiries
that involved real-life examples by me—some of which may have involved blood and guts. It
wasn’t my fault she was squeamish. In my defense, I always cleaned up whatever mess I
made. What I couldn’t do was wipe Adelaide’s memory clean.I located the first section on the
list and disappeared between the stacks. I had a religious-like reverence for knowledge. Queen
Britannia had destroyed all the churches during her reign but thankfully left libraries intact. One
of my favorite smells in the world was the earthy combination of leather and paper. I took a
moment to inhale the scent before I started the search.Friseal’s Temple was quite possibly the
key to unlocking the mystery of a set of powerful stones that had recently been discovered.
Each stone contained immense power related to a specific supernatural ability. The Immortality



Stone was already in the possession of House Lewis and had been for centuries. The family
didn’t realize there were similar stones until the discovery of the Elemental Stone, which led to
Davina’s kidnapping. Then the Transcendence Stone inadvertently arrived in the city from
Devon. I wasn’t sure whether these stones had official names, but I’d given them my own. A
museum curator named Antonia Birch had used the term ‘transcendence’ in connection with
the stone that influenced shapeshifting, so I’d adopted the name. Antonia had paid dearly for
sharing her knowledge with me.I located the first book on the list and tugged it from its place
on the shelf. I flipped straight to the index and there it was. Friseal’s Temple. Perfect. I leafed
through the book until I reached the right page.Except the right page was missing.I double-
checked the page numbers. Sure enough, pages 135 and 136 were missing. Terrific. Of all the
pages for vandals to mess with, it had to be those two.I tucked the book under my arm and
continued to the next section. I’d show the damaged book to Adelaide on my way out of the
library and swear I had nothing to do with it. I’d sooner break my own arm than damage a
library book.Unfortunately the search for the second book yielded similar results. There was
only one reference to Friseal’s Temple and it had been removed from the book as well. I’d
assumed the first book was a case of bad luck. The second book was making me rethink that
assumption.The third book confirmed my suspicions.I delivered all three damaged books to the
counter. Adelaide sucked in a horrified breath when I showed her the missing pages.“Is there a
way to find out when this happened or who might have tampered with them?”Adelaide mulled
over the questions. “I can check with Garrison and Pedro and see whether anyone else
requested them recently. We don’t keep records of walk-in requests like yours, so I’d have to
rely on their memories.”I figured as much. “Why take the pages and not the books?” The pages
made it obvious that someone was trying to hide information.“The books would’ve set off an
alarm, but the pages aren’t individually protected.”That made sense. “Will you let me know
what you find out?”“Absolutely.” Adelaide frowned at the torn pages. “What do you know about
this temple?”“Aside from the fact that someone wants to keep the information hidden, not very
much.” I wasn’t about to tell her about the stones or the death of poor Antonia Birch, the
museum curator. Adelaide would never want to help me again.The witch closed the books and
stacked them in a pile. “I’ll be sure to contact you if I learn anything.”“Thank you. I appreciate
it.”Just once it would be nice to have a straightforward request for poor Adelaide. Then again,
every job came with a downside and it seemed I was Adelaide’s.I returned to my flat and
maneuvered around the tiny kitchen. I scooped food into bowls for five eager faces that I
affectionately referred to as ‘the menagerie.’ There was a red panda called Big Red, a pygmy
goat called Herman, a fennec fox named Sandy, Jemima the Bantam hen, and Hera, queen of
‘cat-titude.’ We had a mutually beneficial arrangement. The menagerie depended on me for
survival and I depended on them for emotional support. When I was a terrified teenaged
orphan living by my wits in the underground tunnels of Britannia City, animal companions
saved my sanity. Kami’s presence helped, of course—unlikely I would’ve survived without her—
but there was no substitute for the affection of a furry friend.Big Red scampered across the
floor, matching my footsteps. The red panda suffered from separation anxiety even when I was
inches away. I fed him last because I knew he’d be reluctant to leave my side.Jemima clucked
and pecked the seeds from the bowl. I’d removed the small hen’s diaper before I fed her to give
her feathered bottom a break. I only made her wear the diaper when I wasn’t home to avoid a
complete mess later.A tapping sound drew me to the window that opened to a makeshift
balcony. A flat on the top floor made it easier for me to let the animals in and out and avoid
detection. Their presence violated my lease and I wasn’t eager to become homeless again.A
pigeon lurked outside and I noticed the note tied to its leg. The last time a pigeon was out here,



