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	Genevieve appeared promptly before the Morrigan prepared to receive her new orders. The usual whispers filled the chamber as she walked across the white marble floor. The useless chatter did not phase her now as they had not phased her in her previous existence. She was accustomed to the prattle of the female sex when it came to her appearance. Her servitude to this court spanned over two decades and yet her looks remained unchanged. Hair still thick and full, cascaded in deep burgundy tendrils against her smooth porcelain white skin. Her eyes retained the deep brown iris and not the grey hue of deadness the others possessed. In her previous life she was known as the most beautiful keener in all of Carlingford, her voice known to bring the burliest of men to tears as they mourned their dead. Unlike the keeners of her time, she did not partake in alcohol, and saved all the money she procured for her daughter Ellie. Genevieve tried not to think of that life. The memories and images of her daughter she forced into a closet in her mind. Genevieve stopped in front of the Morrigan and knelt to the marble floor awaiting her new orders. She lowered her eyes. Her jaw tightened.
	“Daughter of the death cry, soulless and unwanted,” the Morrigan spoke in unison. “Unwed and despised, unloved and forgotten.” The trio in front of Genevieve was a frightful lot. The Morrigan consisted of three sisters. The fairy in the center was named Morrigan. She was the eldest and the other two sisters took on her namesake. The sister to Morrigan’s left was named Badb. Over her head was a mask of a Raven. One could see her silver eyes peering from the emptied eye sockets. The sister to the right was referred to as Macha. She donned a mask of the magpie. Her eyes shone the same bright silver through the hollowed-out eye sockets. Morrigan sat taller than the other two. She wore a thick black hooded robe adorned with symbols woven in gold thread. 
	 Genevieve took in a couple deep breaths. Her hands trembled as she knelt. She knew the words she should say back, but she never said them before, and she refused to say them today. “My name is Genevieve. I was loved. I am remembered,” she said keeping her head lowered, eyes at the floor.
	The Morrigan laughed in unison. “A keener is never loved no matter how sweet your voice sang their songs of death. Bastard of bastards. Unloved. Wanton. Vile. This has brought you to our court. It is what keeps you here.”  Their voices bellowed in the chamber. The elder who sat center extended her bony hand with a rolled parchment. “Your next task is at hand.”
	Genevieve stood and approached the Morrigan to retrieve the target they provided. As she grabbed the parchment the elder of the sisters stood. Her hood fell back revealing a grotesque site of a head with flaked and gray skin stretched taught against the bone. Eyes not of silver as the other sisters but rather shining a startling green color. She grabbed Genevieve by the face and smiled. “These cherished looks of yours will soon fade as all of ours have.” Morrigan released her grip on Genevieve’s face and thrust the parchment into her hand. She returned to her seat and sat. “You are no longer a keener, singing the songs for the dead. You are and will forever be banshee, the wailer of death. It is time for you to accept this and say the words.”
	Genevieve looked once more to the floor. “My name is Genevieve. I was loved. I am remembered.”
	Morrigan slammed her staff to the marble floor shaking the entire court. Genevieve fell to her side crippled in gut wrenching pain. “Say the words!” Morrigan’s screams pierced the ears of all the banshees in the court, causing blood to trickle from their ears and eyes. Her sister banshees surrounded her hissing and wailing. Th Morrigan now in unison screamed out, “Say them!”
	Genevieve sobbed as she wiped the blood from her ears and eyes. She opened her trembling mouth and spoke the words she refused to say before, “What I shall follow, I shall hunt.”
***
Genevieve was never taught, never mentored into this new role, this wretched existence she found herself in. There was no care or training offered to her, no assistance to transition into the loathsome life of a banshee. The gentle life she once had, albeit a life of singing and filled with tears of mourning, was gone now. In her new life she faced beatings, loud shrieking and screams. She remembered when she first arrived in this dark court known as the Unseelie court. Her catholic upbringing left her unprepared for this new hell. She expected purgatory at best, not an unending lifetime of servitude to these wicked fae folk who drew the unsuspecting to their untimely death. Although the Morrigan were revered as the Fates of the Irish, she saw them as murderous demons, a wretched sisterly trio who reveled in her pain and confusion as they whipped her into submission, as they mocked her beauty and her independence. When the Morrigan grew tired of their torture, they unleashed their horde of banshees upon her. Her tribulations continued until she lay motionless in her cold, dank chamber. It was then that she was dragged before the court of the Morrigan and given her first target. They demanded she repeat the words what I shall follow, I shall hunt, only to be disappointed by her petulance—my name is Genevieve. I was loved. I am remembered.   
