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      The Darkness is Coming...

      Go deeper into the Hidden word as the threat from the Dark Court grows.

      “I have gotten zero sleep in the last 3 days. It's 4AM right now and I have just purchased the 5th book to feed my addiction. I am literally unable to put the phone down. I just keep charging it over and over and reading. Fantastic is how I have described it to everyone!”- 5-star reviewer

      

      Ryann and Lad are together and in love but not yet bonded. Wedding plans are underway, but they cannot marry until the mourning period for his father, the murdered king, ends. Waiting is sweet torture and gets harder all the time.

      Nox is touring the world with his band and also working to convince the holdout tribes in Europe, Asia, and Australia to disband their fan pods and sign the new peace treaty between the Dark and Light Courts.

      

      It’s the only way to ensure the safety of humans worldwide. But unbeknownst to any of them, dark forces are still at work.

      

      There are some who don’t support the treaty—or their new king. And they’ll do anything necessary to restore Elven reign over humanity.

      

      When an ambassador from the Dark Court arrives in Altum, Lad expects relations between the formerly antagonistic clans to improve. What he didn’t expect is her dangerous secret glamour—or her traveling companion.

      

      And Ryann’s own glamour gift is warning her… if they can’t uncover the hidden truth in time, the much-anticipated royal wedding may never happen.

      

      As the Hidden Saga continues, friendships will be formed and broken, the bonds of love tested, and beautiful and treacherous new glamours revealed.
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      Fire is a funny thing. It provides light, heat. It can mean life. It can bring death.

      It inspires fascination—and fear. And it all starts with one tiny spark.

      Blow on that ember, and the flame will grow. Properly fed, it can live forever.

      But deprive it of oxygen and fuel… and the light will go out for good, leaving only the memory of its warmth.
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      “I don’t think I can wait a month.”

      I rolled on top of Lad, straddling his lean waist and pinning his hands over his head to the bed beneath us.

      Shirtless and smiling up at me, his blond shoulder-length hair spread out on my heart-covered pillowcase, he looked like something from a dream—the best dream of my life.

      “I won’t be able to wait either,” he said, sounding breathless but easily breaking my hold and lifting me off of his body. “… if you continue to tempt me like this.”

      He deposited me on the bedspread beside him, the heat in his eyes doing nothing to discourage me.

      As it usually was when we were alone together for any length of time, my heart was galloping, and my skin was supersensitive all over, craving his touch.

      The feeling was too compelling to resist, and it made me brave, reckless with longing.

      “That is the idea,” I said.

      My hand stole to his abdomen, caressing the silky skin stretched over hard, segmented muscle then drifting down to trace the top edge of his waistband. Looking at his body literally left me in awe sometimes, as did the thought that it was all mine—or would be soon.

      Who could blame me for wanting him right now?

      My parents were out for the evening, having a romantic date night, while Lad and I had stayed in to “watch TV.”

      Naturally, we’d ended up in my room, kissing and touching and generally driving each other crazy.

      But as always, Lad was stopping things before they got all the way to permanent-bond territory.

      His hand clamped over mine, halting its progress. Shuddering with effort, he slanted his eyes at me, his breath whistling through his clenched teeth.

      “Ryann… please.”

      “Why not?” I whimpered as the tension broke and my heart sank. I already knew what his answer would be.

      “I don’t want to ‘compromise’ you.”

      Well, that was a new word. I couldn’t help but be amused, despite my disappointment. “Have you been reading historical novels again?”

      He grinned at me. “Jane Austen. She was quite brilliant.”

      “Yes, I know. And she wrote about another era entirely. Compromise me? What’s really going on here? If we’re getting married in a few weeks, what does it matter if we go ahead and bond now? Don’t you want to?”

      Lad raised a brow and dipped his chin in that sardonic What do you think? way.

      “You are absolutely killing me, lying there looking so beautiful. Of course I want to possess you—every part of you—completely.” Just as my pulse sped up with hope, he added, “After we are married.”

      Lad had proposed to me on the bridge to the wedding shrine in Altum shortly after Nox and Vancia’s wedding, and we had set the date for our own ceremony for as soon as possible—as soon as the traditional mourning period for Lad’s father Ivar—the murdered king—was ended.

      It couldn’t come soon enough for me. I didn’t even care that I’d be the only married senior at Deep River High School. Sometimes I thought I might burn up from sheer longing before the day finally arrived.

