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      Dusk crept up on the Irish countryside. Despite Cana’s anger at her brother Lugh for his inability to save herself and the rest of the Children of Danu from their imprisoned fate, the pristine beauty of the lush green hills, even as day faded into night, was not lost on her.

      Cana had once been a goddess, with extraordinary beauty designed to bring any man, mortal or immortal, to his feet. Everyone loved her. Everyone adored her. Until Arawn had captured Cana and her brothers and sisters. Then they’d lost everything. People no longer looked at Cana, they only looked away.

      When Kellen St. James, the American teenager destined to save the world from darkness, destroyed Arawn, Cana had expected that both she and her family would instantly be freed, and that her beauty would be restored. There’d been a time when she’d championed St. James in her mind, though she would never have admitted it aloud—Cana didn’t believe in standing up for anyone other than herself.

      She’d been patient, waiting for the moment when the dreadful single eye in the center of her forehead would disappear. Each of the Children of Danu had been cursed with a physical characteristic, a reminder of a weakness that he or she demonstrated in their former lives—though it seemed to Cana that hers was the worst.

      Cana sighed. She wanted nothing more than to look into the mirror and again see two blue eyes resting on porcelain skin, not the single eye on the frog-like green skin that currently covered her body.

      But alas, she’d peeked into the mirror and nothing had changed.

      Still, she and the other Children of Danu were enjoying their newfound freedom. Under the cloak of darkness, they’d snuck out the past two nights and played all sorts of vile tricks on the mortals. It had been amusing, but in the back of Cana’s mind she kept questioning: Will I ever be able to go home?

      Cana had come out that morning to hunt for the herbs she hoped would boost her beauty’s return. She held out little hope, yet it could not hurt to try.

      Coming aboveground during the mortal daytime was a luxury she wouldn’t have been permitted to indulge in under Arawn’s rule. She shuddered as she thought of The Call, the method Arawn used to ensure that the Children of Danu always returned to him.

      Tugging the thick cloak about her, one of the few that was effective at hiding her single eye, she stepped out onto the mortal road. Movement ahead made her halt. She pulled the cloak’s hood tighter around the sides of her face. She refused to tolerate humiliation from the unwelcome stares of passing mortals.

      But then a familiar figure stepped onto the path. A man who wasn’t a man.

      Cana placed a hand to her throat. “You startled me, Wil’k.”

      “I don’t believe that for a minute,” Wil’k said, never moving, forcing her to walk to where he stood if she desired conversation.

      But Cana wasn’t interested in being social. She had a mission, and the sooner she completed it, the better. Cana continued, unwilling to be deterred by Wil’k’s arrival.

      “I know why you have not yet seen your loveliness return.” Wil’k remained in his spot, as though willing Cana to stop walking.

      She did just that, twisting and returning to where he waited.

      “We are prisoners. Kellen St. James has the item that controls us all, and he is closer than you think.”

      Her interest piqued, Cana immediately brushed aside all plans to dismiss him. “I am listening.”

      “If we work together, we can end him, but it has to be done in a certain way. No random killing.”

      Cana drew back. “Random killing? How can you even suggest—”

      “I do not need to suggest anything, Cana. Your exploits from last night are proof enough.” Wil’k’s voice managed to sound accusatory despite its even tenor.

      Cana sighed. “How was I to know that hurled livestock would crush the men? It was an accident.”

      Wil’k’s smile was quick, as though they shared an intimate moment instead of discussing the murder of twenty mortal men. Cana hadn’t meant for the men’s deaths to happen. Surely, if their families knew this it would dispel any grief they experienced. If Cana cared enough to tell them.

      As if reading her thoughts, Wil’k continued. “You do not care about anyone but yourself. Everyone knows that.”

      She raised an eyebrow, saying nothing. She had never taken to Wil’k. He had developed an attitude while she, Cana, had retained her perfectly pleasant personality without fail.

      “Besides, if you kill the St. James boy, you’ll lose any chance at regaining your looks forever.” Wil’k grimaced as though this would be the very worst thing in their world. To Cana it was.

      “What is in it for you? Why would you care about my existence?”

      Wil’k glanced around as if to ensure they weren’t being overheard. “Let us say that I have an interest in what happens to the boy. We need to capture Kellen St. James, and we can do it if we work together.”

      Cana sucked in a breath. “Keep talking.”
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      The sun shone brightly on Gran’s lawn in County Clare, Ireland. The combination of the sea air and the rain that had come down in a fine mist that morning washed everything clean. The purity of it burned my lungs with each breath, making me lightheaded, though that might have had something to do with it being my wedding day.

      We’d kept things low-key, only inviting our families, my best friend, Gabe, and his parents, the Stewarts, who’d been more like a family to me than my own these past few years. Then there was just Father Winslow, me, and of course Calienta.

      As if my thoughts cued her entrance, Calienta, my bride, exited Gran’s cottage through the French doors and made her way across the lawn toward me on the arm of her father, Lugh, the Sun God. Calienta’s gown flapped behind her in the breeze, its shimmering skirt covered in a million tiny gemstones.

      Gabe waited beside me at the altar we’d set up at the cliff’s edge. The stairs leading to the cove where Calienta and I first met stood behind me. This spot was a testament to our past, present, and future, for we planned to live on this very land.

      It was a glorious October day filled with sunshine and foliage, though the classic Irish chill still managed to work its way in there. I would’ve felt bad for my bride-to-be in her sleeveless dress if Calienta wasn’t a goddess.

      Calienta’s mother, Brigid, took a seat in one of the garden chairs. Next to her, Gabe’s parents sat hunched together conspiring, secret smiles on their faces that people desperately in love after thirty years often wore. On the other side of them sat Alistair, my grandfather, who winked at me. His thinning salt-and-pepper hair lifted in the breeze, the strands a perfect match for his bushy moustache.

      My father, or Stephen as I’d chosen to call him, because he never deserved the title of “Father,” and my turd of a brother, Roger, hadn’t made the guest list.

      “K, I can’t believe you’re getting married. You’re seventeen, dude.” Gabe, my best man, stood beside me. “Not that you’ve ever done things based on age. You always seem to find your way—even when the odds are stacked against you.”

