
  
    [image: The Secrets of Danu]
  


  
    
      
        [image: Title Page]
      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            SECRETS WORLD INTRODUCTION

          

        

      

    

    
      As the Danu’s Secrets trilogy is a continuation of the Blood Secrets & House Secrets trilogies, some readers may come into the series, unknowing of what has gone before. I’ve added the blurbs for all the Blood Secrets and House Secrets books  to assist you to understand the world you are entering. I have also added the blurb for All that Glitters which is a crossover novella between the House Secrets and Danu’s Secrets stories.

      The Blood Bride Blurb:

      Hope just wants to be an ordinary nestling.  She went to college and escaped, but now she’s back and there’s a secret everyone is keeping from her.

      Xavier is the new master of the nest, ready to welcome home the daughter of the house who he has never met. He’s unprepared for the woman who steals his breath and enchants him. 

       Now Hope and Xavier must fight for lives and those of the innocents. After all, it is only by overcoming the rogues that they will have a chance of a timeless future together. But will it be in time?

      Warning:  If you love sexy alpha males that go bump in the night, hot and heavy encounters and strong females, then this book is for you…

      The Illuminated Witch Blurb

      After years of struggling alone, Celina – a witchling of immense power – must find her place in the world of vampires. 

      Javed is building a new nest – the first new one in a century – and struggling to overcome his own demons, as an ancient evil stirs.

      With Celina in danger, the demands of a fledgling nest and time running out, what are the chances their love can overcome every obstacle?

      The Sorcerer’s Touch Blurb:

      Since the Slaughterhouse Rout, Daniel has nursed his abilities, but the decision he faces will change his life and those of everyone around him. 

      Whether the change is positive or not remains to be seen.

      Cressida fears that history will repeat itself. Once before she lost everything she held dear, but after centuries of hiding she must face her past in order to 

      forge a new future. Has she waited too long and pushed Daniel away too well?

      The darkness draws closer…
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        Just as the House Secrets book follow the original Blood Secrets series, so do the Danu’s Secrets. However, below is a small taste of the House Secrets Trilogy (however Danu’s Secret book 1, takes place after House Secrets Book 2.) As Dawn Breaks takes place at the same time as Blood Secrets “The Sorcerer’s Touch,” and is essentially  a continuation of the Blood Secrets trilogy. To know how the Blood Secrets storyline ends, you do need to read The Sorcerer’s Touch.

      

        

      
        While the books can be read on its own, you have a better understanding of the world by reading the books which precede this one.

      

        

      
        In As Dawn Breaks, we finally learn about David and his happy ending.

      

        

      
        As Dawn Breaks Blurb:

      

        

      
        Genevieve is many things, but no single title fits her quite as accurately as ‘mutt’—the one bestowed by her vicious ex-boyfriend. She’s built a life, far from the family who’ve disowned her—one she’s proud of—as a police officer with the Paranormal Liaison Division, and hiding from the world.

        David is brittle from his experiences with his ex-wife Alexa, the truth his parents duped him his whole life, and he’s trying to come to terms with the fallout of those beliefs, running a nest and feeling like an imposter.

        A chance meeting between Genevieve and David opens up an opportunity for hope amid the grim realities of paranormal warfare.

        Trusting each other may be their only choice, but the past always bites back and this time is no different.

      

        

      
        Edge of Night Blurb:

      

        

      
        Pippa is terrified of her step father, Roger—a dangerous and cannibalistic paranormal. For years both Pippa and her twin Peter, have been prisoners, keeping his house and his home in order allowing him to pursue his desires. When Peter has a chance encounter with Simon, they finally have the support to make a run to freedom.

        Maxim is a fairy trying to put his life back together, rather than hiding as he’s done for the last ten years. Niamh and Simon offer him a home, and a chance to finally achieve his desired career, but chance is a fickle thing, because next door is the timid Pippa and her twin Peter. She innocently ignites his protective side, against his will.

        Roger doesn’t relinquish what is his easily, and the danger grows deeper. Pippa and Maxim along with Peter are moved to what should be a safer location, but the danger follows and while their attraction grows, so do the stakes.
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      All That Glitters Blurb:

      Genny and David had a wild and tumultuous romance, but now the were-pair must travel to Ireland where Genny will undertake her initial education as a leprechaun-were hybrid quickly.