The cursed parchment thrust upon Genevieve never contained a name on it, but rather a symbol. Once the parchment was unrolled and her eyes set on the mark, she was drawn to the individual the court targeted. She felt a pull in her gut, and that sensation grew so intensely that Genevieve felt nauseous. This feeling intensified once they drew close to the water, whether it be a placid pond, a robust river, or the crashing waves of the sea. Genevieve often wondered how these people always crossed her path at the water. At some point it dawned on her that just as she was drawn to them by the unraveling of the parchment then perhaps these poor souls were drawn to her as well. Once they were both there at the water, her stomach panged and her hands always grew taught, almost wrecking her body with pain which only would subside once she let out the banshee wail at the waterway as she washed bloody garments in the water. Genevieve knew the clothing was not real, but rather something mystical, and yet, her target always witnessed the washing of these bloody garments. It was always the same, the curious look at her as she scrubbed the bloody clothes in the water. Their eyes would follow the swirl of blood in the water, see the blood stain of her hands, and once they allowed their gaze to set on her eyes, the task was complete. The garments vanished. Her pain dissipated, and within three days the poor bastard would be dead destined to serve on the Unseelie Court for an eternity. 
From what Genevieve gathered over these long years, the souls harvested had a particular royal lineage tracing back to the time when the Fae roamed the earth, because no mere human could serve in either of the courts Seelie or Unseelie. Those she previously led to their doom, although possessing noble lineage, were not noble in their pursuits. All were of ill repute and destitute of any moral compass. Some were alcoholic gamblers. Others were thieves. The most desired of these descendants of the fae were those who took a life. To bring in the soul of a murderer was the most prized target of all. The Morrigan never assigned Genevieve a murderer. That task was given to the most esteemed and seasoned banshees of the court.  
Genevieve shook off the ruminating thoughts of her vile beginnings as a banshee. There was something peculiar, more intense regarding the proceedings of court today. She was always despised and loathed among her banshee sisters, but never had the Morrigan caused such a disruption at court over her. Usually, the torments were done in private, not out in the open as a spectacle not only for all to see but also for all to be affected so harshly. She tucked the rolled parchment into an inside pocket of her robes. There was an unnerving feeling about this task, and Genevieve knew that, somehow, she would not come out unscathed from this one. It had been so long, but she desired to return home, to lay her eyes on her sweet daughter, Ellie, even if it was for the last time.
***

“Ronan, smaller bites,” Ellie said. She sipped her tea and motioned to Liam. 
“Just let the lad eat. He’s a growing boy,” Liam replied.
“He won’t be growing if he chokes,” Ellie said.
Ronan shoved a large piece of soda bread in his mouth. His cheeks bulged out as he ferociously chewed. “All done,” came a muffled statement through bread and saliva. Ronan scooted his chair back. 
“No, chew your food thoroughly and swallow. You look like your squirrel Mab with her red cheeks swollen with nuts preparing for the winter. And who names a squirrel Mab anyways. The thing is a pest, not a pet.”
“Well, you wouldn’t let him get a dog, so,” Liam paused as he looked at her.
“Mab is my friend not a pest,” Liam mumbled through half eaten bread.
“And who would take care of a dog?” Ellie asked purposefully ignoring Ronan. “I already have enough to do with this household.”
Their housekeeper, Miss Ava, entered the room with a basket full of fresh eels. “Ma’am, just arrived.” Ellie jumped at the sight of them. “Liam, I thought we were forgoing the eels.”
Ronan spit the remaining half-chewed soda bread back on his plate, kicked over his chair and rushed to the basket of eels with such a force he nearly knocked the basket out of Miss Ava’s hands. She lifted the basket high above Ronan’s head. One of the eels slithered from the basket and collided onto Ellie’s bowl of soup sending the soup right into Ellie’s face. Ronan’s eye lit up as he attempted to jump into his mother’s lap to get closer to the eel.
“Oh, Ronan! Look what you’ve done now!” Ellie grabbed him by the arm.
“I just want to pet it. It can be my friend too,” Ronan whined.