      Gabe wasn’t just referring to my wedding. I’d graduated from Yale last spring at the age of seventeen. True, most guys my age wouldn’t have been getting married, but things with Calienta and I had never been normal.

      There’d been little point in pretending that we weren’t going to end up together. It didn’t matter that I’d only reached my seventeenth birthday and she’d turned four hundred fifty last year. Truthfully, she didn’t look a day over eighteen.

      Calienta even planned to give up her immortality to be with me. She had voluntarily chosen to relinquish a shot at a never-ending life in exchange for a short blip of time. With me. Her father would be performing the ceremony that would change her into a mortal immediately after our wedding.

      “She’s the one.” I sounded like a cliché from every romance novel ever written, or so I’d heard. Calienta had found an endless offering of romantic paperbacks on Gran’s bookshelves. She’d been reading through them, along with binge-watching Gran’s action DVDs. It had never made sense that my Irish granny loved Kung Fu Theater, but then again, people were never one thing. Calienta certainly wasn’t.

      As if she could read my thoughts, Calienta beamed at me across the grass. Her delicate lace veil whipped around her thick locks. Braids ran through her hair in all directions, culminating in a fancy creation with a clasp in the back that held it all together. In the two weeks since our engagement, Brigid had immediately gone into wedding-planning mode and I was certain that hairstyle had not been Calienta’s choice.

      Still, she took my breath away.

      “And what’s up with her having one name?” Gabe whispered in my ear. “Calienta. That’s like . . .”

      I couldn’t take my eyes off her. My thoughts scattered so that I only half listened to Gabe’s verbal vomit.

      “. . . Beyoncé.” Gabe made that wondrous proclamation in his usual surfer-style cadence.

      Turning, I stared at him and shook my head. “Gabe, man. Do you mind? This is my wedding.”

      Besides, Calienta would have a last name soon enough. Before the day ended, she would be my wife. Calienta St. James.

      Gabe lowered his head as if in prayer. “Sorry, man. That was way uncool.”

      Calienta came to a stop directly in front of me, her face flaming and highlighting the red in her hair. “Hey.” She’d been trying to speak like a mortal. Sometimes it worked out and sometimes it didn’t. In that moment, it was perfect.

      “Hey, you.” An involuntary smile lifted the corners of my mouth. Before she existed, I’d been alone. Now Calienta was my home.

      Lugh took his seat next to Brigid and gave me a thumbs-up. Father Winslow, the round, balding man with a halo of hair and a pink nose, began the ceremony with a brief introduction. We’d opted for the shortest version of the ceremony. Only one part mattered to the two of us.

      I should have been paying attention, possibly even absorbing some of it to help me along my way in married life, but I couldn’t stop staring at Calienta. Her impossibly blue eyes connected with mine and her emotions, something I was far better at reading than the average fiancé, practically poured into me. I was marrying the girl I loved, and I had no doubt how much she loved me back.

      Finally, after what felt like an eternity, the good Father turned to me. “Kellen, repeat after me. I, Kellen, take you, Calienta.”

      I took Calienta’s hands in mine. Her smile crinkled a little, as though she might cry. I squeezed her fingers. It was all I could do to reassure her since she wasn’t as good at interpreting my feelings yet. “I, Kellen, take you, Calienta.”

      Father Winslow led me through the vows as I promised to have and to hold, for better or for worse. The small group of guests faded away until there was only the two of us. As wave crashed against rock, I promised her everything. Tears pooled in Calienta’s eyes, but they didn’t dare fall unless she wanted them to.

      My eyes held hers and chills ran through me. That was nothing new—they always did when I looked in her eyes—but this time the air around us cooled instantly. My breath transformed into a smoke-like cloud. Goosebumps rose on my flesh as the sun vanished behind the clouds.

      A crash of thunder shook the ground. The clouds, which as recently as ten seconds ago had been uncharacteristically absent, rapidly regrouped into pre-storm mode. The sea growled, a hungry monster inching its way up the cliffs, though it should have been low tide.

      The good Father’s prompts faded to nothing as our guests looked up. The next voice that spoke wasn’t Father Winslow’s. It was menacing, yet with a girlish whine.

      “Sorry to interrupt, but there is little point in continuing this wedding. You will all be dying today.”

      I tore my eyes from Calienta’s and spotted a hideous green faerie with a single eye in the center of her forehead.
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      Dressed in a red leather skirt and a tight black leather bustier that revealed way too much sickly green skin and an unappealing wart-covered cleavage, our unexpected guest stood no more than four feet tall. She was hideous. Although she reminded me of Yoda, something told me this creature wasn’t one of the good guys.

      Gripping Calienta’s hand, I leaned in close. “Who is that? And how am I going to explain a one-eyed wedding guest to Alistair?”

      Calienta squeezed my fingers. “No idea. I’ve never seen her before.”

      Lugh positioned himself between the stranger and us. The muscles in my future father-in-law’s back strained through his suit. “Leave the mortals alone, Cana.”

      The mortals. No. I whipped my head toward Alistair, but he sat beside Gabe’s parents, frozen, as if magick had locked them into a single moment in time and thrown away the key.

      “I froze them,” Calienta whispered in my ear. “They are better off if they don’t know what’s going on.”

      But just as she said this, Gabe nudged his way in between us. “K, is this some crazy cosplay thing? I can’t believe you didn’t let me in on it. I would have worn a costume.”

      Any reply I could have fabricated faded into the background as an army of a hundred or more faeries spilled into the space behind the one Lugh had called Cana. They ranged in size from Lugh’s height to a foot off the ground.

      Our attackers were all members of the group known as the Children of Danu, or the C.O.D., as I had taken to calling them. They were a family of gods and goddesses who’d been forced underground and turned to the Dark Side.

      Although I’d killed Arawn, the evil Lord of Faerie who’d imprisoned them, I’d also trashed the realm of Faerie and torn the fabric of time, which had caused a significant amount of turmoil in the realm. Since they hadn’t come bearing wedding presents, I could only guess that the C.O.D. were pissed about the aftermath.

