
Chapter One 

			The Debrek London mansion was alive with the sounds of laughter and happy chatter. How things had changed in such a short time. It was only a few weeks since the Debrek vampire clan fought the malevolent witch Anka and her followers at Stonehenge.

			Anka had disappeared into the night with her people, and the Debreks were coming to terms with what lay ahead.

			Everyone knew this was the calm before the storm. War was coming in the paranormal world between those that wanted to live in harmony with humans, and those that saw humans as merely dirt beneath their boots, inferior, and only fit for serving the nefarious side of the paranormal world.

			Bhal scanned the room but found her gaze settling on one woman. Being in a roomful of people and only seeing one person was a growing occurrence for Bhaltair. She was a Celtic warrior, bound by honour to protect the Debrek clan and, more specifically, its current head—Byron Debrek.

			But more and more it was the other Debrek sibling that caught her attention, Byron’s younger sister, Serenity. She stood at the other side of the room, standing with Alexis and her blood bond, Katie, and a couple of other friends. But although their conversation was lively, Sera was not present. She had checked out from their conversation a while ago.

			Tonight, Byron was throwing a drinks party in honour of her parents’ visit home, and to officially welcome her cousin Torija back into the fold. The former Dred clan leader had turned against her clan and the darkness when she and Daisy became blood bonded and fell in love.

			Bhal kept her eyes on Sera as she put her half-drunk glass of champagne on the tray of a server and walked over to the drinks cabinet to pour a glass of malt whiskey.

			Before Bhal could think about it, she was walking over to Sera. “Can I have a top-up?”

			Sera gave her a hard stare, then filled up her glass. Sera and Bhal had a rocky relationship. It had been Bhal’s duty to train Byron and Sera in combat up to the age of eighteen, when they became full-blown born vampires.

			The Debreks, unlike other vampire clans, had the ability to procreate, with each generation being stronger than the last. They remained mortal but with increased strength and speed until they were eighteen years old, when they had the choice to remain human or to be reborn as a born vampire at their ascension ceremony.

			Byron, firstborn and most powerful daughter of her parents, Michel and Juliana, apprenticed to her father for a long, long time before taking over as Principe and letting her parents retire.

			She had been a dream to train, taking instruction and practicing religiously. Sera, on the other hand, did not take kindly to instruction. She argued, talked back, and was generally a pain in the arse.

			Despite this, Bhal always tried to take care of her, but this never went down well. It frustrated her that Sera had so many gifts, was so capable in combat—although she would be better if she had taken her lessons seriously, and she was intelligent, but she chose to spend most of her immortal life partying and trying to have fun.

			“Is there something you want, Bhal?” Sera said.

			“No, not really. I just wanted a top-up and to see if you were all right.”

			“Wow. I should get kidnapped more often, then maybe you’d have cared about my feelings before now.”

			In an effort to show her sister that she was valuable and worthy of responsibility, Sera had gone against Byron’s orders and used her initiative when pursuing their enemy Anka. It got her imprisoned and threatened the lives of the humans Anka had taken hostage.

			“Of course I care…” Bhal’s words trailed off as Sera just walked away from her. The night Sera was captured was the night everything changed for Bhal. The fear she felt that night broke something inside her.

			Before, her concern was to protect Sera as a Debrek, but now it was all the more personal, and Bhal didn’t like to think about the reasons too much. But whatever it was, Bhal worried about Sera every time she went out, which was a lot more than she used to, and found herself gazing at her, memorizing every part of her—Sera’s silky blond hair, her blue eyes, and her petite nose.

			But like Bhal, Sera seemed to have changed from that night. Her eyes had tired, dark shadows around them, something that shouldn’t be seen in a vampire.

			The normal sparky, annoying Serenity Debrek was replaced by a slumped, sad vampire, but even still, that haunted look could not disguise her beauty. Nothing ever could.

			“I think I can guess what you’re thinking.”

			It was the Grand Principe, Michel, Byron and Sera’s father. Bhal almost jumped at being caught gazing at his daughter.

			“Sorry, Grand Principe?”

			“You’ve noticed something isn’t quite right with my little girl.”

			“She does not seem her usual self, Michel.”

			Michel poured himself a drink. “I think Sera is a little bit lost.”

			“Lost?” Bhal asked.

			“Look at Byron. She was born to this role.” Michel pointed over to Byron who had an arm around Amelia and was laughing with Juliana, Torija, and Daisy.

			“Byron’s had her ups and downs, but she’s always had a clear purpose, to be Principe of the clan. Sera’s never had that. She doesn’t know her place.”

			“I see what you mean. Life without purpose, far more immortality without purpose, is empty.”

			“Exactly. Byron strides through life with a clear purpose, to lead. She hasn’t meant to do it, but Sera has been washed to the side in her wake,” Michel said.

			Bhal nodded. “She needs purpose.”

			“Yes, but purpose cannot be given. It must be sought and found.”

			Bhal got the feeling that Michel had some request hidden in this conversation. “Would you like me to do anything, Grand Principe?”