it was a royal carrier pigeon being held by Prince Callan, right before he told me he had to stay
away from me.This pigeon, however, was flying solo.I unlocked the window and opened it.
“Hello, friend. I take it you have a message for me.”I detached the note from its leg and the
pigeon immediately flew away as though I’d removed the heavy weight that kept it grounded. I
unfurled the note and recognized Pedro’s small, neat handwriting.No information here.
Recommend Atheneum.Wow. The Atheneum had an almost mythical status and was
legendary among history buffs like my mother. Although she’d never been, she’d spoken of it
with a reverence usually reserved for the gods.The Atheneum meant a trip to Wales though. I’d
only managed to cross into House Peyton territory with Callan’s help. Wales was House Kane’s
territory and I’d need special dispensation to travel there. It was risky to go through official
channels for approval if I was trying to hide my research trail. It would be best to seek an
alternate method.I knew firsthand that Callan owned a set of forged passports, one for him and
one for a female companion. Maybe I could persuade him to lend me one again.No.I couldn’t
possibly ask a favor of him. Not when he’d made it clear he wanted to keep his distance from
me. I’d have to find another way. Maybe Mack Quaid had a contact who could forge a passport.
It wasn’t something I’d needed before. As a knight I’d encountered my share of danger, but the
powerful stones had elevated that danger to another level.I picked up the phone and called
Mack. The ringing sound was music to my ears. If the satellites weren’t sending signals, I’d
have to show up at his office in person and I wasn’t in the mood for a long walk.“Mack
here.”“It’s London.”“Hey, my favorite Knight of Boudica. Heard about the magic tree. Good job.
Did you make a wish first? The knights in my office have a pool going.”“No wish.”“Yes!” I could
practically hear his victorious fist pump. “Can I get that in writing from you? I’d like to collect my
winnings before the weekend so I can take my wife somewhere nice for dinner.”“I’ll take care of
it. Listen, I need to take a trip to Wales. Know anybody who can make me a fake pass that
passes muster?”“Too tired of Minka’s paperwork to do more?”“Do I need to spell it out?”“You
don’t want to be tracked, I get it. Why not?”“You’re nosy for a knight that specializes in
confidential assignments.”“Passes are tough to come by, you know that. I only know one guy
and I can’t hook you up with a fake pass without knowing whether it might bite me in the ass
later.”I sensed there was more to his hesitation than he was letting on. “What’s the real
issue?”He sighed into the phone. “Now who’s being nosy?”“Come on. It’s relevant.”“I suppose.”
He lowered his voice. “My contact helps relocate people out of the territory. Gives them a new
start.”“Are we talking witness protection or something else?”“Mainly refugees. People at risk for
execution or at the top of the list for their local tribute center.”I sucked in a breath. Mack was
involved in an Underground Railroad?
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Mike Lewis The blind guy, “epic urban fantasy action adventure series. This is an epic urban
fantasy action adventure series. A great custom characters and a unique and entertaining
storyline. It is in the future and 10 super volcanoes around the world have exploded spewing
ash into the atmosphere and darkening out the sun. With the eruption of those 10 super
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volcanoes ancient legends/creatures have come out of the earth and others have come out of
the shadows. Vampires have been among us all along but I’ve hidden in the shadows through
time. Werewolves and witches have also been there hiding in the shadows. As there is no
longer sunlight reaching the earth vampires have taken control and rule the earth. What do
humans are left live for the most part at the bottom of the wrong. They must go to tribute
centers to donate blood for the vampires. Which is in wizards use magic to help the earth
survive in plants and animals continue to sustain the humans and those who do not drink
blood. There are groups of knights that help people and Trey to keep the peace. One particular
night has a secret she is a DAMPYRE a half vampire half witch witch in this new world is a
death sentence if anyone finds out. Her magic powers are unique and extraordinary and she’s
out to save the world. Along with the rest of her nights in her banner she helps the
downtrodden and is in search of certain mystic stones that were created eons ago. Read on
and find out as she takes on this epic quest to find these relics and save the world from the
darkness and evil. Action packed and entertaining beyond belief. Check it out”

