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About the Author

Her Name Will Be Fearless

And in all the stories my daughter shall hear, 

It will not be princes who slay the dragon, 

But little girls that believe in magic

With big, brave hearts and even bigger dreams.

She will learn to rely on her own sword

In every battle, in every struggle, in every war

Because she will learn how to devour

Every single monster from their very core.

Nikita Gill

––––––––
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For my own daughter of the moon - love you to the moon and beyond Hannah Banana x

[image: image]

[image: A black and white symbol

Description automatically generated]

The following is the true (and not entirely unbiased) account of the continuing journey of the Mhyres-an-Loor known as Sarah Tremayne.

It is also a true account of events that were put in motion which can only be described as unusual – but then there is nothing ‘usual’ about this particular tale.

The invasion of the Island and the destruction of the mirrors has meant that my recording of those events is reliant on the memories of others and as always (more so now) Sarah Tremayne continues to interfere with the work of her chronicler.

This was the time when the world held its breath...
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“Now what?” asked Geraldine as she stared at the ghostly image of her granddaughter lying prostrate on the ground. Her stomach clenched tight as a strong sense of foreboding washed over her.

“We wait,” said Rachel.

Geraldine grimaced; Rachel’s tone had not been comforting.

Maude could feel the anxiety emanating from Rachel and Geraldine as they stared at Sarah’s form, it was always unsettling to see the ghostly after image of a Mhyres an Loor when they journeyed to another time. Thankfully, it was never for long thought Maude as she clutched her moonstone pendent tightly, trying hard not to think of worst-case scenarios. Gradually a slightly manic, slightly cheery, hum began to penetrate Maude’s consciousness. Turning she found Brenda setting up a small camp burner alongside a collection of brightly coloured enamel mugs.

Brenda glanced at Maude, “I had a feeling that this may take longer than normal so I came prepared. Tea anyone?” she said brandishing a tea bag as if it was some sort of good luck charm.

Geraldine gave Brenda a small smile, nodding, her gaze returning to Sarah.

“Tea?” said Rachel, at a loss for words.

“Yes tea...do you want one or not?” said Brenda.

Rachel sighed and shrugged. 

[image: image]The three other women found comfortable places to sit in a semi-circle around Sarah and waited for their tea, being brewed expertly by Brenda. It was not long until everyone had their hands wrapped around a steaming mug, Brenda even produced a packet of custard creams. 

Silently they sat, sipping tea, waiting and watching. 

After a bit, Geraldine put down her mug, now empty, and turned to the other three. Her eyes narrowed; it was time for a few answers.

“I know you lot have yer secrets but that there is my granddaughter, so spill...”

Sarah’s three ‘so-called’ guardians shared a look, collectively they nodded coming to a silent agreement.

“Well,” began Rachel, “as you can see when a Mhyres an Loor of Sarah’s status journeys back in time she leaves behind a small part of her essence so that she can find her way back again.”

“Do yer know the where and when of her journey?”

“Umm, no. Normally, we would keep track of her through the mirrors and her chronicler but ahh recent events suggest the mirrors are not safe to use,” said Rachel giving Brenda a sharp glance.

“Chronicler? Mirrors?”

“Yes, each Journeywoman has a chronicler back on the Island who writes her story, and they follow her progress through the use of a mirror. Sarah’s chronicler is Seamus, she would like him I think,” said Rachel.

“Next question, ‘ow long does this whole thingy take? I mean when will she be back?”

“It’s a bit complicated but in essence, Sarah could be in the other time for many weeks but only be gone in this time for a few hours. Without knowing where or when in time she is, or even what she is doing, we have no way to tell exactly when she will be back. But she should not be too long...” Rachel trailed off, trying to sound more confident than she actually felt.

“What are you not telling me?” Geraldine knew how to read people, it was an important skill for anyone with witchy inclinations, and at the moment the body language of the three did not inspire confidence.

“You mustn’t worry Geraldine...” began Rachel.

Geraldine’s face turned to stone; one eyebrow raised high in a silent question. If there was one thing Sarah’s nan was good at getting answers, often only needing to use that undefinable thing many women are gifted with and usually known within families as ‘the look’. The other three looked everywhere except at Geraldine. 

“Please Geraldine, you must try to understand we are also in murky waters here as all of this, is well, unprecedented. For a start, Sarah is the first, that I know of, to send herself on a journey and her other journeys were unusual to say the least. Add to that the, ahh, elimination of several of the Brotherhood. All of that without any training; frankly, I am, and I hesitate to use the phrase, in the dark as to what happens next.” Rachel reached out putting a hand over Geraldine’s, their eyes meeting.