			“Byron has had one other blessing bestowed on her.” Michel pointed to her chest. “You, Bhaltair.”

			“I’ve always tried to be there for both of them, Michel.”

			“I know, but Byron was your priority as clan leader. It’s only natural, it was your job, just as I was the priority when I was in Byron’s position. But I want to ask you a favour.”

			“Anything.”

			“Leave Byron to the Duca and watch out for Sera. Make her your priority.”

			Little did he know, Sera had slowly become her priority for some time now.

			“Of course, Grand Principe.”

			* * *

			Feeling alone in a roomful of people wasn’t something Serenity Debrek had become aware of until recently. But here in the Debrek drawing room, surrounded by her clan and close family, she felt it keenly.

			Sera gulped down a mouthful of whiskey and felt the pleasant burn. She turned around and took another sip of the liquid, hoping it would make some part of her mind duller. It didn’t, not this anyway. Her parents were cooing over the seven months pregnant Amelia and Sera’s sister, Byron.

			They were even showering the prodigal vampire, Victoria—or Torija as she was now called—with praise. Sera had accepted Torija just as Byron wished—after all, Torija’s blood bond was Daisy, one of Sera’s good friends. If Daisy said she’d changed and been forgiven by her victims, then she trusted Daisy’s judgement.

			It simply galled Sera that Torija was fawned over and given important tasks and responsibilities, while she was constantly overlooked. But then, if she was given a chance, she would probably fail like the last time.

			Byron had left her in charge of the home and their family, after repeated asking from Sera, while Byron was on a mission, and she’d messed up. She left their home and was taken on a wild goose chase, only to be taken hostage herself.

			Sera had failed, but then surely she could do better. The thing was, Byron would never give her a chance now. She looked over at her father, who was now deep in conversation with Bhal.

			She’d caught Bhal looking over a few times, no doubt her dad and Bhal discussing her failings. The whiskey she was drinking wasn’t quietening her thoughts or the urge for something better to do the job. Sera had enough. She downed the rest of her whiskey in one gulp and slipped quietly out of the room then out the door without telling her guard, Henri.

			Sera was going to the only place she could find that one better thing.

			




Chapter Ten 

			Anka was led by a security officer into the archaeology department of the historic Sorbonne in Paris. The building itself gave her the feel of entering a place of excellence, a place where the best brains could help her find what she needed.

			Asha, two vampires, and a shifter walked behind her. The security guard looked quite concerned at the look of their little band, but with a quick incantation, he was leading Anka right to the person she wanted to see.

			He opened the double doors ahead of them. “This is the library. You will find Professor Beaufort in here.”

			The library was stunning. It had a high curved ceiling with gold and white plaster and cornices, and tall windows. Rows of dark wood tables lay in lines, and each space at the table had an ornamental glass lamp.

			It wasn’t too busy, and Anka quickly spotted the woman she was looking for, at the back of the room.

			“Asha? Spread yourself and our guards around the room. I will speak to the professor myself.”

			“Yes, Madam.”

			Anka glided to the back and stood beside a woman in her late fifties. “Professor Beaufort?”

			The woman looked around slowly and her eyes went wide. “You…”

			“Yes, I’m Madam Anka. I see you remember me, Marie.”

			“How could I forget, Madam.”

			The last time she had dealings with Marie was when she was looking for the ring with the large stone, which now sat on her finger. Balor had told her of the ring that could steal the power from any paranormal.

			It had helped her open a portal to the other side so that she could retrieve Gilbert’s soul, but opening the void that Balor had called his prison for millennia was an altogether different matter.

			“I would like to talk to you, my good friend, Dr. Beaufort. As a professor of ancient history, I think you could give me the information I need.”

			Professor Beaufort shut her books and stood. “I’m sorry, I have a class to get to.”

			Anka put her hand on her shoulder and Professor Beaufort fell back to the seat. “I think it would be best if you sat and talked to me, Professor. If you look around, you’ll see I have my people around the room. I think you should talk to me civilly—or we can do it the hard way.”

			“Yes, of course. Please sit down,” Professor Beaufort said.

			“Good answer, Marie.”

			Once Anka sat, she flourished her hand, and a shimmer surrounded them. “Now we can talk in private. No one will hear our conversation.”

			Marie looked pale and scared. “How can I help?”

			“I’m looking for some artifacts, ancient artifacts, and I knew you could help me.”

			“What period are we talking about?” Maria asked.

			“That is what I don’t know. The information I have is that artifacts or keys were created from a stone of Anu?”

			“Anu?” Marie asked.

			Anka nodded. “Does that mean anything to you?”

			“In Sumerian, Anu is the divine personification of the sky, king of the gods and father of the gods. It also refers to the Anunnaki, a pantheon of deities of Mesopotamia. In Europe Anu becomes Danu, an ancient Celtic Goddess, and in Hinduism she is the primordial Goddess.”

			“If Anu is a God or Goddess in many cultures, then surely there must be some truth to it?”

			Marie wrung her hands nervously. “I would have said you were crazy, that it was shared culture, but now I know that a powerful witch exists, so who knows?”

