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Traveling through time was not for the faint of heart. Lady Victoria 
Mansfi eld wiped damp palms on her skirt as she contemplated be-
ing torn into screaming pieces, dragged through a magic mirror, and 
dropped one hundred thirty- seven years in the past, exhausted and 
ravenous. But this was the only way home.

She surveyed her friends. “Everyone ready to brave Merlin’s mir-
ror again?”

Th ere was a mutter of assent, with Lady Cynthia Stanton’s edgy 
“I want to get this over with!” the clearest comment.

Elspeth, fl axen- haired and fey, said to Cynthia, “Since you had 
the most diffi  cult time coming through the mirror to get  here, take 
my hand and I’ll see if I can send you extra energy to make the trip 
easier.”

Cynthia nodded ungraciously— she was often ungracious— and 
took Elspeth’s hand on one side and Allarde’s on the other. Allarde, 

CHAPTER 1
En gland, June 1940
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dark- haired heir to a dukedom and a powerful mage, gave Cynthia 
an encouraging smile. Th ough he was jaw- droppingly handsome, Tory 
loved his kindness even more than his looks.

He laced the fi ngers of his other hand through Tory’s. Energy 
sparked between them. She always felt calmer and stronger when they 
 were together.

Th e last of her group, Jack Rainford, clasped Elspeth’s hand to 
complete the line of magelings. “Lead on, Tory!” He wiggled his blond 
brows at her. “But if you take us to the wrong century, I’m going to 
be very, very cross.”

She smiled innocently. “Do you want to lead us through the mir-
ror, Jack? I’ll be happy to defer to you.”

He looked horrifi ed. “I’ll stick to weather magic, thank you. You’re 
the expert on traveling through time.”

A wise choice on his part. Jack was surely the best weather mage 
in En gland in 1940, and quite possibly would be the best when they 
returned home to 1803. But Tory seemed to have the most talent for 
moving through the mirror portal to other times— and taking others 
with her.

Tory gave a last smile to the four twentieth- century friends who 
had come to see them off . “Good luck and stay safe.”

“If you ever come back, we’ll fi nd beds for you,” Nick Rainford 
said with a grin. His family was descended in some way from Jack’s 
family, and he and Jack shared similar blond good looks. Th ey could 
easily pass as brothers.

Tory smiled, but they all knew it unlikely they’d ever see each 
other again.

She turned to the end of the chalk tunnel and raised her right 
hand. Th ough the time travel portal called Merlin’s mirror  wasn’t yet 
visible, she could feel the burn of its magic. Summoning all her power, 
she visualized the time and place of their destination.

Take us back through time. Return us to Lackland Abbey in 1803. 
Take us to just a few minutes after we left. Take us home . . .  

Magic was mostly a matter of will, and she had plenty of stub-
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bornness as well as a talent for invoking the time portal. As she con-
centrated, a tall silver mirror shimmered into view. For an instant she 
saw the fi ve of them refl ected, somber and dressed in the clothing of 
their own time rather than the strange garments of 1940.

Stepping forward, she laid her palm against the mirror. Th e silver 
surface turned black— and she pitched into the abyss, dragging her 
friends behind her.

Passing through time was getting a little easier with practice, though 
not by much. Tory still felt as if she  were being torn into small pieces 
and reassembled. But for the fi rst time her mind was clear enough 
that she sensed other pathways through the dark screaming chaos. 
Other portals leading to . . .  diff erent places? Diff erent times?

Allarde’s hand held hers in a death grip. Th rough him she felt the 
energy of the others, like notes of music.

Tory returned to normal space with wrenching abruptness. She 
collapsed on a cold chalk fl oor, the others crumpling down behind 
her. She almost passed out, but this time she managed to stay aware.

After a dozen gulping breaths, she sat up and surveyed her sur-
roundings. Mage lights glowed on the ceiling. She may actually have 
succeeded in bringing them home the same night they’d left.

“Th at is a really terrible way to travel,” Jack groaned as he sat up.
“A massive understatement,” Elspeth said raggedly. “Are you all 

right, Cynthia?”
Th ere was no reply. “Cynthia? Cynthia!” Elspeth rolled to her knees 

and laid her hands on the other girl’s forehead and midriff . “She’s not 
breathing!”

Terrifi ed, Tory scrambled to her feet. She was still dizzy from the 
transit and lurched toward the wall. Allarde caught her before she 
crashed into it. She drew a steadying breath, then moved to Cynthia’s 
side.

For an instant, Tory had the horrible impression that Cynthia 
was melting, her features distorted by the diffi  cult passage. But then 
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she blinked and Cynthia was her normal beautiful self, except for her 
corpselike pallor.

As Elspeth poured in her powerful healing energy, Jack grabbed 
hard on to Cynthia’s hand, resting his other hand on Elspeth’s arm. 
Tory and Allarde gripped Elspeth’s shoulders, each of them adding 
their power. Tory  couldn’t see the magic, but she could feel its fi erce 
potency, like a river of white fi re.