      As with all best intentions, things don’t go as planned.

      Padraic—Genny’s father—is placing a wedge between them, and David is spectacularly unhappy with the growing distance between the pair. He just needs her back where she belongs… in his arms.

      Genny doesn’t see the danger at first, not until the night David doesn’t come to her bed, then realisation hits, but with demons and secrets, demanding goddesses and lore all clashing, the two must work together as a couple.

      They both know the only way to achieve that is with willpower and love.
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        The Downfall of Padraic O’Shaunessy Blurb:

      

        

      
        Padraic is a leprechaun, long-lived and magical, but even those who have lived for millennia can still be surprised. Meeting Fenella throws him for a loop, because there’s just something about her.

        Purchasing her family farm isn’t just a whim for Padraic—it’s the place where he came into the world with his supporters. It’s imperative he protects the location of the portal between the hidden world of his past and the human world. Except there’s these demons with other plans, particularly Marrer, and it’s up to him to stop her.

        Fenella is alone and without anyone to help her. Her family is dead, and despite all the hard, backbreaking work she’s put into the farm, she’s lost it after generations held onto it. There’s not much else to do but pack her belongings. That is, until the buyer arrives and asks her to stay.

        What is this magic Padraic is claiming she has? Why are dangerous people threatening the property, and why is she so drawn to Padraic? Secrets abound as does danger, and the passion between them is fiery, only there’s no certainty they’ll survive it.

      

        

      
        A Demon Called Grace Blurb:

      

        

      
        Running and hiding was Grace’s life, but though she was a capable chef and excellent crew member, she had to leave the ship she’d made her home and look for another job. Her plan seems sound, until she’s accosted by a man who insists he wants to help her.

        Luke’s task as a private investigator is to find a woman by someone in a very powerful position. Once he finds here, it’s clear Grace calls to him as more than simply his quarry. His inner wolf knows she’s special, but the danger surrounding her is deep, and he’s determined to keep her safe.

        As the darkness continues to grow, so does something else, something primal… Once they learn her true identity as a demon, it’s not enough to assure his wolf that their combined abilities will ensure their future in dangerous times they have to fight to survive.

      

        

      
        The Secrets of Danu Blurb:

      

        

      
        Danu might be a Goddess and around since the beginning of time, but that doesn’t make her immune… from weariness, from disappointment or from loss.

        Berith is a demon, second only to Lucifer and the keeper of the library of hell, but lately something is wrong. Very wrong indeed. His mate is moving against him and building an army to subjugate hell. With all this happening, the pull he feels towards Danu is strangely compelling.

        Danu is ready to give up, but one last task lies to her, and it leads to more. It leads to Berith, the one she’s loved forever. The one who forgot her. But hope grows in the silence, but will it be enough? Now, she and Berith share hope for a future, if they can only survive the ultimate battle.
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      Please note:

      

      The UK and USA share the English language, but there are many words that are spelled differently.

      Some words have extra letters in the British spelling, such as the word cancelled. In American English, it is spelled  canceled.

      There also words that interchange the letters c or s and sometimes z. For example, in America, you spell offense and in Britain, it is written as offence.

      We also use the letter u in many words, such as colour and flavour.

      These spellings are not incorrect.

      This book is written in UK English to reflect my Australian/English background.
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      Danu sighed, rubbing the aching pads of her feet. Being a goddess wasn’t all it was cracked up to be, especially as less and less people believed in her. That, in and of itself, brought its issues that she’d rather ignore, except it was something she couldn’t ignore. The Dagda, father of the pantheon, had warned her that as the growth of other religions entered Ireland, this would be the case. She hadn’t believed him at the time. She’d been so full of pride, and now Danu was paying for it.

      Of course, she still had all her responsibilities, but also, she had to keep up the act. And that was exhausting.

      She brushed her hair from her face and set about preparing dinner. She wasn’t a fancy food girl; some might even call her home or cottage style. Unlike other beings, such as Padraic—and she gave a moue at his name—she preferred the quiet of her homestead, hidden in the mists on the island of Hy-Brasail. Very few had ever found her private place, and she was well-content with that.

      Sitting down at the table, she sighed, looking at the stew cooking on the stove when a breeze swept through. “Aye, Dagda, so you’ve come again.” She rose and turned, her moves slow.

