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Floating in mid-air, Puck neatly deflected the flaming orbs. "Game, set, match!" he
crowed. Looking around, Puck narrowed his eyes. "'Eeny Meeny Miney Mouse, Who's
been creeping in my house?'"
"Your house, is it?" Garlon's voice echoed hollowly off every wall. "Once a servant,
always a servant, eh, Puck?"
"Takes one to know one," Puck quipped back. "Madoc Morfryn has you running
through mazes, doing his dirty work."
Disobedience

Fox: "They were definitely Unseelie and they were using some sort of small crossbow.
There just wasn't time, none of us had time to react.... And he took the shot meant for
us."
[…]
On the gurney, bloodied and limp, lay the unmoving form of Owen Burnett.
The Darkest Hour, part 1
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Garlon sat alone in the garden of Nicholas’ villa, brooding. He was still angry like hell.
He couldn’t believe how easily Nicholas had discarded him now that he had Maeve by
his side. Sure, Garlon had always known that Nicholas would grow more and more
independent but he had not expected to lose all of his influence and status in the
Court. But beneath the anger was another emotion, one he didn’t want to admit. He
was…hurt that Nicholas seemed to have forgotten him completely.

“All goes according to our plan, doesn’t it?” a voice pulled him out of his musings.

Garlon used his powers to manipulate the air around him so he wouldn’t be seen by
whoever came by. He looked towards where the voice had come from and saw the
Morrigan and Maeve.

“You are right, cousin. It seems that the old saying about love being blind is true. I
didn’t think it would be that easy to foul him. It seems his human blood has not only
negative effects on his powers,” Maeve said.

“Probably. He is as stupid as his father was. I remember how easy it was to make him
fall in love with me.” The Morrigan laughed darkly. “But seriously, are you really going
to marry that quarterling?”

“Definitely not!” Maeve exclaimed shocked. “He is convenient to get full control over
the Court again. We will face these gargoyles, Titania’s grandson and Merlin in the
third war and this time, we will win.” She gave a nasty smile. “However, wars have
been known to cost lives. It would be a great tragedy if the victory were to be bought
with blood.”

“You have a plan?” the Morrigan asked eagerly.

“Naturally. I have a spelled arrow ready, especially for killing quarterlings. When the
fight stars, I want you to take it.”

“Of course, my dear cousin. However, we have to keep one thing in mind.”

Maeve regarded her cousin quizzically. “What do you mean?”

“Garlon. He is not going to accept you that easily as his leader. It is risky to try
anything with him around.”

“I know what you mean. He is always keeping an eye on that boy. Well, I already had
him loose his position. It shouldn’t be difficult to get him away completely – and
permanently.”

“Just how permanently are we talking about?” the Morrigan asked.

Maeve’s cold smile was answer enough.

Garlon gasped – and instantly regretted it when the two women started looking
around. He quickly opened a portal behind him and jumped through it.
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The portal had just closed behind him when Maeve and the Morrigan arrived at the
place where we had been but they could find no trace of anyone having been there.

Garlon found himself standing on a beach. Judging from the sun, it was late
afternoon, so he must have transported westward. He just wondered where exactly
he was. “Well, it doesn’t really matter,” he muttered, walking along the beach.

He should have expected Maeve to try something like that. Everyone who knew her
should have but they were all blinded by their thirst for revenge and power or, in
Nicholas’ case, by love. Garlon growled. He couldn’t believe how naïve the boy was.
It’d serve him right to be killed by his beloved Maeve.

So why was he that worried and angry?

Garlon shook his head in disgust. He looked around, hoping to find something to keep
his mind off Maeve and Nicholas. Suddenly he saw some unnatural shaped stones a
couple of meters in front of him. Curious, he went closer.

The stones really were not shaped by nature but by humans. They were gravestones.
Garlon wondered who had put them here. He went to the stone closest to him. It
stood somewhat apart from the others who standing mostly in pairs. This stone
however stood alone, overlooking the sea. It was a simple stone with some flowers
laying in front of it. Garlon knelled down to read the name on the stone. He had to sit
down when he saw it.