			Anka crossed her legs and smiled. “There is much more than me, Marie. I want you to study these myths, as humans have written them down, and find out anything that could be as I’ve described.”

			“Artifacts or keys that open a portal?”

			“That’s it, and where they could be now,” Anka said.

			“How will I contact you?”

			Anka smiled. “We have your number, and your address. You’ll be contacted regularly.” She stood up and said, “Happy hunting, Dr. Beaufort, for your sake.”

			* * *

			Byron walked into the conference room at a fast pace, followed by Alexis, Torija, and some of her senior vampires.

			She sat down and unlocked the tablet she was carrying. “Right, we have a busy day—our video conference and the visit to the department that I’ve been called to.” Byron looked at her watch. “We have five minutes to the call. Now, Torija, I think it’s best if you stay here with Amelia and Daisy today. The department might be a little too spooked if I turn up with the former Dred Principe.”

			“I’d rather stay close to Daisy and Amelia in any case,” Torija said.

			Byron could see Torija had lost some of her arrogant confidence since meeting her father again. She was scared of losing Daisy, just as she was with Amelia.

			“Who has confirmed, Principe?” Alexis asked.

			“The BaoBhan Sith, the Northern and Southern fae tribes, a representative of the some of the UK covens, and the shifters, plus the friendly packs from Britain and North America—the US based Wolfgangs, the English Ranwolfs, the Irish Filtiaran, the Welsh Blaidds.”

			“Let’s hope that they are willing to help. We’re going to need them,” Alexis said.

			“We will. Now Bhal is going to be with Sera for the time being, so I need you, Alexis, to liaise with Wilder and the Samhain warriors while she is with her.”

			“Yes, Principe.”

			Byron looked at her watch. “It’s time.”

			She connected to the video call.

			The screen populated with lots of different boxes. Some she knew well—most notably her cousin Angelo, Kenrick from the Scottish Wulver wolf pack, and Dante Wolfgang from the American wolf pack—some she had only made contact with recently.

			“Good morning. Thank you for joining us. We in the paranormal world are facing more danger than we ever have before, and I wanted to bring you up to speed with what we know so far, and hopefully gain your support.”

			Kenrick put up her hand. “You will always have the Wulvers’ support.”

			Then Dante Wolfgang followed up with, “And we will always support our Wulver cousins.”

			This was a good start, but then the leader of a fae tribe said, “Look, can we stop licking the vampire’s arse and hear what she has to say?”

			Now it’s started. This was going to take all of her diplomacy.

			* * *

			The Sanctuary in the afternoon wasn’t quite as atmospheric as night-time, but hopefully Bhal and Sera would be more able to talk to its patrons.

			Bhal led Sera into the club, constantly scanning the area for anything that might cause Sera any problems. Now that they knew some of what Anka was planning, they knew she wouldn’t hesitate to try to take a Debrek out of the fight.

			Bhal turned around to check on Sera. She was worried about her health. Although they knew little about the effect of Anka’s drug on a vampire, far less a born vampire, she’d expected her to be feeling better than she was. Sera had taken some water from Bhal this morning before going to feed, but Bhal could see the suffering in her eyes. They arrived at the bar, but Slaine wasn’t there.

			One of the female bar staff approached them. She bowed her head to Sera. “Ms. Debrek. How can I be of service?”

			Bhal could tell she was a young turned vampire. Turned vampires looked up to the Debreks. They were considered royalty within the vampire community.

			“We’re looking for a necromancer. His name’s Idris, he drinks in here a lot.”

			“No, I haven’t seen him. Do you want me to check with Slaine?”

			“That would be good, thanks.”

			When she went into the back office, both of them ordered a drink with one of the other servers.

			Bhal watched Sera’s hand tremor when she took a drink. “Are you all right?”

			“I’m fine. Don’t fuss, Bhal.”

			Bhal sighed. She couldn’t seem to say the right thing today. She had thought they had an understanding, but since this morning, Bhal felt like she was pushing her away again.

			Slaine came out and said, “Sera, Bhal, good to see you.”

			Bhal let Sera take the lead. “Hi, Slaine. We’re looking for that guy Idris. Has he been in?”

			Slaine came closer and said in a low voice, “No, I haven’t seen him since Bhal spoke to him in here.”

			“I must have spooked him,” Bhal said.

			Slaine nodded. “I think he was purposely directing my customers to that No Such Place. I’ve heard bad things have gone on there.”

			Bhal saw Sera stiffen at the mention of the club.

			Sera stood and said, “I’m going to the toilets.”

			Bhal made a move to follow her, but Slaine said, “Bhal, can I have a word?”

			She had to let her go. “Aye.”

			“The word on the grapevine is that your Principe had a meeting of all the friendly packs, covens, and tribes.”

			Bhal trusted Slaine so she nodded. “Aye, she did. There’s likely to be a battle ahead. A battle between good and evil, you could say.”

			“Madam Anka and her followers?”

			“Aye, she wants to turn this world into one led by the so-called God she follows, kill or enslave the humans, and cause a civil war among the paranormals.”