      “So I have, girl. Come, we should sit and talk while the tea steeps.” He swept his hand over the table and a pot and two cups appeared. “Her power has grown,” he muttered. “Padraic and his wife have found the missing girl. Grace, she’s called. She’s bringing her man too, a were called Luca. But you must work with the demon to defend what’s ours.”

      Danu knew the day would come. Indeed, she’d known one day she’d need to put aside her façade, but she was weaker now and protecting herself was a necessary first defence. “Dagda, I…” She bit her lip and looked away, the pull of regret and fear overwhelming.

      “I know, girl. I too had hoped there’d be more time. Time for you to regain what you’ve lost. But the time is now, and you must meet with him.”

      She ducked her head. For too many years, she and Berith had danced around the reality of their situation. She’d kept up the semblance of cold and disinterested, the powerful goddess who was simply above all the plotting and scheming.

      “I doubt he’ll accept anything from me.”

      She felt the weight of Dagda’s gaze. “Perhaps, but maybe not. His mate has caused him to reconsider a good many things.” He poured them each a cup of steaming tea. “I am forever grateful for the man who discovered this brew. Where would we be without it?”

      She clasped her freezing fingers around her cup. “I’m also partial to a cup of coffee,” she muttered.

      Dagda sighed and reclined in his seat. “You were ever a wilful girl.”

      He’d been telling her that for millennia, sometimes—like now—in jest. Other times, it was with a serious touch of concern. “So, what do you suggest?” she asked.

      “I can’t tell you how to proceed, you know that, Danu. What I can tell you is that things have been foreseen. Things that lean toward annihilation if you can’t put aside your personal differences and work with Berith. I know promises weren’t kept, but with your power waning…” Dagda shrugged a shoulder. “You need to find a way to bolster it. To work with him. Because if she…”

      “I don’t know that I can,” Danu whispered. The hurt and sorrow had lodged itself so deeply into her bones that she honestly didn’t know if she could forgive or forget.

      “If Marrer gets that missing page…” Dagda growled.

      She nodded. “I know. I’ll… I’ll do what I can,” she offered, but it gutted her. It was as if she were bleeding and cut to the bone. Just as she’d been then when he’d…

      “Good. Good.” Dagda patted the hand she’d laid on the table.

      She drank her tea in silence, and he seemed to understand she needed time to regroup. Once they’d drained their cups, he flicked a hand, and they were gone. Then he rose.

      “I know this is difficult for you,” he said. “I regret having to ask it, but…”

      “I understand,” she muttered, just wanting the Dagda to go. To leave her alone in her solitude.

      “You’re sure you’re fine here?” The Dagda frowned as he reached one last time for her icy hand.

      “Aye. It’s where I’m best,” she answered. And it was true. The quiet curled around her like a loving shawl. It protected and separated her from the hurt and the unforgiving outside world.

      “Aye then.” And with a nod, he was gone.

      She released the pent-up breath inside her, then turned in a slow circle to take in the brick hearth, the simplicity of her surroundings. The house was small and quaint, reminiscent of a cottage of the 1800’s, yet it suited her needs perfectly. She’d installed a bathroom, and while that had taken a good pinch of magic, she didn’t regret it.

      If only she had… Not that again!

      “A cat might be grand,” she considered, but it would need to be fed and watered, and would tie her to a more human timeline of existence. No, she was better on her own. Simpler.
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        * * *

      

      Berith stalked the hallway. Marrer had been pushing back against the wards he’d erected, and he knew that soon, she’d amass enough power once more to attempt to breach his personal space. And into the most carefully guarded area of Lord Lucifer’s library.

      “You have been in contact with Grace?” He eyed the smaller, lesser demon before him. Grace was the daughter of Vinta, a demon of the library, and one of his greatest supporters.

      “I no hear. Grace busy,” Vinta said, eyes downcast.

      “She’s found her mate,” he told Vinta gently. In his own mind, he remembered the heady days with Balala. The time they’d spent together. The loving. Then the early days with Marrer. He’d turned to her after Balala’s death, needing something… He’d hoped Danu, as his closest friend, might have been there for him. How wrong he’d been.

      He hadn’t known at the time, but Balala’s death had been hastened by his need for a child. One strong enough to take his place at Lord Lucifer’s side. It had eventually forced her to go to Danu, seeking power to help her conceive. Danu had given her what she needed, but she’d learned that conception wasn’t simply enough. They’d both learned that the hard way.