Learning how to combine their powers was a vital part of what 
they learned down  here in the secret underground school known as 
the Labyrinth. Th e aristocratic outcasts of Lackland Abbey studied 
as equals with talented locals like Jack. Collectively, they  were Mer-
lin’s Irregulars, sworn to use their magic to defend Britain.

Tory had a special gift for blending diff erent magics, and she’d 
needed that as the fi ve of them pooled their power and varied skills 
to control weather over the En glish Channel. Th ey’d been aided by 
twentieth- century Rainfords who  were descendants of Jack’s family. 
Together, they’d enabled the evacuation of hundreds of thousands of 
Allied troops desperate to escape the Nazis.

Th is time, their combined power was channeled through Elspeth, 
the best healer. After an agonizing moment, Cynthia choked, gasped, 
and breathed again. Opening dazed eyes, she snarled, “I. Am. Never. 
Going. Th rough. Th at. Horrible. Mirror. Again!”

Tory laughed and sat back on her heels. “You don’t have to. None 
of us do.  We’re heroes and heroines of Britain, even if we  can’t tell 
anyone.” Nor would anyone believe them if they did speak. “Now 
we settle back into our normal lives.”

She tugged Cynthia’s skirt down so the other girl’s trim ankles 
 weren’t exposed. Probably it was silly to worry about that when all 
three girls had worn shockingly short skirts and even trousers in the 
twentieth century. But  here, it mattered.

“I’ve had enough adventure for now.” Jack slid an arm under Cyn-
thia’s shoulders to help her sit up. As soon as she was sitting, Cynthia 
batted his hand away with a scowl. Jack grinned at her. “You’re re-
covering well, I see.” Which made her scowl even more.
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Jack got to his feet, moving with less than his usual bounce. “Th e 
mage lights are the same as when we left, so I think you successfully 
brought us back to the same night, Tory. I’ll see if there’s anyone still 
in the hall.”

Elspeth made a face. “If this isn’t the same night, we’ll have a lot 
of explaining to do to the Lackland masters.”

Allarde looked thoughtful. “What would happened if we re-
turned before we left? Could we meet ourselves then?”

Cynthia looked horrifi ed. “Th at would be awful!”
Tory frowned, wondering how she’d feel about meeting herself. 

Th e idea made her stomach queasy. “I’m not sure that could happen. 
It  doesn’t feel possible.”

“I hope you’re right. Th e idea is just too strange,” Jack said. “I’ll 
report back as soon as I’ve checked out the hall.” He walked swiftly 
down the passage, conjuring up a mage light to illuminate his path 
as he turned the corner.

Cynthia attempted to stand and made it up with the aid of Allarde’s 
hand. She’d always had her eyes on him. Even though she grudgingly 
recognized that it was Tory Allarde wanted, she still looked for excuses 
to touch him. Tory was confi dent enough of the bond between her 
and Allarde that she didn’t mind. Much.

As Cynthia leaned against a wall, a small object came fl ying through 
the mirror. Th ey all jumped, then stared as a paper- wrapped stone 
clattered along the passage and stopped near Allarde. He scooped it 
up, undid the paper and grinned. “It’s for you, Tory.”

She took the paper and called down a mage light from the ceil-
ing to help her read. “It’s a message from Nick,” she said with sur-
prise. “He wanted to see if it’s possible to send messages through the 
portal.”

“Apparently it is,” Elspeth said. “And much easier than traveling 
in person!”

Th e rock and paper looked perfectly normal, unchanged by their 
journey through time. Tory asked, “Does anyone have a pencil?”

Allarde pulled one from inside his coat. “As my lady wishes.”
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She gave him a private smile before scrawling, “It worked! We all 
got back safely and never want to travel through the mirror again! Tory.”

After neatly retying the paper around the rock, she faced the mir-
ror and concentrated on the destination she wanted to reach. 1940, 
Nick Rainford . . .  

When the goal was crystal clear in her mind, she tossed the rock 
through the mirror. Th e missile touched the surface of the shining 
energy and vanished. “We’ll have to check  here regularly in case he 
sends more messages.”

Elspeth frowned. “With such a huge war going on, there will be 
other crises where someone will think our magic is useful. Th ey might 
want us to come back.”

“Th ey can ask,” Cynthia said tartly. “We don’t have to agree.”
“I don’t intend to. But I’m glad we can communicate with our 

friends,” Elspeth said softly. “We all became so close when we worked 
together. I feel like all of the Rainfords are family.”

“So do I,” Allarde agreed. “But I’m another who is in no hurry to 
travel through Merlin’s mirror again!”

Cynthia straightened up from the wall, looking frail but noble. “I 
still feel weak, but I want to get back to my own bed.” She glanced 
hopefully at Allarde.

“Let me help you,” Elspeth said, taking the other girl’s arm. “I 
can add some healing energy if you need more.” Th e mischievous 
spark in her pale green eyes showed that she knew what Cynthia had 
hoped for.

Cynthia accepted the other girl’s arm with a martyred air and the 
two of them headed toward the main hall. Allarde off ered Tory his 
arm. “My lady?”

She took a fi rm hold of his arm with a mixture of plea sure and 
wistfulness. “I’m going to miss the freedom to be together that we 
had in 1940.”

