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Chapter 1


‘Something’s... different,’ Dad muttered to Ilena as their tiny ferry pulled away from the mainland. 
Icy grey water sprayed up through the morning mist and over the gunwales to welcome the eight outsiders to the private island of Mawn on Scotland's bleak, north coast.
‘You're right there, Dad,’ Jason said, ‘Freddy the Ferryman almost hugged Miranda back for once.’
Miranda shook her head at him in her big-sisterly, don’t-you-ever-know-when-to-be-serious way.  The wind whipped her long blonde hair out behind her as she turned back to the hunched-up bundle of oversized waterproofs beside her that was Violet Gray.  
‘Don’t worry, Violet,' Miranda said, slipping an arm around the girl's shoulders - thin and bony even under all the padding.  'Dad’s always paranoid.  We’ll be safe on Grandfather’s island.’
Yeah, just like last time when the agent nearly killed us Jason thought but he kept his mouth shut.  He could just see Violet's slate-blue eyes in the depths of her double hood.  The moment they had stepped foot on the ferry her legs had buckled and only Miranda's arm around her had stopped her collapsing.  Now she sat with her knees drawn up against her chest and arms wrapped around them as if she had the most excruciating stomach-ache.
She hadn't made a sound though, not even a moan.  Violet hadn't spoken since their escape from the Yorkshire Moors two days ago.  Just as she was doing now, she only stared straight ahead, mechanically eating and drinking whatever was put in front of her, allowing herself to be guided from one place to the next.
‘Don’t talk down to her,’ Jason said, ‘she was… is cleverer than both of us put together.  Redemption doesn’t get rid of your brain as well…’ He glanced over at his father. ‘… does it, Dad?’
Richard Willow gave a tight smile and shook his head before turning to scan the approaching shoreline.
Miranda glared at her brother.  ‘I’m not talking down to her, idiot, but she’s in shock – maybe post traumatic stress or something. You need to keep talking to victims… reassuring them of where they are, who they’re with.  We haven't a clue what she remembers after... what she's been through.’
Jason held her stare for a moment then gave up.  Half an “A” level in psychology and Miranda thought she knew it all.  She’d been “reassuring” Violet off and on all the way up to Scotland and nothing short of a bullet to the brain would make her stop.
Miranda flicked a dismissive hand at Jason.  ‘So then, to recap, that’s my stroppy brother, Jason and my paranoid father, Richard. Stop me if you remember any of this, okay?'
Violet made no sound, no movement to show anything was going in.  
Miranda carried on regardless.  'Right then, next to Dad, sitting really very close indeed, is the lovely Ilena Russof, his... old friend from a long time ago.’  
Jason looked down to hide his smile, glad the heavy diesel engine was drowning out his sister’s conspiratorial tones from the people across the deck.  Miranda was nowhere near ready to give up her assumed place as woman of the Willow household to Ilena, despite Dad now actually smiling occasionally for the first time in the year since Mum’s murder.
‘And then we have Ilena’s equally lovely daughter, Louisa.’  Jason kept his head down, determinedly not looking at the deliciously curved, dark bobbed, heart-faced seventeen-year-old vision of loveliness that was Louisa Russof.
Miranda raised her voice slightly. ‘Jason would like her to be his special friend but hopefully he’ll grow out of falling for such obvious good looks.’
That brought Jason’s head up.  He was about to mouth an incredulous “What?” at his Barbie-doll sister when, just for a second, he thought Violet’s eyes focussed on him.  Then she was blank again.
Oblivious, Miranda winked at him and carried on.
'And finally, we have little and large over at the pointy end.'  Miranda nodded at two backs - one long and slim and one stocky and muscular.  They were both searching the approaching island just as intently as Dad.
‘The tall one is Sergei Marakoff – he’s what they call a ghost… bit of a sneaky ninja type.’
Jason shook his head.  Miranda was such a blonde.  “Sneaky ninja type” didn’t get anywhere near to describing Marakoff’s abilities, even with his permanently damaged knee.  If Violet ever properly recovered from being possessed, he hoped she would ignore everything Miranda had said to her.
‘And the hunky little guy is Mouse,’ Miranda whispered on, ‘he hits people with sticks but is actually rather… cute.’
She glanced over at Jason who made a little “noted” sign.  Miranda pushed her tongue out at him.  ‘Sadly, he is another shallow soul caught in the lovely Louisa’s love-net.’
Jason quickly checked Louisa hadn't heard his sister's last comment.  Luckily, she had her back to them as well, her bob of perfect, glossy hair only ruffled slightly by the wind as they now closed in on Mawn’s small harbour. 
They docked against a tiny stone jetty.  Half a dozen brightly painted cottages were scattered down a steep hillside beyond.  Marakoff leapt off first, only a slight dip betraying his injured leg.  
The rest of them followed quickly, Miranda guiding Violet off the boat and along the narrow jetty.  Ilena came last, ever watchful, true to her shield training.
‘Bye, Freddy darling, see you…’ Miranda began, turning back to the ferryman.  Her voice drifted away - Freddy had already cast off and was turning back to the mainland.
‘...soon,’ Miranda finished.
'Your natives are not very friendly, I see,' Mouse said in his Romanian accent.  Jason still thought he sounded like an old movie Dracula but Mouse's irrepressible grin and wild, curly brown hair kind of ruined the image.  Louisa, standing a head and a half taller behind him, shrugged sympathetically at Miranda.
‘Miserable sod,’ Jason said. ‘Grandfather’s probably been banging on to all his people about how we let ourselves be followed by that agent.’ 
Mouse looked over at them.  ‘A Brethren agent followed you here?’
‘Long story,’ Jason mumbled.  ‘Let’s see if we get the cold shoulder with this one.’  He nodded ahead where a Land Rover was slewing down the hillside track to the harbour.  ‘Old Duncan, Grandfather's gamekeeper, is a bit more chatty than Frederick…’ Jason began to explain but no one was listening to him anymore.
‘Is it always so quiet on this island?’  Marakoff asked, his eyes scanning every inch of the hamlet.  
At that moment, one of the cottage doors opened and an old woman who must have been in her seventies edged outside.  She waved once, hesitated, then went back inside.
‘Ah,’ Mouse said, ‘there we have famous warm Scottish welcome at last.’ 
The Land Rover reached them and slowed to a halt, its engine growling impatiently.  Old Duncan, his skin turned to tanned leather by seventy odd years of Mawn's harsh climate, wound down the window.  ‘The back’s all full. I’ve only room for the Darillians.  I’ll be back for the rest of ye in the while.’
