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Chapter One

A Meeting with Strangers

Tempest hugged her fathers’ neck as he carried her 
through the streets of the Muggle world. Turning to 

him, she took in his eyes, her eyes, which made her stand 
out from the rest of her family. Their irises were blue-
grey, but more grey than blue and outlined with a bright 
red. The blue-grey was their marker that told everyone 
around them that they were direct descendants of both 
Morgan le Fay and Merlin. The red was something else 
entirely, a trait given to them by her grandmother who 
had stolen a magical stone and mixed it into her blood, 
giving them remarkable power.

A Muggle, who was too busy yapping away on her 
phone, brushed against Tempest rudely. Afraid of falling, 
she gripped onto her fathers’ neck tighter. He stopped, 
winked at Tempest, and discretely waved his wand,  
giving the rude woman a fox’s tail. Giggling, she looked 
around as people began to turn and stare at the woman. 
But while everyone was staring behind her, at the corner 
of the street, across the way, a man with white hair, a 
scruffy beard to match, set in a prim black suit watched 
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her, golden eyes unwavering.
“Daddy,” began Tempest, looking away and back at 

the woman screaming behind them, “why are Muggle’s 
so rude?”

“Because they wish they could do things like us little 
Tempy. They marvel at the unknown, but push it aside 
and then get very frustrated living.

Looking around the Muggle world distasteful-
ly, Tempest said, “Why are we here daddy? I don’t like  
Muggle’s they are very strange and mean.”

Tempest looked around again. The strange man 
was now with another, and both were watching  
Tempest and her father with equal intensity.  
Whipping her head around, blinking when her  
own hair slashed against her face she looked 
down at herself and her father, trying to  
f igure out what the man would be staring at.  
There wasn’t much too look at besides her own  
unusual appearance. Tempest didn’t normally dress  
nicely, but her father bribed her with all her  
favorite sweets, asking that she look nice to meet  
some of his old friends.

“Tempest, in order for us to reach our destination, we 
need to walk through the Muggle world.”

Tempest scrunched up her face, squeezing her nose 
and brow together as much as she could.  “Why couldn’t 
we just use Floo Powder?”

Her father smiled down at her fondly, propping her up 
higher on his hip.  “Because, after all the trouble I went 
through bribing you to get all dress up, I didn’t want you 
getting all dirty right before we met our friends.”

Together, they walked in silence and Tempest looked 
around, seeing more and more men with white hair 
and gold eyes popping up on street corners and store  
windows. An uneasy feeling f illed her.

Soon enough, the f inally made it to the Leaky  
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Cauldron, whose exterior appearance made her scrunch 
up her nose. She dressed nicely for this? Inside was not 
much better, but the dimmer light and tables, and being 
around her kind, made it more bearable. Some people 
looked up at her, bowing their heads respectfully as most 
Witches and Wizards did when they saw either her or  
father. The attention was to be expected, so she  
welcomed it, while her father stood idly by, looking for 
someone. A voice called out her fathers’ name, a voice she  
quickly recognized as her mothers. Up on the second 
f loor, she saw her family sitting with another one. Her 
father waved, put her down and walked toward them 
holding her hand.

Tempest watched as her father gave a hug to a very 
sophisticated man with long pasty blonde hair.

“Tempest, you may not remember but this is 
your godfather Lucius Malfoy and your godmother  
Narcissa Malfoy and this strapping young lad,” he said  
ruff ling the blond hair on the little boys head, “is their son  
Draco.”

Tempest looked at the young boy who was her age, 
and like his father had pasty blonde hair. She smiled and 
stuck out her hand like the well-mannered girl she was 
taught to be.

“Hello I’m Tempest Artemisa Nyx.”
“Draco Malfoy.”
Suddenly out of nowhere, someone lifted Tempest off 

the ground and spun her around.  She recognized her 
sister by her long f lowing chestnut hair.