      Lad’s heated expression sobered as he stared into my eyes, playing with a lock of hair that hung over my shoulder. “There are no take-backs, you know.”

      “I know that. It’s forever—however long that turns out to be for me.”

      Since I was only three-quarters Elven, there was no guarantee I possessed immortality like Lad did. It was likely I’d at least have an extended lifespan, but there was no way to know by how much.

      It didn’t matter to me, but for him, being with an Elven-human hybrid was a sacrifice. If I died before him, he’d have the mark and be unable to bond with anyone else for eternity.

      It wasn’t fair, but he swore it was what he wanted, and I had to trust it was true. Besides, I simply couldn’t live without him.

      “I’m not afraid of being bonded together permanently. But it sounds like you are.”

      My voice sounded as pouty as my face undoubtedly looked.

      His arm snaked around my waist, drawing me close to his warm body again.

      He spoke against my lips. “I’m not afraid for my own sake. I want you more than anything I’ve ever—or ever will want.”

      The tone of his voice told me it was true. So did the emotions I could read pouring from his heart and flowing around me like the deep, rushing current of Altum’s subterranean river.

      And the feel of his body pressed against me, hard and powerful, confirmed it. So why was he stalling?

      “What are you afraid of then?”

      Lad’s mesmerizing leaf-green eyes filled with gravity. “If anything should happen to me…”

      I sat up, my stomach clenching around a shot of cold alarm. “Wait—what’s going on? Has there been a threat to your life? Davis is dead. I thought there was peace between the Dark and Light Courts now thanks to you and Nox.”

      “And to you and Vancia. No—there’s no specific threat.”

      He petted my arm and shoulder, running a large hand up and down in a calming gesture. “Don’t worry. It’s just that there are still some who are undoubtedly unhappy with the new alliance, with the dissolution of the plot to restore Elven reign over humanity. And…”

      The beautiful green eyes clouded. “My father was assassinated right there in Altum, right under the noses of all his guards and loyal subjects. If it could happen to him…”

      I propped myself up on one elbow, my tone developing an insistent edge. “That will not happen to you, Lad. You told me no one had ever considered before that a king could be murdered. But now you’re all aware of the possibility. You’re being careful, aren’t you? And I’ll be with you—I can read the emotions of those who approach you. I could warn you of danger.”

      He gave me an amused grin and sifted a big hand through my hair. “My little guardian. Thank you. But you cannot be with me at all times. You have a company to take care of. You have school.”

      He was right—between school and supervising things at the tea factory afterward, I mostly saw him on weekends and nights, if he could get away from his duties. At the moment, though, my own schedule seemed inconsequential. I was in full crisis management mode.

      My pulse ticked a fast and steady beat as the words spilled out of me. “I’ll drop out—if it’s a matter of life and death—if you need me there to help keep you safe. And Grandma can run the company for now. She can teach Mom everything she’ll need to know so she can take her place later on. Nothing is more important to me than your life.”

      His warm fingertip covered my lips, hushing my frantic plan-making. “I’ll be fine. I shouldn’t have even mentioned it. You need to finish school. You need to have a life. And the tea production is too important to us all. You’re absolutely right—I’m well-guarded. The fan pods in this country are disbanded. Nox says they’re making progress getting rid of them in Europe. The tea distribution is steadily expanding worldwide. And we have a peace pact with the Dark Court, finally.”

      “So what are we even talking about then? Why delay?”

      He drew in a deep breath and let it out on a long sigh. “I’ll just feel better if we wait until after we’re married, okay? After that, I promise you—no force on earth or in Alfheim could stop me from making you completely mine.”

      His voice ached with raw longing, reigniting the internal flame that always seemed to smolder inside me when he was near. I wanted him so much. And he did want me—I knew it. It made me nervous that he’d put off something he so obviously desired. How big was the threat of assassination?

      Unless he’s stalling for another reason.

      And there it was. The doubt. Though I knew better, uncertainty still tickled my brain from time to time, left over from that awful time when I believed Lad no longer loved me—or that he never really had. Now the tickle was increasing in intensity until it was almost painful. Was he afraid he’d change his mind again? Did he want to keep his options open—just in case?

      No, Ryann. No. Don’t even go down that path. I love you, he said, pushing me gently to my back again. His fingers stroked my cheek as he stared down at me with an adoring gaze, making me feel like the most desirable girl in the world.