“So sorry, Ma’am.” Miss Ava said as she grabbed the soup bowl with the eel and retreated from the dining room. 
Ronan began to cry at the loss of his new friend. Ellie sighed and wiped the soup from her face with her napkin. She turned to Liam who was now consoling the boy. “You want us to get a dog.”
“If he had a dog, he could play with that instead of squirrels and eels.” Liam smiled and offered a small kiss on Ellie’s sticky cheek.
Genevieve remained in the corner of the dining room observing the scene. Not a soul could see her unless she willed it. She smiled widely, her eyes unblinking as her daughter and her family carried on. Her little Ellie now a matriarch of her very own manor in Carlingford Lough. Oh, how she had blossomed into womanhood. Her husband handsome and caring. Her son, although a handful, such a wonderful looking boy. It was the family she had always wanted, at least she could be content that her daughter was blessed with what alluded her.   
Her daughter found the happiness Genevieve had lost. She worried about what would become of her daughter and felt guilty for leaving her at such a young age. Five years old and alone in the world because Genevieve chose to end it all rather than go on. It was at the climax of her death that she knew she had made a mistake, but there was no going back, no way to force the blood back that had emptied from her veins into her bathtub. Ellie was stable, married, a mother, and above all else happy—truly happy. The love she saw between her daughter and her husband was strong. True. Genevieve felt at peace with the world she lost and ready to face the bitter realm of her existence. She felt a glow in her heart, in her soul she had not felt in a very long time. Genevieve left the manor and wandered towards the shore. She sat on the beach and unrolled the parchment. 
Her pupils dilated and took in the symbol of her next target. It was unlike any symbol she saw before. This was a crescent moon. The pangs in her stomach churned against her. Her fingers felt arthritic and convulsed until they looked like the fingers of the old crone who stood before her in the chamber. Her hair shrouded her face from the setting sun, but as Genevieve looked through those locks, she saw one tendril turn from red to white. Her hair had never changed before. Her body pulsated and her eardrums felt as if they would burst, as if a bass drum pounded inside her skull. Tears ran down her cheeks. She brushed them away with her gnarled hands only to see blood smeared against her taloned finger. The sight of the blood reminded her of the court and Genevieve let out a loud cry. It was then she realized she was not alone. 
“Da, what was that?”
“You heard it too? Strange.”
Genevieve peered over without looking directly at the pair approaching her. To her dismay she recognized the father and son, her daughter’s beloved Liam and Ronan. She could feel it rising in her, the pull to the water only twenty feet away. She grabbed onto the tree trunk in front with one arm and covered her mouth with the other. They needed to leave this place and get far away from the water. Leave this place as she also needed to. The longer they stayed there the harder her body shook and convulsed. Her throat grew taught as the wails wanted desperately to cry—to usher the songs of impending death, the cries of a new life in the Unseelie Court. Genevieve began kicking the tree with her feet attempting to subdue the huge force building in her being. The tree shook and its green leaves began to fall. She looked up in awe as did Liam and Rowan. All three were still staring at the foliage unleashed on the ground. 
“Da?” 
“Right, we should go back. See how Mum is doing. Had enough adventures today,” Liam responded. Ronan agreed and the two left the small glen Genevieve was seated in. She watched them leave, waited for them to cross away from the water. She dug a hole in the ground large enough to fit her head. Once her head was in the hole, she pulled the soil around herself and patted it down. It was then she let out the scream. It was then she let loose the cry. 
***

Screaming into the earth relieved some of the pain and hunger that dwelled in Genevieve. She knew she hadn’t much time. As much as she feared being around them, she had to go back to her daughter’s manor and find out why the Court wanted her family so much. She also did not know who the true target was. She doubted it to be Ronan—he was but a child. Her bets were on Liam; however, this also made no sense at all. He appeared to be the perfect doting husband, unless he had a hidden secret, which in any case, Genevieve also needed to get to the bottom of as no daughter of hers should be with a scoundrel worthy of the Unseelie court. She willed herself to the manor and for a time walked the halls of the first floor. She heard Ellie and Liam speaking upstairs. She needed time, a moment of tranquility, before she revealed herself after all these years.