Silence descended in the small valley, the distant roar of waves crashing onto the jagged rocks of the North Cornish coast filling the space. Slowly the night marched on with only the occasional yip of a fox and the rustle of some other nocturnal animal in the undergrowth disturbing the night. Conversation between the four women had faded as each sat silently with their own thoughts, willing Sarah to return soon. 

Rachel’s thoughts wandered back to those fateful days on the island, to Julia and their role in all that had since transpired. Looking at the faint form of Sarah, she began to wonder if maybe perhaps they had done this all wrong. Her eyes met those of Maude and Brenda, so deep was their connection that she knew they too were beginning to doubt if this was indeed the right path. Her hand reached up to her own amulet, a silent reminder to be brave, to have faith. Deep down she knew it was too late to change anything, it had been too late that night they had chosen to help Julia. Closing her eyes, she sent a silent plea to the goddess.

Sitting opposite the three women Sarah’s nan was not blind to their inner struggles and if it wasn’t her granddaughter lying there, in a sense, she might feel some empathy towards those three. But she did not. With a slight frown Geraldine glanced at her watch; dawn was not far away.

“What do we do if she is not back soon? This is a popular spot for visitors and the like...”

“Good question never has a Journeywoman been gone so long but maybe perhaps we can find a reason to have the path blocked off?” said Brenda looking at Rachel, her usual perkiness long gone thanks to the large rock of unease lodged in the pit of her stomach.

Rachel stood up, nodding in agreement, already thinking several steps ahead.

“Umm...Rachel?” Maude’s hesitant voice interrupted Rachel’s thoughts, “look,” she said pointing at Sarah. 

Geraldine frowned, “is she fading?”

Rachel sank to her knees, her eyes wide.

“What in the name of the all the hells is ‘appening to my granddaughter?” Geraldine spoke quietly but all present could feel the anger in every syllable.

Maude’s hands fluttered to her mouth; her eyes wide; Brenda’s face took on an ashy colour in the predawn light. For a long-drawn-out moment no one spoke, the air thick with dread. 

Eventually Brenda took a breath trying to control her own fears. “The main reason why the essence of Mhyres an Loor might fade – she has spent too much time in the other place but there is still a chance she is okay even if there is only a faint imprint of her essence in this world, that is all she needs to return,” she said, putting a placating hand on Geraldine’s arm.

“And what ‘appens if ‘er...essence disappears altogether?” Geraldine’s voice was cold and hard.

This was not a question anyone wanted to answer. Moments ticked by, finally Maude gathered the courage to speak when the others could not. “Then she cannot return, she will be stuck in the time and place she journeyed to.”

“This has ‘appened before?” Geraldine’s voice was ice cold.

“Yes, but only three times that is known and in one of those cases the essence faded because the Journeywoman had died. In the other two cases, the women concerned chose not to return. Because we have no means of following Sarah then we cannot know what is causing her essence to fade...” as was Maude’s courage.

Geraldine stood watching the other women, whose faces told her more than she wanted to know. Her mind raced, if only there was a way to know if Sarah was okay. 

“Right so you said you can’t use your mirror to contact this Seamus and find out if Sarah is okay and what she is up to.” The three nodded looking puzzled, “Brenda is there any water left in that flask? No? well quick then go down to the stream and fill it up.” Brenda turned to dash off to do as she was told. “No wait, run back to the kieve and collect that water, the spirits of the place gave Sarah her blessing, their water will be best...” Brenda nodded, dashing off faster than was healthy for a woman her age.

“Maude, Rachel, you two start looking for a rock with a deep enough dip in it to hold water,” said Geraldine as she scanned the area with her torch saying a little prayer to whoever the god or goddess of geology was. It was not long before they found a suitable stone with enough of a dip a short distance away. Geraldine removed her boots and socks, letting her feet nestle into the cold earth. Taking a deep breath, she closed her eyes searching for that elusive connection, letting herself feel the earth’s essence, letting its strength seep into her old bones. The others waited patiently, practitioners of the craft they were not. Huffing and puffing Brenda returned with the water from the sacred kieve.

Opening her eyes Geraldine took the proffered flask, pouring the water into the small rock basin. “It might be best if you three steps away, coz if that menace you call The Dark is lurking, he might well be attracted by your presence. It’s ‘bin a while since I’ve done any scrying so it may take me a few goes,” she said as she rummaged around in her own bag, a small smile on her face when she found what she was looking for.