      “Kellen, Gabe, get behind me.” Lugh threw his arms out at his sides. In the next instant, he began to grow taller, changing in shape and form until he stood at his full height, ten feet tall. With the mortals at risk, he’d abandoned all efforts to hide his identity.

      “Dude, this is insane.” Gabe clutched my arm as though it were all a brilliant show. “How did he do that? Special effects?”

      “Yeah, you could say that.” Better he thinks that because I had zero idea how I was going to explain this later.

      “I said, leave the mortals alone, Cana,” Lugh repeated. This time the ground trembled and many of the C.O.D. faltered, turning to Cana.

      She let out a macabre laugh that stabbed my eardrums, making me cringe. “You would like that, dear Brother, but we have come to take the St. James boy.”

      “What? What do they want with me?” I muttered the question to no one as Calienta ran toward the mortals, palms outstretched, ready to defend them.

      Lugh inched forward. “Whatever revenge you seek is with me. It is not with him. He has done nothing to you.”

      “Even you cannot be so foolish as to think he has done nothing. Surely you know what he has in his possession. Or not?” The woman called Cana simpered, her whining voice sending my nerves jangling.

      The only thing I had in my possession right then was a Snickers bar, a small Swiss Army knife, and my cell phone. I didn’t even have Calienta’s ring—Gabe took that honor.

      “Let us converse about this.” Lugh raised a hand to the sky and the clouds above us parted.

      “I have finished speaking with you, dear Brother!” Cana drew back her hand to attack.

      Calienta sprang into action. With a wave of her hand, Gabe’s parents and Father Winslow disappeared, I assumed to somewhere safe. My girl had serious powers.

      Gabe gripped my shoulder. “Kellen, what happened to my parents?”

      “It will be okay. They’ll be okay—”

      Before I could cobble together some kind of explanation, Alistair popped into place beside me, eyes wild as he gripped my arm. “Kellen, what is the meaning of this?”

      I ducked as a wall of fire flew directly over our heads, just missing us. “Listen, there are some things I haven’t told you, but can the two of you give me a minute? We’ve got a few things to sort out here.”

      The skies rolled and the clouds formed a single dark mass, creating a barricade that seemed to separate us from the rest of the world. Calienta backed up, aligning herself with Lugh and Brigid to stand between the C.O.D. and Alistair, Gabe, and me.

      Cana jabbed a short green finger in my direction. “The boy! He’s there!”

      The C.O.D. advanced, armed with nothing but magick. Light shot from their palms in every color of the rainbow. It rivaled the one Fourth of July fireworks display I’d been allowed to see as a child.

      Cana shot fire from her palms. Lugh thrust his hands outward, pushing the flames away from us. Still, the heat from them warmed me, and the pungent smoke sent tears pooling in the corners of my eyes.

      Gabe grabbed my arm and Alistair’s, whose balding head was now covered in soot. “Come on, we need to get out of here.”

      Gabe was right. There wasn’t much shelter at our makeshift altar. Better we run for cover than force Lugh to take all the heat.

      We raced toward a nearby series of boulders at the edge of the lawn. Faerie fire pummeled the earth behind us as the ground blew up in our wake. Finally we took cover behind the rocks.

      Gabe faced me. “This is so not a cosplay. What the H is going on, K?”

      “Yes, Kellen . . . what Gabe said.” Alistair’s complexion had shifted to maroon.

      Guilt sank into my chest to meet up with the fear lodged there. I should have told Gabe and Alistair the truth when they’d first come to Ireland for my wedding. Yet I’d kept Calienta’s identity a secret. I thought it would be safer if neither of them knew about her family, about Faerie, about any of it. I should have known better. Keeping secrets never ended well.

      I peered over the rock and jerked aside as a portion of its top exploded, missing my head by inches. “This really isn’t the best time.”

      A familiar group of tiny faeries on horseback tore into the fray, heading straight for Calienta. Palms out, she shot a wall of water in their direction, sending the little Trooping Faeries flying from their mounts and dousing many of the small fires from Cana’s offensive tactics.

      Yet Cana was ready with more flames. The next round transformed midair into a glowing volley of molten arrows. Before they could strike Calienta, she conjured a raging river of rapids. The water poured from Calienta’s hands and rushed to meet Cana.

      Calienta’s defensive tactic appeared to be working—until Cana froze the water. Instantly it exploded into hundreds of jagged pieces. In seconds, the one-eyed faerie redirected the shards at Calienta.

      Calienta knew how to protect herself. I understood that. Still, I was done hiding behind a rock while she risked her life. Leaping from my hiding place, I tore across the space between us and grabbed her hand. Before she could argue, I yanked her from the path of ice and back toward the boulders just as the shards sank into the ground.

      Alistair and Gabe scrambled to make room for us. Calienta puffed a strand of hair from her eyes and scowled as her wave of annoyance washed over me.

      “I had a plan, Kellen.” She sounded ticked, despite the soft lilt of Ireland in her voice.

      I pressed a kiss fast and hard to her lips. “Maybe, but I have plans too, and they all involve you. Let’s cut the Indiana Jones routine for the time being, if that’s okay.”

      Gabe snorted, but Calienta’s brow furrowed as she peeked out from behind the rock.

      “You speak in riddles sometimes.”

      I decided to let that one go. “Why are Gabe and Alistair here? Can’t you send them home? That’s what you did for the others, right?”

      “No way, man.” Gabe took off his jacket and rolled up his shirtsleeves—like that was going to help him in a faerie attack. “Whatever the heck this is, I’m not going anywhere.”

      Alistair patted his forehead with a handkerchief. “Me either.” Mud trailed up the legs of his Savile Row trousers.

      “Look to the sky.” Calienta gestured upward. “Cana and her clan have set up a barrier. No one else can leave until it is dismantled.”

      My eyes flashed upward. The sky had taken on the appearance of a blurry photo or the air on a muggy day. Great. Unless there was a miracle, we were outnumbered and unable to escape.

      “What about my family?” Gabe’s voice wavered.