      Danu. What a mess he’d made. His gut burned, but he refused to dwell on the ancient and remote goddess he’d once known as well as himself. The one who’d once been his friend. His confidante.

      Where had he gone wrong?

      What he’d read in the missive from Balala had brought him up cold. Lord Lucifer had come to see her—a rare honour—but the information he’d shared had brought about Balala’s ultimate destruction. Ever since, he’d not laid eyes on his master. It was as if he’d been cast off.

      He’d learned much after the binding of Luke and Grace. He’d learned the child of Vinta was part of the puzzle, as was Padraic, the Irish leprechaun who’d taken a half-demon wife in Fenella. He didn’t know how, but the couples would be part of their forces against Marrer. His mate. It was predestined.

      Marrer. His thoughts returned to his mate. The one he’d turned to in a moment of weakness. When he’d been lost, devastated at the death of Balala and the child.

      He remembered now, after they’d become mates, the last time he and Danu had truly been open with each other.

      

      Berith paced, waiting for Danu to arrive. She’d demanded the time, place, and day, so here he was. Once more waiting.

      He caught the tingle of her presence and turned.

      She held a bottle, wine from long ago. “I thought you could use this. I found a letter for you.” She handed it over, and as their fingers brushed, he felt a zing. Fire.

      “What is it?”

      “Something Balala had me look after.” She shrugged. “I don’t know what’s in it, but I remember the day she came to me. She was only human, after all. Or was, before she became your consort.” Derision threaded the words just as it always did when he spoke of her now. Since he’d met Balala, but today it was softened.

      He took the paper and broke the seal.

      
        
        My Lord Berith,

        Our Lord Lucifer came today. He told me the offspring will not live. Cannot live. No matter what I or anyone else does. Its story is already foretold. The child will be birthed then I, and it, will pass beyond the shadows.

        I do not blame Danu. She did all. Gave all she could and more besides. She gave me herbs and potions. In the end, she gave me her blood. Anything to sustain me and the growing babe.

        Lucifer tells me that one day a pact will be made. It will weaken all, as another absorbs the power lost. Just as the power Danu gave me will fail, so too will Danu falter. She must not fail. She holds the key to all.

        Lucifer is going into seclusion. When the time is right, he will come to you, but until then, you must hold strong against the forces that will rise. The forces of the underworld. Do not lose hope, for many will be dazzled, beguiled. It already begins.

        It is foretold.

        You must be ready. The power already dims in me, my love. But remember, for all time, you hold my soul.

        Farewell

        Balala

      

      

      The words rocked him, and he staggered to the seat, slumped down. “How long?” he demanded, shaking the page in his hand.

      “Four hundred years,” Danu said with a moue of distaste.

      “Damn them all,” he said, dropping the sheet of paper so he could cradle his head in his hands. “You didn’t know?” He lifted his head to spear her with a glance.

      Danu shook her head, red hair flying in the still afternoon. “Know what?” She was terrible at lying, having very little guile, he knew from long association. He had to believe her assertion.

      He grabbed the page and thrust it at her.

      She read, the pink of her cheeks bleeding away, leaving her frigidly pale. “No, that can’t be right.” Her green eyes sparkled in the sunlight. “This can’t be true.”

      Berith shrugged. “We’ll need to find out, because if it is…”

      “This changes everything,” she breathed.

      He still remembered her pallor. The fear in Danu’s eyes. Then she’d gone, left him alone, standing in a meadow. He’d called, but she’d ignored him. In time, when she’d come, it had been a coldly remote woman. One who bore little resemblance to the friend he’d lost so long ago. It was the woman he knew now. Berith rubbed his brow and stalked the length of the library.
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        * * *

      

      Marrer raged from her seat, her body a sea of aches as she absorbed the magic from the creatures they’d abducted. “Find the page!” she screamed, spittle flying through the air.

      “My lady, we know not its location,” said an underling, its leathery, black wings folded hard against its body as it quaked.

      “Find it!” she bellowed, and the underling bowed, in deep obeisance, then withdrew through the portal to the chamber beyond.

      Marrer’s nails, long and sharp, glistened with the scarlet red blood she’d drawn from the other underling, the one cowering on the floor before her. Blood seeping over the rough-hewn floors of her personal domain.