‘Yeah, right,’ Jason mumbled, ‘split up the group like in all the best horror movies.’
The mist rolled slowly down between the hamlets’ squat cottages towards them and the sky began to darken.
‘Nice to see you, too,’ Jason said a little louder, ‘I’m sure you’re really glad we’re all still alive after every last Brethren in Britain had a crack at us and the one person who was meant to keep us safe tried to possess me.’
Miranda elbowed him to keep quiet.
Dad brushed a hand back through his thick, dark hair, but the wind just blew it back across his almost permanently stressed-out features.  ‘I’m not sure about splitting up,’ he said to Ilena and Marakoff. 
‘I've a full load of barbed-wire fencing in the back - it's the devil’s own job to get it out,' Old Duncan said.  'And your father wants to see you right away, Richard,’ he added, revving the engine.
Ilena leant in towards Dad ‘You know this man well, don’t you?’ she whispered.  ‘And the ferryman also - you trust them both?’
Dad nodded.  ‘They’ve been working for my father for decades.’
‘Then there should be no problems – you take Jason, Miranda and Violet.  We will follow on foot until the vehicle returns for us.’  
Dad glanced at Marakoff who nodded.  He had already walked around the Land Rover to check inside.
‘Okay,’ Dad said, 'just follow the road - there aren't any others.'
Ilena smiled a little.  'I think we will be okay - Marakoff has a little skill at tracking.'
Dad smiled back then gently took Violet’s arm from Miranda.  ‘Let’s go.’
The moment they were inside and the doors where shut, Duncan started back up the hill. 
‘How are things at the castle, Duncan?’ Dad asked, riding shotgun in the front.
‘Nothing is different.’ Duncan said, winding up his window and concentrating on the track ahead.
Jason turned to look through the barbed wire fencing coiled between and over the rear bench seats.  Through the mud-splattered rear window, Marakoff, Ilena, Louisa and Mouse were quickly falling behind them and the ferry was already halfway back to the mainland.  For the first time in his life, he felt a twinge of isolation on this island which had been the one constant in his fifteen years of running from one part of the country to another.  
Louisa raised a hand, a tight smile flashing across her lovely face.  Jason waved back awkwardly then twisted back around, accidently nudging Violet as he did so.
‘Sorry,’ he said.
Violet just stared straight ahead.  Miranda glanced across at him from the other side of her then they both turned back to watching their life-long retreat bump past outside.  
It was mid-morning in early June but Mawn still clung on to her thin shroud of cold mist.  Heather and hillsides rolled down to a rocky shoreline, but the vibrant purples and greens were washed over in shadow-black from the slow-moving clouds above. 
Jason chewed at his bottom lip - he and Miranda used to dream of living here, safely away from the outside world and never again having to totally abandon one life and start all over again.
The Land Rover gear-ground to the top of the track and dropped down into the island’s main settlement.  The single street was deserted as they drove through in silence.  Only one door opened – the Northern Star pub – and Les the landlord stepped out to wave stiffly at them.  Normally rotund and flushed, this morning the island's most jovial character looked pale and drawn.
‘He’s never waved to us before,’ Miranda said, raising a tentative hand in return.  
Les stayed at the door, staring at them as they pulled up out of the hamlet.
Watching him through the back window, Jason's eyes drifted over to a small cottage on the right - Laura McKenzie's home.  He and Laura had grown up together during years of school holidays and bolt-hole periods while a new life was being arranged for them.  
Since hitting his teenage years, he had begun to hope something more than friendship might happen between the two of them.  Perhaps he could have moved here, had a real home, stay at the same school, keep his friends, actually go out with a girl.
Those dreams were gone now.  He had things to do now - a war to join, demons to destroy.
People to kill.
Hell - he was planning to kill real people.
Dad cut into his thoughts.  ‘No problems after the agent attack then, Duncan?  My father hasn't been replying to my letters again.'
‘No – all’s well,’ Duncan said, still concentrating hard on the road. 'Likely Mr Darillian was just too busy for writing letters.'
They crested another hill and Grandfather’s castle of Isla Doone appeared, rising up from a small loch below them. Dark cloud shadows ran over her squat stone turrets and over the tiny island that barely held her above the choppy waters.  Her arrow-slit windows watched them approach, dark and empty.
‘Looks quiet – no visitors this week?’ Dad said.
Duncan glanced across at him but didn’t answer.
Jason caught his sister’s eye.  She looked as puzzled as he felt.  Duncan was typically dour but he would usually take any opportunity for a rant about the relatively few rich hikers, writers and artists who stayed at Grandfather's exclusive retreat.  At least half of the dozen or so rooms would normally be taken by now, even this early in the summer.
They pulled up in front of the narrow stone bridge that led across to the castle.  Miranda touched Violet’s arm and, compliant as ever, Violet allowed herself to be guided out of the Land Rover.
They had no baggage to unload.  They were here to check Grandfather was safe, warn him about Alan Brash being a summoner and leave for Romania.
Romania - the Carpathian Mountains - where there was a weakness in the Veil between this world and the Abyss.  Where the most powerful demons could come through.
The four of them headed straight for the bridge.
‘Be careful,’ Duncan suddenly hissed.   His squinting old eyes shot a look up at the castle and he quickly added, a little louder ‘the bridge is slick this morning.’
‘We will,’ Dad answered, ‘thank you.’  He paused for a moment. ‘Please warn the others when you bring them... about the bridge, I mean.’
Duncan held Dad’s eyes for a moment, then reversed away to turn around for the return journey.
‘Take Violet's other side, Jason,’ Dad said quietly. ‘She should be fine over fresh water but a whole lake full might be disorientating for her.’
Sure enough, Violet began to tremble the moment they set foot on the narrow bridge.
'Quick,' Miranda said, 'she doesn't like it.' The two of scooped Violet up and ran over the slick stone then stumbled to a halt on the tiny islet with the castle looming over them.
Four storeys up, a silhouette waved a hand in greeting then pulled back from the window.
‘Waving's not exactly Grandfather’s style,’ Jason said.
‘Mmm,' Miranda said, 'they're all at it.  Maybe Grandfather's actually glad we’re back in one piece.’
‘He won’t know anything about the abbey attack,’ Dad said, starting Violet walking forward again with a gentle hand on her back.  'It’s not the sort of thing I could phone through to Strayfele post office to pass on, is it?’
‘Grandfather would just be disappointed that we didn't slaughter every last Brethren anyway,’ Jason said.  He gave a cedar tree a slap as he passed it.  It was the second of a pair on the castle island and for the first time since they could both walk, he and Miranda hadn’t raced each other to reach it.