      “I got them out safely, Gabriel.” Calienta took Gabe’s hand. “They think they’ve returned from a wedding. They can’t remember whose. I wanted to keep the lie as realistic as possible. I did the same for the man of the cloth.”

      “Thanks, C.” Gabe smiled as Calienta released his hand, but when he faced me his expression changed. His eyes met mine and narrowed, anger sparking within them. “At least someone is telling me the truth around here. Why did I have to hear it from Calienta?”

      A knot of fear built at the base of my spine. Gabe had never looked at me like that. He’d always been on my side, but when he put it that way . . .

      “Gabe—”

      Before I could craft an explanation, the sounds of fighting stopped and silence filled the lawn. The four of us peered above the boulder. Lugh and Brigid had been captured, their arms bound with a golden cord that squirmed snake-like along their bodies.

      Cana’s voice rang victorious. “Dear Brother, it seems as though we have won.” Her evil grin slid over her face like olive oil on a plate at one of those Italian restaurants back in New York. “I will take the St. James boy after all! He—”

      “Will not be harmed!” A familiar voice rang in the clearing, as Calienta’s uncle, Dillion, popped into place. Standing three feet tall and wearing a pair of black leather pants, a faux fur pink vest, UGGs, and a pair of aviator sunglasses, he would have drawn all eyes to him, even without his clothing choices.

      Raising both hands, Dillion blasted the entire C.O.D. off their feet, barely jostling the red leather beret sitting askew on his snow-white hair. With a wave of his hand, he froze the entire army of C.O.D.

      Dillion was one of the C.O.D. himself, the only one I knew of that hadn’t turned into an evil, freaky mess. Calienta’s uncle had been one of the few to help us in Faerie, so his arrival was the mythological equivalent of the cavalry rushing in.

      The little man turned to Lugh and Brigid and raised his palm. A bolt of purple light shot at Calienta’s parents, freeing them in an instant. His white beard barely quivered with the effort. Without hesitating, he jogged to where we’d taken cover.

      Whipping the sunglasses from his face, Dillion looked me in the eye, something that would have been impossible if I hadn’t been kneeling. “Kellen, you must get out of here.” His words grated with an unfamiliar raspiness, not his usual high-pitched voice. He also looked older. Much older.

      The angry spiral of dark clouds began to diminish as the sun peeked out again.

      “What do they want? They said that I had something, but I don’t know what they’re talking about.”

      Dillion turned to Calienta, dismissing me. “Niece, get them out of here. You are free to go, but not for long.”

      Calienta nodded once.

      Before I could ask where we were going, Gabe, Alistair, Calienta, and I were sitting in the back of a moving taxicab in the Piccadilly Circus section of London.
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      Cars zoomed around us in every direction. A symphony of horns penetrated the inside of the cab. We’d been transported from western Ireland to London, England, in the time it took for me to blink. I could still smell the salt-infused air. Freaky.

      I looked to Calienta. “Piccadilly Circus?”

      She shrugged. “I thought the noise and iron from the cars would put them off. Bad choice?”

      “No. It was a good one.” Iron was a C.O.D. repellent, along with salt, but I didn’t know how long either would work to evade an army of pissed-off faeries.

      “C, dude, you beamed us here. This is like . . . Star Trek.” Gabe’s eyes widened, and he stared at Calienta as if she were a circus escapee.

      “Hey! How’d you lot get in ’ere?” the cab driver yelled while trying to turn around and keep his eye on the road at the same time.

      “Don’t you remember?” Calienta gushed. “You’ve picked us up. You are an excellent driver, Mark.” Calienta’s sugar-coated tone complemented her heartbreaking smile.

      The cabbie scratched his head, searching for a memory he’d never find unless Calienta decided to plant it there. “Sorry about that. My mistake, miss. What’s your destination?”

      Calienta’s forehead wrinkled. Turning to me, she spoke in quiet tones. “I don’t know where we should go. They can track me here, and I can’t take you to the Green Lands.”

      The Green Lands, or the heavens as I called it, was Calienta’s home. Although it was perfect for her, the place had been designed for gods and goddesses. It exhausted any mortals that spent too much time there.

      “Got it. We need to stall.” I leaned toward the front seat and patted the driver’s shoulder. “Just drive for now, Mark.”

      “It’s your money.” But Mark grinned, thrilled at the prospect of a large fare to round out the afternoon.

      Gabe faced front, scowling. “It would have been nice to know I could expect this at your wedding, K.”

      “Gabe, I didn’t expect this at my wedding.”

      But I’m not sure I would have told Gabe even if I had. There was too much danger involved. Still, that did nothing to erase my guilt.

      “How could I ever have warned you about the hot mess this day would turn into?”

      The driver frowned, giving up all pretense of paying attention to the road. “Hey now. My cab’s not that bad. I just cleaned in ’ere. Are you tourists? Want me to point out the sights?” A horn blared from somewhere beside us and he righted the car.

      “He means no disrespect. Your vehicle is quite lovely, Mark. Well done!” Calienta clapped, beaming. The driver turned three shades of red.

      “London?” Alistair’s voice sounded far away. “We’re in London?”

      Turning to Alistair, I touched his arm. “I know. We have a lot of explaining to do.”

      He looked older. More tired than usual. A small string of worries made their way into my mind. After losing Gran eight months ago, I didn’t want to think about Alistair dying.

      Alistair shifted in his seat, his moustache turning down at the sides with his frown. “Cut the crap, Kellen, as you Americans say. Tell me what’s going on.”

      Calienta leaned in so that her lips were inches from my ear. “Not here. They could be listening.”

      The car began to shake then. Its steering wheel jerked first one way and then the other. We slid into one another on the crisp black leather seats, crushing Gabe on the one side.

      The driver whirled around, panic etched onto his face. “I can’t steer the car! What’s happening?” He practically stood on the brake pedal, which couldn’t have been easy given the enclosed space. The wheel twisted and turned, weaving us in and out of oncoming traffic. The shifter jerked from second to third gear.

      “That’s what I’d like to know. C, what’s going on?” Gabe asked.

      Calienta bit her lip. “They’ve found us. I hoped we’d have more time.”