“So will I.” Th e two girls ahead  were out of sight, so he paused 
and cupped her face with his free hand. “But the Lackland authori-
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ties  can’t keep us  here forever. At twenty- one, we’ll be free to leave.” 
He bent into a kiss.

His lips  were warm and full of longing. Tory had to blink back 
tears or risk disgracing herself. More than four long years to wait 
before she could leave . . .  

Chaos!
Th e passageway dissolved into darkness and gunfi re. She was in 

some high, frightening place with a vicious wind tearing at her clothes 
and deadly peril threatening her. She cried out in terror, “Justin!”

“Dear God, Tory! What just happened?” In the space of a heart-
beat she was back in the Labyrinth, shaking in Allarde’s arms while 
he stared at her, his gray eyes shocked.

Using his Christian name instead of his title was a mark of how 
upset she was. She struggled for composure. “I had a . . .  a vision, I 
guess.”

“I saw it, too,” he said grimly. “It was night and you  were in a high 
place with bullets blazing around you. I think I was near, but not 
with you.”

“Nick’s war again.” She swallowed hard. “You’re better at foretell-
ing than I am. Is that a glimpse of the future?”

He closed his eyes, his face smoothing into detachment. After a 
dozen heartbeats, he said, “As you know, the future usually appears 
as possibility, not certainty. I think that scene has a strong chance of 
coming to pass. But not certain.”

Her mouth twisted. “Do I live to tell the tale?”
“I didn’t feel your death.” He opened haunted eyes and smoothed 

back her hair with a warm hand. “But that might be too great a hor-
ror for me to see.”

She gave a choke of near- hysterical laughter. “Justin, sometimes I 
wish you  were a little less honest and honorable. What I really want 
right now is for you to pat my back and say, ‘Don’t worry, Tory, that’s 
just a faint possibility, or maybe a memory of Dunkirk. You don’t 
ever have to go back to 1940 again.’ ”
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“Don’t worry, Tory, that’s just a faint possibility,” he said promptly 
as he began stroking her back. “Maybe a memory of Dunkirk. You 
don’t ever have to go back to 1940 again.”

“Th at’s much better.” She managed a smile. “I prefer to think that 
 wasn’t a vision, just a memory.”

His arms tightened around her. “No one can force you through 
the mirror without your cooperation.”

“It’s hard to imagine what circumstances might change my mind.” 
She rested her head on his shoulder, feeling tired. “But I suspect that 
I should never say never.”

“You’re probably right. But for to night,  we’re home and happy, 
and we  were part of a very great deed.” He kissed her forehead, then 
resumed walking, this time with his arm around her shoulders.

Tory wrapped her arm around his waist so they  were as close as 
humanly possible while still able to walk. She’d nearly lost him, but 
she hadn’t. Th ere was no point to worrying about the future so much 
that she  couldn’t enjoy the present.

“Do you hear those voices?” Allarde asked, his voice threaded 
with excitement.

“Yes!” Tory exclaimed.
Th ey quickened their pace. Th e heart of the Labyrinth was a wide 

hall furnished like a shabby but comfortable drawing room.  Here 
the Lackland students and the locals studied and mingled. Now it 
sparkled with mage lights and happy chatter.

Th ey’d arrived back only minutes after leaving because the people 
who had seen them off  at the mirror hadn’t gone home yet. Jack was 
in a three- way hug with his mother and his younger sister, Rachel, all 
of them talking and laughing at the same time.

Cynthia and Elspeth  were talking excitedly with Miss Wheaton 
and Mr. Stephens. Th e teachers  were both powerful mages, and they 
risked their jobs by tutoring students secretly in this mass of ancient 
tunnels that ran below the abbey. Th ey looked fascinated and deeply 
relieved to have their students back safely.

Tory sighed happily and leaned into Allarde. Th ey’d had the ad-
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venture of a lifetime and made it home. She hoped she never had 
such an adventure again.

But as she thought back to her chaotic vision, she felt dark certainty 
that Merlin’s mirror  wasn’t done with her.



BUY THE BOOK NOW

Amazon
Barnes & Noble

IndieBound

LEARN MORE ABOUT THE BOOK

macmillan.com

DARK PASSAGE

http://stats.macmillanusa.com/bounce/default.aspx?id=1&isbn13=9780312622855
http://stats.macmillanusa.com/bounce/default.aspx?id=1&isbn13=9780312622855
http://stats.macmillanusa.com/bounce/default.aspx?id=2&isbn13=9780312622855
http://stats.macmillanusa.com/bounce/default.aspx?id=2&isbn13=9780312622855
http://stats.macmillanusa.com/bounce/default.aspx?id=3&isbn13=9780312622855
http://stats.macmillanusa.com/bounce/default.aspx?id=3&isbn13=9780312622855
http://stats.macmillanusa.com/bounce/default.aspx?id=4&isbn13=9780312622855
http://stats.macmillanusa.com/bounce/default.aspx?id=4&isbn13=9780312622855

	9780312622855_ExcerptFMWeb
	9780312622855_search
	9780312622855_ExcerptBMWeb



