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Danni is being stalked by a deadly Sidhé warrior whose only goal is to destroy the Guardian of the magical Bloodstone.
 
 
When a spell inadvertently creates a tear between the realms of men and the dark ether, it releases a malevolent evil.
Aodhán is sent to uncover the source, and his quest leads him to Danni, a beautiful Cauldbearer, a wielder of magic, who is being stalked by the demonic others—fallen Sidhé who will do anything to capture her and use her ability to direct magic using the Bloodstone.
Ordered by the Council of Elders to eliminate any threat to the realms, Aodhán instead saves Danni as she is being pursued by a demon, only to ignite an attraction between them.
Aodhán tries to fight it, knowing that his fiancé, Branwein, waits for him in his own realm, but as the attraction grows he yields to it and takes her to Scotland, to protect her in the fortress known as the Keep.
But Aodhán has underestimated the power of the Sidhé, and soon the two are fighting for their lives. Can he keep Danni alive long enough to reverse the tear? Or will they both succumb to the forces of darkness?
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Prologue
 
 
The wind gently blew the sweet scent of magnolia across the ivy-covered banks of the Mississippi River. A breeze lifted the russet colored leaves, creating tiny vortices between the rows of moon washed white headstones standing like the rows of soldiers they symbolized. The rich, heady fragrance was familiar to the group of sixteen-year-olds sitting huddled shoulder to shoulder around the campfire. The rushing sound of the river nearly drowned out the loud spurts of laughter. This night was special. The five young women sat in a circle watching as the flames danced across the rock fire pit. Each was hesitant to move from the heat of the fire to do what they had come to do.
Earlier in the evening, they had slipped away unnoticed, giggling as one by one each had dropped from their open bedroom windows to the soft wet grass below to steal away into the night. It was not the first time the group had stolen away to run through the rain-soaked streets of Natchez. The difference was tonight they were on a mission. Most of their night had been spent gathering the stones and twigs needed for the fire before settling under their favorite tree. Gloria had mesmerized the group, telling ghost stories of the old crumbling Getty’s house, while Marika flipped through the book of spells.
They all knew it was just a distraction while they set about the mechanics of making a fire. Several days earlier, Esperanza—Espy—had warned them the ceremony had to be this night. She’d calculated the alignment of all the planets, explaining that it was a once in a lifetime event that would not happen again for eighty decades. Plus, the night would be special. It was their last night together. Within a week, Gloria and Espy were moving away, Gloria to England with her father, and Espy to California with her recently divorced mother. They were all devastated. Grade school friends, they had each been a loner in their own way until they had felt the psychic pull from the others.
That pull had led them to shocking discoveries about each other and their hidden gifts—the same gifts they hoped would help them accomplish the impossible. It had not taken them long to find that these gifts were stronger when they were together and during a full moon. Tonight, they were testing their powers under the greatest alignment of planets in centuries. They had found their answer in the small brown leather book of spells. Tonight, the Luna Club had gathered for an important cause.
They would bring Danni’s mother back from the dead.
 