      We were in serious weekend traffic. People and cars were everywhere. Pedestrians poured into the streets from a nearby Tube station. If something went wrong, there were more lives than our own at stake.

      “Can you do anything to stop them, or at least slow them down?” I asked.

      Calienta shook her head. “It’s too risky with so many mortals.” She closed her eyes. “Leave it to me.”

      The car jerked forward at about twenty miles over the speed limit then switched lanes, steering us into the path of an oncoming double-decker bus. None of us wore seatbelts—there hadn’t been time. Gabe and Alistair scrambled to put theirs on. Reaching over, I buckled a seatbelt across Calienta’s thin frame before fastening mine.

      When the bus drew closer and we didn’t move, my stomach lodged itself into my throat. “Calienta. There’s a bus. We need to do something.”

      Her eyes remained closed, her chin tipped up in a regal air. The bus let out three long blaring beeps.

      “Hold on, folks. I can’t seem to stop this thing.” Mark frantically shifted gears to no avail.

      “Calienta. The bus.” I shook her arm, speaking with greater urgency.

      Her emotions swarmed around me—calmness—the opposite of the anxiety that had quickly risen in me. Yet she didn’t respond.

      Beep! Beep! Beeeeeeep!

      Passersby stopped on the sidewalk and cried out in warning.

      Gabe patted Calienta’s arm. “Come on! You have to wake up. Snap out of it!”

      The bus was only a few feet away. Alistair’s eyes widened. At some point, all three of us leaned toward Calienta with our hands outstretched, powerless. The bus filled my peripheral vision. This was it, the last moment of my life.

      “I’m so sorry!” the driver cried, holding up his hands to shield his eyes.

      Calienta opened her eyes and extended her hands out in front of her. Thick fog shot from her palms, surrounding the car and each of us. The sounds from the street dulled. It was as though we were hearing things from the inside of a building instead of a vehicle. White mist swirled through the car and out one open window in the back, enveloping us.

      “What’s happening?” The driver repeatedly slammed on the brakes, but they’d decided to stop working. His white-knuckled hands gripped the steering wheel.

      Calienta leaned forward. “You’ll be going home to your wife now, Mark. It’s your anniversary. Buy her flowers. You’ll forget all of this.” Her voice remained even, without a trace of the anxiety that would be permanently lodged in my mind after this joy ride.

      “Dude, this isn’t Star Trek, she’s like . . . a Jedi.” Gabe’s eyes lit in wonder. Hopefully we’d stop the car before Gabe ran out of sci-fi franchises.

      Mark tilted his head. “What was tha—”

      But before he could finish his question, he disappeared from the front seat. No silent trailing off, but an abrupt pop. The car drove itself.

      I stared at Calienta. “You are amazing.”

      She turned, first to me and then to Gabe and Alistair. “It’s a trick. It won’t last, but it will get us somewhere safe until we can think up a plan.”

      “What are you, young lady? A witch?” Alistair’s eyebrows rose nearly as high as his receding gray hairline.

      Calienta smiled. “All you need to know is that I love your grandson. That will have to be enough for now.”

      “If an explanation is coming, I’ll wait,” Alistair said, though he spoke in a way that indicated he didn’t want to wait much longer. “We need to get off this road. My house—”

      “Is too dangerous,” I said, shaking my head. “We’d lead them straight to you. You can’t mess with these people, trust me.”

      Calienta focused on the road as if she herself were steering. “Kellen’s right. We need someplace safe. Somewhere they can’t follow.”

      My brain began its own internal scan, cross-referencing everything I knew about the C.O.D. with possible safe places. “What about Leeds Castle?”

      “Leeds Castle? In Kent? Whatever for?” Alistair had a death grip on the arm rest of the car door.

      “Because Leeds has one of the finest moats in all of England.” I tried to catch Gabe’s eye as I spoke. He wasn’t looking at me, but he was listening.

      Calienta cupped my cheeks and kissed me firmly on the mouth, a move that sent my head spinning. “You’re a genius, Kellen.”

      Technically she was right, but I preferred to think of myself as an average guy. “Thanks. You’re not so bad yourself.”

      “I don’t get it,” Gabe said. “How’s that place supposed to keep us safe?”

      “Faeries can’t bear to cross running water, and the Leeds moat is fed from an external water source, the River Len. We need someplace where we can safely regroup.”

      Gabe narrowed his eyes, making him look the part of a stranger again instead of my best friend. “Finally, the truth. Was that really so hard?”

      “Faeries. Is that what those things were? I’ll be damned.” The wrinkles deepened in Alistair’s forehead as the seconds passed. “And how do you know this?”

      “I took an advanced geography class last summer.” It seemed better to explain the castle than the faeries. Fortunately, he didn’t argue. Perhaps he’d even written it off as my unusual memory, something he often forgot about until I recalled a fact that no one had ever heard of.

      “They’re closed on Saturday evenings. Most historic locations are.” Alistair’s voice was flat.

      I met Gabe’s eyes at the opposite end of the back seat. Instead of grinning the way he normally would have, he only looked away, leaving me to answer my grandfather.

      “Then we’ll just have to break in.”

      I only hoped there’d be no one there to greet us.
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      The driverless car came to an abrupt, shuddering halt on the circular drive in the barren courtyard at Leeds. Three buildings stood on the tiny island that was Leeds, and a well-manicured lawn stretched out before us. I opened the car door and stepped outside.

      It was after six p.m., and though it was the perfect time for a wedding—a Saturday in October—the place was deserted. But something I’d learned from my time in Faerie? Looks were deceiving.

      The silence suffocated me. No sounds pierced the night, not even the call of the occasional bird or cricket. The quiet gave the dramatic setting an even more eerie quality. It reminded me too much of Faerie itself. Goosebumps ran across my skin. My suit hadn’t been made with the changeable British weather in mind, and the October chill seeped through my clothes.

      “Are there guards? What about a security system?”

      I offered Calienta my hand, which she took as she climbed from the car.

      Calienta took two steps ahead of me, seeming to scan the perimeter. “No one can see us. For the time being we are safe, but we can’t stay here.”