Genevieve took a moment to truly admire everything that was before her. After a time and sensing that she would have the sitting room to herself, she willed herself into their dimension. She wanted more than to merely look at her surroundings. She wanted to touch the items, to breathe in the air around her and smell the various scents.  She looked upon the portrait painted of her daughter, husband, and son. A stoic painting but she could see the hints of smiles on their lips. She touched the painting with her now crone-like hands. She wanted to take in the texture of the oils. She drew close and smelled the wooden frame. She swallowed hard to keep the tears from welling again her eyes as she knew not if they would be her once human tears or the ghastly blood that appeared prior. She then sniffed the fresh cut flowers kept in crystal vases. Lavender for protection and wild buttercups and white daisies for joy. She taught her little Ellie this decades ago. There were sofas and leather chairs adorned with hand crocheted throws, done by Ellie she assumed. She could smell the essence of her on the yarn. She could sense the girl’s energy in the weaving. It was then that a picture caught her eye. There was a smaller painting, a portrait resting on a shelf in the far-right corner of the room.  Genevieve walked across the wooden floors basked in the dusk of sunlight. She picked up the portrait and let out a small gasp. It was her. She sat for it when Ellie was just three years old. The life of a keener could be a dangerous life at times. She wanted something for her daughter to remember her by. It was then that she remembered the crone’s words to her: bastard. 
Bastards don’t have portraits made of herself, but Genevieve had. She chose not to live in the box created by circumstance. She chose to be a keener as her mother had, but for a different purpose. She truly wanted to help those in pain to mourn their loved ones. She wanted to assist in bringing them peace. She had a perfect life for her and her daughter. An existence she was comfortable in. She had a job she performed with honor, a daughter she cherished, and a lover who brought her joy. Two short years later it was all brought to a bitter end.
“Who are you and what are you doing here?” Genevieve heard Ellie say in shock. “Liam! Come quickly!”
“Do not call him here, child,” Genevieve said as she turned to face her daughter. She still held the portrait. “He is not safe here.”
Ellie shook when she laid eyes on Genevieve. “You—you’re dead.” Her voice wavered. Her knees began to buckle. She reached for the sofa and screamed out again. “Liam!”
Genevieve heard the rush of footfalls on the stairs. She saw Liam approach the sitting room and averted her eyes as he entered the room. “Ellie, you alright?” Then he saw her, Genevieve. Genevieve averted her eyes. “You, there! What are you doing in our home!”
Genevieve averted her eyes as she clutched the portrait to her chest. She dared not look at him. She dare not seal the fate of his demise. She heard his angry footfalls as he crossed the sitting room. “You must leave me for your own protection. I only came to speak with Ellie,” she said.
“You will have nothing to do with my wife!” he shouted as he ripped the portrait away from her and grabbed her by the face. 
“Don’t touch me. I’m begging you, for your own good, for Ellie’s good.” Genevieve kept her eyes shut.
“No,” Liam gasped. “It can’t be, can it?”
“Mum? Is it you? But you died,” Ellie said.
Genevieve let out a few shallow breaths, and in doing so realized there was no pain in her body, no pangs in her stomach. There was no thirst, no desire to unleash the wail. Liam stepped back as he took Genevieve in, this woman who died so many years ago now stood before him much resembling the portrait he ripped out of her hands. Genevieve looked at Liam. “It isn’t you, oh dear lord, I wish it was, but it isn’t.” She turned to Liam and opened her eyes. He took a step back. She knew what he saw. She was activated to seek her target. Her eyes were now completely black and devoid of anything human, but he was not the target. “May I have my portrait back?” she asked.
Liam handed her the portrait and walked backwards to his wife’s side.
“You both should sit down now. We have much to discuss.”
Liam and Ellie sat on the couch. Genevieve sat in the upright leather chair. She still held her portrait in her hands. She felt the tears gather and fall down her cheeks. Liam grappled for his kerchief.
“Do not bother, I am fine. They are tears for the soon to be dead,” Genevieve said. She looked at her portrait and smiled, then she turned her gaze on her daughter and husband. “I loved you with all my heart. I also loved your father. Perhaps, I should have loved you more. We were going to run away, get away from this place and marry. We couldn’t here, not with my position and standing. Everything was prepared, but then tragedy struck. Your father, as much as I loved him, was a gambler, and a bad one at that. Gambled for sport—he never took it seriously. Most turned a blind eye due to his status, however on one night he crossed the wrong man. Imagine my dismay upon hearing that my love was hung like a common thief, and of noble blood at that. It was selfish of me to do what I did—I—I just couldn’t see an existence without him.”