Chapter One
 
 
Behold the Sidhé before your eyes
 
In Southwest Texas, darkness came late that time of year. This evening was no different. After a tiring day at the hospital, Danni had poured a glass of wine and wandered outside to catch the last of the dying sun as it faded behind the flat Plateaus of Mexico. Her new home in El Paso overlooked the city to Juarez, Mexico to the South and Santa Teresa, New Mexico to the west. Having only moved to the area two months prior, she loved the stark vastness of the desert and the diversity of the city that wrapped around the Franklin Mountains.
She drank in the dusky sky of early evening as it slowly paved the way for the darkness and the stars waiting to make their appearance. Leaning against the railing of her redwood deck, Danni savored the fragrant aroma of the newly matured blossoms of Spanish Broom that so reminded her of the fragrant Jasmine that grew wild outside her home on the Mississippi River. She glanced around her small yard, the growing darkness making it difficult to discern the thin green stems of her yellow roses or the purple of the Texas Sage that was so beautiful that time of the evening. Soon the rhythmic chirping of the crickets would resonate in the underbrush, their mating call echoing the loneliness she felt in her soul. That night, there was not even a sliver of moon to soften the darkness, but her companions were the stars flickering overhead and the gecko that had taken up residence in her garden. It was on nights like this she was reminded of another long ago when her friends had tried to help her find something she had irrevocably lost... something she would never be able to have again. Her mother!
That long-ago night was the first of many nights that tormented Danni with a barrage of voices taking up residence in her head—the result of an experiment by her friends that had gone very wrong. She longed for those days before, when her thoughts had been her own. Since then, it seemed as if she’d lost her thoughts among the many that always gave unwanted advice or issued warnings that she ignored. When she’d first conceded that the dialogs in her head were real, Danni had sought the advice of a psychiatrist, but after years of medical intervention, she’d finally said no. No more. From that point on, she’d learned to live with her problem.
Over the years, some had faded into the background, with only a prominent one that emerged as more vocal than the rest. It was male, and subconsciously, Danni had decided to listen to it over the years. The male’s tone was more sedate and soothing, reducing her stressed agitation and often warning her of danger. She recalled just barely missing a pileup when a car had entered the freeway going in the wrong direction and headed straight for her. She’d swerved, but the car seemed to mirror every move she’d made. Danni had come to depend on that voice more than she cared to admit.
Sighing, Danni let her head fall forward as the tension at the back of her neck eased just a bit. Turning from the railing, she settled into the deep floral cushions of her bamboo patio chair under the ivy-covered pergola and stretched her legs out in front of her.
In the distance, the faint melodious sounds of a guitar playing had her wishing she’d accepted the invitation to the neighborhood block party. Two blocks up, the streets were sectioned off, and the boisterous conversations of the neighbors passing by stirred the emptiness that had lain dormant.
Rosa Resendez, the social butterfly of the neighborhood, had given her the flier when she was backing out of her drive over a week earlier. Danni had placed it on the front seat beside her. The stack of the other invitations she’d ignored was beginning to add up. This evening was different—it was their son’s graduation, and the party was on a grander scale. Danni mentally winced. She simply could not face another of Rosa’s attempts at matchmaking with some perfect man who oozed too much machismo and very little brains. She just wanted to be alone. After working seventy-two hours straight as a Nurse Practitioner at the hospital, she planned to cuddle up later with a good book, a glass of wine, and Michael McDonald.
She hoped that would keep the recent round of nightmares at bay. The nightmares had started a couple of months before. Danni had woken in the middle of the night screaming out, gasping as she felt ice cold hands tighten around her throat. Reading seemed to distract her from the horrific visions of the night, but not for long, and she hoped music would soothe the savage beasts trying to take up residence in her head when she closed her eyes.
The soft strumming of the guitar strings lulled her into a rhythmic movement as her head swayed and she hummed the words to the song Spanish Guitar. The gentle breeze and melody worked to calm her mind, and Danni let out a contented sigh as she leaned her head back watching the pale, cream-colored gecko that she’d named Sliver as it foraged for small insects. She felt so lucky to live in El Paso, to have a job she loved and a friend who had led her to that place and her house. It had been a long time since she’d felt such peace... where she did not have to worry about her special gift.
Danni knew she was an enigma, to her family, her friends, and even to herself at times. Her grandmother, who had helped raise her, had given her uniqueness a name—she was a Cauldbearer. Over the years, she’d learned what that truly meant and how it seemed to affect her life. Her grandmother had told her stories of how she’d been born behind a veil or a covering surrounding her face. Danni had learned how rare she was and how it was both a blessing and a curse to be a veiled one. The gifts of the cauld were considered exceptional. Some were diviners able to find hidden water, whereas others had visions of prophecy. Danni’s gift—or curse—was her ability to sense others not of this world. In the beginning, she thought her gift was limited to what people considered ghosts, but recently she’d been detecting something more. Something evil.
For years, Danni had thought her curse had derived from the tragedy surrounding her birth. Danni’s mother had died the day she was born. Over the years, she realized it was more than her being a Cauldbearer. Deep down she knew the changes she experienced had occurred after her seventeenth birthday, the day after her friends had met at the river. The night she’d tried to reach her mother in another plane of existence, the ether.
Turning away mentally from the tears she felt gathering, Danni tried not to think of her family or her friends thousands of miles away or the years before her move. She had left that behind and had to get on with her life. That was why she had accepted a medical job so far away from the shores of the Mississippi River. Of course, there was also the break-in at her apartment that had solidified her position. She needed a change of scenery.
On this warm balmy night, it was Gloria that Danni missed the most. She ached to talk to her friend, to hear her and commiserate about her strange patients, her disastrous dating life or lack thereof. Just to laugh with her. The problem? It would be several hours before she could phone Gloria in Edinburgh, Scotland, where her friend was doing research.
An errant breeze caught and ruffled her hair, its warmth like fingers gently caressing the back of her neck but carrying a hint of a chill. Danni shivered. Fall would be coming early, and soon the leaves would turn a beautiful russet and gold, their frail foliage drifting downward to cover the deck’s floor.
Danni straightened and stood, then moved toward the opened back door and slipped into the house. She embraced the quietness as she went about securing the doors and shutting the muted sounds of the guitar behind the thick walls of her home. As she reached to close the blinds, a shadow moved across the window, causing Danni to jump. Leaning over the sink, she could not make out anything in the darkness. Swiftly closing and pressing the lock in place, she suddenly felt a cold knot forming in her stomach.
Danni picked up the phone and dialed the police.
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