open mind, “the series keeps getting better. I just love this series and am so disappointed that
the next book is the last. The Knights of Boudica deserve more. London is still figuring out who
she is and Callan and London need to come to terms with what they mean to one another.
Honestly, while Callan hurt London, neither she nor the reader can fault him for his initial
response to her revelation. I am a bit disappointed with London; as soon as she figured out
who her father is she should have realized that he knows that she is his daughter. Many story
lines to wrap up and I look forward to reading them. Annabel Chase always deliver; if you like
PNR, follow her.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “More Delicious Vamp Drama. The third book in this series delivers on
every promise made in the first two delightful books. The development of the characters
continues to delight with all the snark and sass I have come to anticipate and love. London is
an amazing mix of kick ass bounty hunter, erudite history buff, compassionate animal lover,
and magical heroine. Her exploits never fail to keep me up reading long past my bedtime for
another taste of her special blend of sarcasm and magical mishaps. I will be in a state of
excruciating anticipation for the fourth book, due to be released on February 3rd.”

Lolita, “Please Miss, can I have some more?. Very good but I now have to wait until February to
read the final installment. Major props to Annabel Chase for writing yet another book that left
me wanting more. The sign of a fantastic author is when they write a story so engrossing it
captivates you until the end and leaves you wanting more. She never fails to deliver. I love
these more serious books as much as I love her lighter hearted cozy mysteries. Another 5 star
read.”

Sandy, “good. I could not wait for this book to come out and it definitely did not disappoint.
London is definitely on some interesting quests in this book. You learn more about the
relationship between London and her vampire and also whether or not London is going to
reveal her heritage to anyone. She also learns who her father is. This book ended up with quite
a cliffhanger but I can’t wait to read the next book in the series.”

Amanda Rose, “4.5. I am really enjoying this story in this third instalment. The story moves at a
good pace and I like how it goes to different areas of the UK and hoping the next book makes a
stop at Ireland to keep with the theme. I also like that London is confident and capable, but I



hope she finally lets Callan in.Only giving it a 4.5* as the constant reference back to previous
books is annoying. I get the first chapter usually brings people up to speed with a few
references but this does it throughout the book. The mentions feel out of place and the storey
is meant to be read in order so the constant (and unnecessary) references bring you out of the
flow of the story. It’s almost like walking a path and a brick sticks up and you trip. Although
annoying, I will be reading the final instalment.”

Irene, “Interesting. This although not the greatest series is at least imaginative and each book
does enhance the story. London Hayes a Knight of Boudica has no difficulty finding trouble she
had discovered that there are a number of stones in the world that control the different species
that now exist out in the open from the ruling Vampires to were animals witches and wizards
etc. Many are looking for the stones to gain power over others she has taken it upon herself to
obtain and guard these stones. She has secrets and is finding more about herself if others
discovered these things she would be killed. Unfortunately her attraction to a certain vampire
Prince Callan has made her a little careless and she finds herself locked in an enchanted
tower in Scotland can she escape we will have to read the next book to know.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Brilliant. This is a quick read but brilliant and definitely the best in the
series so far. Just when I thought Londons life was going along nicely, the opposite happened, I
can't wait to see what happens next.”

Jim Sym, “Cliff edge stuff. I've enjoyed Annabel's vampire prince and his love interest knight's
journeys to Wales and Scotland, the battling of monsters and the use of magic is a continuous
story of fun. However, I don't want this series to end!”

Kylie van Wyk, “This series just gets better. It's so exciting, I can't wait for the book and I
already have it.These characters and humour and plot twists are brilliant.”
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