“So, you killed yourself. And now your back to what? Haunt us? Try to connect in some dark and sinister way? Well, don’t ask for prayers or candles to be lit to get you out of what purgatory you are in.”
“Purgatory? Ha! I wish!” Genevieve looked at her portrait again, took in a deep breath then set the portrait on the table next to her. “I was a keener, my dear, and do you know what happens to keeners when they die?”
Ellie and Liam looked puzzledly at her.
“They become this, me, a banshee. I once sang songs for the dead and now I wail to bring the living to their fate of death. I once, the best keener am now reduced to this a banshee. And every wail kills more of my human soul.”
“So, why are you here? Now?” Liam asked as he pulled Ellie closer to him. 
“I wanted to see my daughter again, just see her before I faced the next task at hand. I did not know that my task would keep me here,” Genevieve responded.
“The tree,” Liam started. He turned to his wife. “Remember the tree we talked about and the leaves, how they all fell to the ground?” Liam turned to Genevieve. “Was that you, then?”
“Yes, but that is not important.”
“Ellie, I told you, and Ronan told you. That tree—it was remarkable!”
“The tree does not matter!” Genevieve stood up. “I was holding the tree to not be ushered to the water! You do not understand. Once I unroll this,” she said as she held out the parchment, “I must find the one meant to die. I am drawn to them. And once they are by the water, I let out the cry of death. They see me washing their bloodied clothes, and in three days, they all die. I came here to see my daughter one last time. I sat in the glen and opened the parchment. You and Ronan came across my path and the pain began. One of you are the target, and I doubt it is the child.” Genevieve stopped talking. She needed a moment to think, a moment to gather her thoughts. “The Unseelie Court can only target those of noble birth, however, they only target those of ill repute, devoid of conscious, morally stained. So, my question to you Liam is this, what have you done, and do you contain this mark?” Genevieve unrolled the parchment displaying the little crescent moon.
Ellie gasped and began to cry. “No, no, no, no.” She lunged at Genevieve and grabbed the parchment. “It was there. It was there.”
“But it went away. He doesn’t have it anymore,” Liam said. “He hasn’t had that mark for three years.”
“So, it is Ronan, your child.” Genevieve stood up. “My grandson!” She turned to them in a rage. “What has he done to make the Unseelie court desire him so!” Genevieve began to ring her crone like fingers. “What did he do! What have you allowed him to do!” Genevieve sat back down. She placed her head in her hands and took another deep breath. She raised her head. “It cannot be the child. They only want a noble birth. I was a bastard, and therefore so is my line.” She looked at Liam.
“I’m a merchant. Son of a merchant,” Liam began. “Your love, Ellie’s father.”
“So far removed, cannot be,” Genevieve said.
“But yet he died, unexpectedly,” Ellie said.
“The court, as you said,” Liam chimed in, “but what does this have to do with my son.” 
“They collect the souls to replenish their court. I am bound to them not only as a keener but also for the sins I have committed.” Genevieve began to pace the room. Her withered hands shaking with every step she took. Ellie and Liam sat stiffly on the sofa. Just then, they heard little footfalls on the stairs. Genevieve turned in horror. Liam bolted from the sofa and raced to the hallway.
“What’s all the shouting, Da?”
“Nothing to worry about. How about you watch Miss Ava make supper.” Genevieve turned to the bookshelf and let out a deep sigh as she heard Liam walk Ronan to the back of the manor. She opened her eyes and saw a silver dagger encased in a glass box. She picked up the box and observed the markings. Not English writing, not even Gaelic. But she knew this dagger very well. Liam reentered the drawing room. 
“Where did you get this?” Genevieve asked.
“It was a gift to my father,” Liam replied. Ellie sat up wringing her hands at the sight of the blade. Genevieve set the case on a table, opened the lid, and retrieved the dagger. It instantly burned her hands. She dropped it sending in crashing to the floor. 
Liam took a step back. “You really are what you say you are.”
“Silver does not have that effect on us.” Genevieve was puzzled.
“Not just silver,” Liam said as he picked it up to put it back into the glass box. “Iron as well.”
“Where did you get it?” Genevieve asked again.
“I told you. It was given to my father.”