A huge, iron studded door barred their way.  Dad twisted the iron ring and it eased open into a deserted entrance hall beyond.  They stepped inside and Miranda pushed the door shut against the wind.  Silence fell down around them. 
Nothing moved.  
Centuries old coats-of-arms lay flat on deathly still tapestries, the small dark reception desk stood clear of any paperwork or computer monitor and the halberds, dirks and heavy-bladed claymores hung heavy over the great, grey stones of the wall.  The doors to the dining room and kitchens were shut tight leaving only the grand staircase to invite them further in.
‘Let’s get this over with,’ Dad said, starting up the stairs.
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Chapter 2


Jason and Miranda began to follow Dad but Violet didn’t move. 
‘It’s all right,’ Miranda said, going back to take her arm, ‘things are always this quiet here... some people like it, apparently.’
Violet stayed perfectly still. For the first time since Dad and Jason had exorcised the demon, Xaphan, from her, she refused to follow their instructions.
‘Violet?’ Miranda began but Dad cut in.
‘Don’t force her, Sweetheart.  She can stay down here if she wants to.  See if she wants to sit down.’
Miranda gently ushered Violet towards an ancient, straight back chair in one corner but she took one step then braced herself not to move any further.
Dad came down and looked into her unfocussed gaze.  ‘It’s fine Violet.  The others are on their way and we’ll be back down soon.  We’re on the top floor, meeting with my father – just follow us up if you change your mind.'
Blank eyes, frozen face.
Dad smiled then led the way up the staircase and to the right, into a spiral stairwell running up through one of the thick-walled towers
A couple of turns in they heard grunting and a dull thud above them.
Dad slowed down but carried on climbing.
‘Bloody 'ell this weighs a bit.’ a voice bounced down from above.  The accent was English - short, hard, northern vowels coming through.
The Willows reached the first landing just as a broad back and cropped-haired head struggled around the stairs above.
‘Sorry mate, can you just step on't landing for a minute while we get this bugger down?’ the head said, firmly braced against a heavy wooden wardrobe it was carrying.
Dad didn't move.  'You're new here, aren't you?'
The head turned a fraction from pressing against the wood, showing half a red cheek and an eye narrowed in effort.  'Oh, I don't work 'ere - it's too dead for me.  I'm just collectin'.  The old man's flogging off a few of his antiques, is all.  Times must be hard.  Now, if you're okay to step out of the way, like - this weighs a ton.'
Dad led Jason and Miranda out onto the landing and the remover struggled to work his load around the curving stairwell.  They could just make out the legs of his partner helping him carry it down as they edged around the bend.
Miranda leaned into whisper to Dad.  'I didn't see any van or anything parked on the mainland…'
Suddenly the wardrobe crashed against the archway, completely blocking off the stairs.  
Behind them, doors slammed open all along the corridor.
A dozen men burst out, black wooden batons and knives shining in the grey light from the narrow window slits.  Instantly, Dad was in front of Jason and Miranda and pushing forward with both hands.
A block of air shimmered away from him and four of the men flew backwards, crashing into those behind.
Two knifes spun towards Dad’s face.  He spread one hand and blocked them with an air-shield but as he did so, three more men leapt out from the nearest room and pinned him against the wall.
Miranda was on them like a wildcat.  She slammed her foot down on one man's knee while yanking another's head back and chopping his throat.  Dad flung away the third but the others were up and running for them.
Jason stepped beside his sister and threw a lightning series of punches forward.  Fists of solid air flew from his hands and smashed into a half dozen faces.  Dad joined him, shimmering air-darts flying from his fingers and ripping through throats and chests.
One of the fallen swung a baton at Jason’s leg from the ground.  Miranda blocked it with one foot and stamped down on the man’s neck with the other.  Jason had to stop punching for a moment to avoid hitting her and the final half dozen attackers swarmed over them.
For long seconds it was a blur of fists, batons and blades but with the element of surprise lost, the odds weren’t nearly enough to defeat two powerfully Gifted and a girl trained in Jakra since she could walk.
Less than two minutes after it had started, fifteen men lay dead or dying at their feet.
And Jason was a killer again.  It's them or us he thought and looked up from the slaughter.
'What's going on,' he whispered to Dad, concentrating on slowing his breathing. Hot blood ran silently from a slash across his right arm and he started fumbling for the thick handkerchief Dad insisted they all carry.
‘Watch the stairs,’ Dad said as he dispassionately shot six-inch air darts into the heads of the not-yet-dead.
Miranda was already on it.  She'd picked up a fallen knife and baton and stood to one side of the archway.  The wardrobe was still jammed firmly into place.
'If those two on the stairs haven't joined in,' Dad whispered, 'it probably means...'
A movement flickered above them and a body dropped down onto Dad.
‘What the…’ Jason shouted but a second attacker dropped from the ceiling and flattened him face down on the ground.
He pushed up on one side with all his strength but arms like steel bars knocked his hand away.  Desperately he tried twisting the attacker off his back but he'd braced himself with his legs.  From the corner of his eye, Jason could just see a sweaty, black-bearded face leering over him – until Miranda’s foot smashed into it.
The man rocked to the side and Jason used he momentum to flip him off.
Miranda leapt over her brother and stamped down for the man’s throat but he caught her foot in one hand and launched her into the corridor wall. She smacked into the plastered stone and dropped down, eyes fluttering shut.
A Touched – it had to be.  Beyond him, the other one was brutally wrestling Dad to the floor.
Jason flipped to his feet, Blackbeard springing up just an instant behind him.   Jason threw his hardest punch at the stone-set face but the man caught it dead in a rock-hard palm the size of a dinner bowl. Ready for the strength of the block, Jason slammed his free hand onto his held fist and snapped Blackbeard's wrist back.
Bone cracked and the Touched roared in pain but he still managed to swat Jason backwards with his good hand.
Jason crashed into the jammed wardrobe but at least he now had some distance from his attacker.  He drew in breath then shot out an open palm.  Blackbeard flew backwards, crashing into the other Touched who Dad had somehow managed to push clear. 
Jason punched forward again and again, cracking Blackbeard's ribs and pummelling him one staggering step at a time back down the corridor.  The man made a grab for Miranda as he was driven past her but Dad threw out a hissing, razor-sharp air-disc which sliced off his arm and set him screaming.
The second Touched, an equally heavy-set, ponytailed man, scrambled to his feet and charged head-down at Dad like a maddened rhinoceros.  Dad pushed forward with both hands – full force.