      My eyes met his, recognizing unshakable certainty. I knew Lad wasn’t reading my mind—we could communicate without words but Elves weren’t mind readers. He just knew me too well.

      I love you, too. For better or worse.

      We’ve already had the worst. It will only get better and better for you and me. Lad punctuated his reassurance with a deep, drugging kiss that set my heart to an urgent new rhythm.

      How long until that wedding again? I asked, kissing him back and communicating my eagerness with my body. I hitched one leg over his hip and arched to get as close to him as possible. As close as he’d allow.

      Lad responded with gratifying enthusiasm, his breath now coming in heavy gusts as he fought for control. One month, six days, and four hours…
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      The great hall was filled with my subjects. A typical work day.

      Surveying the sea of expectant faces—all of them wanting something from me—I longed to be free in the forest, climbing and jumping from branch to branch, turning my face up to the sunshine with the wind on my skin.

      Or to spend some time in my nest hideaway, quietly reading the new books Ryann had given me.

      What I really wanted was to be alone with her somewhere—anywhere—although if I was going to have any chance of hanging onto my resolve, we really should have a chaperone night and day.

      There was no denying it. I was whipped.

      I was absolutely at her mercy, and if she only knew how close I was to giving in to her seductive looks and touches, her plea to bond ahead of our wedding date—well… I had to do everything in my power to resist it.

      I knew she had lingering doubts, fears that her being part human might somehow prevent us from being together.

      That wasn’t what I was worried about at all. I actually had less fear for Ryann before I knew she was three-quarters Elven.

      At least then, if something ever happened to me, she’d be able to get over it and move on eventually.

      But now… chances were she’d be as likely to have the mark as I would.

      If my enemies were ever to succeed and something happened to me, she’d be left alone… possibly for eternity.

      I didn’t want that for her—even the idea of it made my stomach coil into sickening knots. But I also couldn’t let her go.

      I wasn’t that strong.

      The wedding was a little over a month away. Maybe by then I’d feel safer about relations with the Dark Council.

      By then Ryann’s tea would have had more time to be distributed worldwide and perhaps Nox would have good news for me concerning the international fan pod situation.

      There was a call for you, Your Highness, Rikard said.

      As my personal assistant, he’d been given the task of monitoring my cell phone.

      Yep—I had a cell phone. I wanted to be accessible to Ryann during the times she wasn’t here in Altum with me.

      Ryann? I asked, my heart bounding to instant attention. My girl did that to me. Every time.

      No, Your Highness, it’s your brother.

      I rose from my chair at the head of the room, striding toward him quickly. Nox. Excellent. I’ll call him back immediately.

      He dropped the phone into my hand, and I left the royal residence, heading for the spiraling tunnel that would take me to the surface.

      Because no signal could reach that far underground, Rikard went outside and checked my phone messages at frequent intervals. He always let me know right away if there was a matter that needed my attention.

      Emerging from the tunnel, I breathed deeply of the fresh, pine-scented air. It was good to have a break.

      I climbed the mammoth Magnolia tree that loomed over our subterranean kingdom. It had stood for thousands of years—its base the diameter of a water tower, its gray-barked limbs thicker than my arm span.

      Reaching the upper branches, I pulled the phone from my pocket and checked the screen.

      Four bars. Good. I’d need all of them to have a decent connection with Nox overseas. At times when we’d talked during his trip, the signal had been less than crystal clear.

      I hit the button to return his call. He picked up after three rings.

      “Lad! How are you? How are things back at the old mud hole?”

      I chuckled. “Things in Altum are fine. How’s your bride? Where are you two now?”

      “Ireland. It’s fantastic. She’s fantastic. We’re headed to Scotland next. Asia and Australia will come after the break.”

      “How are things?”

      “Busy. There’s… a lot to do.”

      His jovial tone had changed to a serious one. He knew I wasn’t referring to the band’s tour with my question but to the international fan pod situation.

      “It’s not as out-of-control as it was in the U.S., but it’s still significant. And not all the clan leaders are eager to disband them. Many of their subjects have grown quite used to them. I had a hell of a time with that English boy band—they really didn’t want to let their girls go.”

      “I bet. But you’re doing the right thing.”