“My Johnnie had a blade like that. Exactly like that.”
“Please just put that thing away. Dreadful thing with dreadful memories,” Ellie said.
“It was an accident,” Liam responded.
“That was no accident, and you want to get him a dog,” Ellie said.
“They were just birds. He clearly has an aversion to birds, and to be honest, I would have done the same. There was something wrong with those birds,” Liam said.
“What birds?” Genevieve attempted to ask, but now her daughter and son in law were in a heated argument.
“It still wasn’t right. They were living creatures.”
“I would have killed them, the way they were watching this house and our son.”
“What birds!”
Ellie and Liam stopped arguing. They looked at Genevieve. Ellie cleared her throat. “Well, it was a bit odd, especially for them to be so close to each other all the time, very rare for their species. A mockingbird and a raven. We returned home to find Ronan. Well, you see, he had killed them with that dagger. I don’t know how he got them in the house. They were always outside his window. But then he was sitting in the middle of his floor with the birds, dead, stabbed to death with that dagger. I don’t even know how he got that horrible thing. So, that’s why we keep it high on that shelf locked away.”
“A mockingbird and,” Genevieve drew in a deep breath, “A raven, you said.”
“Yes,” Liam responded growing quite concerned. 
“Is that when Ronan’s mark disappeared.”
“Why, come to think of it, it was.” Ellie stood up.
Genevieve drew her hands to her heart. “You must leave this place, go as far as you can from here and the sea. Stay away from the water.”
“They were just birds,” Liam said.
“Those were not just birds.” Genevieve thought about the court and the masks of Badb and Macha. She realized at that moment that the sisters weren’t wearing masks at all. They were trapped in that form perhaps forever. The Morrigan, known shapeshifters, use animals to disguise themselves. A lower level fae to be struck with iron would die but not ones as strong as these three. It merely wounded them. She wasn’t sent here to bring back Ronan to serve in the Unseelie court. She was sent to bring him for retribution.
***
A shrill scream bellowed from the kitchen area. They heard a loud scamper as Ronan burst into the drawing room. Tears ran down his flushed cheeks as he grabbed his father’s legs. A door slammed, and the screaming continued outside of the house. They rushed to the window and saw Miss Ava running from the manor. Liam picked up Ronan as they watched their hysterical housekeeper screaming and calling on the Virgin Mary.
“What was that about?”
“It’s too late,” Genevieve said. She averted her eyes avoiding her grandson’s gaze. “The eels, she’s gotten into the eels.”
“Da, who’s she?” As soon as the question left the boy’s lips, they heard a loud thud and a wet swooshing sound coming from down the hall. Liam handed Ronan to Ellie and pushed the two of them behind him. Genevieve remained at his side, unsure what to do, unsure what could be done. The swooshing continued, then they saw it. Ellie gasped and Ronan began to sob. Liam grabbed Genevieve’s bony hand.
“We are doomed,” Genevieve whispered as she stared at the absurdly large eel that entered the room. The eel slithered in the room and formed a circle in front of them. Its skin began to bubble and split as it turned its insides out into a bloody heap on the floor. 
“Don’t look Ronan, don’t look,” Ellie said as she turned her son’s head towards the window. 
A woman’s figure pulled itself together out of the meat, guts, and blood of the giant eel. Slowly the mass transformed into a statuesque woman with brilliant red hair, her pale skin still marked by the blood of the eels. Her green eyes settled on Genevieve.
“Daughter of the death cry, soulless and unwanted, unwed and despised, unloved and forgotten,” the woman said.
“Morrigan,” Genevieve gasped. She was no longer the old crone but a young woman.
“You had one task!” She waved her hand sending out a force that sent Genevieve flying across the room. She crashed into the little table and hit her head against the bookshelf. The collision rattled her body as she gasped for breath. “These are no longer your people. We are your people,” Morrigan said. She turned to the family who were backing away from her. “The boy has been marked. The boy belongs to us now.”
“Liam!” Ellie cried. She took another step back, but there was nowhere left to go. The three of them had reached the end. Their backs were pressed against the window. They dare not turn around to break the window. All Liam and Ellie could do was stare at the monstrous woman before them.
Ronan began pounding on the window with his little fists. “Mab!” he cried. “Mab! Help us!” 