Owen Burnett
Puck
Guardian and beloved friend
A mortal death but immortal love

“Puck,” Garlon breathed. He remembered the trickster who had fought against them
in the last war und had died taking a shot meant for Titania’s daughter and grandson.
“I still don’t understand you, Puck,” Garlon said. “How could you work for mortals and
even give you life for them?” His gaze fell on the inscription ‘beloved friend’. “That
was it, wasn’t it? You started to dare for them, to love them, enough to give your life
to save them.

“I often heard of some of you falling for mortals during your banishment. It seemed to
happen quite often when you spent time with the same mortals for years. I guess
that’s what happened to you, isn’t it?”

Garlon looked at the stone, stroking over the last two lines. “You were lucky, you
know, to have found a master who cared that deeply about you in return. I saw them
in the last fight. They clearly missed you.

“You would probably be surprised to see me now, a servant to a quarterling, to
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Merlin’s son. I know you liked the boy and helped to raise him. I always suspected that
it was you who distracted us long enough for Merlin and his mother to escape. If you
had still been around when Nicholas was born…well, perhaps we would have a
completely different situation. Now your pupil has to prove if he has the same
intelligence that made you and his father so dangerous opponents.”

Garlon fell silent, thinking of the upcoming fight between the two quarterlings. Again
he found himself almost…worried for Nicholas’ sake. He gave a mirthless laugh.
“Remember when I attacked the Eyrie with just some Halflings? You said that we are
both servants. You know, you were surprisingly right. We are both servants who
started to care for their chosen masters. The question is just: are my feelings for
Nicholas as strong as yours were for the family Xanatos.” Again he fell silent, lost in
thoughts.

“Garlon?” a female voice said surprised.

Garlon jumped up, startled. He turned around and saw an elegant, brown-haired
woman standing behind him. “Sekhmet?” he asked just as surprised.

The Egyptian goddess nodded. “What are you doing here?” She stepped closer to the
grave and put some flowers in front of it. The same that were already laying there,
Garlon noticed. “Seems I wasn’t the only Unseelie who was impressed by him.
Although I didn’t expect you.”

Garlon blinked. “I didn’t know his grave would be here.” He nodded at the stone. “Is he
the reason you left the court?”

“Partly. Curiously, the other reason was your new master’s mother.”

Garlon nodded. “So you plan to side with Xanatos and the Seelies?”

“No. I might not want to fight with you in a stupid, unnecessary war we will never win
but I also do not want to fight with such a naïve group like the Seelies,” Sekhmet said.

“Well, Nicholas did manage to go to Avalon and harm Oberon,” Garlon said proudly.

Sekhmet cocked her head. “What did he want there if not to kill Oberon?”

Garlon’s gaze darkened. “Maeve,” he hissed.

Sekhmet arched an eyebrow, waiting for him to elaborate.

Garlon hesitated, unsure if he should tell Sekhmet about it. He still had not
completely gotten over his…dislike for felines and Sekhmet’s pompous attitude had
always been hard for him to accept. On the other hand, the last centuries seemed to
have affected her as well. She was far more…approachable. He took a deep breath,
then started telling her everything.

“…and so I ended up here,” Garlon finished finally. “Even if I don’t know why.”
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Sekhmet had listened attentively. What he had told her confirmed what she had been
feeling. The last few days, she had been unusually tense, as if sensing that something
was about to happen. She was however quite surprised at Garlon’s reaction. She only
remembered him as a quiet, self-centred servant. Now he seemed more concerned
about his new master than about himself. She glanced at the stone, wondering if it
had been by pure accident that Garlon had ended up here. “So what will you do now?”

“What do you mean? I’m certainly not returning to Germany so Maeve can kill me. Let
them see how far they’ll get without me!”

Sekhmet tilted her head. “Is that really what you want?”

“What are you suggesting?” Garlon said, suspicious.

“Well, I said that I will fight neither for the Unseelies nor for the Seelies. That does not
mean that I’ll stay completely out of the fight. It just means that I will fight for my own
reasons.”