The three took several steps back as Geraldine took hold of the rock edge, with a few deep breaths to clear her thoughts and her surprisingly well manicured toes curling in the soil below, she closed her eyes once more. Concentrating on her breath she found that deep silent place within, a place she had not visited for a long time. Slowly she opened her eyes, her focus on the still surface of the water. At first and for what seemed the longest time all she could see was her own reflection. Knowing better than to let it distract her, she gazed deep into her own eyes, her only thoughts were of her granddaughter. Without thinking her hand came up and out tumbled a pale green stone into the water creating ripples. As the ripples stilled Geraldine found her reflection had been replaced by another face. 

Sarah’s hazel eyes stared back her grandmother, she smiled and then the picture took on a wider view. Sarah’s nan almost crumpled with relief at seeing her granddaughter and taking a calming breath she tried to concentrate on the images in front of her. Geraldine could see that Sarah was on a small ship under sail, behind her in the distance were cliffs that looked suspiciously like the very coast they were on now. Yet the ship was bearing her away and to the northwest. Geraldine stared intently at the image; details etching themselves on her mind. 

Without warning a wind whipped through the valley and the water in the rock basin began to churn, the images blurring. Holding her nerve Geraldine focussed her will on stilling the water. As the water calmed a new image came to the fore, a stone circle near a lake, surrounded by mountains, a waterfall in the distance. On the lake a boat appeared carrying warriors from another world, their faces cold. Geraldine knew without thinking that they were looking for Sarah. The images on the water blurred once more, another stone circle appeared out of the mist and with it she saw Sarah hugging two warriors whose shadows were not human, before stepping beyond the circle and vanishing from sight. 

Geraldine’s heart pounded as another vision floated on the surface of her makeshift scrying bowl, a sharp pain in her feet and instinct told her these images came from another source – a less friendly source. Fire and smoke flitted in front of her eyes, a castle under siege. Geraldine tried to move but found herself staring into the cold, dead eyes of a black clad warrior. Her heart skipped several beats, ‘Sarah Tremayne is dead’ the words screamed in her mind. His words almost undid her, but this was not her first rodeo. Gripping the stone bowl tightly, she returned the icy glare and letting the breath she had been holding go, she gave him a knowing smile. “Are you sure?” she said.

Before he could respond Geraldine dropped a clear quartz crystal into the water just as a dark film began to creep in from the edges. Another gust of wind carried a keening noise around the four women, whipping their hair and clothes in a frenzy. Geraldine felt her knees give way. 

Maude, Rachel and Brenda rushed in to catch Geraldine.

“I’m fine, leave me be...”

The three stepped away, aware of the importance of doing what you are told, especially when those orders are coming from an unhappy witch like Geraldine. Massaging her temples Geraldine considered the three women, with a glance at the barely-there essence of Sarah she straightened herself up. This was not the time to go to pieces. 

“From what I could see she is alive and well, she was on a ship that looks as if it were from hereabouts and headed northwest. From the looks of the clothes and the boat I would hazard a guess she is sometime after the Romans, earlier though I think...” said Geraldine, “but then there was a stone circle between a lake and mountains, and a boat from the Otherworld full of warriors. They were looking for Sarah, but she wasn’t there, she was at another stone circle and then she vanished, and...” she was about to tell them about the siege and the black clad warrior’s words, but Rachel interrupted.

“She has passed into the Otherworld; she must be trying to reach the Island via the lands of the Tuatha de Danann and that is why her essence is fading. It is almost impossible to keep the link between the two parts of self when one goes into the Otherworld.”

“She was in the company of two warriors, whose shadows were not human, they looked almost wolf like.” Geraldine wasn’t aware she had spoken out loud.

“Faoladh,” said Brenda.

“Who?”

“Faoladh, they are an ancient wolf-clan who are or were the sworn protectors of the Mhyres an Loor. They have a complicated history...” Brenda trailed off; she was pretty sure this was not the time to get into that side of the story.

“Well at least she’s alive...” began Maude hopefully. 

But hope is a funny thing, one minute you are brimming over with it and then the next you’re left wondering where the heck all that lovely warm hope went. As one the four women felt the world sigh in resignation. Turning to the spot where Sarah’s essence lay, four hearts stopped beating.

Sarah’s essence, that faint lifeline which kept her tethered to her time and place, had completely and utterly disappeared. And with it so too, had hope...
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“What are they doing?” Asked Sarah nodding towards a group of sailors at the far end of the ship.

Dana looked over her shoulder, “they are making an offering to Lir”.

“Lir?”