      Gabe hopped out of the car and bounced up and down in place, reminding me of a fighter before a match. “Okay, wait. This is not Star Wars, it’s Mission Impossible!” Excitement lit his eyes as he helped my grandfather from the vehicle before I had the chance.

      “Except we’re not in bodysuits and suspended by a cable fifty feet in the air.” I grinned, almost forgetting Gabe was angry with me.

      Gabe apparently didn’t have the same problem. His forehead creased in a way that made me think I’d taken all the fun out of it for him. He glanced away.

      “We should get inside.” Calienta took my hand in hers, leading me from the taxi.

      “What about the car?”

      “Leave it to me.” Calienta waved her free hand and the cab vanished before my eyes. Probably returned to Mark’s driveway, wherever that was.

      Alistair swallowed as though trying to digest dinner in a place that served up insects as its main course.

      Gabe, on the other hand, seemed energized, as though he’d been waiting for this moment his entire life. He stalked toward a nearly darkened area of the courtyard. “Let’s try and access the building this way.” He stopped before a plain door. “I’m betting this door isn’t secure. The outside is fortified. Why bother setting an alarm on the interior buildings?”

      Alistair raised his eyebrows. Though Gabe so often sounded like a stoner, he’d been hailed as a legal mastermind by his Yale profs and had begun his first term at Harvard Law last month. Not too many people got to see that side of him. I, on the other hand, was all too aware of the power of Gabe’s mind. I once thought I could argue my way into getting the last slice of pizza. Not only did I not win, but I also ended up cleaning the bathroom for a month. I still had no idea how that happened.

      “Good idea.” I patted him on the back as I reached for the Swiss Army knife. When I was a kid, I’d gotten good at picking locks. It was more out of boredom than anything else. But before I could unsheathe the knife, the door swung open.

      “Coming boys?” Calienta breezed past us and moved into the building.

      Gabe smirked, but kept his thoughts to himself. “Whatever you say, C.” Without a backward glance, he followed her inside, dipping his head to avoid smacking it on the doorframe.

      Alistair was about to follow when he turned back to me. “So this is what’s been going on with you?”

      “Some of it,” I admitted. He needed to hurry up and get inside. The moat should protect us, but I wasn’t sure for how long. This wasn’t the time for a tell-all.

      He nodded. “That explains why you didn’t return my calls for so long. Tell me something . . . Calienta . . . do you trust her?”

      I remembered Gran holding my hand and urging me to believe in the girl I’d once thought existed only in dreams. “With my life.”

      Again, he gave me a curt nod. “Then I shall too.” He turned and walked through the door and I followed, taking care to lock up behind me.

      Our tentative steps led us into a darkened hallway. Alistair and I followed the soft sounds of Gabe’s and Cali’s voices toward a room up ahead. We’d barely made it over the threshold when Alistair stopped short and I had to grab the doorframe to avoid running into him. Then I froze in my tracks. Lugh stood at the head of a dining table, a grim smile on his face.

      “Father!” Calienta rushed into the circle of Lugh’s arms.

      Giving them a moment, I took in the formal dining room where we’d ended up. There was a large rectangular table made of what looked to be cherry. A set of fine china had been laid across it with a complex assortment of sterling silver place settings. The crystal goblets had been polished to gleaming and placed at the ready, and the white high-backed chairs were drawn from the table as though waiting for guests to take their seats. At one end of the room, an ornate fireplace with a mantle of white waited for someone to throw on a log.

      Calienta pulled back to look at Lugh. “Father! Is everyone all right?”

      Lugh smoothed her hair, staring as though trying to memorize her face. “We are fine. Dillion ended the attack, but most, including Cana, escaped.”

      “Where’s Mother?” Calienta stood on tiptoe as though expecting to find Brigid hiding behind him.

      “She stayed behind to help. I came to warn you and to see how all of you fared.” Lugh rested his hand on his daughter’s cheek.

      Gabe pulled out a seat for Alistair, but my grandfather walked to the other side and selected his own. “I’m not a senior citizen, Gabriel.”

      That was exactly what he was, but I wasn’t going to be the one to bring it up. Gabe smirked but had the good sense to keep his mouth shut and take a seat.

      Lugh released Calienta and met my eyes over the table. “Now, I think we owe Alistair and Gabe an explanation. They are Kellen’s family, and they have a right to know what he’s gotten himself into.”

      “Yes, that is what I’ve been asking for all along.” Alistair’s eyes narrowed as he regarded Lugh.

      Gabe remained silent, but he waited, his eyes trained on Lugh’s face.

      Lugh walked to the wall of windows and waved his hand. The glass shimmered—the same type of shimmer I’d seen in Ireland when Cana put up the barrier. At the time, Cana had intended to keep us from leaving. Lugh probably planned to keep the C.O.D. out.

      Job done, he gestured to the dining table. “Why don’t you all sit down.”

      Calienta and I took seats beside one another at Alistair’s side. Lugh moved to stand at the head.

      “Forgive me as I think about how to explain this.” Lugh lowered his voice as he adopted a secretive tone and leaned in toward us, his coconspirators. “It’s rare that we reveal our true selves to mortals. My family and I are descendants of the goddess Danu.”

      Gabe swallowed hard and loosened his tie. “The goddess—”

      “We are gods and goddesses,” Lugh interrupted in soft tones. “Immortals. We play a pivotal role in this universe. We bring light to the Earth.”

      Gabe’s jaw dropped and then he closed it abruptly. Alistair sighed, his face impassive. They hadn’t even heard the whole story yet.

      “When I was young, about six hundred thirteen years old, I first visited Earth. In my explorations, I found a cave with drawings depicting a prophecy that named Kellen as the savior of my family and of Earth as we know it.”

      Lugh rested a hand on my left shoulder and squeezed. I tried not to cringe as my bones cracked. Unintentional chiropractic adjustments were a casualty of hanging with immortals who didn’t know their own strength. Seconds later he released me. “There’s more to it, but that was the part that stood out.”

      The prophecy had decreed not only that I would save Earth, but that I would become a god and marry Calienta. To say I experienced a bout of skepticism when Calienta told me didn’t even begin to cover it.