Garlon looked intrigued. “Go on.”

“I still owe him something.” Sekhmet nodded at the grave. “He showed me that there
is a way out of the rivalry between the courts. He might be dead but I still feel that I
have to repay my debt – by keeping his pupil alive.

“On the other hand I guess I also owe your master’s mother my thanks, so I’ll try to
make sure that he, too, won’t die.”

“And how do you plan to achieve that?”

“I don’t know yet but you might be able to help me figure it out.”

“How?”

“For starters by telling me how he got the idea of restarting the war.”

“Well, that’s probably my fault. I told him only good things about Madoc and the
Unseelie War.”

“Which explains what he said when you tried to convince me to follow you.”

Garlon just nodded. He knew it had been wrong.

“We have to get him to see that whole picture. Perhaps then he will keep out of it?”

“He probably will. He is an intelligent young man.”

“The question is just how we can do that. Is there any way we can get to him?”
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“He is staying at his castle until the final fight. You won’t be able to get in and it’s far
too dangerous for me to try and talk to him alone.”

Sekhmet nodded in understanding. “Is there any way you can at least find out what
the exact official plans are?”

“I guess Grimalkin will tell me. He’ll simply believe that I’m off sulking. The more
difficult task is figuring out Maeve’s plan.”

“Well, there is someone who can help us out. Someone who knows her and the
Morrigan very well.”

“You don’t mean…”

“Yes, the Banshee.”

“You mean you know where she is?” Garlon asked stunned.

“I found out by accident. Merlin’s wife had greatly impressed me, so I secretly looked
in on her every few years. During one of these visits to Britain, I saw how one of
Arthur’s allies was killed protecting some humans. He was the Banshee’s love, the
reason she betrayed the court.”

Garlon shook his head. “Love really makes people do stupid things. They are even
ready to die for their loved ones. I don’t understand it. How can such a feeling change
you that much? It doesn’t seem worth it,” he said confused.

“It is worth it. Believe me, it is,” Sekhmet said softly.

“I still don’t understand it and I guess I’ll never will.” Garlon shook his head. “Well,
either way, we should contact the Banshee as soon as possible. I don’t think Maeve
will keep up this farce for much longer.”

“Agreed. I’ll talk to her. How about we meet here again tomorrow morning?”

“Okay, fine…just where are we?”

“We are in Bar Habor, Maine. This is the Xanatos’ family plot.”

Garlon frowned. “You know, I’m somewhat surprised that his grave is here in the
mortal’s realm. Oberon took even Madoc back for an honourable funeral. I certainly
was no friend of him, but didn’t Puck deserve it even more?”

Sekhmet shrugged. “I agree but if there is one place where they were very alike then
it was their ego. Both, Oberon and Madoc, would never let such disobedience pass, no
matter what the reason.”

Garlon made an affirmative sound. “Well, whatever. Let’s get going. See you
tomorrow,” he mumbled.
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“Until then.” With that, Sekhmet vanished.

Garlon glanced again at the grave stone, then left as well.

Banshee sat opposite of Sekhmet. She had been quite surprised when Sekhmet had
visited her. Sure, they had met from time to time after Rory’s death and Sekhmet had
warned her of the third Unseelie War but not that often – and certainly not to tell her
such things. “Now, let me get this straight: you’re suggesting that we help Garlon?”

“I know this sounds curious but somehow he’s different.”

“Different? He’s one of those who caused Umbriel’s death,” the Banshee snapped.

“You know that the main reason was that Umbriel openly opposed Madoc,” Sekhmet
replied gently. She looked into the distance. “As to Garlon today: he won’t admit it but
he seems to genuinely care for this Nicholas. He has…gentled somewhat.” Seeing the
Banshee’s doubtful expression, she added “And if that’s not enough to convince you:
Garlon was talking respectively about the Puck.”

“Okay, that is surprising but I’m still not sure if I can trust him.”

“I’m not saying that you have to fight together with him. Just come with me in the
morning and talk to him.”