			“I’d heard rumours, but I hoped it wasn’t so serious. Please tell Byron that my family and I will stand shoulder to shoulder with you in the fight.”

			“I will. Thank you, Slaine.” Bhal gave her a warrior’s handshake.

			Slaine went to serve another customer, and Bhal sipped her drink. She looked at her watch. Sera had been a long time.

			She didn’t want to suffocate Sera, but she needed to keep her safe. Bhal downed the last of her drink and walked towards the door that led down to the toilets. The stairs seemed to be a popular place to hang out, maybe because the lighting was low.

			Bhal passed people talking and a couple kissing and enjoying each other’s bodies. The music from upstairs pounded downstairs, giving the basement, along with its low lighting, a sensual feel.

			In fact the area outside the communal toilets was filled with couples caught up in the feel of the place, even though it was only the afternoon. Down here was so cut off from the outside, it felt like it was two in the morning.

			When she walked into the toilets, she saw Sera standing at the washbasins, staring into the mirrors, her body shaking.

			“Sera?”

			A woman came out of one of the other cubicles and went to wash her hands. When Bhal gave her an intense stare, she didn’t stop to dry her hands and rushed out of the toilets. Bhal moved next to Sera.

			“Sera, what’s wrong?”

			“Can’t you see what’s wrong? I look like a vampire who hasn’t had a drop of blood in a year. Why do I still look so sick?”

			Bhal knew that while Sera wouldn’t be cured mentally of her addiction yet, she had hoped that she would at least look and feel better. “It’s going to take time. We know virtually nothing about the effect of this drug on a born vampire. Give it more time.”

			Sera pushed her fingers into her scalp and pulled her hair. “It feels like rats are nibbling the ends of my nerves all over my body.”

			Bhal took Sera’s hand. “Follow me.” She pulled her into one of the toilet cubicles. “I’ll give you more water.”

			While Bhal took out her hip flask Sera said, “What if I end up addicted to you—to your water? It makes me feel good.”

			“I know that won’t happen. You’d have to spend all your time around me if that was the case, and I know you won’t want to do that.”

			Sera put her hands under Bhal’s palm. Bhal thought that she couldn’t stand her, but that wasn’t true. Sera had seen the warrior in a completely different light. She was kind, loyal, and caring. Sera supposed Bhal had always been like that, she’d just never taken the time to get to know her, which was a strange thing to say since Sera had been alive centuries.

			Sera sipped the water from Bhal’s hands and almost immediately felt the rush all over her body. It was like a clear, spring stream washing over the ends of her nerves, making them calm and renewing her energy.

			“How does that feel?” Bhal asked her.

			Sera experienced such a high, not an unnatural high like when using the Malum, but simply from feeling better.

			She couldn’t help grasping Bhal’s cheeks. “It feels good.” Sera heard the thump, thump of the music and had an idea. “Let’s go and dance.”

			“What?”

			She held Bhal’s hand tightly and dragged her upstairs.

			“I don’t dance,” Bhal said.

			“Why do you always have to be joyless, Bhal? I’m dancing anyway.”

			She made her way onto the floor and left Bhal at the bar. The dance floor only had a few couples on it since it was only the afternoon. Sera didn’t care. She felt better than she did ten minutes ago and wanted to enjoy it. She danced on her own, losing herself in the low, pounding beat. It wasn’t long before a female werewolf joined her and started dancing with her.

			The werewolf put her hands around Sera’s waist, and they undulated together, losing themselves in the music. Sera smiled at the wolf. She was having fun, and she would enjoy every second before she felt ill again.

			Sera saw the were’s eyes turn yellow and she bared her teeth, then a second later she let Sera go and walked away. Bhal was beside her the next second.

			“I will dance with you.”

			Sera was surprised. Bhal must have scared the werewolf away with a look.

			“I don’t dance. Teach me,” Bhal said.

			Sera did not expect her to say that. Before she changed her mind, Sera took Bhal’s hands and placed them on her hips, then wrapped her arms around Bhal’s neck.

			“Now just move. Like me.” Bhal was stiff at first. “Look in my eyes, not at my feet, and just relax.”

			She did as was asked and Sera was met with Bhal’s green eyes. Sera saw and felt so much in those eyes. The pounding music faded, and she heard the unmistakable sounds of the forest. The sound of the birds singing, the smell of the fresh air, the smell of wood burning, and the crackle of the fire. Most of all she felt serenity, and all of that in one look into Bhal’s eyes.

			Sera shook her head and gulped hard as her body reacted. Those eyes had always been there, Bhal had always been there, but she had never taken the time to slow down her life and look at what was right in front of her.

			Bhal’s lips parted when Sera tenderly caressed her neck with her nails. Sera’s mouth watered at the thought of sinking her teeth into her strong neck. It had been so long since she’d felt the satisfaction of feeding.

			They hardly swayed now, but there was no gap between them. Their hips were pressing against each other, and both were bringing the faces closer together.

			I need to kiss her. I need it, Sera thought.

