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The Demon of Gray Cove

	 

	When Cadwyn had anchored their boat in the little cove, the plan had been to spend the night as a storm passed and be on their way in the morning. They had been there all of an hour when the battery died, and Buck’s hackles began to rise.

	The dog’s low growl was like a bass rumble that ran under the sound of the pounding rain. Basheba rested a hand on Buck.

	“Is it you-know-who?” She looked to Cadwyn. Her husband shook his head.

	“No. This is something else,” he replied.

	Being on the sea, it was not out of left field for her to guess the Kraken had decided to make trouble for them. The demon was bound to her husband, and she had no doubt it was keeping close tabs.

	A feeling was in the air, something hard to put a finger on in any specific terms. But the dog sensed it as much as Basheba and Cadwyn did. Something inhuman was nearby. The air smelled of salt, rain, and demon.

	She went onto the deck, the rain plastering her blonde hair to her face as the wind tugged at it. Buck stood at her side, unfazed by the downpour, while Cadwyn remained below.

	The lightning in the night sky flashed blue and purple. The waves rocked the boat in a steady rhythm. She supposed they should have gone ashore, but it was too late now. If they had, maybe they never would have discovered whatever was waiting for them in the dark.

	She saw nothing. There were bluffs around the cove, and the land beyond was black and unknown in the night. If something was watching, it was hidden. It was biding its time.

	“Are you staying out there all night?” Cadwyn called up to her from the cabin.

	“Just looking,” she said.

	“Look from inside. If something wants to kill us, it can come in and dry off first.”

	She looked down at the dog. Buck growled again and stared into the night.

	Her eyes followed his to the top of a nearby bluff. The lightning flashed again and revealed a figure there, a woman with long hair, but only for an instant. There and gone.

	Basheba returned to the cabin of the boat. Buck came as well, shaking vigorously and spraying the inside while Cadwyn winced and waited until he was finished before fetching a towel.

	“See anything?” He dried the dog and then the floor and walls around him.

	“A woman on the cliffs. But just for a minute.”

	“She left?”

	“She vanished.” Basheba snapped her fingers. “Like that.”

	“That’s unexpected,” he said. “Not the worst thing I’ve seen a demon do, though.”

	“The night’s still young. She could try to disembowel us before morning.”

	“You sure know how to make the most of things,” her husband replied.

	 

	***

	 

	Nothing came for them in the night. The mysterious woman did not return, and no cursed beast set foot upon the deck of their boat. At some point, Basheba had fallen asleep, and when she awoke with the light of dawn, it was as though the night before had been a fluke, a chance encounter.

	There had been no plans to stay where they were; they had only anchored to wait out the storm. She had no desire to leave right away, though. She was not a big believer in coincidence, certainly not where demons were involved. All three of them had sensed something was off the night before. They knew how a demon felt when it was close, like electricity in the air that made your skin crawl. There was one nearby, and she knew it.

	“We should go into town and get some breakfast.” She gave Cadwyn a shake to wake up.

	“What?” he asked sleepily.

	“Breakfast. Town. There’s a dock just to starboard. We can find out what that was last night.”

	“Good morning,” he replied.

	“Get dressed.” She headed out onto the deck with Buck.

	The early morning was still damp, and she saw the bluffs shrouded in mist as the sun burned off the moisture from the night before. The deck of the boat was still wet, but there was barely a cloud in the sky. The storm had been swept away, and from the way it was shaping up, the day promised to be sunny and warm.

	It took Cadwyn about five minutes to get up to the deck, pulling a shirt over his head as he did so.

	“I can make us some coffee. We can keep heading up the coast,” he assured her.

	“There’s a demon in this town,” she said. “I want to kill it.”

	Cadwyn sighed, pulling in the anchor and nodding.

	“Breakfast and killing. Got it,” he told her.

	The little dock to the starboard had nothing tied to it, but it didn’t look like it had been there that long. The wood was new as though someone had built it within the past year. It led to a set of matching wooden stairs that were built to climb the bluff.

	Whatever had affected their battery the night before was no longer affecting it now. Basheba had not encountered a demon that temporarily shut off one’s electronics, but that didn’t mean such a thing didn’t exist. The fact that what she had seen hadn’t attacked them was what interested her more. It made her think that the demon was doing something else that night, and they were not the intended target. But that meant someone else was.

	She led the dog up the steps with her husband behind. The stairs zigzagged up the side of the bluff and came out to a small clearing on the top not far from where she had seen the woman last night.

	Buck took the lead to the spot where the woman had been, on the far side of the bluff from where they’d docked. A tiny platform was there, almost like a diving board, made from gnarled tree roots that overlooked a rocky inlet and a small beach below.

	There was no sign of the mysterious woman. The air smelled of wet grass and the ocean, nothing more. Even Buck seemed to have lost any sign of her.

	“Where’s the town?” Cadwyn looked around. There were trees behind them and little else.

	“There’s a dock and stairs; there has to be something somewhere,” Basheba said.

	There was very little. They made their way through the trees and came out the other side on a road. With nothing visible in either direction, Basheba let the dog decide, leading them to their right through the misty morning.

	It took them twenty minutes to find Gray Cove, a sleepy little village that was barely a spot on the map.

	“There’s a diner,” Cadwyn pointed out.

	“Blue Oyster,” Basheba said. “Like the cult?”

	“It’s not a cult,” her husband said, “It’s a band called Blue Öyster Cult.”

	Cadwyn then pointed to the “No Pets” sign on the door. Basheba took out Buck’s service animal vest from her backpack and put it on the dog. From the look of things, the diner had just opened before they arrived, and no one was there.

	“Sit wherever you like; I’ll be right with you,” a voice called from the kitchen.