“He is their god of the sea, the Greeks call him Poseidon and the Romans Neptune but for these men he is Lir,” Dana explained.

Sarah frowned. “They’re not Christians then?”

“It is possible, but men of the sea have always followed their own way. Giving offerings to the gods of the sea is a way of hedging your bets. The priests might tell them that there is only one true God but when you are out here at the mercy of the waves and currents...” Dana shrugged. Sarah nodded, in her mind’s eye she could still see the green eyes of the Viking sea god, an involuntary shudder rippled up her spine. Appeasing the gods was always a good thing especially when you were in their domain.

Sarah watched as two of the sailors leant precariously over the edge, their eyes peeled on the surface of the water whilst all of those who were able manned the oars. Sarah had no idea what was going on until Bearach had quietly explained about the danger of the shifting sand bar – of course! I know where we are...it’s called the Doom Bar in my time because of how dangerous it can and has been to sailors – and it’s the name of Dad’s favourite ale... 

Once clear of the river mouth, the tension evaporated as the captain called for the sail to be hauled up and oars stowed. Amongst all this Sarah stood with her cloak wrapped around her watching as the Cornish coast fast became a hazy smudge on the horizon.

Sarah felt the reassuring presence of Bearach and Dana, the enigmatic Faoladh warriors who had been chosen to guide her to Uragh. She had no idea what the future was going to bring, but deep in her bones she knew without a doubt that they would give their lives for her – it was a disconcerting thought and one she was not in truth, comfortable with. The Faoladh were a mystery, but one she would get to the bottom of, eventually. Pushing the thought to the back of her mind, forcing herself back into the present she tore her eyes away from the south. Now was the time to look forward and not back. Bel was forward. Turning she gazed around at the ship and the motley collection of men who made up her crew.

It was like any other trading ship that plied the waters between Britain and Eire, broad in the belly with a shallow storage area below the deck. A single mast with square sail, now full of the south easterly wind, pushed the ship through the water with ease. The crew consisted of eight in total, including a young lad and the captain, both of whom stood on a raised platform on the starboard side. The captain with a firm grip on the rudder oar, gazed intently towards the horizon. At the bow, a tarpaulin of waxed leather had been tied down to the sides to create a small and cosy shelter. In the dim interior Sarah could make out shields stacked to one side and several swords tucked away from the elements. A slight shiver ran up her back, peaceful traders they may be, but these were not always peaceful times.

Sarah felt Bearach tense, a low rumble issued from deep in his throat. Focussing her attention, she saw several of the sailors huddled together, their eyes darting in her direction. Putting a hand on Bearach’s arm she gave the men her best stare, one she had learnt from her nan – a woman well known to make the toughest men quake when she turned her gaze upon them. It did not take long before several shame-faced men decided there was something far more interesting on the other side of the small ship. 

“How long will it take to get to the coast of Eire?” Sarah asked the question to seemingly thin air, her eyes still watching the crew.

“If the gods are kind, we should be there by tomorrow morning,” a voice piped up, startling all three of them.

“Jiggers!” exclaimed Sarah, her heart jumping.

The young lad grinned cheekily at Sarah moving quickly out of the way as her two protectors reached for their weapons. Sarah could not stop the smile appearing on her face. 

“You really need to relax,” she said, her smile melting Bearach’s frown.

“We will relax when we have delivered you to the stones at Uragh,” said Dana softly.

“Yes, I am sure you will be more than happy once your duty has been discharged but we really can’t go jumping at shadows all the time, it can’t be healthy,” said Sarah.

“It is not a duty...it is a destiny. Guarding you is what the Faoladh were created for and jumping at shadows is a necessity, especially when the shadows are hunting you...” Sarah felt the smile on her face freeze. Dana was right, she was in danger, she was always in danger, and they were putting their lives on the line. For what though? Just so she could see her boyfriend. Putting it like that made it all seem so trivial...

Now that doesn’t make sense...there is something more going on here...some other plan...why would the goddess lead me here? Why was Bel on the Island?

Sarah frowned, wrapping her cloak around her even tighter as her thoughts tumbled around in her mind. A hard lump formed in the pit of her stomach as she began to realise how selfish she had been, her only thoughts had been of Bel and to be with him again. She had assumed the goddess had answered her prayers because she was special or had some influence...over a god?! Her face flamed at her own audacity. Reaching for her amulet, she let the amulet’s low and ever-present hum enter her mind, a single tear rolled down her cheek, she stared at the sea rushing by the prow.