			To kiss her and taste her was everything that she needed in that moment. More than the drug she was addicted to, more than the life-giving water that Bhal gave her.

			“Your eyes are red,” Bhal said.

			Of course they were red. Sera wanted her and wanted to feed on her. No, no. This is too much. Sera broke their embrace. “I need to feed. Can you take me home?”

			“Yes, but I could feed you.”

			“No,” Sera said a little too harshly.

			She wasn’t prepared to think about what that would mean. She had to get away.

			Bhal stiffened and put on her stoic warrior face again.

			“Let’s go then.”

			




Chapter Eleven 

			Amelia, Daisy, and a guard of four vampires waited in the entrance hall to the Debrek mansion, while Byron gave out the orders. Magda had been in touch, having had contact with Sybil.

			Sybil was the leader of what was left of the cunning folk coven in the New Forest. She had also met and protected Amelia’s mother. Now both Daisy and Amelia had questions about their origins and what being a descendant meant.

			Magda had set up a meeting for them.

			“Torija, I want a ring of steel around Amelia and Daisy while you are away.”

			“Do you think I would do any less?” Torija said.

			Any reservations Byron might have had against Torija’s sincerity went away as soon as she proved her love for Daisy. Now Daisy was so closely linked with Amelia, Byron knew that Torija would protect them with her life. Others in the clan were slower to trust her.

			She turned to her vampires and pointed at them. “You follow every order Torija gives you, understand?”

			“Yes, Principe,” they said in unison.

			“Don’t worry, Byron,” Amelia said, “we’ll be fine.”

			“I wonder why she wants to meet in Highgate Cemetery?” Byron asked.

			“I’m sure there’ll be a good explanation. Now let us go, and you get off to your appointment.”

			While Amelia was meeting Sybil, Byron had been invited to the MI5 building, which housed the department, the section that monitored paranormals.

			Amelia kissed Byron on the cheek. She understood Byron’s fear, but she had to step out on her own if she was to reach her potential and stand against Anka.

			“Let’s go.”

			Amelia, Daisy, and Torija went into the back seat of the blacked-out people carrier waiting at the front door.

			Torija turned around and said to the driver, “Stop at the first flower shop you see.”

			Amelia saw the driver hesitate, but Torija nodded yes to him in the driver’s mirror.

			“Yes, Torija.”

			“Why do you need flowers, Torija?” Amelia asked.

			“For someone who is buried at Highgate cemetery.”

			“A friend,” Daisy said to Amelia.

			“No, not a friend,” Torija said sharply, “someone who needs to be remembered.”

			Amelia saw Daisy turn and stare out the window. She wasn’t happy with that reply. It wasn’t long before they stopped at a flower shop.

			When Torija got out, Amelia asked Daisy, “What is this about?”

			“She found out that Alexis’s Anna is buried there. Even though she was forgiven on the other side, she feels guilty about ordering the attack that killed her.”

			It must be a heavy burden to carry guilt like Torija did. It wasn’t as easy as saying you wanted to turn your life around.

			“How is she feeling now, about her father?” Amelia asked.

			Daisy sighed. “Troubled. That man destroys her confidence. Knowing what he put her through, it’s no surprise.”

			Daisy indicated that Torija was on her way back to the car, so they cut short their conversation.

			There were soon on their way to Highgate Cemetery. The car door was opened for Amelia and she got out.

			Highgate was a famous place in London, and not as gruesome as it sounded. This Victorian resting place was filled with gothic architecture and the resting places of many famous people, the most famous being Karl Marx. It was such an unusual cemetery that there were guided tours each day.

			As they walked through the gate, Amelia grasped Daisy’s hand. “I don’t like cemeteries.”

			“Don’t worry. There’s nothing to be frightened of. I spent nights in places like this with my Monster Hunters.”

			“Did you ever catch anything on film?” Amelia asked.

			“Flashes of light, noises. The dead didn’t want to be found, I think, unless they were troubled.”

			“That doesn’t make me feel much better, Daisy.”

			Once they were through the gates, they saw Sybil sitting on a bench with her eyes closed. “Sybil?” Amelia said.

			“Amelia? Daisy? Wonderful to see you.”

			Daisy helped her stand and the three women kissed.

			“How is baby Debrek?” Sybil touched her stomach.

			“They are good, I think. Can you tell?”

			Sybil smiled. “They are strong.”

			She turned and nodded her head to Torija. “Behaving yourself?”

			Torija smiled. “As much as I can.”

			“Come with me, ladies. I have something to show you.”

			Sybil led them through a corridor of gothic Victorian vaults, like rows of mini stone houses.

			“I’ve never seen a graveyard like this,” Amelia said. “It’s full of graves, but it’s green with trees and plants snaking around the pillars.”

			“You haven’t seen anything yet. This way,” Sybil said.

			They came to a tall archway with ivy and other plants cascading down over the top. It was carved in an Egyptian style to mimic some of the ancient Egyptian ruins.

			“This is awesome,” Daisy said.