      “We are here today because of Kellen. He destroyed the Lord of the Underworld, Arawn, but he also helped my son, Cabhan, see the error of his ways. Kellen saved my family, and he fell in love with my daughter.”

      Lugh’s words rang true, but I couldn’t take sole credit for killing Arawn. I hadn’t done much of anything. After all, I’d wielded a sword that couldn’t fail.

      “So, Calienta is . . . immortal?” Alistair’s eyes widened and his voice strained.

      Standing, I moved behind Calienta’s chair and put my hands on her shoulders. “She is a Star Child. Her responsibility has always been to light the stars at night. She’s immortal.” I twisted a lock of Calienta’s hair between my fingers.

      “And what about you, Kellen?” Alistair swallowed. He hunched in his seat. Perhaps he didn’t want to know the answer. “Do you have any special powers?”

      I’d played my part on the journey through Faerie, but there was nothing special about me. “I have no gifts. Just a masochistic sense of honor.”

      Gabe snorted, but when I tried to meet his eyes, he quickly returned to his earlier scowl.

      “Kellen is being modest.” Calienta reached up to squeeze my hand. “His bravery saved us all.”

      “I see.” Alistair removed a handkerchief from his breast pocket and dabbed it against his forehead. His voice had lost its grouchy grandfather sternness. “Why do they want my grandson?”

      “They said I had something.” I unbuttoned the top two buttons of my shirt and withdrew the pendant my mother had left me. I’d used it to open the Ellipse, the back door to the heavens. It had even been the catalyst for Cabhan breaking his alliance with Arawn. “Did they mean this?”

      Lugh shook his head. “I don’t think it’s worth their time. We sealed the portal to the Green Lands permanently after you killed Arawn. Your pendant is a family heirloom now. Keep it, though. It holds meaning for you.”

      I nodded and tucked my mother’s gift inside my shirt where the metal warmed my skin.

      “No. They claimed to be looking for Danu’s amulet.” Lugh’s grim expression said it all. Whatever this amulet thing was, he couldn’t imagine anything worse.

      Calienta gasped beside me. “But Kellen doesn’t have that. Arawn does—or did. Beyond that, it’s cursed.”

      “What does it do? Give the wearer ultimate power?” Now I sounded like I was quoting something from the movies.

      “That’s exactly what it does. Arawn used it to control my brothers and sisters all this time. Though I was never sure how. Why they believe you would have such a thing, I have no idea. I tried reasoning with Cana, but she has never been one for conversation.”

      “So, Kellen and Calienta need to go into hiding then? Find somewhere low-key to stay until all of this is resolved?” Gabe trailed his fingertips over the base of the saltshaker in front of him as he spoke.

      “That’s right. Since my brothers and sisters won’t speak with us, there’s little we can do to vouch for Kellen.” Lugh stared off across the room as though imagining that very conversation. “Unfortunately Calienta is making it easier for them. Immortals stand out like a beacon on Earth. They have an inner light inside of them that is brighter than everyone else’s. That’s how I found you all today. I could have used other means, but Calienta’s light was the simplest.” Lugh spoke the words that crushed me.

      “Which means they’ll be able to follow us anywhere too. As long as she’s immortal,” I added, wishing this was one time I didn’t have an answer at the ready.

      But instead of agreeing, Calienta tugged her hand from mine.

      Her reaction confused me. If our wedding had taken place, she’d already be mortal. I hadn’t asked her to give up her immortality—she’d been the one to make that choice.

      Slowly, she met my eyes. We both knew I’d sensed her hesitation. All I had to do was be near her and her feelings hit me as strongly as if they were my own. It’s how I first recognized that her love for me carried the same weight as mine did for her.

      Focusing on Calienta, I let out a slow breath and reached out to her with my senses again. I imagined my mind connecting with hers and Calienta inviting me inside to share in her true thoughts. Often, when her feelings were powerful enough, I didn’t need to try to pick up on her emotions—they came to me. Today was not that day. This time when I reached out to her, nothing came back. It was as if she’d blocked me. Calienta had never done that before.

      Despite the internal wall, she didn’t protest. “Kellen’s right. I want to do this.”

      “You don’t have to.” But even as I said it, I knew what her argument would be. I’d had the chance to be an immortal and I’d turned it down. If Calienta didn’t change now, we couldn’t be together. We had to stay together.

      “You need to make me a mortal, Father.” She squeezed my hand with such force that the bones in my fingers cracked. Unlike Lugh, Calienta usually took greater care with me, which told me all I needed to know about her state of mind. “Then we have to go into hiding. I just don’t know where.”

      Alistair inclined his head to Calienta. “It needs to be somewhere with no ties to Kellen, or to you, my dear.”

      “I know where we can go.” Gabe’s expression turned grim as he pushed his chair back from the table. “It’s the safest place I know.”

      Lugh and Gabe exchanged glances. Whatever understanding passed between them must have been good enough for the Sun God, because he nodded. “Then let’s not speak of it, Gabe. You will oversee the plans. Tell no one of your destination.”

      A mask of seriousness covered Gabe’s face. “Understood.”

      I didn’t know how Gabe planned to get us out of our situation, though he wouldn’t have volunteered for the job if he didn’t have a strategy. Yet one thought that kept springing up in the back of my mind was that we’d chosen to entrust our lives to a guy who’d once put a gallon of milk in the dryer by accident.
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      It was all happening so fast. I’d originally made the decision to become mortal after witnessing Kellen’s misery at being immortal. At the time, I hadn’t thought much of it. I’d only wanted to be with my love. Now, as Father turned to me and we locked eyes, I realized how cavalier I had been with my forever life.

      “Are you sure you want to go with him?” Father jerked his head in Kellen’s direction as though the man I loved were an annoyance that could be swatted away. He continued as though no one else were in the room but the two of us. “We can hide him on his own. I can take you home. You’d be safe there.” His voice, usually so confident, turned pleading.

      I wrapped my arms around him and held him close. He’d already lost two children to mortal loves. How could he handle losing a third? Yet our home, the Green Lands, wasn’t meant for mortals and I wasn’t meant for Earth. But I was meant for Kellen.