Goddess, if you can hear my thoughts, I am sorry. I’ve been a complete arse, so caught up in my own troubles which, if truth be told, are not really troubles just the silly fantasies of silly girl. Please forgive me and show me what it is you need me to do, release Bel from this – he deserves to go home and be with his family...

Sarah waited as her silent plea to the goddess trailed off, not really expecting an answer or even a sign, but it would have been nice. After a bit she became aware of an ache in her legs and a bone numbing weariness settling over her.

“Well, I don’t know about you two, but I am knackered, do you think it would be okay for me to have a few moments of sleep?” 

“The captain has already said you can use his space under the rudder platform to rest if you need to,” replied Bearach pointing.

Sarah smiled in gratitude at Bearach who followed her to the rear of the boat. Looking gingerly at the space indicated, she was pleasantly surprised to find a tidy bunk with what looked like mostly flea free bedding. Carefully she lowered herself down, her mental voice telling her that there was nothing weird about sleeping in another person’s bunk. Closing her eyes, she heard the familiar creak of boiled leather as Bearach and Dana made themselves comfortable nearby. The rhythmic groaning of timber as the boat moved through the sea lulled Sarah quickly into sleep.

“Daughter...”

Sarah opened her eyes and found herself looking into the unfathomable eyes of a goddess.

“Do not fret daughter, you are dreaming and yet you are not.”

“That makes no sense.”

“Not in your human world, but here...all is possible.”

“I only thought that, hang on, am I thinking or speaking?”

Sarah felt the eyes smile, “Both.”

“Oh...” 

“Shall we start again?”

Her mouth dry, Sarah nodded.

“Daughter...”

“Yes, My Lady.”

“Please do not interrupt Sarah, my connection is getting weaker, I am getting weaker...”

“Sorry...”

Sarah felt the weight of a sigh, and firmly glued her lips and thoughts shut.

“I heard your plea, you are exactly where you should be...but the world is changing, there is a great imbalance and I fear for the future of all. The Island of Priestesses, the homeland of your mother is under attack and if The Dark gains access to the sacred pool all will be lost, I will be lost and thus the balance will tip too far, chaos will reign.”

“What can I do?” Sarah could not help the unbidden thought.

“Continue on this path, do not doubt yourself, have faith and hope. There are still many trials for you and Belator to undergo but know this...I have laboured long to ensure that when this moment in time arose, the world would have a worthy champion...believe in yourself Sarah for you are the product of many great women, their blood runs in your veins, their strength is yours. This is what you were born to do.”

“Are you sure you’ve got the right person? I mean, me the hero. That’s a bit mental...”
“Shh...sleep now...believe Sarah, believe...”
Sarah felt the presence of the goddess fade away and the hum of the amulet gently filled her mind as a comforting warmth passed through her body, a dreamless sleep claiming her at last. 
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Chapter Two
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“My lady! Wake up!” Dana shook Sarah’s shoulder urgently.

“I’m awake, I’m awake,” she replied groggily, pushing the other woman off, “what’s going on?” Sarah sat up, rubbing her face.

“There is a storm chasing us,” said Bearach appearing in the tight space.

“Sorry, what? A storm is chasing us?” Well, that’s new...surely not literally?

Getting to her feet Sarah was suddenly aware of the surging of the boat, finding it necessary to hold onto the supporting posts. With a frown she pushed past the two warriors and into the open. The wind tore at her cloak, icy rain pelted her face. Getting her cloak under control she looked to the horizon behind them and sure enough a large black cloud had blotted out the sun and was rolling towards them far quicker than a cloud should. A feeling of dread washed over Sarah. 

Glancing around she saw the crew busily tying down the gear and preparing the oars. Two of the crew stood watching the captain as he and another man struggled to control the large wooden rudder. A shout from the captain and the two men began to pull down the sail whilst the remainder of the crew jumped to the oars. 

“Should we help?” she shouted at Bearach, trying to be heard above the wind.

Bearach merely nodded before striding off to lend his muscle to the oars. Dana stood tensely by Sarah’s side, her hand on the pommel of her sword. The two women turned to watch the approaching storm. Memories of another storm on another boat in a time not so dissimilar flooded Sarah and she wondered if she could call upon a certain Viking god again. 

I did it accidentally at Tintagel...would he listen again...or even help...

A shout from above broke into Sarah’s thoughts. Where there had been two men struggling to control the rudder there was now only one, the captain. The other man was nowhere to be seen. Without thinking Sarah rushed up the ladder, Dana following. She came up behind the captain and grabbed the rudder.