			“It looks very old,” Sybil said, “but it is Victorian like the rest of it. It was built during what was called Egyptomania during the Victorian days. It is special. But we need to find the mausoleum at the end of this walkway.”

			They walked slowly through the Egyptian avenue and came out to be faced with a large mausoleum. The mausoleum was beautiful, as beautiful as a tomb could be. There were three sarcophagi in this space, beautifully carved and matching the white stone of the rest of the tomb.

			The walls and ceilings held coloured friezes of different scenes. There were angels above women either planting or picking plants. Then there was one woman holding bowls to the lips of the ill. Could they be witches?

			“Sybil? Are there witches buried here?” Amelia asked.

			Sybil smiled. “Well done.”

			“It was the paintings.”

			“Yes. Those that made this mausoleum couldn’t be too explicit about what they were, or they’d never have been allowed to bury them in a Christian graveyard.”

			Daisy took a step towards one of the sarcophagi and placed her hand on the top. She jumped back as if she had been burned.

			Torija was beside her in seconds. “What happened?”

			Daisy tried to get her breath back. “It was my spidey sense. Al these memories rushed at me, but there were too many all at once.”

			“Who’s buried here?” Amelia asked.

			To her surprise, Torija answered, “People who died because of my orders to attack the Debreks.” Torija set her flowers down on the cold floor, propped up against one of the tombs.

			Daisy held Torija’s hand, trying to soothe her pain.

			“Who are they?” Amelia asked.

			“Three very important witches: the leader of the London coven, Rose—Daisy’s mother, and your mother.”

			Suddenly all the strength from Amelia’s legs disappeared, and she dropped to the floor.

			When she came to and opened her eyes, she found herself in Torija’s arms while Daisy was talking loudly and gesticulating wildly.

			“Let me get you up,” Torija said.

			One of the guards helped, and Torija asked another to go and get a bottle of water from the car. Daisy joined them and put her arm around Amelia’s waist. Amelia said, “I don’t know what’s happening.”

			Daisy’s brain was overloaded with thoughts, feelings, and memories.

			“Is the baby okay?”

			“Yes, yes, it’s fine. Did Sybil really say our mothers are here?” Amelia asked.

			“Yeah, and it’s not true. My mum was buried with my dad in Scotland. I went to visit their grave every Sunday with my granny.”

			“That’s what you were supposed to think. It was very important that both your mothers and Rose were kept secret.”

			“Rose was Byron’s lover, a long time ago,” Amelia said.

			Daisy detected sadness in her voice. It wouldn’t be much fun to come face to face with your partner’s ex. Torija didn’t have relationships like that. She’d probably slept with half the Dreds, but it wasn’t something that had come up.

			“Rose came to visit my coven many years ago. She told us of her vision, that the daughters of two women would save us from the evil that threatened our world. Each was a descendant.”

			Daisy almost growled in frustration. “Would you just tell us once and for all what this is all about? I’m sick of riddles.”

			She felt Torija’s reassuring presence behind her.

			Sybil walked up to the tombs and said, “Rose told me that I must save your mother Bronte and that she and Daisy’s mum must be buried together with Rose, because here you would finish your training, and you could only do that with the power of three.”

			Daisy and Amelia went to their mothers’ tombs. Daisy saw no nameplates.

			“Why are there no names on the tombs?” Daisy asked.

			“Because we didn’t want Anka’s people to know where they were. Both of your mothers are crucial to the next stage in your powers, and how to control it. You do understand the power of three, don’t you?”

			“It’s a magic number,” Daisy said, “in witch lore, anyway.”

			Amelia looked around sharply. “What about when we are fighting Anka and Balor? We’ll only be two.”

			Sybil walked over to her and placed her hand on her baby bump. “You will be three.”

			“What? My baby? No.”

			“She will be safe. She has great power within her, both witch and vampire.”

			“She?” Amelia asked.

			They purposely hadn’t wanted to know at their scan so it would be a big surprise, but now Amelia was glad to know.

			Torija squeezed Daisy’s waist. “I can just imagine Byron’s reaction when she hears about this.”

			“Please don’t worry,” Sybil said, “and yes, you’re having a little girl. It had to be. The women coming together are very powerful.”

			Amelia looked at Daisy, feeling emotional, and said, “Byron said she’d love a little girl.”

			“Come and let’s start your final lesson,” Sybil said.

			Amelia looked unconvinced at Daisy and Torija. “Are you sure we should do this?”

			“Sybil’s not steered us wrong before, but it’s up to you. I’ll back you whatever you decide.”

			Amelia sighed. “Let’s do it.”

			“Will we find out about these visions and dreams we’ve been having?” Amelia asked.

			“Yes. Trust me. Now hold hands with Daisy.”

			Daisy reached for Amelia.

			“Look into each other’s eyes. Reach out to the other, then listen for the voices of the ancestors.”

			This they could do. Daisy and Amelia had practised this. They had come a long way. First they could only do it by closing their eyes to shut off any distractions, but not now.

			Amelia said, “One voice.”

			It was their cue to drown out the many voices of their ancestors and tune in to one voice.