“We’ve missed you little sister dearest,” muttered her 
sister.

“She has, me not so much,” joked her older brother 
giving her a kiss on the head. Her sister put her down and 
tickled her making Tempest laugh.

“Jason, take Draco and your sister to Diagon Alley 
and enjoy yourself and keep an’ eye on them!”
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She smiled as her brother rolled his eyes at their fa-
ther, winking down at her.  “Okay dad. Come on you 
little twerps and stay close to Selene and me.”

Grabbing Draco’s hand, Tempest ran after her  
brother and sister. Carefully, she watched as they  
entered Diagon Alley. Tempest looked at Draco and 
smiled mischievously. His eyebrows knitted together as 
he looked back at her confused. Tempest went back to 
studying her brother and sister, watched as they press 
their faces against the glass as they became engrossed 
in a broom. Pulling Draco along after her, she took  
advantage of their distraction and snuck off to Knock-
turn Alley with Draco.

Draco smiled as they ran around. Her clothes  
instantly shifted from lilac to black within minutes as 
they crept around playfully in Knockturn Alley. All of a 
sudden, something shoved Tempest against the wall, her 
head hitting the side of the brick building. Through the 
shooting pain, she tried to move, but found that strong 
crinkly hands held here there. Tempest eyes widened 
when she noticed that holding her was one of the strange 
men that had been following her and her father earlier. 
Tempest watched as Draco was kicked to the ground as 
he punched the man in the leg. He slammed against the 
ground, his clothes becoming soaked as he landed in a 
dark puddle.

“The dark lord is dead but you’re the true threat. The 
corruptible essence of Morgan le Fay lives within you 
and must be destroyed.  All dark witches and wizards 
must be eradicated.”

“Let me go!” she pleaded, tears brimmed her eyes. 
She didn’t know what they were saying, the words they 
made no sense. Tempest only wanted her father, only 
wanted to be home.

“You are tainted by Morgan you cannot be allowed to 
live. Merlin’s blood and Merlin’s Crusaders shall destroy 
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all evil.”
“Let her go,” she heard Draco scream.
Tempest all of a sudden saw a f lash of light and as she 

dropped to the ground saw the man leave. She crawled to 
Draco and took his hand and looked up.

“Hi daddy.”  He ran to her and lifted her off the 
ground above his head.  “Daddy who were those men?” 
She said as she hugged her father as tightly as she could. 
He loosened his hold on her to see her face pulled her 
hair out of her face. As gentle as her fathers’ eyes could 
be, they held a stern will to them as well as fear.

“They call themselves Merlin’s Crusaders, Tempete. 
Don’t worry about them; they’ll never harm you as long 
as I’m here.”

She looked at him warmly.  “So I’m always gonna be 
safe?”

“Of course you are.”
She hugged her father as he kissed her forehead and 

grabbed Draco’s hand once her father put her down. As 
they walked away, Tempest took one last look down the 
alley. Staring back at her through the shadows where a 
pair of gold eyes.

The rest of the day passed along slowly as the Malfoy’s 
and the Nyx’s walked side by side through Diagon Alley. 
Tempest walked alongside her father, holding his hand 
tightly, catching the glimpse of his tattoo on his left arm. 
With his sleeve pulled up, he revealed a skull and snake 
entwined, inked beneath his skin. Catching her looking, 
her father winked at her and squeezed her hand reassur-
ingly, a gentle smile on his face.

“You are the lucky Eater,” began Lucius. “No one  
ratted you out and you hid your tracks well. Just like your 
wife.” Something about the way he said it and looked at 
her mother made her eye him angrily. It was a look that 
made Tempest want to crawl away. Tempest wished she 
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could describe it, but the message was clear: she wanted 
her godfather to be quite.

“Thank you Lucius,” she said, biting at the words, 
her mouth in a f irm line. “Of course I, unlike you and 
my husband, attended the Nightmare Academy; we excel 
at dealing with the lighter side of magic. And at least 
we didn’t run and hide like some people. Disgraceful,” 
mocked her mother carrying her newborn baby sister.