“Get back my lady! You cannot help here...” the captain shouted at Sarah. 

“He’s right, go and get Bearach, I’ll help the best I can, but we need Bearach,” Dana shouted.

Realising they were both right, this was a job for someone with actual muscles. Sarah quickly climbed back down the ladder, as her feet found the rolling deck a tattooed arm reached above her head. Sarah turned to see the usually stoic face of Bearach frowning at her.

“Stay down here and out of the way, if it starts to get rough...” Bearach began.

“I know, tie myself down, not my first unnatural storm at sea,” muttered Sarah with a grimace.

Bearach gave Sarah a brief puzzled look before continuing up the ladder. Sarah carefully picked her way around to the aft and glared at the storm that was almost upon them. Reaching for her amulet she watched as Bearach, Dana and the captain struggled to stop the boat from turning. She knew that if the boat was to turn with its broader sides facing the increasingly large waves the only outcome was either a swamped boat at best or at worst a capsized boat. Neither were conducive to staying alive.

She could feel the Thor amulet underneath her own moon amulet; should I? What’s the worst that could happen? 

As she silently argued with herself about the wisdom of calling upon a Viking god (who in essence only needed one person to believe for them to exist – and in this case that one person was Sarah) the full force of the unnatural storm fell upon them. The shock of it swept Sarah off her feet and she suddenly remembered she was supposed to have tied herself down.

On her hands and knees, she crawled and slipped the few paces to the side of the boat, wedging herself between two of the ribs. Her eyes darting from the three struggling with the rudder, to the men on the oars which to her eyes seemed to be pointless, and then to the prow of the boat as each new wave threatened to engulf it. As she watched a sort of pattern began to emerge. The men on the oars were rowing with a purpose each dip done in unison and timed to make the most of their push. Sarah felt a sense of relief wash over her; this was an experienced crew – it’s going to be okay...

And then it went dark.

Darker than night.

From within the darkness came the sound of a thousand, thousand guttural voices baying for death.

Screams of dismay and fear echoed around the crew.

Sarah felt fear clutch at her insides, she clenched her eyes shut waiting for the end.

“Believe Sarah...believe...”

The words of the goddess echoed in her mind and some of the fear melted away, her hand still clutched her amulet, its hum faint. Fumbling for the Mjolnir, her eyes shut, she focussed her thoughts.

Thor? Ummm are you there? If you are please help...

It sounded pathetic even to herself and from the sound of the manic laughter there was someone else out there who thought so too. Mentally, Sarah took a deep breath, this was not a time for uncertainty. 

Okay...Thor! I will find the best bull in all of Eire and sacrifice it to you, better still I will sing your praises to all who would listen, you will have more followers than any of your brothers or sisters and you will be known as the first of the Viking gods...please we...I need you!

A loud crack of thunder overhead had Sarah almost jumping out of her skin, her eyes flew open as bright shaft of lightening lit the sky. It was enough to cause the darkness to retreat a little, at least now they could see. Although she did, for a moment, wonder if the darkness had been a blessing for all around her, she could see nightmarish figures of smoke and mist. She swiftly concluded that only she could see these creatures of the dark who appeared to not be able to cause physical harm in this world, at least for the moment. But it did not stop the crew from feeling and knowing they were under attack by something ‘other’.

Another loud crack of thunder that shook her teeth heralded the arrival of a god, the wind whipped around the boat, causing it to lurch madly, waves crashing over the sides. Above the tumult Sarah heard the shouts of panicked men, her eyes sought out Bearach and Dana who were clinging to the rudder like a lifeline. Helplessly Sarah watched as two of the crew were thrown from the boat as the oar, they were holding gave up its battle against the waves. 

“Enough!” she yelled futilely. 

Silence fell.

Sarah stared wide eyed around her – did I do that? – she thought. The wind and waves had calmed and yet she could still hear and feel the rage of the storm. It was not finished with them, with her.

“We are in the eye of the storm!” yelled the captain, as men scrambled to prepare themselves for a second onslaught. 

Sarah peered intently at the churning black clouds, her heart in her mouth, she could see the figures within. A battle was raging around them, thunder and lightning against the darkness, she could not tell who was winning. Clutching her Mjolnir, “Come on Thor” she whispered. The calm began to fade as the waves once more built up and the clouds of darkness moved ever closer. Sarah had a horrible feeling the battle was not going Thor’s way.