			“Welcome. I am Rose. We have been waiting for you both.”

			“What do we do?” Amelia asked.

			“See a ball of light inside yourself, and when you find it, send it to meet Daisy. Then say Open the other side. We wish to meet our ancestors.”

			Amelia was better at this than Daisy as she wasn’t a witch, but Daisy tried to follow their training. She found the ball of light in her chest and forced it down her arms. When her ball met Amelia’s, a whirlwind engulfed them.

			The sound was deafening, and bits of gravel and twigs from the mausoleum floor whizzed around them. It was hard to keep holding on to Amelia, but Daisy put everything she had in to not letting go.

			“Are you ready, Daisy?”

			“Yes, go.”

			“Open the other side. We wish to meet our ancestors,” they said in unison.

			“Again,” Amelia shouted.

			“Open the other side. We wish to meet our ancestors.”

			The light grew exponentially and swallowed them whole.

			




Chapter Twelve 

			When Bhal and Sera arrived back at the house, Sera was ravenous for blood. She wanted to run upstairs for a blood bag, but Bhal had other ideas.

			Bhal helped her into the house as Sera’s own legs were weak and her body shaking. It was true that she hadn’t been feeding properly, but being so close to Bhal and hungering for her and her blood made Sera feel worse.

			“Put all your weight on me and I’ll help you down to the blood room,” Bhal said.

			“No. I just want to go to bed.”

			“You need to feed. Do you see how unwell you look?”

			“Thanks a lot. That’s just what a girl needs to hear.”

			“You know what I mean. Come on.”

			Sera pushed away from Bhal. “No. Just leave me alone, okay? I can handle this myself.”

			“Clearly.”

			Sera stumbled her way upstairs. At the top she met Katie.

			“Are you okay, Sera?”

			“I would be if Bhal would stop hovering around me.”

			Katie took her arm. “I’ll help you.”

			Sera looked back down at Bhal, who just walked away. She couldn’t help but feel guilty. I can’t handle this. Between the drugs craving, not tolerating blood, and her confusing feelings for Bhal, it was just too much.

			Once Katie helped her into her bedroom, Sera sat on the bed. Katie crouched down in front of her and stroked a strand of hair from her face.

			“What’s going on with you, Sera? I hardly see you home any more, and you seem like you’re in pain.”

			“Things are messed up. My head’s messed up, and I just don’t know what to do about it.”

			“Can you tell me what’s messed up?” Katie asked.

			Sera shook her head. “I can’t, Katie. Not this time.”

			“Does Bhal know?”

			Sera didn’t answer.

			Katie grasped her hand. “If she does, then let her help. She cares about you, Sera.”

			That was the problem. Bhal was all she could think about.

			* * *

			When the blinding light dissipated, Amelia found herself standing outside a wooden building with Daisy a few paces away.

			“What is this place?”

			People were busy walking by, some riding horses, some walking down to a busy market next to the wooden building.

			“It looks like we’ve fallen into the Middle Ages,” Daisy said.

			The dirty, muddy dress of the people did point that way, apart from the one or two who were dressed better, with fine-looking swords and helmets.

			She looked up at the sign on the wooden building and it said The Tavern.

			“The local pub?” Amelia said.

			“Looks like it. It feels like when I was watching Torija through the diary. We look so different, and nobody is noticing.”

			Daisy shivered.

			“What is it?” Amelia asked.

			“My spidey sense is saying we have to go inside.”

			Amelia raised her eyebrow. “Do we really have to?”

			“I think so. Come on.” Daisy took her hand, and they walked up the muddy path to the entrance. “Here goes.”

			They walked in and found wooden benches and tables, with rough and ready people drinking at them. Amelia looked down and saw straw on the floor.

			Daisy scrunched up her nose. “It doesn’t smell the best, does it?”

			Amelia chuckled. “No, not the best. Where is your spidey sense leading us now?”

			Daisy looked around and said, “Through to the back of the room.”

			On they walked, Amelia holding her hand over her bump protectively.

			“Look,” Daisy said.

			In the corner of the room Amelia spotted a woman looking out of place in Victorian dress, and next to her was Lucia, the Grand Duchess, matriarch of the Debreks.

			Amelia hurried over to the table, bringing Daisy with her. “Lucia?”

			“You’re here at last. At last.” Lucia stood up with the aid of a stick and hugged Amelia, before placing her hand on Amelia’s stomach. “She is strong.”

			“This is Daisy.”

			“We have met, haven’t we, young lady?” Lucia said.

			Daisy leaned in and gave her a kiss.

			“Bless you, Daisy, for saving my Victorija. You are a brave woman taking on that troublesome vampire.”

			“I love her,” Daisy said.

			Amelia looked at the woman standing next to Lucia. She was looking at her bump and smiling.

			“Can you introduce us, Lucia?” Amelia asked.

			Lucia sat back down. “Of course. Amelia, this is Rose.”

			Amelia sat down slowly. She didn’t know how she should act meeting her vampire’s ex, but her heart beat fast and her mouth dried up. She was also the woman who saved her mother, after acting on a premonition.