      “You don’t have to tell me twice. After what I saw in my own house and what Ryann went through with Reggie…”

      Ryann had infiltrated the fan pod of NFL quarterback Reggie Dillon in an effort to rescue her best friend Emmy and had nearly died in the process, not to mention the humiliation and pawing she’d had to endure.

      Just thinking of it had me gouging the tree bark with my fingernails, picturing Reggie’s sadistic grin. The Dark Elves under Davis Hart’s rule had not been a nice bunch.

      But he was gone now, and I shared joint rule with Nox. While he traveled the world, taking the temperature of Elven-human relations globally, I was supposed to be keeping an eye on things domestically.

      It wasn’t the easiest thing, considering I’d rarely had contact with members of the Dark Court other than during the Assemblage, when everyone was on their best behavior. I had a lot to learn.

      “When am I to expect that emissary?” I asked Nox. We’d sent a representative from the Light Court to the seat of Dark Elven power in California to help foster relations between our formerly antagonistic clans.

      I had yet to receive word on when our exchange diplomatic guest would arrive.

      “Oh—yeah. Should be this week,” Nox said. “Sorry for the delay. Apparently there was some disagreement within the Dark Council on whom to send, but they’ve finally worked it out.”

      “Someone trustworthy?”

      “Audun assures me of that.”

      “And can you trust him?”

      Ryann had told me about Audun. She’d met him briefly at a gathering of the Dark Court in Los Angeles. She said he’d been rather close to Davis, was actually his second in command. Now he was head of the Dark Council.

      Although he’d sworn fealty to Nox, Ryann said the man had given her the creeps.

      “I know—he’s a crafty old jackal and Davis’s bosom buddy,” Nox said.

      “But he assured me of his loyalty in the Elven way, so I know he wasn’t lying. Listen, I’d love to have chosen the ambassador myself, but it’s the Council’s job—we’re not a dictatorship you know. Too bad, I would have made a great dictator, don’t you think?” he joked.

      “Well… who is he? What’s he like?” My tone was impatient.

      This was important information and not really a joking matter in my opinion. I’d be letting this ambassador into my kingdom, allowing him to interact with my people, my mother… with Ryann.

      Nox chuckled. “You need to get above ground more, my friend, and get away from all those dusty old Light Elves. Your emissary is a she. Her name is Ava.”
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      How exactly was I supposed to “be a watch?”

      We were on the set of a men’s wrist watch shoot, and I was trying to follow the photographer’s instructions.

      Really, I was. But some of these guys were just a little too far out there.

      Be the watch—are you kidding me?

      The funny thing was, the watch was barely showing in any of the shots Guillermo had taken so far.

      It was wrapped around the wrist of Culley Rune, and when he was on a set, the only thing anyone—men, women, and photographic equipment included—wanted to focus on was his face.

      Yes, he was that good-looking. He was also well aware of it.

      “Come on, Ava,” he whispered close to my ear, his light Australian accent a knowing tease. “You’re acting like I smell bad or something—when I know for a fact I don’t.”

      Culley arched one perfect eyebrow at me, daring me to contradict him. Daring me to resist him.

      I inched a bit closer to his six-foot-three frame, and no, he did not smell bad. He smelled pretty amazing, actually.

      It was his ego that repulsed me. Maybe I should have been more understanding. When people worshipped you and treated you as if you were some sort of god, you probably couldn’t help but believe it after a while.

      Culley Rune was the hottest male model working in the fashion industry.

      He charged exorbitant fees to walk the runway during Fashion Week, and his check for today’s shoot would no doubt quadruple mine.

      I was basically there as his prop anyway. He was supposed to project all his adoration and desire for this ten thousand dollar timepiece on me.

      And I was apparently supposed to embody a gaudy hunk of metal.

      “You are the watch, Ava. You’re gorgeous, desirable. Everybody wants you,” the photographer encouraged, moving around us and clicking steadily.

      “I know this body does,” Culley purred. His hot breath fanned my neck, making goosebumps rise on my flesh. Real pretty.

      “Shut up,” I muttered, trying to hold onto my fierce-and-desirable expression. “You’re not helping.”

      He laughed, his white teeth flashing under the hot studio lights.

      “You’re going to have to get used to me, you know. We’re about to be spending a lot of time together.”

      I tried to ignore him and focus on being the watch, but his extreme nearness—and extreme cockiness—was making this the most difficult shoot I’d done since I was a fledgling model just getting my start in L.A. at seventeen years old.