The Banshee hesitated, then nodded. “Alright.”

The sun had barely risen when Sekhmet and the Banshee appeared in the family plot.
They both looked around but Garlon was nowhere to be seen.

“Are you sure he will come?” the Banshee asked nervously.

“Yes, I am. Don’t worry.”

“Then where the hell is he?”

The Banshee’s question was answered when Garlon appeared in front of them. “I
don’t believe them. What the hell are they thinking? Doesn’t he see it?”

“Good morning, Garlon,” Sekhmet greeted him.

He looked up surprised, then visibly tried to calm down. “Ah, yes, good morning.” He
turned to the Banshee. “I see you decided to help.”

She looked at him verily. “That depends. What do you need my help for?”
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Garlon passed a hand through his hair. “I don’t know yet. I don’t even know what I’m
thinking, planning to openly go against Maeve. I mean beside the fact that I can’t just
let her kill me. I’m not one to just give up my life.”

The two women glanced at the grave in understanding.

“What has Grimalkin told you?” Sekhmet asked, returning to the important subject.

Garlon’s expression darkened. “Maeve,” he spat out the name, “has convinced
Nicholas to attack the clan tonight. That’s far too soon, not only for us to make a real
plan but also for Nicholas to prepare himself. He is feeding Maeve his own magic to
help her recover. He cannot fight now.” He had begun pacing while he spoke.

“That’s what she’s counting on,” the Banshee said quietly. “Like that, it won’t be
difficult to explain why he died in the battle.”

Garlon looked up, surprised. “You’ll help?”

The Banshee hesitated, then nodded. “I will.”

“Thank you,” he said. He looked at the two. “Now, to Nicholas’ plan. Tonight at
midnight…”

Nicholas let his gaze trail over his court that was standing behind him. Maeve, the
Morrigan and Anath were standing beside him. They would engage, together with
him, in a fight against the magic users of the clan, namely Demona, Angela, Merlin and
Alexander Xanatos. They stood opposite them, looking wary but determined,
especially his father. Nicholas felt a pang of pain at the thought that Garlon was not
with him to help him face Merlin but had simply left just because he was not the
number two of the court any more. He really wished he were with him. He felt rather
weak but now was not the time to show it.

Maeve leaned towards her cousin. “Do you have the bow ready?”

The Morrigan smirked. “Naturally.”

“Good. Wait until I tell you.”

Nicholas recalled the plan Maeve had suggested. Grimalkin would lead the lower
Unseelies against the clan and its weaker allies while they would follow a bit later to
take out the powerful magic users. He took a deep breath to calm himself.
“Grimalkin!”

“Here, my Lord,” the black cat said.

“Attack with the others!” Nicholas ordered.
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Grimalkin bowed. “Yes, my Lord.” He mentioned for the others to follow him.

Nicholas waited a few minutes, watching as his followers engaged in a fight with the
clan.

“Get ready, get ready,” Nicholas whispered, looking at his opponent, Alexander
Xanatos.

His allies tensed, ready to attack when he gave the command. In reaction, the others
tensed as well, although Merlin looked reluctant to fight his son.

Maeve looked to the Morrigan who gave her a smirk.

“Now!” Nicholas commanded and both side rushed forward.

“Stop!” a second voice rung out, causing all eight to freeze. Between them stood
Garlon.

“Garlon, what…?” Nicholas blinked, surprised to see his mentor.

“Please, Nicholas, listen to me! You have to stop this fight!”

“How dare you? My grandfather…” Nicholas’ eyes flashed in anger.

“Nicholas, I lied to you about Madoc!”

Nicholas froze, shocked. “What?”

Maeve frowned, not liking what was happening. “Nicholas…”

Garlon kept talking before Maeve could say anything else. “What I told you about
Madoc, about his deeds and visions was not what really happened. It’s what I had
hoped for the court, what could have become of it with an honourable, intelligent
leader. A leader like you.” He made a step in Nicholas’ direction.

Nicholas didn’t know what to say. “Garlon…” he whispered.

Maeve hissed. The situation was getting out of control – her control. “Cousin,” she
said quietly.