Both Touched flew to the end of the corridor and burst apart against the ancient stone, splattering out blood in thick, dark splashes.
Jason pulled his fist back for another strike but Dad caught it.  ‘Save something Son,’ he panted, ‘there might be…’
'…a Prime?’  came a rich, feminine voice from inside the nearest room.
Dad grabbed Jason and yanked him past the room over to Miranda’s still inert body.
By the time they had twisted back around, a tall, sensuously curved, black woman stood in the corridor, casually tying back her long dark curls with a blood red ribbon.  The only way down from this level was past her and onto the stairs.
‘You look drained already, Richard Darillian,’ the woman purred.  ‘I was told you were very out of practice.  Your capacity has shrunk and your boy is barely in control of his Gift.’  She grinned, long, sharpened white teeth splitting her face.  'Oh dear.'
‘She'll be a lot stronger than the others,’ Dad whispered to Jason.  'Get Miranda standing.' Then he took a step forward.
‘Have we met before?’
The woman's ripe red lips covered her teeth back up in a luscious smile.  ‘No, sadly not – we were both a little busy the only time we've been within hailing distance.  I am Lucinda.’
Jason tried to ignore the woman.  He dropped to one knee, a wave of exhaustion washing over him.  Gently, he shook Miranda.  'Wake up, quickly Sis.' 
Miranda's eyes flickered open. 
‘Your daughter seems to be alive, Richard darling,’ Lucinda said.  ‘I am pleased – I need a lot of sustenance since you killed my master and I like my meat... fresh.’
Jason shot a glance up just as Dad threw out both hands, fingers flat.
Lucinda ducked under the razor thin shimmer and the air-blades sliced deep chunks out of the walls to either side before dissipating.
‘Slow as well as weak…’ Lucinda said and stepped forward.
An inhuman snarl, a cracking of bones and a single scream simultaneously burst out from the stairwell behind the wardrobe.  Lucinda spun around - there was a second of silence - then the wardrobe burst apart and Violet launched herself at her, throwing a bloodied claymore to Dad as she came.
Eyes wild, face already splashed in blood, Violet leapt onto the Touched, clamping her legs around her waist and clawing at her face to rip flesh off down to the bone.  Lucinda staggered backwards, slamming both hands onto Violet's thin shoulders.  Violet arched backwards with the blow, hands bracing against the floor whilst her legs clamped Lucinda upright.  Behind her, Dad whipped the claymore around in a mighty arc and beheaded the woman in a single strike.
Lucinda's corpse dropped to the floor as Violet hand-sprung away then rolled into a ball.  Her hair, matted with blood, draped down over her shaking shoulders.  In the sudden silence, her tears started to drip onto the bare wood floor.
Jason stared, feeling utterly useless.  He could only seem to focus on Violet's hands, now clamped over her head.  Strips of flesh hung from her fingernails, running with blood.  He forced himself to look up.  Just beyond her, on the stairs, one of the imposter workmen lay with his head twisted around to his spine.  The other, the one who had talked to them in his northern accent, was sliced almost in two from shoulder to hip.  Blood flowed from his divided torso to pool and trickle down the stairs.
And it was so quiet. 
Miranda struggled to her knees and crawled over to Violet.  She gently took both shoulders and eased her out of the tight ball.
Violet suddenly lurched forward and clung to Miranda, burying her face in her jumper.  Miranda hugged her back hard, smoothing down her hair.  Her hand came away smeared in blood.
Dad helped Jason up from his knees and signed for him to watch down the corridor.  Then he crouched down next to the girls.  ‘Welcome back, Violet,' he said, softly, 'and thank you.’
‘What have I done?’ Violet sobbed into Miranda’s shoulder, ‘it’s out of me and I… I still did this.  The things I see...  the things I can do now, I....’
Dad gripped her shoulder.  ‘We will talk about it all later, I promise... but we need to keep moving, now.  There may be more of them.'
Violet stayed clinging to Miranda but Dad eased her away and gently held her face, forcing her to meet his eyes.
‘Violet – they would have killed us.  You did the right thing…’ a small smile tugged at his lips, ‘just a little bit messily, that’s all.’
Violet held his gaze then sagged back against Miranda.  She had stopped crying though.
Dad watched her for a moment longer. Then he quickly checked over Miranda's cuts before ripping a shirt off one of the dead agents and moving over to tie a bandage around Jason’s slashed arm. He talked as he worked.  ‘We need to see if that is your Grandfather upstairs and then get us all out of here.  There may be more waiting to jump us here and also moving in on Ilena and the others.  I'm guessing no guns means they want us alive.’  
‘There aren't any more Touched,' Violet cut in, straightening up from Miranda and wiping away at the tear-streaked blood splatters from her face, '...not in the castle anyway.  I can feel them if they're close enough.'  
Dad nodded and then wiped a blood smear away that Violet had missed.  ‘I’m really glad you made it back so... intact.  Not everyone does.’
Violet gave a tiny smile.  'I know who Touched this lot as well - Nazahirim - the demon I fought at the abbey.  I... tasted his host's blood so I recognise his creatures.'
'But we killed him,' Jason said, 'how can they still be Touched?'
'The demon essence takes a long time to clear from your blood,' Violet said quietly, 'the more you have in there, the longer it takes.'
Jason nodded.  A demon had actually been inside Violet - how long would that take to clear?
'They're free agents now though,' Dad said, 'for as long as they survive the withdrawal...' he trailed off and started fumbling inside his jacket.  'Anyway, the point is, we don't know who ordered this or what they want.'
Dad pulled out a walkie-talkie with his free hand.  His other still grasped the claymore.  ‘Ilena, can you hear me?’
Nothing but crackle answered him.
'If you're picking any of this up... there are Brethren disciples and Touched here - demon unlikely.  We'll wait for you at the castle for a half hour from now if we can then start back for the harbour.'  He hesitated then added.  'Watch the driver if he does come back for you - my father's people must be involved in this.'
Again no reply, only static.  
Jason caught himself chewing his lip and stopped.  Old Duncan, Freddy the ferryman, Les... all the people who had watched him and Miranda grow up - they had all let them walk right into this ambush.
‘Bloody Scottish hills,’ Dad mumbled.  He stood up and pulled a pistol from under his coat.  Jason recognised it as a Heckler and Koch, twelve round automatic - the same weapon he had been trained on at Darkston Abbey.  
Dad handed the gun to Miranda.  ‘Only use it as a last resort, sweetheart – a miss or the ricochet in these corridors is just as likely to hit one of us as any of the bad guys.  Aim for the heads of Touched – anywhere else only slows them down.’