      If I didn’t need this job so much, I’d just walk out of here right now and get in my car, drive to the beach—or better yet, up the coast to Ventura County to one of those farms where you could wander the dusty crop rows and gather ripe raspberries and heirloom tomatoes and black-eyed peas, where the air smelled like freshly turned dirt and ripening peaches and you heard birds and honeybees and you felt like the city didn’t even exist.

      “Excuse me,” an imperious female voice interjected, and my stomach sank to my toes.

      Great. My mother.

      “Excuse me. May I have a word with my daughter please? Ava. Ava dear,” she called.

      Guillermo wore an incredulous expression as he turned to see the tall red-haired bombshell clicking into the room on her stiletto heels, white designer suit hugging her slim curves, icy blue eyes boring into me.

      She spoke again, exerting her full regal presence and a hefty dose of Sway.

      “It will only take a moment—and it will help. I assure you.”

      The photographer’s expression changed instantly. His tone was deferential.

      “Of course. No problem. Take all the time you like.” To me, he said, “I can see which end of the gene pool you came from.”

      Little did he know, my father had been just as tall and physically attractive as my mother. It was an Elven thing.

      That was why so many of us dominated the television and movie screens—and especially the magazine ads like the one we were shooting today.

      Mother beckoned me with her manicured fingers. I extricated myself from Culley’s arms, crossing the bright studio to where she stood, my throat growing tighter with each step in her direction.

      “How’s it going, darling?” she asked aloud.

      Inside my brain she hissed. What do you think you are doing? I’ve never seen you do such a lackluster job. It’s almost as if you’re trying not to work well with him. Do I have to remind you? We need this, Ava.

      Well I’m sorry, I said, not sounding very sorry at all. But it’s awkward. If you wanted me to be comfortable, maybe you should have given me a little more warning. Or maybe introduced us before throwing us together like this.

      For the sake of the humans in the room, I answered her first question. “Oh, it’s great. We’re just getting warmed up.”

      “Lovely. I’ll just stay and watch if you don’t mind.”

      She gave me a saccharine smile, which I returned with equal insincerity. Working with her helicoptering over me was like trying to win a swim meet with a backpack full of bricks.

      At gunpoint.

      “Great,” I said.

      He’s just arrived in the States. You should make him feel welcome—not antagonize him, she continued. And be charming. You’re perfect for each other, you’ll see. And you don’t want to displease Audun. You have a job to do.

      Well then let me do my job.

      I spun away from her toward the refuge of the set and slammed directly into the intern who’d been sent out for sandwiches.

      Brown take-out boxes flew in every direction. The drink tray she’d been balancing crashed to the floor, sending a flood of tea and soda and ice cubes over her shoes and mine.

      Her face went purple. “Oh my God. I’m so sorry.” She grabbed a stack of napkins and started frantically dabbing at my toes.

      “Please don’t worry about it—it was my fault.”

      I squatted, grabbing a handful of napkins myself and swiping the floor, trying to help contain the disaster.

      The intern—Claire, she’d said earlier—gasped. “Oh no, let me get it. You don’t need to do this.”

      “Really, Claire. I’m fine. Looks like you got the worst of it,” I said, eyeing her wet pants legs and Chuck Taylors, which had been a light blue but were now a sickly brownish color.

      “Ava—you are not a janitor.” Mother sniffed. “Get off the floor right now—you’ll make yourself even more disheveled. Let the girl clean it up. Wardrobe! Makeup! See to your model—she’ll be ruined.”

      I did stand but not because I was worried over my appearance. Crossing the room to my purse, I dug out my wallet and went back to

      Claire, who was nearly in tears now, trying to gather the tumbled catering boxes.

      Having just bought a pair of Chucks for myself, I knew how pricey they were. I also knew Claire couldn’t afford to replace hers—she was still in college, and her internship with Guillermo was unpaid.

      “Here.” I pulled five twenties out of my wallet and pressed them into Claire’s hand. “This is for your shoes.”

      When she just stared dumbfounded at the cash in her hand, I added, “They’re really cute, and they look new. That tea and stuff is never going to wash out right—get some new ones.”

      Just to make sure she wouldn’t argue, I used a little Sway in my suggestion.

      “Uh… thanks a lot,” she finally said. “These are my favorites.”

      “Okay then.” I smiled at her.