The Morrigan looked at her.

“Nicholas, please think again! Do you really want to send your followers to their death
for a man who had no trouble killing his nephew and trying to kill his only child? Is it
worth losing everything for?” Garlon kept talking.

Nicholas’ gaze travelled from Garlon to his father who was watching anxiously. He
stepped closer to Garlon, opening his mouth to talk but no words came out.
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Maeve looked from one to the other, close to panic. This was absolutely going wrong.
She had not thought Garlon would still have so much influence on Nicholas. Now she
was close to losing her own influence – and with it her power in the court.

“I-I…he…” Nicholas was clearly at a loss what to do.

“Nicholas,” Garlon said gently. “Don’t endanger yourself for a bastard like Madoc.”

Maeve’s eyes widened when she saw Nicholas nod slowly. She would not let this
happen.

Garlon started to smile in relief but then his eyes widened. “Nicholas!” He rushed
forward, standing directly in front of the quarterling.

A flash of magic appeared in the direction of Maeve and the Morrigan.

“What--?” Nicholas stared at Garlon in surprise. His eyes widened when Garlon’s hand
touched his cheek and his mouth opened – and blood came out. He looked down and
saw the tip of an arrow sticking out of Garlon’s left side where his lung was. “Garlon,”
he whispered in shock.

“Nich…olas…you…alright?” Garlon asked. He tenderly stroked Nicholas’ face.

“Garlon…yes, yes, I’m alright…”

Garlon smiled slightly. “Good,” he said, then his eyes fluttered close and he fell
forward.

“Garlon!” Nicholas exclaimed. He caught his mentor and slowly lowered him to the
ground. “Please, Garlon, say something!”

“Garlon!” a female voice exclaimed.

Nicholas looked up in surprise. He knew that voice.

Sekhmet and the Banshee were standing there, an unconscious Morrigan and a bound
Maeve on the ground beside them. Nicholas’ mind knew that it had been them who
had been responsible for the flash of magic but he couldn’t bring himself to care. His
gaze travelled back to Garlon. “Garlon,” he whispered.

Garlon’s eyes opened somewhat. He looked around slowly.

“Garlon, what…why…?” Sekhmet shook her head, unable to understand what she
saw.

“Seems I…was wrong.” Garlon looked at Merlin and Alexander who had slowly come
closer. “I under--stand him now.”
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Merlin gasped and Alexander paled. Anath, being held by Demona and Angela, hissed
surprised while the two gargoyles shared a sad look of understanding.

Garlon coughed, drawing up more blood. “I’m so--sorry for…lying to you. I wish I…
could make it…up to you.”

“But you can! You…you’ll heal and then you can tell me everything and then we’ll talk
about what you said about changing the court and…and…” Nicholas trailed off, a sob
escaping him.

“Don’t…cry for me,” Garlon whispered, tenderly brushing away a tear from Nicholas’
cheek. He looked pleadingly at Sekhmet. “Sekhmet…will…will you…”

Sekhmet nodded. “I promise.”

“Thank you,” Garlon breathed. He coughed again.

“Garlon, please be calm. You have to gather your strength to heal,” Nicholas begged.

Garlon shook his head. “’love you,” he breathed. His eyes closed and his head fell back.

Nicholas’ eyes widened. “Garlon? Garlon!” He shook the older man. “Garlon, please!”

Merlin gently touched his son’s shoulder.

Nicholas shook the hand off, unable to accept the tender gesture. “Garlon,” he
whimpered. He sunk down on the chest of his mentor, shoulders shaking with sobs.

Sekhmet closed her eyes. It seemed it had really been fate what had brought her and
Garlon to meet at the grave, just like she’d thought. She looked again at the
heartbreaking picture in front of her but then had to look away. For the first time in
her life, she wished she’d been wrong.

The End?

The fanfic is theoretically finished here but some time after I finished, I wanted a
happy ending, so I wrote a second (optional) chapter. So those who are looking for a
happy ending can read on or you can stop here, whatever you prefer.
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