Miranda nodded.  Over the last two days, in their deserted camping spots, Dad had made sure she knew how to shoot the guns snatched from the abbey.  Bullets were in short supply but even with the few practice shots she was allowed, Miranda had proved to be something of a natural crack-shot. Jason had mastered the pistol in Darkston Abbey but hadn't been at all surprised that Miranda proved to be even better - she excelled at everything... mainly just to annoy him.
Dad started towards the stair tower, flicking his claymore clear of blood.  ‘Jason and Violet in the middle and Miranda, you come last, guard our backs.  Violet let me know the instant you sense any Touched... or worse, okay?’
Violet didn't answer.  She just stared, teeth gritted, at the two mangled bodies and mass of blood as they climbed over the shattered wardrobe and edged up the spiral staircase. 
The upper floors seemed deserted.  All the doors were wide open on both of the next two corridors, but nothing moved.  There was no sound apart from their own breathing and the soft, careful placing of their rubber soles on the ancient stone steps.
They reached the top floor and looked straight into the upper hall.
Someone was waiting for them there, but it certainly wasn't Grandfather.
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Chapter 3


Aburly, ruddy faced teenager sat waiting for them at the far end of the dining table in Eila Doone's upper hall. A folded sheaf of paper lay on the table before him. 
‘It’s Drew Richardson,’ Jason whispered, instantly recognising one of the islanders he and Miranda had grown up with during their holidays here.
‘Whoever he is,’ Violet said, ‘there’s no touch of demon on him… or anywhere on this floor.’
‘I’m glad ye’re all alright,’ Drew said in his heavy islander accent.  ‘None of us wanted this – ye have to know that.  We... we had no choice.’
Jason glanced down the corridor of private family rooms.  All the doors were, once again, wide open.
‘I am quite alone, I promise ye.’ Drew said.  ‘There’s no one else up on this floor.’
Dad started forward, checked inside of the upper hall, the roof and behind the door.’  ‘Miranda – cover the corridor and stairs with the pistol, Jason and Violet in here with me.’  
‘I’m staying with Miranda,’ Violet said and sank down to sit on the corridor floor, her legs dropping down into the stairwell.
Dad opened his mouth to argue but Jason cut in.  ‘She’ll be fine, Dad – and she can give us a first warning of anything nasty coming up, can’t she?’
Dad hesitated then turned back to Drew.  ‘What are you doing here, Drew, what’s going on?’ 
‘I have to give ye a message…’
‘Where’s our grandfather?’ Miranda cut in from outside.
Drew looked down.  ‘He’s been taken, Miranda… by people calling themselves the Brethren.’
‘Bloody hell.’ Jason swore. ‘Did they do anything to…?’
‘No Jason, they said he would be unharmed,' Drew cut in.  'A black woman spoke for them - Lucinda, she said her name was. She told me to say they don't mean any of ye any harm.'
'Yeah, right,' Jason said.  'The crazy Touched trying to rip us apart just now were just for laughs, I suppose.'
Drew dropped his gaze.  'The woman said they would not use any guns when they tried to capture ye themselves.  If that failed, Mr Darillian's kidnapping was the back up plan.  He will be kept safe as long as ye go to him within the week.’
‘Go to him where?’ Dad asked.
‘Romania, a village called Sibias - they said ye would know of it?'
Dad nodded once and Drew carried on.
'Rooms will be reserved at the village's inn and someone will come for ye. This Lucinda woman said there must be no contact with people called... the Watch.’
'I don't suppose she said why they want us to go there?' Dad asked, walking slowly down one side of the table.
Drew backed a little away from Dad.  'She said to say that the need ye to do a task for them - something that would help your side and theirs.' 
‘Why didn’t anyone warn us about this?’ Jason snapped.  ‘We were all nearly killed down there.  Old Duncan, Freddy… somebody could have said…’
‘They’ve got all the bairns - the young ones,’ Drew said and his quiet voice cracked.  He fixed his eyes on the shining wood of the centuries-old table.  ‘They said... they said they’d kill them if we didn’t get you and your father here to the castle.’
‘They haven’t taken the children to Romania as well, surely?’ Dad said.
‘No.’ Drew looked up. ‘They’re somewhere on the island.  They said if they failed to capture ye I must give this message and then they’ll let the little ones go… as long as Jason and Mr Willow go to Romania, to that village.  The woman said they would know if ye didn't go.’  
Drew looked down at the paper lying on the table in front of him.  'It's all written down here in case ye... in case I was killed in the fighting.'
Dad stuffed the paper in a pocket and moved past Drew over to one side of the lead-paned window.  He stared outside.  ‘How many Brethren are there on the island, do you know?’
‘I’m not sure,' Drew said, '… I've seen maybe twenty altogether.   I think there were perhaps double that at first judging by the bodies that were being taken away when they brought me here.  Most of the survivors, including Lucinda and the other strong ones, stayed here to… to wait for you.’
‘Where are all the castle staff - Brett and…?’ Dad began.
‘Some were killed when the strangers first arrived - your father must have led a good fight.’ Drew paused, looking down again.  He quickly pulled himself together.  ‘The rest were taken away with most of the other islanders - I don’t know where.  It’s been a day and a half since I’ve seen anyone I know.’
Dad unlatched the window and leaned out, shouting to someone below.  ‘Ilena – I think the castle’s clear now but take care.’
‘The bloody cavalry are a bit late, aren’t they?’  Miranda grumbled from the corridor.
Dad ignored her and turned back to Drew.  ‘Are you allowed to come with us?’
Drew shook his head.  ‘They said they’d be watching the castle.  If you survived then you were all to leave Mawn straight away and make for Romania or they’ll...’
Dad cut in.  ‘We won’t do anything to make things worse here.  Good luck.’
Drew gave a tight smile and sank down onto one of the rock-hard mahogany dining chairs.
Dad strode out of the room and started down the stairs with Miranda quickly following.  Violet remained sitting to one side of the stairwell, slumped against the wall.
‘We've got to go,' Jason said but she still didn't move.  
'Are you alright?’ He crouched down next to her.
Violet flicked her slate-blue eyes up at him from under their dark lashes.  ‘Just… sorting stuff out in my head.’
Jason nodded.  ‘I can’t even imagine what it must have been like to… you know…’
Violet just stared at him so he stumbled on.
‘I hated seeing you like that, with that thing taking you over... making you...  I swear, if we ever come across it again, I’ll kill it... somehow.  I'm going to kill them all.’