      “Okay,” she said, sounding a little dazed, and carried the rescued boxes to a table along one wall of the studio.

      Taking care to avoid the sticky area on the floor, Mother rushed to my side and gripped my upper arm. She shot a worried glance over at Culley.

      “Was it really necessary for you to grovel on the floor with the help? And give her our money?”

      She wasn’t a fan of any humans, but she held particular disdain for those without power and influence. She probably assumed Culley felt the same.

      Which he probably did.

      I yanked my arm out of her grasp. “Yes, Mother. It was necessary. I have to get back to work now.”

      Struggling to tamp down my annoyance and calm my raging pulse, I walked back toward Culley, passing the makeup artist and the photographer’s assistant on the way.

      I caught a snatch of their whispered conversation.

      “… stage mother… nightmare.”

      I pretended not to hear them, but what they said was true. Thora Morten had earned quite a reputation for herself around the L.A. fashion scene.

      If I’d been human, I would probably be considered un-hire-able by this point.

      I was a passably good model, and I worked hard, but pretty girls out here were a dime-a dozen. If you got a reputation for being difficult in any way, you didn’t get many bookings.

      My reputation was that I had the stage-mom-from-Hell. It was only thanks to her Sway and my own glamour smoothing things over that the jobs kept coming, including this one with Culley.

      “How nice that your mum came for a visit,” he said when I reached him, his voice tinged with wicked amusement.

      “Oh yes,” I muttered under my breath. “It’s wonderful to have her around when I’m trying to work.”

      He chuckled darkly. “At least she cares enough to be on the same continent with you.”

      All sarcasm was gone, replaced by a sullen tone that surprised me.

      For the first time since meeting him, I was interested in what Culley had to say. I met his eyes directly.

      “You don’t see your mother much?”

      From what I knew of him, he had grown up in Melbourne with his mom Falene. She’d been sent there by his father Audun Rune, presumably to supervise the Australian clans, and the spouses rarely saw each other, though they remained married, of course.

      “If you consider once or twice a year a lot then, yes, I see her quite often.”

      His ultra-blue eyes met mine. “I came here straight from Eton. Falene thought England would be the best place for me to spend the majority of my time since I was thirteen.”

      “Wow—you moved away from home at thirteen?”

      That seemed kind of young to be on your own. As annoying as Mother could be, as much as I despised some of the things she pushed me to do, I couldn’t imagine being sent away to fend for myself when I was barely out of my tweens.

      Perhaps detecting a note of sympathy in my voice, Culley straightened, his I-don’t-give-a-crap demeanor snapping back into place.

      “And why not? It’s a great school. I got the finest education money can buy, rubbed elbows with the future leaders of the world. And I learned the greatest lesson of all.”

      “What’s that?” I asked as we moved back into our positions so Guillermo could resume the session.

      Culley gazed at me, his expression exuding heat and desire and longing—all for the sake of the camera.

      “To look out for myself. If you want something in this life, Angel, you’d better take it—because no one is going to give you what you need.”

      How sad. And how true.

      I must have been frowning, because Guillermo spoke up. “Hey guys—let’s focus now. A few more good shots and we’ll be out of here.”

      I once again did my best to be a watch, but Culley’s words continued to spin through my brain.

      Maybe we were perfect for each other. My new fiancé was as jaded as I was.
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      Finally finished with the shoot, I headed off-set, beyond ready to change into my own clothes and remove the four pounds of makeup caked on my skin.

      “Oh my God—look at his eyes. I’ve never seen eyes so green.”

      Before stepping into the dressing room, I glanced to the side of the studio where the photographer’s assistant was crowded around a monitor with several other people, pouring over the photo files from our shoot.

      “What are you talking about? They’re violet,” the guy next to her said. He was in charge of lighting, which meant he’d been up close and personal with both me and Culley throughout the day.

      “Excuse me, but I’ve worked with him five times now,” argued the makeup artist. “He’s got the deepest brown eyes I’ve ever seen. And that mocha skin—mmm—if he isn’t God’s gift, I don’t know who is.”

      I had no idea what any of them were talking about.

      I’d just spent the better part of four hours inches away from his face, and Culley’s eyes were sky blue. I was sure of it because I remembered thinking I’d never seen anyone with eyes quite that shade—or quite that lovely—before.

      And mocha skin? His complexion was pale
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