“I agree with you Viva, those pathetic excuses,” mut-
tered Narcissa.

Tempest listened on and on as the adults droned on 
and on about a dark lord. The words meant little to her 
so she paid little attention to them. But the scary men 
that had attacked her had mentioned a dark lord, had 
thrown her into the lost with them. So maybe she should 
have been listening. Nevertheless, the words were too 
confusing; the discussion boring. The men who had am-
bushed her had mentioned something about a dark lord. 
Soon enough though, as the day wore on she begged her 
father to carry her so that she could rest her head on his 
shoulder.

Back at the Leaky Cauldron, when the sun had slith-
ered away behind the horizon, after a delightful meal of 
baked chicken and icky vegetables, it was time to sep-
arate. Tempest hugged her godparents and Draco and 
watched him leave, waking goodbye while she crawled 
onto her father lap and fell asleep.

Tempest woke to the sound of a body hitting the ground. 
Rubbing her eyes, she realized she was arriving home, 
and that the sound was her best friend and neighbor, 
Void, falling from a tree. His arm was twisted and would 
have been broken if not for the lucky fact that he was, in 
an unexplainable way, half-zombie.

Grinning like the child he was, he waved at them 
with his good arm, light blue jammies covered in dirt. 
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“Hi Mr. and Mrs. Nyx. Um can one of you f ix my arm 
please.”

Tempest jumped up in her fathers’ arm, fully away 
now, and exclaimed, “I’ll do it!”

“Very well Tempy,” said her father, a glimmer of hu-
mor lighting up his old eyes. Putting her down, Tempest 
ran to the aid of her friend, grabbing his arm. She turned 
it one way, then another, before f inally, the bone fell into 
place. It was a good thing he felt no pain.

“Thanks Tempy,” he said, grinning. The door to his 
house opened and his mother called for him, waving at 
Tempest and her parents. Apparently, it was time for his 
bath, one he had been avoiding.

With a roll of his eyes, he ran back home, leaving 
Tempest to run after her own family in her stupid shiny 
black shoes. Relief was how she felt when she undressed, 
taking her own quick shower to rub off all the soot that 
had laced her hair. Her mother still loved to grab a towel 
and dry her hair for her, stroking her chin as she did so. 
There was a time when Tempest asked why she lingered 
on her face so much, and her mother said, “Well little 
one, you remind me of your aunt. You look so much like 
her and she was my best friend”. Tempest had never met 
her aunt, but she knew something bad had happened to 
her. Her father never talked about her and always stared 
at the picture of her on the f ireplace sadly. Tempest let 
her mother stroke her face fondly, happy to serve as a 
fond memory.

Once in her pajamas, she ran to her bedroom she 
shared with her older sister, whom was already tucked in. 
Snuggling up in the bed beside her, purple pajamas torn 
at the hem under her she looked over at her sister, whose 
back was to her.

“Leene?” she said, using the nickname her family had 
given her sister when Tempest had been unable to say 
‘Selene’.
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“Yeah?” yawned Selene, turning over to look at her.
“Who do you think those men where with the golden 

eyes?”
“I don’t know. Probably some guys who want their 

faces on a wizard card. Don’t worry about it. Dad sent 
them away. “   Tempest stared at her, confused and  
frightened about the day’s events.

“Do you think they’ll come back after me?”
Selene shook her head, smiling.  “I don’t think so, 

not while dads here.”
“So I’ll always be safe?”
“Of course Tempy. Now go to bed, okay?”
“Okay, night-night Leene.”
Closing her eyes, Selene rolled over in bed and said 

goodnight in return.
For Tempest, it wasn’t that easy.
Unease kept her tossing and turning, and  

nightmares of gold eyes and green light plagued her  
repeatedly waking her up, repeatedly making sleep  
unattainable. But it wasn’t the nightmares that woke her 
last and f inal time of the night. It was her sisters’ scream.  
Tempest’s eyes jolted open, fear paralyzing her, gripping her  
innocent heart. Standing over her was a giant white 
wolf with piercing gold eyes. Holding her breath, look-
ing down at the sharp teeth that bared down at her, she  
waited for the end.