Violet gave a small smile.  ‘My hero.’  She held out one small, pale hand.  A hand crusted with other people's blood.
‘Help me up, then.’
Jason smiled and hauled her to her feet.  
Violet kept gripping - not hurting but steel-strong.  ‘What would the lovely Louisa think if she saw you holding hands with me?  It really would blow your chances, wouldn't it?’
‘What?’ Jason stammered.  ‘I don’t know…’
Violet winked, gave a final squeeze and let go.
‘Close up,’ Dad shouted from one flight down, 'we're not out of this yet.'
‘Come on - better not keep them waiting.’  Violet said and trotted down the stairs.
‘Great,’ Jason mumbled to himself, ‘she's got her sense of humour back.’
Ilena and Mouse were waiting for them at the top of the grand staircase. Marakoff and Louisa appeared from different directions a moment after they arrived.
'The castle is clear,' Marakoff said quietly after a glance at Louisa.
‘What happened here?’ Ilena asked.
Dad quickly filled her in as he led the way down the staircase and across the entrance hall.
‘I am so sorry we were not here to help you,’ Ilena said once he’d finished.  ‘Your driver did not come back for us so we had to run.  What do we do now?’
‘We leave the island,’ Dad said.
‘What about the village kids,’ Jason asked, ‘the Brethren could kill them.’
Dad shook his head.  ‘I know but they will have no reason to if we follow their instructions.’
‘We can’t just rely on that,’ Miranda said.  ‘They’re deranged murdering fanatics – we’ve got to try to do something.’
‘I agree with Miranda,’ Mouse piped in.
‘Of course he does,’ Violet whispered to Jason.
Dad brushed one hand through his hair.  ‘I know this is hard but… if we try anything, they definitely will kill all of them and then try to escape.  If we leave then hopefully, they will keep them alive… they want to have some leverage to force us to actually go to Romania and live hostages will give them that.’
‘So we are going to go after Grandfather then?’ Jason asked.
‘Of course,’ Dad answered, ‘everyone who wants to, that is.  Now let’s go.’

      [image: ]It took them almost an hour to walk back to the harbour.  Freddy was waiting there for them.
‘I’m sorry - I had no choice,’ was all he said when they climbed on board.  His eyes never left the deck.
When they docked on the other side of the loch, Freddy just stared out of his cabin back at the island.  
Marakoff jumped out first, Louisa a step behind and toting a silenced pistol Marakoff had given to her.  The two of them split up and faded away into the dilapidated old cottage which housed their dormabile and camper van as well as the island’s “mainland” Land Rover. 
Dad quickly led the rest of them off the ferry.
‘Bring Mr Darillian back safely if ye can.’  Freddy said as they fanned out around the cottage.
‘We’ll do our best,’ Dad said.  ‘I hope everything… goes well with the youngsters.’
Louisa appeared and at a wave of all clear they trotted over the tumbled-down cottage walls and got into the vehicles as Marakoff checked the engines and then underneath the chassis.
A minute later they pulled out of cover.
Jason twisted around to watch Mawn bump away as their dormabile struggled up the dirt track out of the valley.    
The dream of a quiet, safe home, a normal life, faded into the mists as fast as the island itself.

      [image: ]Seven long hours later, they pulled into a small field in the lee of a tumbled down stretch of Hadrian’s Wall.  
It was only early evening but they were all tired and irritable.  They had stopped to check both vehicles for tracker bugs, only used small roads and doubled back to check for any signs of being followed at least half a dozen times.  Finally Dad and Marakoff were reasonably sure they hadn’t been followed and they could make some faster progress south.
The Brethren may have set their destination but Dad didn't want to be at their mercy for the entire journey.
An old man at the last farmhouse they had passed had said they could camp there for twenty quid as long as they didn’t leave a mess or bother the sheep… "too much" he’d added with a gap-toothed grin.  Dad wasn't sure the man even owned the field but, by that time, no one cared very much.  They just wanted to get out of the camper vans.
'Now this is better than staring at Jason's ugly mug, don't you think?' Miranda said to Violet as she stretched out and took in the view.  Their bit of Hadrian’s Wall - little more than a line of fallen, lichen covered rocks and a quarter-height tower - ran away from them into a dip between heather-purpled hills.  A huge sycamore tree rose up between them, slowly turning to black as the sun lowered orange and gold behind it.
'He's not that bad,' Violet said quietly, 'if you squint a bit.'
Jason ignored them both and caught the heavy canvas bag Dad threw over to him.  ‘I’m starving; can't we put this up after dinner?’ Jason said.
'It'll take your mind off your stomach,' Dad answered, pulling out some tent poles from the dormabile's jaw-like drop down boot.  'It's just like old times.'
Jason grunted.  Before his mother had died, almost all of their family holidays had involved camping in fairly isolated places.  He quickly unpacked the awning and slid its attachments through a rail around one side of the dormabile.
Miranda helped Mouse and Louisa to stretch the canvas out over the poles and peg it all out.  Dad disappeared inside the other van with Ilena.  The sizzle and smell of bacon was already escaping through the open door and little windows.  
Violet had escaped the chores.  She had wandered off along the ruins of the wall almost as soon as they had parked up.
‘Food in fifteen minutes,’ Dad shouted.
Miranda knocked in a final peg then straightened up.  ‘I’ll tell Violet.’
‘I’ll go,’ Jason said. ‘I… we haven’t really spoken since she was... you know.’
‘It is not your fault,’ Louisa said, knocking in a final peg. ‘it is difficult to know what to say to someone who has been so deeply... controlled by a demon.’
'It shouldn't be,' Miranda snapped, 'you just have to make the effort.'
Jason held up his hands and backed away from the impending argument.  He turned and made for the line of wall and rubble.  
Free of the others, Jason ran his fingers over the tumbled down blocks of stone, trying to lose himself in history for a few precious moments.  Maybe the last person to touch one of these cold, rough-cut rocks was a Roman or Celtic mason almost two thousand years ago, cutting and building in a desperate effort to keep the savage Picts at bay.  Had there been demons in the world even then - maybe summoned by the ancients believing them to be gods?
He headed for a ruined tower a couple of hundred yards away.  The wall was intact but now only a couple of metres high instead of rising up two stories and topped with crenulated rooftop lookout.  Men had lived in the two tiny rooms of that tower, spending night after night huddled around a cook fire staring northwards into the dark, waiting for the next blood curdling battle cry by half naked, blue painted savages already scaling over the wall.