      Alistair crossed his arms in front of his chest. “And why wouldn’t she want to go with him? He’s a brilliant boy, after all.”

      How nice. Kellen hadn’t had that many people stand up for him in his life. It warmed my heart to see Alistair doing so.

      Swallowing hard, I forced myself to meet Father’s eyes. I could not speak, could not look at Alistair or Gabriel. The thudding of my heart reverberated in my ears. In the span of several moments, I would become a mortal. Regardless of whether I’d chosen the fate, things were about to change between my father and me, and I needed a moment.

      Kellen shifted in my side vision, perhaps anxious that I would change my mind. Yet, there was never a decision to be made. It had always been Kellen.

      From the time of my creation, I’d known about Kellen. I’d waited anxiously for his birth and for the time when he became old enough for me to meet him. When we finally came face-to-face, I had known that he was meant for me. Years of spending time with his consciousness, when wardings he himself had not put in place kept us apart, had given me the opportunity to see Kellen St. James for who he really was: a lost, kind-to-a-fault, brave soul.

      Kellen was not looking at us. Instead he seemed fixated on the dishes that the castle staff had used to set the table. He wanted me in his life. He had said as much on the day he asked for my hand, and on every day since.

      Before Kellen, I had lived in an isolated world far above the one where technology and people buzzed. In the past few weeks, Kellen had shown me so much, and we had not yet left Ireland. He would not bear me any ill will if I asked to walk away from him and declared I wanted to remain immortal, but I needed to be with him.

      Good-bye, Father. My whispered good-bye in a voice only my father could hear rang inside my brain like a bell in an empty, forgotten hall.

      “Then so be it. We will proceed at once.” Father pulled me to him for one final hug, my last as an immortal. I held him close for several long moments, but when I pulled back, my eyes found Kellen’s.

      “Wait.” He leaped from his chair. “You can’t do this.”

      Panic rose within me. “You don’t want me anymore?” My words hardly reached my own ears, fear barely allowing me to utter them.

      Father stepped back as Kellen bridged the space between us. He intertwined his fingers with mine. “Of course, I want you, but you’re giving up too much. How can I ask you to give up who you are for me?”

      The intricate hairstyle Mother had insisted on saddling me with had not held up. The braids were as limp and worn as I felt. Kellen tucked a lock of my hair behind my ear.

      What was this nonsense about? I had already made the decision. Should we not just get on with it?

      “You did not object when we discussed it before.”

      “It didn’t seem real before. It’s real now. I’m afraid of what will happen to you. You’ll be able to get hurt, injured, die—” His voice broke.

      Suddenly the phrase “’til death do us part” took on a whole new meaning and my annoyance vanished. “Do you think I don’t know you can get hurt? Besides, you need me.”

      A lopsided grin filled his face and I would have sworn I fell deeper in love with him. “I do need you, Calienta, but you have to want this for yourself. I’ve had enough people control me in my life to know that I’m not going to do that to you.” He cradled my cheek in his palm, tracing my bottom lip with his thumb. “If this is what you want, then I’ll support you.”

      I leaned against him, finding relief and comfort in his touch. “It is.” It has to be.

      Kellen held my gaze for a moment longer, then closed his eyes, reaching out to me with his mind and searching my emotions, checking to see if I meant what I said. Forcing myself to relax, I thought of him, of how much I loved him, and the desire he had awoken within me during our private moments. Slowly, he opened his eyes, his pupils widening. He had picked up on all of it.

      After several moments, he lowered his hand and turned to Father. “Do we have to do anything specific for this? Make a circle?”

      Father stepped forward, so familiar and so kind. “Surprisingly, the most draining ceremony for an immortal is the simplest.”

      Dearest Danu, I’d never been so afraid.

      Hesitating, Father lowered his hands. “Daughter of my heart, I want you to know that you will always be my daughter and you can always ask for me. Your mother and I will always love you.” Tears sprung in his wise eyes, built on years of sorrow and loss.

      My own tears trailed down my cheeks. I hated myself for being emotional at a time when I should have been a pillar of strength, an example for the mortals. Yet my world was ending and I could not stop the silent tears that insisted on escaping.

      Father led me into the center of the room. Cupping my head in his hands, he spoke one simple word: “Faoiseamh.”

      Then Father’s voice filled my head with words for me alone. Daughter of Air, of the wind that lifts the trees, of the air that breathes life to the world, your bond to Air we sever.

      Memories surrounded me. Calming a hurricane that threatened to take down a fleet of ships, guiding the wind from coastal villages where it might have caused harm, flying in the air with Kellen over Faerie . . .

      “Air, I release thee.” Father’s gruff voice vibrated somewhere deep inside me.

      Fresh air encircled us, lifting my hair, ruffling my clothes, like a friend. My lungs filled with its purity, untainted by mankind, as clear and fresh as when Danu herself first fed life on Earth with it.

      As quickly as Air had joined us, it dissipated, leaving us once again in the quiet of the room. I trembled as though a piece of my soul had been ripped away. I couldn’t have moved from my position if I’d wanted to.

      Father’s voice returned to my head. Daughter of Fire, of the heat that warms our hearths, of the warmth that sustains our lives, of the passion that fuels our love, your bond to Fire we sever.

      Reminders of my time with Fire rushed forward: calming a forest fire that had gotten out of control, creating fire for a homeless family on the coldest night of the year, warming Kellen when he grew cold as a child.

      “Fire, I release thee,” Father continued.

      Fire burst into life in the hearth at one end of the room, bright and wonderful. My skin warmed as though I lay on the sand on a hot summer’s day. Fire chased away the cold, keeping my immortal soul comfortable at any temperature. Then, as suddenly as it began, the warmth subsided and the cold set in. My teeth chattered.

      Good-bye to you too, friend.

      Daughter of Earth, of the dirt that feeds our trees, of the ground beneath our feet, of the soil that grows our sustenance, your bond to Earth we sever.

      Memories of dancing on a hillside, of standing on the sea cliff in the glorious tall grass, of creating a moat around Kellen’s home
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