Suddenly the wolf f lew off her bed and her father was 
carrying her from the room.

“Tempest hold your little sister and run to our room,” 
ordered her mother getting her wand ready, her blue eyes 
f illed with worry and fear.

Tempest grabbed her little sister and did what she 
was told without question. Her sister closed the door  
behind her and she ran to her brother. He held her close 
and Selene leaned against the wall next to them trying to 
regain control her breath.
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With her brother holding her tightly, she watched 
her parents ran into the room and shut the door tightly  
barring it with magic.

“Aidan,” whispered her mother, “why are they here? 
Why now?”

Magic hit the other side of the door, forcing her 
parents to step away, wands at the ready. “Because 
of her name, because of her power. She’s a direct  
descendant of Merlin and Morgan le Fay! They want to  
take precautions—”

Suddenly the door swung open and a green light hit 
her father. He fell to the f loor dead and her mother cast 
a spell, destroying the wolf at the door. Closing the door, 
she slunk to the ground, next to her fallen husband. Her 
little sister Edana was crying, Selene was staring at her 
angrily while her brother, Jason, held her tightly, eyes 
f ixed on their father.. This is all my fault, she thought.

An attack came at the door and her mother jerked 
up with her wand ready. When the door slammed open, 
her mother cast a spell and killed whatever was there. 
No more attacks followed but the howling of wolves  
retreating echoed through the halls, f illing the  
night air.

Her mother stood for a moment before she collapsed 
into tears as she fell to the ground. They where here for 
me, she thought, my dads dead because of me.

“Why me?” she whispered softly.
“Because Tempy, you’re as famous as You Know Who 

and The Boy Who Lived,” stated her brother.
“But why me?”
“I don’t know Tempest. I just don’t know.”
Jason held her tighter and she looked out the window. 

The warm summer winds blew hard against her window 
and the full moon glowed through it. Looking at the 
wind, she thought of a way to hide without hiding, a way 
to stay secret and safe. She didn’t want to be Tempest 
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Artemisia Nyx anymore, she didn’t want to be the girl 
who caused her fathers’ death.

“Jason?”
“Yes?” He looked down at her with his purple eyes 

that where f illed with caring.
“I don’t want to be me anymore. I don’t wanna be 

Tempest. Don’t call me Tempest anymore. Call me Zeph-
yr. Winds vanish.”

Jason smiled at her sadly, his purple eyes f illed with 
grief, and nodded. She looked at her sister who stared at 
her in anger and hatred. She felt as though a blade was 
just thrust at her by the hated in her purple eyes.

“You’ll be known for this as well Zephyr. No dark 
wizard, however powerful, has ever survived the attack 
of more than one Merlin Crusaders. In fact, we’ll all be 
famous for this. But you especially.”

“I don’t wanna.”
“I’m sorry Zeph.” He kissed the top of her head and 

she crawled from him to her father. She leaned over him 
and stared at his eyes one last time.

“Bye, bye daddy.” She closed his eyes and wrapped 
herself around him. Her black hair covered her face and 
her mother laid with her. “I’m sorry mommy.”

“You didn’t mean for this to happen little one. Just 
sleep here for the night.”

Her mother kissed the top of her head and led her 
siblings from the room. Tempest wrapped herself around 
her father and closed her eyes. She opened her eyes one 
last second and stared out the window. In the distance, 
she saw gold eyes staring at her. She stared back in anger, 
tears breaking forth, suffocating her.

“I won’t die, I won’t let my daddy down,” she whis-
pered before blacking out.