Violet was inside the tower, sitting on the far side, surrounded by cuttings of own hair.  A commando knife had been driven into the grass by her side right up to the hilt.
She was staring through a gap out over the hills, not moving an inch apart from the ragged ends of her remaining hair brushing against her neck in the soft breeze.  
Jason swallowed hard - had she gone back into herself?  Had they lost her again?
'It had lots of blood stuck in it,' Violet said quietly, not turning to face him.
‘Right,’ Jason said, ‘are you alright?’ 
For a moment Violet didn't answer.  Then she twisted and looked up at him, her slate-blue eyes holding his.  ‘You drew the short straw, then?’
‘For what?’ Jason asked.
‘To come to get me.’
Jason paused for a moment, then plonked himself down next to her.  ‘Yeah – pretty much.  I even offered to pay Mouse to take my place but he ran away screaming.’
She nodded, her face unreadable.  'That's the reaction I'll get from ninety nine percent of the Watch if we go to Romania.  That or they'll lock me up to experiment on me… see how long the demon powers last, how quickly I heal… that sort of thing.'
Jason held her gaze, unable to tell if she had really taken his hilarious, tension-busting quip seriously.  He decided she was more than clever enough to know he was joking so he'd carry on digging his hole.  'Can't blame them, I suppose.'
A smile tugged at one corner of Violet’s lips.  She shook her head and dropped her stare.  ‘You’re not as nice as your sister, are you?’
‘No, but I got the good looks instead,’ Jason said, shrugging.  Miranda of course, was stunning whereas he never rated his own unkempt blonde hair and blue eyes as much above average.  He accepted he had a decent body though – a lifetime of Dad’s Jakra training had at least given him that.
Violet looked him up and down.  ‘You think?’
‘Yep.’
‘Good enough for the beautiful and mysterious Louisa Russof?’ 
Jason chewed his lip for a moment.  Violet never did major in subtlety.  ‘So just how much of Miranda's prattle did you take in when you were… you know… all quiet and that after we left the abbey?’
Violet smiled properly this time.  ‘Got you worried, have I?’
Jason grunted.
‘I "took in" everything,’ Violet said, ‘I just didn’t want to talk… answer any questions and stuff while I was trying to… deal with things.  It was nice of Miranda to fill me in on all the details though… the first time... but I could see everything that was going on anyway.  I just didn’t want to be a part of it.  I didn't know if I belonged with… normal people anymore.’
‘Of course…’ Jason began but Violet cut him off.
‘When he was inside me - when I was... possessed I could see, hear, feel everything but I had no control over my own body.  It did anything he wanted it to do... it even changed, physically changed, for him – he could force my teeth to grow into fangs, my fingernails into rock-hard  claws, give me a bit bigger…’ She trailed off, waving one hand vaguely over her small breasts and narrow hips.  Her head dropped.
Jason edged closer and awkwardly put an arm over her shoulders.  It felt there was just bare bone under the waxed skin of her Barbour long coat.  ‘I can't imagine what it must have been…’
‘Disgusting,’ Violet said. ‘The things he made me do… tearing bodies apart… chewing the flesh dripping with warm blood... and I could sense it in every way – the touch and taste and smell of it all.  I was helpless to do anything to stop it, to scream out or anything...' 
Violet trailed off and Jason kept quiet.  He was still trying to cope with his own terrifying time at Darkston Abbey - seeing his friends slaughtered in front of him, becoming a killer and almost being possessed himself.  But how could any of it compare to what Violet had been through? He pulled her into him a little closer.  Violet stayed there for a moment, stock-still and stiff like a rabbit in shock.
'And even after he was out of me I still...’ she began but then stopped herself.  She drew in a long, slow breath, straightened up and patted Jason on the thigh as his arm slipped from her shoulders. 
‘But you and your dad didn't save the day to be left with some maudlin nut-job.'
Jason shrugged.  'We've already got Miranda.'
'Hey - you're lucky to have her.’
'If you say so.' 
'Anyway, guess what?' Violet paused long enough for Jason to shake his head.
‘I’ve learned some things from… my body-lodger…’ she said and her lips stretched into a tight little smile, 'and I can do stuff.'
Jason's eyes narrowed.  'What kind of…'
There was a scuffle of stones on the other side of the tower and Dad appeared behind them.  He only paused for a second at the sight of Violet's chopped hair.  ‘There you are, Violet.  My useless son was meant to bring you back for dinner.’
Violet stood up and held out her hand to Jason.  ‘He’s not useless, he’s my hero.’
‘Why don’t I believe that?’ Jason mumbled, taking her hand.
She yanked him to his feet as if he weighed no more than a rag doll.   

      [image: ]By the time the three of them returned to the camper vans, everyone else was sitting down on a huge picnic rug, each tucking into a huge bowl of pesto pasta and bacon. Everyone's eyes except Marakoff's widened or quickly dropped at the sight of Violet's hair but no one said anything.
Mouse broke the silence.  ‘I thought you said you were hungry, Jason,’ he said, grinning up at them, ‘what could have been distracting you from filling your empty stomach, I wonder?’
Louisa stared at Jason, her beautifully shaped eyebrows raised and her full lips curving into a questioning smile.
‘We were just talking,’ Jason mumbled, quickly finding a place to sit on the rug.
‘And he put his arm around me,’ Violet added, sitting down very close to him and staring levelly back at Louisa.  That tiny smile tugged at the corner of her lips again.
‘Oh, sorry about that,’ Miranda quickly chipped in, ‘I'm afraid our field doesn't have any showers to scrub yourself clean.’ 
Dad handed them a bowl each then sat down to start on his.  ‘Now, to get serious for a moment - we need to make plans.’
‘We go to rescue Grandfather,’ Jason said.
Marakoff’s thin and craggy face split into a rare smile but it was Ilena who spoke.  ‘We all wish to help your Grandfather but first, we must consider who has captured him.'
'Hasn't Dad told you?' Miranda asked.  'It's the Brethren from the abbey - Violet recognised the Touched - they were from their demon - Naza... something.'
'Yes, your father has told me this, Miranda,' Ilena said, a note of forced patience in her soft, Romanian accent, 'and also that they wish us to perform some service for them.  If this is truly the situation then it is likely they wish us to kill Lilith.'
Miranda just looked at Ilena so Jason asked the question.  'And Lilith is...?'
Dad passed a plastic wine glass full of a dark plum red to Ilena and answered for her. 'She's a demon princess - very powerful and, we suspect, free of her summoner.'
'So she can do whatever she likes?' Miranda asked.