			Rose presented much older than her and had a warm, open smile.

			“It’s wonderful to meet you at last, Amelia.” Rose reached over and squeezed her hand. “Do not think of the past. Everyone is where they are supposed to be.”

			That relaxed Amelia. “Thank you. It’s nice to meet you too. Byron talks of you warmly.”

			“I’m so glad she has found such happiness. I always told her she would lose her heart when she least expected it, and I was right.”

			“Hi, Rose,” Daisy said.

			“Daisy, the woman who tamed Victorija Dred.”

			“I’m sorry. I—”

			Amelia could see Daisy was uncomfortable. It was Torija who had ordered Rose’s death.

			“Don’t fret, Daisy. It was my destiny to die, as it was yours to save Victorija. We need her for the battle ahead.”

			“Thank you.”

			“Where are we?” Amelia asked.

			Lucia smiled. “We are…on the other side, but you are seeing a world that happened a long, long time ago.”

			“Can we meet our mothers here?” Daisy said.

			Rose smiled. “Yes, they’ve been waiting a long time to meet you.”

			* * *

			Byron and Alexis had been waiting at MI5 reception for thirty minutes already. Byron was a patient person, but with Amelia out on her own, she was anxious to get this over with.

			“Principe, they are showing you disrespect. There is no way they weren’t ready for you when we arrived.”

			Byron crossed her legs. “It’s a power move. They are showing us that they will deal with us in their own time.”

			“They have short memories. What we did during the Second World War should be enough to show us respect.”

			“They are frightened, Alexis. The humans are losing control of the streets, and so many people are dying. We must make allowances.”

			Finally four grey-suited men approached them. The lead man said, “If you’d follow me please, Ms. Debrek.”

			When Alexis stood he held out his hand. “Ms. Debrek only.”

			“I go where my Principe goes,” Alexis snarled.

			This wasn’t worth the fight, Byron knew. “I will be fine, Duca. You stay here.”

			“But, Principe—”

			She locked eyes with Alexis and gave a straight order. “Stay, Duca. I will be back soon.”

			Byron followed the men over to the lifts and got in. It was lucky she wasn’t claustrophobic, as she was surrounded. She also noted the guns below their suit jackets.

			It amused Byron to see the weapons. They had no idea what a born vampire could do to them. She could have killed them all before the lift doors opened again, but if it made them feel safer, that was okay.

			The lift was going down for quite a while longer than she expected. Byron hadn’t met with the department in this building. During the war, she and Alexis were briefed of their missions in Churchill’s war rooms, a bunker deep below London.

			Finally the lift doors opened, and she was led down a deserted corridor. Then she was shown into what she could only describe as an interrogation room.

			“Take a seat,” one of the men said.

			She sat down on the chair next to a table in the middle of the room. Byron had no doubt she was being watched. There would be disguised cameras everywhere. Byron sighed and sat back in her chair.

			On the wall opposite was a mirror. Could this be any more clichéd?

			The door opened and Daisy’s grandmother, Margaret Brassard, came in. As far as Byron knew she worked in Edinburgh, at the Scottish section of the department.

			Byron stood politely.

			“Byron Debrek? We haven’t been introduced, although my granddaughter has told me about you. I’m Margaret Brassard.”

			Byron shook her hand. “A pleasure, Ms. Brassard.”

			“Margaret, please. Do take a seat.”

			“I understood you worked in Edinburgh, Margaret,” Byron said.

			“I do normally, but with the murders and because Daisy is involved, I was called to London.”

			“Have you been sent to soften me up, before they”—Byron pointed at the mirror on the wall—“come in?”

			“My superior will be here shortly. I just wanted to say that I’m glad Daisy is staying with you. I know she’ll be safe under your protection.”

			“Of course she will.”

			Margaret stood quickly when the door opened. She stood off to the side and a man in his late thirties took charge and a seat. A younger woman was behind him holding an iPad.

			“Thank you for coming, Ms. Debrek. My name is Josh and this is my deputy Chris.”

			Josh had an artificial air of civility, but Chris stared at her with anger in her eyes.

			“I’m always happy to cooperate with the department.”

			“Hmm. Yes,” Josh said.

			He didn’t sound convinced.

			“You know, I take it, what’s been going on up and down the country?”

			“Yes. It is tragic,” Byron said.

			Chris handed Josh the iPad. “These are some of the pictures we have of the victims.” Josh handed her the device, and she looked and scowled at the images. Josh continued, “People with bite wounds, their throats ripped out, and their bodies savaged. I want you to tell me exactly what has been going on in your community.”

			Did Byron tell them the exact truth or a watered-down version? Things were only going to worsen in the short term, before they defeated Anka, so they should be prepared for what’s to come.

			“There is a civil war breaking out in the paranormal community. Good versus evil, you might say.”

			Chris snorted. “Evil versus evil, more like.”

			Josh gave her a hard look, and she put her head down. “Tell me more.”

			“A malevolent witch called Anka is working with a
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