	They chose a booth by the window where Basheba could keep an eye outside. Buck stayed under the table. It was another two or three minutes before a middle-aged woman with her hair tied back and an apron on came out of the kitchen, straightening out her uniform as she walked.

	“You folks are early risers. Just passing through?” she asked with a smile.

	“Our boat’s battery died in the storm,” Cadwyn said. “Figured we’d stay for breakfast.”

	The woman’s eyes caught the dog with them, but Basheba was quick.

	“Service dog.” She gestured vaguely around the dog’s chest. “You never know when I… you know?”

	The woman smiled awkwardly and nodded.

	“My wife has a… health condition,” Cadwyn added.

	“Sorry to hear. I can give Roddy at the shop a call to give your boat a jump if you need,” the woman offered.

	“No thanks,” Basheba answered. “We can handle it.”

	“Well alright,” the woman said. “I haven’t put the specials up on the board yet, but we’ve got a breakfast sandwich with hash browns, or pancakes, eggs, and sausage.”

	“Pancakes,” Basheba said. “And sausages. Eggs over easy.”

	“I’ll just do scrambled eggs with crispy bacon if you could, please,” Cadwyn said.

	“You got it,” the woman said. “Coffee?”

	“Yes, please,” Cadwyn said as Basheba nodded.

	The woman returned to the kitchen.

	“Quaint little town,” Cadwyn observed.

	“Yeah,” Basheba agreed.

	Despite the obscuring mist of the morning, which was slowly fading, everything about Gray Cove looked perfectly normal otherwise. She didn’t like it when that happened. She didn’t like demons that hid, putting up a smoke screen to distract from what they were doing.

	Maybe it was a petty complaint, but the hypocrisy stuck with Basheba and made her angry. At least some demons did not hide their true intentions. Some were bold enough to just be upfront and evil. She hated the ones that played puppet master from the shadows even more.

	“So, where do we look for this demon?” Cadwyn asked.

	Basheba shrugged, looking out the window as an elderly man approached the diner.

	“I was hoping Buck would have picked up on something if I couldn’t. This town hardly looks plagued, but that doesn’t mean much. You felt it as much as I did.”

	Cadwyn nodded. He was still bound to the Kraken, and though Basheba had severed the ties to herself, there had been some kind of residual effect. She felt it when a demon was around, and she was never wrong about it. Something had been in Gray Cove the night before.

	The woman returned from the kitchen with coffee for them, and promised breakfast would be just another moment. The old man from outside entered the diner a moment later and sat at the counter.

	“Morning, Bruce,” the woman said as she vanished into the kitchen. The old man grumbled something and took a seat.

	Their plates came out at the same time and the woman told them to give her a holler if they needed anything else. Then, she took the order from the man at the counter and disappeared back into the kitchen.

	“Maybe she’s the demon.” Cadwyn looked at Basheba’s breakfast. The stack of pancakes and sausages was enough for three people.

	“That woman’s a saint,” she countered, pouring syrup on the stack of pancakes.

	Cadwyn started in on his bacon as they chatted idly. They didn’t often have normal couple conversations: They never talked about dinner parties or new bathroom fixtures or investments. She didn’t even know if most people talked about those things. Too many of their conversations were about death, and demons, and how to best bring death to demons.

	Another customer wandered into the diner, not as old as the man already there, with a bald head and a goatee. He sat at the counter and talked to the woman for a moment. The woman pulled out her phone and made a call.

	“You want to check the church? Seems like the sort of place a small-town demon might want to lurk,” Cadwyn suggested.

	“Maybe,” Basheba said.

	“Must be something in the air,” the waitress said. “Their boat had the same problem.”

	She pointed at Basheba and Cadwyn, and the man at the counter turned to look at them.

	“Is that guy looking at us?” Cadwyn whispered to Basheba.

	“What guy?”

	Basheba frowned and turned to see the bald man staring back at her. She let her frown deepen and the man looked away, continuing his conversation with the waitress and the older man.

	“He seem off to you?” Basheba asked.

	“Bald guy?” Cadwyn sized the man up. “I don’t know. Has a sort of calming vibe.”

	“What does that mean?”

	“Like he’s zen. Maybe he does yoga.”

	“That’s enough!” the waitress said angrily from behind the counter. Basheba looked back in time to see the elderly man slam down his hands. She tensed and slipped a hand into her jacket, resting her fingers on the handle of her knife.

	Across the diner, the bald man glanced at her again and then focused his attention back on the older man.

	“It’s not enough,” the elderly man shouted. “I’m the one who found her like that. I seen what happened. She ain’t happy, Summer. Whole damn town knows she ain’t happy.”

	“Get out,” the waitress told him. “Now.”

	“She didn’t kill herself. You know the goddamn truth. Someone pushed that girl off the bluff.”

	“Get the hell out.” The waitress took away the man’s plate. “Before I call the sheriff.”

	The elderly man complied, grumbling as he wandered out of the diner. Basheba watched him go, eating quickly.

	“We need to follow him,” she told Cadwyn.

	“Why him?” he asked.

	“Because he was talking about a woman who died going over a cliff, and I saw a woman disappear on a cliff last night.”

	Cadwyn ate quickly while his wife gave the extra sausages to Buck, before wiping her fingers with a napkin. She left money on the table and stood, glancing once more at the bald man on the way out.

	“You see him?” she asked once they were outside. She hadn’t wanted to chase the old man down; she was hoping for a more casual encounter.

	“There.” Cadwyn pointed across the street.

	The old man was walking down the road out of town, the way they had come in.

	It was not hard to catch up to the man. He walked very slowly, and they could hear him muttering to himself before he realized they were behind him. When he heard them coming, he made a sour face and turned away as though to ignore them.

	“What cliff did that woman die on?” Basheba called after him.
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