      Here, no one questioned her. This was merely a hint of what she was entitled to. What she demanded. Power flowed in her veins, a buzzing wire of heat.

      But she needed more. She’d absorb the power from the one before her. It wasn’t enough to complete her quest, but for now, it would sustain her lust.

      Her fingernails tapped on the arm of her chair. “Soon, I will have enough, and once I have that page, nothing will stop me. Not even Lucifer himself.” Her cackle filled the air as she closed her eyes as she remembered the value of the magic. The many things it would accomplish, and the way it tied Berith to her.
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      Danu pushed hard, needing to complete the task before her, the dough stiff and unresponsive. In times past she would have used her powers to create a full larder, but these days, she rationed her power. It wasn’t a bottomless well, and she needed enough for her tasks, such as to defeat Marrer. But every day, the spark grew a little dimmer. The power a little less full.

      Finally happy, she dropped the dough into a bowl, covered it with a cloth, and set about clearing away the mess.

      The tingle she usually associated with a summons was strong, and she sighed. She knew exactly who was summoning her, and she raised her hand. She stood straight, her chestnut-coloured hair perfectly coiled, a sleek, tight curl over her shoulder, and the dress a slenderising bodycon of bronze and scarlet. She didn’t have to glance in a mirror to know the perfection of her makeup, the way it highlighted her features. That, she excelled at. After all, this was her armour.

      She closed her eyes, folding space and time and stepping forward into the light.

      Verdant space shimmered around her. She knew this place well. It was the veiled land of Padraic and Fenella. Turning, she spied Berith waiting on a rock. “You summoned me?” She quirked a brow.

      “Indeed,” he growled. “We must talk.”

      She sniffed as the pungent aroma of bovine manure wafted up. “Not here,” she stated baldly. Not that the smell was awful. In fact, it was calming, reminding her of the early days, when there were no cities, no bustle, and she’d had hope that someday Berith would understand… She blinked.

      Now, she assumed the air she’d perfected over years. “Let’s go to the Friendly Bar,” she muttered, stalking toward the establishment.

      He frowned. “Like this?” He gestured to himself, the tall, dark-skinned creature, with fingers tinged with red, the same as the glow in his eyes. This was his base form, one he rarely assumed, especially if it was somewhere humans might spy him.

      “You can disguise it. You know you can. After all, why should I…?” She swallowed the words ‘assume a more human form’ and instead waved her hands in the air, and he watched.

      He sneered. “As you insist.”

      She hated how remote he sounded, but protection was uppermost in her mind. So she smiled the brittle grin and waited as he assumed the human persona.

      “Will this do?” His snarl cut at her. Now he appeared human. Dark hair and fair of skin. His body muscular but just enough. His eyes were chocolate brown and his lips… Soft and framed by a sharp jawline.

      “For now,” she said and snapped her fingers.

      They entered the bar together, and she drifted to the table in the far corner. “I’ll have a chardonnay. Cold but not frozen.”

      He growled and turned to the bar to give the order.

      For a moment the steel rod in her spine melted and she was just a girl again. But as he returned, she caught sight of the derision in his eyes. She waited as he slid the glass in front of her.

      “You summoned me,” she muttered.

      “I did. Luke and Grace will arrive in a few days, and I need to talk to you about what you know.”

      Very little, she wanted to retort, but contained herself. “I’m not sure exactly what kind of information you’re seeking.”

      “Tell me about when Balala came to you.”

      She quirked a brow. “You know. It was in the letter.”

      “But why you? Why not Rhiannon or Brigid?”

      Danu knew she’d need to explain Balala’s reasoning. “Balala came to me, as her family… She was sent by a priestess who told her only I could intercede. They were wrong, and I told them so. I reminded her that Eriu or Rhiannon would be more appropriate, but it seems Lord Lucifer also sent her to me.”

      “My lord sent her?” He frowned.

      “I don’t know why, only that he did. Berith…” She blinked, swallowed, but was too slow explaining as Berith rose.

      “What are you hiding from me?” His eyes flashed.

      “Nothing,” she muttered.

      “Damn it, Danu. You’re… You… Tuatha De Danaan hide too many secrets.”