His little fists kept pounding. Soon his pounding was met by scratching then little thuds. Liam turned his head and saw a red squirrel, then another, then four more. They kept multiplying. They began running full force head butting the glass. He pulled Ellie and his son closer to him away from the glass right before it shattered from the horde of red squirrels. Morrigan screamed as the squirrels funneled into the sitting room and surrounded her. They bit and scratched and chewed. She lifted her hands, using her magic to throw them away only for them to regroup and attack her again. Genevieve sat up. She saw the dagger next to her covered in shards of glass. She watched as the squirrels circled again and attacked. She picked up the dagger, the iron burning the flesh of her hands. When Morrigan cast the squirrels away again, Genevieve jumped to her feet and drove the dagger into Morrigan’s heart. Morrigan grabbed Genevieve’s hand, squeezing it until Genevieve could feel her bones break. Morrigan opened her mouth, but nothing came out, no breath, no sound. Her eyes were wide in disbelief. She looked to Ronan who slid out of his mother’s arms. Morrigan swallowed and muttered, “The boy was mine.” Her eyes rolled back, and she collapsed. When her body hit the wooden floor, she broke apart into a multitude of eels. The eels started to slither from the room. Ronan ran after them smashing their heads with his boots.
“Bad! Bad! Bad!” Ronan screamed as he stomped them out one by one. Ellie and Liam were still in shock as they stared at the incredible scene before them. The squirrels climbed the furniture and scampered back out the window. Genevieve took a step back. The white streak in her hair was gone, her hands no longer that of an old crone. The feeling of sick and despair was gone. She didn’t feel banshee. She didn’t feel human. She didn’t know what she was. 
Ronan turned to his parents and smiled. “The bad woman is gone now mum and da. Gone like the other bad women.” He hugged his parent’s legs.
Genevieve turned to them. “I must be going now. Morrigan was right, this is no longer my place.” 
Ellie broke away and hugged Genevieve. Ronan rushed over and pulled on Genevieve’s robe. The two looked at him. Ellie scooped him up and kissed him. “Ronan, I want you to meet someone very special,” Ellie said. “This is your grandmother.”
Ronan looked at Genevieve and smiled. “Mab said you were coming. She’s, my friend.”
“I see that,” Genevieve said. “You were very brave today.”
Ronan smiled. “Can you stay with us, please.”
“I can’t. I wish I could.”
“Mab said that too. She’s waiting for you.” Ronan turned to the broken window. “Just over there by the spooky tree that lost its leaves.” He turned back. “Can I hug you goodbye?”
“I would love that,” Genevieve said. She took Ronan from Ellie’s arms and hugged her grandson. She didn’t want to let go. Didn’t want to think of a life away from him, away from Ellie, from Liam. She held back the tears and kissed Ronan on his cheek then his nose. “I will always be here watching over you, but now I must go.” Genevieve kissed his cheek one last time. She hugged her daughter and her son in law then left the manor for good. 
Genevieve willed herself back to the tree where it all began. The leaves still scattered on the ground. There was a woman dressed in an exquisite red, velvet dress. Her black hair was pinned up with golden combs. Emerald jewels enshrined in gold adorned her neck and ears. She stood there looking at the hole Genevieve had let loose her death wail. 
“You also showed courage today, defying the Morrigan as you did. I am Mab, queen of the fairies,” the woman said.
Genevieve knelt.
“There is no need for such traditions in days such as these, although I do appreciate it.”
“What happened to the Morrigan?” Genevieve asked.
“They will all be dealt with harshly for twisting the fate of others to satisfy their own ambitions and appetites. That is not how things are to be done.” Mab stepped over the hole and drew Genevieve into an embrace. Genevieve could feel the power pulsate from Mab’s body into her own. “We have much to thank you for already, but we need so much more from you now.” Mab drew away and held Genevieve at arm’s length. “The court is in disarray. The banshees have lost their way and need a leader. There is much they need to learn about their true role, their true purpose. We would like you to be that leader. It takes more than one of noble birth to create such a line that has been passed down to your grandson.” Mab hooked her arm in Genevieve’s in a symbol of comradery. “There is no need for an answer now. First, we will go to my court. I have such sites to show you, so many things for you to learn about our true world.”
Genevieve smiled. “I would love that,” she said. Genevieve knew not what her future held. All she did know for sure was that it would be her and her alone that would decide it.       