Dad nodded, handing the wine bottle to her.  'Most of the Brethren in Romania literally worship her and their summoners enforce her commands to the lesser demons they pull out of the Abyss.'
'So who are this lot who want her killed?' Jason asked.  Why was he always the last to understand what was going on?
'Not all of them can cope with her... cruelties shall we say,' Dad answered.  'Some have fled from the main Brethren over the century or so since she was summoned and set up on their own.  We think the Brethren based in Britain are one of these rebel groups - maybe the largest one.  Lilith will want them torn apart or back under her power.'
'Why doesn't the super-powerful uber-bitch demon come and drag the rebels back herself then?' Miranda asked.
'Ah,' said Mouse, 'all the Watch wish she would try.  She is at her strongest in the mountains, so close to the Breach - the weakening in the veil between the Abyss and our world.  Also, she has all her strongholds there and her summoners can easily call through other powerful demons if the Watch manage to destroy any already through.  If she went hunting for the rebels away from the Carpathians, the Watch would have a fine chance to destroy her.' 
'She'd also need to cross a lot of water - salt water at that,' Violet said between mouthfuls of pasta, 'that would really hurt her and she'd be really weak... even Louisa could take her out in the middle of the Channel.'
Louisa smiled sweetly and sipped her wine, eyes flashing over the rim of the plastic glass.
'So if Lilith is stuck in Romania, why would these rebel Brethren want us to go into her stronghold to destroy her then?'  Jason asked quickly.
Ilena answered.  'Because the Brethren are rich and numerous - they can still send out lesser demons, Touched, Glimmermen and mercenary agents to try to kill the rebel leaders.  Also, if Lilith was sent to the sun, the Romanian Brethren may be forced to make peace with the rebels to survive and they could all return to the Breach.'
'It would be much better for the rebels if they could simply possess you, of course,' Mouse said, putting down his empty bowl and leaning contentedly back against Hadrian's Wall, '- you would instantly know how to use all of your Gift and have demon powers as well... and they would have full control of you.'
'They might try that when we get to that village, I guess.'  Jason said.
Louisa stopped eying Violet long enough to speak up. 'In Sibias - perhaps - but I suspect if they had the strength to do that then they would have possessed your grandfather in his castle…'
'If their summoner is still alive and strong enough to bring a demon through this far away from the Breach,' Mouse interrupted.
Louisa nodded.  'Also the Carpathian Mountains are Lilith's stronghold - the rebels, will be hiding from her as much as we will and they will not want any powerful Gift use will draw them in.' 
'So the message is probably true then - the rebel Brethren really do want us to do something for them.'  Jason said.  Finally he was getting up to speed.
'Then again,' Dad said, 'there's a chance this whole thing might actually be a trap by Lilith herself.'  He began to dish out seconds of the steaming pasta.  'She will have a good few of her own Brethren disciples and agents in Britain and they'll…'
'Slow down,' Jason said, ' "disciples and agents" - what's the difference?'
'Ah,' said Mouse, 'that one is easy to explain.  Disciples are believers; they know about demons and worship them.  Agents are mercenaries - perhaps specialists like assassins or spies or just soldiers.  Like the rest of the world, they do not know demons even exist - unless the Brethren decide they need to be Touched to do their job better.  Then they learn who is really paying their wages.'
'Anyway,' Dad continued, 'Lilith's agents or disciples may have been drawn into Darkston Abbey by Brash's press stories alongside the rebels.  It's possible that Lilith's lot grabbed Nazahirim's Touched as they escaped from the fighting and hatched this whole plot to get you to go to Romania.' 
'But that's only if the agent who followed us to Mawn was one of hers and not a rebel,' Miranda said.  'Otherwise, they wouldn't know about Grandfather being there.'
'Okay,' Jason said, 'and once she got me into Romania, Lilith's would want to possess me as well, I suppose.'  
'Don't we all?' Violet mumbled, bumping gently against him.  The pasta and wine seemed to have perked up her spirits even more. Jason bumped her back. 
'I guess so,' Dad said, 'your powers and Lilith's combined would be pretty awesome.  All the rebels would come running back to her or be annihilated. Then, without their in-fighting, the Brethren could focus on destroying the Watch, bring the king of demons, Orcus, through the Breach and crack on with ruling the world.' 
'This is not a very happy ending,' Mouse said.
'I get the picture,' Jason said.  'Orcus is even more powerful than Lilith, I'm guessing.'
‘Oh yes,’ Mouse answered.  ‘He is very powerful with many, many abilities.  It will be the end of us if he ever came through.’
‘What – he’s after us as well?’ Jason asked, ‘How does he even know about…’
‘No, no,’ Mouse cut in, ‘I was meaning it will be the end of all of us... humans.’
‘You’ll be all right then, Jason,’ Miranda said.
Jason ignored her.  One glass of wine and everyone's a comedian.  ‘But the Brethren are human too – why would they want to bring this… Orcus here?’
Ilena answered.  'The rebels do not want him here - that is another reason why they left Lilith and are hiding across the world.  The rest believe they will be made... overlords of humanity.'
'Or they are just too afraid of Lilith to leave,' Louisa said.
Jason nodded - the situation was slowly becoming clearer to him.  'So Grandfather being kidnapped is either about the rebels wanting me to kill Lilith or Lilith wanting me to scare the rebels back in line and bring through this Orcus.'
'Glad you're keeping up, Lightning,' Miranda said.  'I reckon it all depends on which side the agent who followed us up to Mawn was on.'
'Both sides will be hunting for you now anyway,' Louisa said.
'If they all follow you to the Carpathians it will be very peaceful and safe in Britain,' Mouse said, closing his eyes.  'I think I will stay here.'  
‘Cheers,’ Jason said.  ‘The Watch are all there, though, aren’t they – in the Carpathian Mountains?  They'll help keep the Brethren heads down.’
‘Perhaps but the message from Drew was we were not to contact the Watch directly,’ Dad said.
‘Also,’ Marakoff answered, ‘the Watch would never allow you to be risked – not until you had come into your full powers and were properly trained and surrounded by their best shields and ghosts.’  His voice, as always was quiet, wrapped in whispers.
'That's true,' Dad agreed.  'If they find out we're in Romania they won't let you - or me for that matter - go chasing after your grandfather.’
Jason chewed his lip.  ‘So we're going to meet one lot of Brethren in the middle of the mountains whilst hiding from another lot and the Watch.’
‘And don't forget my lovely guardian,’ Violet added, finishing her pasta. ‘He took a bit of a battering in your mill but he'll bounce back and
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