      She smiled, sorrow filling her. It was the reason they were expelled from heaven—because they knew too much. She’d been young, the youngest of the pantheon to be ousted, but the others, especially the Dagda, had taken her under their wing. She’d been little more than a child, but with a strong grip on her magic, and for that reason, she’d assumed the mantle of the mother of the gods. Not those of the Tuatha, but the others, such as Rhiannon and Cerridwen.

      It set her apart.

      That’s why… Don’t think it.

      “We know much, but we hide much too, Berith. It’s our duty. But I cannot help you. I don’t know what you seek, only what has been made known to me, and it’s not much.” She shrugged, sipping her wine, and letting the sharp flavour bolster her flagging spirits.

      “You were never this contrary,” he muttered, fury a battering chill wind against her fragile defences.

      If only he knew just how much those words cut me. “I am a creature of the Tuatha, Berith. But if you have nothing further?” It took every ounce of strength to rise and walk away from him. The fact she didn’t shake, nor did her tottering legs betray her, was only because of her pride. She used it to cloak herself and drew in a little power from it, so that as she stepped away, time and place folded in around herself.
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        * * *

      

      Berith frowned as he watched Danu leave. She’d been curt there at the end. Her eyes pools of green, just like the valley where they’d met. Yes, she’d been perfect in form and figure, but she’d been doing that for years. It wasn’t an approach he liked or approved, but he guessed it wasn’t up to him.

      He wondered, briefly, if she knew how cold and brittle she sounded in the last century or so? If she had any idea that the changes wrought over the centuries had made her seem so remote?

      Pushing away the beer, he looked at the humans dotted throughout the bar. What would they say if they knew he was a demon? A creature of the underworld? Or that the woman, the one who’d turned heads as she’d strutted to the table, was a goddess. A woman of immense magic.

      His laugh turned to a sputter as a small woman’s form, rail thin, with pale blonde hair, entered the establishment. She scurried through the open door. Her head moved back and forth, and his hackles rose when she saw him in the corner of the room. A succubus. What was she here for? Was she meeting someone?

      The query was quickly answered, as she slid her way in his direction. “I have a message for you from my mistress.” She spoke with a lisp, and he knew it was because she was keeping her identity, the large canines she sported, hidden from the humans. She was a minion of Marrer. A handmaiden, but instead of the weak submissive sort, she was spiteful and vicious—also like her mistress. Fyserlyn was one of the few Marrer trusted, a captain of sorts, who used her power to subdue all the others who were loyal to his ex-partner.

      Ex. If only.

      “What?” His gaze narrowed.

      “We want the page. She demands you hand it over, otherwise she’ll take it by force.” Fyserlyn didn’t pretend that neither of them knew what page Marrer demanded, and he refused to act as if he didn’t understand either.

      His lip curled. “I don’t have it, and even if I did, I feel no compunction about handing it over.”

      “Then you will regret it.” She sniffed the air, eyes rolling up as she decoded whatever it was that wafted on the air. She grinned, a chilling rising of her lips. “I smell something old. Something… A Tuatha?” His lips quirked up in a cold facsimile of a smile. “I will be sure to inform my mistress.”

      On that note, Fyserlyn turned and hurried away.

      He swore under his breath. At least Danu could defend herself, couldn’t she? After all, she may have lost some of her powers, but she was still formidable. Wasn’t she?

      He didn’t like the path his thoughts were taking, and neither was he comfortable in the form he’d assumed to walk within the world. He did it because he knew anything else could cause too much of a stir.

      Rising, Berith approached the door, but he looked over his shoulder one last time, glancing at the bar. Was this the last time? It felt momentous. Then he shook his head and stalked from the establishment.

      “Master.”

      He turned, and a human-shaped demon hovered by the door. But if you looked closely, you’d note the crags on its face and the colour of its skin were just slightly off. And when it opened its mouth, sharp and serrated teeth emerged.

      “Padraic called you. Come now?”

      Berith snorted. “What does he want?”

      “Padraic need plan. Say need to know more.”

      Berith nodded. He could imagine that was so. And Fenella…well, she basically ran the estate, so he guessed it would be a matter that she needed to know more. How to plan and mitigate any concerns for her livestock. He would, if it was him.

      A chill wind blew, and he pulled his jacket just a little closer. “Too cold, topside,” he muttered and followed his demon into the small alley between the buildings, so he could fold away through time and space.
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