A weak shout from beyond the boat caught Sarah’s attention, a pale, terrified face bobbed around in the now churning sea. Grabbing a coil of rope, she quickly tied one end off on a hook and threw as hard as she could. She watched as he tried to reach the rope, willing him to have the strength. Finally, he managed to grab the rope and Sarah started to pull the man towards the boat, her arms complaining at the unexpected muscle use. 

Note to self...strength training...need...more...muscle...

Slowly he inched closer to the relative safety of the boat. Panting with exertion Sarah was wondering how on earth she was going to pull the man over the side when she felt another behind her also pulling. Turning she found Dana lending her strength to the task and with a grim nod the two women kept pulling. At last, a hand reached up to clutch the rail of the boat and Sarah leant forward to help pull the man onboard.

Looking down into the eyes of the man she had just saved from certain drowning it was a surprise to see him grinning manically at her. 

“It’s too late, your god has lost,” he said as suddenly the dark storm hit them with a vengeance. “The Dark says hello Sarah Tremayne,” he whispered grabbing her arm and pulling her over the side into the dark waters of the Atlantic.
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Chapter Three
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Icy waters enveloped Sarah in inky darkness, the shock of the cold water taking her breath away as she began to sink far below the waves. 

This is not happening...damn, damn, damn! I should be panicking, why am I not panicking? I am going to drown if I don’t do something...

In the blackness it was hard to tell which way was up, with a silent prayer to the goddess, Sarah tried to push herself towards what she assumed was the surface. With a determined kick of her legs, she slowly began moving in what she hoped was the right direction. Suddenly her head broke the surface, her burning lungs filling gratefully with fresh air. Her joy was short lived as a hand clamped onto her ankle and in a moment of panic, she realised the man she had tried to save was once more dragging her back down into the watery depths. Using her heel, she kicked at the fingers which were clamped around her ankle like a bony manacle. After several kicks she felt him release her as the metal tang of blood mixed with the salt of the sea. 

Trying not to worry about what that meant, Sarah once more kicked frantically towards the surface. It felt as if the sea had decided to claim her and there was no use in fighting. Briefly she thought about giving in, to just let it happen – why fight the inevitable... As quickly as the thought came, it went as the eyes of the goddess appeared in her mind, reminding her why she was doing this, why she was fighting and why she would never give up. Even if her lungs felt like they going to burst.

Remembering a long-ago swimming lesson in a cold school pool, she quickly removed her cloak letting it float away and instantly felt lighter. A firm kick confirmed it had been that (and the servant of The Dark) which held her in a downward trajectory. Several kicks later her head burst through the surface of the sea. Taking a deep breath, filled with gratitude, she tried to get her bearings but all around her the world had turned to water and noise. 

The ship was nowhere to be seen.

Now what? Do I swim? Damn...damn...damn...

Just as she was wondering what to do a large section of what looked suspiciously like a ship’s timber bounced into her from the side, grabbing it gratefully with both hands and using the last of her strength, she hauled herself onto it. She was not its only passenger. Dana looked into Sarah’s eyes, her face said much but they were both too exhausted to speak. Conversation took a backseat to the simple act of staying alive. Holding on tightly as the waves and wind continued to wreak havoc, she realised that she was in fact clutching the remains of what had been the ship as more bits of wreckage swirled around her. Tears fell silently down her face. She could not see any other survivors. No Bearach. Not another soul. Just her and Dana alone in the churning sea. 

Everyone dead and it was her fault as guilt washed over her, she looked away from Dana – Bearach had been her mate, instinctively she knew that, and it was her fault he was dead. She also knew that the storm was not natural, it had been a product of The Dark whose powers it seemed were getting stronger. Never had it so openly attacked her. Somewhere deep inside Sarah felt a white-hot anger building. 

Everyone gone, just because it wanted to stop me, stop me from getting to Bel...it wanted to stop me from getting to Bel! 

The penny dropped. 

Bel was important and so was she – they were important, together. Only together could they defeat the chaos and bring balance. A warmth settled over Sarah at this thought, the amulet hummed quietly in agreement. Bringing her gaze up to meet Dana’s eyes her own tear-filled eyes radiated with anger. Dana nodded and reached out for Sarah’s hand giving it a tight squeeze.

Right then, just got to survive this first and then we can kick some ass!

Hours passed, or at least that was what it felt like, her earlier anger had kept the cold away but now her teeth were chattering and although logic said that she had hands and feet, the lack of feeling in them had her doubting herself. Sarah knew hypothermia was going to be a real problem and soon. Dana though seemed to be made of sterner stuff but even she was beginning to succumb to the freezing temperatures. Thankfully, the storm had abated somewhat, the waves settling (sort of) and the dark clouds with their misty monsters had moved on. But the rain continued to fall in heavy sheets, increasing their misery tenfold.

“Land! I see cliffs in the distance,” they were the first words the other woman had spoken.

Sarah twisted around to look where Dana had pointed, she could not see anything except more water. 

“Are you sure? I can’t see a thing.” 

Dana gave Sarah a baleful stare, “Sorry, didn’t mean to doubt you, I mean obviously your eyesight is much better than mine...”

“Move to my side and we will kick together, it is lucky for us that the current seems to be going in the right direction,” said Dana shifting over to make room for Sarah.

Again, for what seemed like hours both Dana and Sarah kicked, then rested, then kicked again until the smudge of land became more definable. Finally, Sarah ran out of fuel.

“I can’t Dana, I’m literally running on empty...” she gasped as her legs trailed uselessly behind her.

Dana’s face reflected Sarah’s own pain, she closed her eyes briefly; “I too am almost at my end, perhaps the current is now enough to get us to land.”

Lifting her head, Sarah could see the cliffs were close, so close she could almost make out the stunted bushes of a windswept coast. Slumping back over the timber of their giant flutter board, she turned her head to look at Dana. 

“Dana? I’m sorry about Bearach,” she said quietly.

“He is not dead.” 

Sarah frowned, “How can you be so sure? Sorry, that sounded callous.”

“I am his mate, I would know if he has travelled the path to the underworld,” Dana’s steadfast confidence gave Sarah a small spark of hope.

The two young women lapsed into silence; their energy spent. It was now up to the gods whether or not they survived. Frozen hands clutched the wood as both willed themselves not to let go. Sarah’s eyes began to droop as a bone numbing weariness washed over her, right now all she wanted was a warm bath, a hot cup of tea and twenty-four hours of uninterrupted sleep. The sound of screaming gulls brought her back from her reverie with a start, reminding her she was not yet safe. Summoning the energy to look around she realised that although the current had pulled them towards the land, a new danger had presented itself.

Unlike in the movies there was no pleasant sandy beach to wash up on, instead just dark looming cliffs and the sound of waves smashing against rocks getting louder as they drifted nearer. 

“Suggestions?” said Sarah giving Dana a nudge and pointing.

Dana’s silence spoke volumes.

“The swell is pushing us towards the rocks, Dana, we’re going to have to leave the raft and try swimming...” even as she spoke another wave picked up the raft pushing them ever closer. 

Dana nodded, “I agree. Can you see that ledge, beside it there appears to be a gap in the cliff?”

Sarah squinted, “Just...”

“Make for the ledge, the gap may lead up onto the plateau,” Dana paused, “but let us get a little closer first.”

Sarah began moving her joints, rolling her shoulders and ankles, trying to breathe life into stiff, cold muscles. She said a silent prayer to whoever was listening as she kept one eye on Dana and the other on the looming cliff face. When Dana slipped fully into the water but still held onto the raft of timber, Sarah followed suit. The pair treading water for a bit, then with a grim nod from Dana they pushed the raft away from them.

Immediately the swell had hold of them as Sarah struggled to keep her head above the water. Every time she went under so came the temptation to give up, to stop fighting but she could not. A part of her would not let her give up, so she kept fighting and eventually she felt herself winning as her body found extra reserves. She had no idea where Dana was or even how she was faring, there was only space to think of herself.

Eyeing up the rocks nearest to her, she knew instinctively that timing would be everything. She heard the next wave surge building behind her, hoping it was not too strong she braced herself as the wave’s momentum hurled her onto the ledge that Dana had pointed out. Adrenaline coursed through her body; her hands searched for something, anything to hold onto. She felt the wave drag her down the rock face but eventually she stopped clinging onto the jagged rocks and with her last bit of strength pulled herself up onto the ledge and sat with her back against the cliff. Taking deep gulps of breath, she watched as the next wave approached. Thankfully, the ledge was just out of reach of all but the biggest waves. Looking around for Dana, Sarah was relieved to see her mere metres away from her position. Crab like Sarah crawled to her.

“Well, that was fun,” she said.

“You have a strange notion of fun, Daughter,” said Dana.

“I was being sarcastic or flippant, not sure which, I guess there’s a fine line between the two...” Sarah trailed off uselessly, the look on Dana’s face was enough to shut her up.

“We should move,” said Dana as she pushed herself gingerly to her feet, her back firmly against the rock face.

Sarah nodded, wondering if her body would obey her – my legs feel like jelly, by arms ache and I probably look like I’ve been in a cat fight to
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