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A shadow steals across the sun,
The moon glides in, their dance begun;
But light will have its turn once more—
The dark departs, as oft before.

Excerpt from “Eclipse”
by Thomas Bailey Aldrich
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Adam – Ivy’s human boyfriend

Ash – Nymph king of the Asherion line who became a dryad to save people and unintentionally became merged with his dryad tree; Ivy’s maternal grandfather

Aleron – Light queen’s consort; Ivy’s paternal grandfather

Axel – Dark prince of air realm

Cernos – Bearer of the mark of Cain; son of the dark king

Dakarai – Dark prince of water realm

Edlin/Henry – Wild Lord, half-brother to Cernos; Ivy’s father 

Elowin – Ivy’s mother

Elswith – Ivy’s maternal grandmother

Ivy – Elowin and Henry’s daughter; granddaughter to Aleron and Ash; half fae, half human heir to nymph throne

Jethro/Jack – Dark prince of earth realm; posed as the janitor at the school where Ivy once worked

Kellan – Advisor in the earth realm

Lorcan – A member of the nymph council

Maggie – Ivy’s surrogate mother who cared for her after Elowin’s death and Henry’s disappearance

Mairwen – Light queen

Marigwen – Nymph Queen Mother, matriarch of Asherion line

Remus – Wizard who was turned into a half man, half lizard

Zayn – Dark prince of fire realm
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Ivy shivered as the water lapped around her feet. The ocean was a restless, heaving mass, its gray surface a mirror to the sky above. Only a lone tern broke the monotony, gliding on the wind before plunging into the waves and rising with a silver flash of fish in its beak.

A stiff breeze covered her in a fine, salty mist and whipped her hair around her face. The weather had turned cool early this year, but the damp, overcast days suited her mood. The ceaseless ebb and flow of the tide matched the turmoil that lay just below the surface of her calm exterior.

She had spent the first few weeks in Sea Haven looking over her shoulder, Dakarai’s words ringing through her mind: you can leave the fae worlds, but they won’t leave you. Plenty of fae seemed to want her dead—something that was hard to ignore. But the weeks passed without incident, and she managed to push the fae to the edge of her mind. She and Adam had spent the long days of summer wandering the streets of their new hometown, ducking into quirky little stores, and trying out the local coffee shops.

That had changed once the new school year began. Adam was back in the classroom, while she, unable to find a new teaching position, was alone with her thoughts. Day after day, she combed through the job postings as restlessness tore through her carefully pieced-together composure.

Water splashed around her legs, soaking her rolled-up jeans as she walked farther into the surf. She tipped her face into the wind and spread her arms as though the gusts might strip away the heaviness in her chest, along with thoughts of Jethro that slid beneath it like an undercurrent. She had not seen or heard anything from him; a good thing, she told herself. Thinking about the fae prince made her chest tighten for reasons she did not want to name. She had turned her back on the fae realms and chosen a human life instead. A life with Adam, full of hope and love and happiness. 

Beneath her feet, the sand was firm and cool. She curled her toes into it, savoring the weight. She hadn’t reached for her magic once since coming to Sea Haven, but sometimes energy stirred beneath her soles, creeping up her legs in a slow, tempting caress. Now it brushed against her, a faint thread of gold. She glanced at her hand, relieved to see that it wasn’t glowing. It had happened a few times, but thankfully never around Adam. Since he scoffed at the thought of anything magical, glowing skin would be very difficult to explain.

The water inched past her knees. With a final glance at the gray expanse, she turned toward shore. Something flickered on the horizon—a dark speck, there and then gone. She shaded her eyes, but the water lay empty again. Still, the hairs on her arms stayed raised.

She reached the house a few minutes later and peeled off her soaked jeans, leaving them in a wet heap by the door. She grabbed a towel and a dry set of clothes before slinging the jeans over a bush to dry. Reaching for her laptop, she slid it into her day pack and slung it over her shoulder. A moment later, she climbed onto her bike and pedaled toward the warm hum of Crazy Coffee.

There was nothing remotely magical about Sea Haven—no spooky woods or crows watching her from the fences. No foxes or dark fae princes interfering with her life. Just Adam, along with the other, very human inhabitants of the town.
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Ivy stepped into Crazy Coffee a short while later, the scent of roasted beans and the low hum of conversation wrapping around her like a warm blanket. She headed toward the counter for her usual order, surprised to see that Rick was not behind it.

Through the closed door that led to the kitchen, she could hear raised voices. A moment later, Rick stormed through the doors, Sally, the shop owner, a step behind him as he flung his apron onto the ground.

“I am done!” he shouted. “I have listened to your insults long enough! I quit!”

“If you leave,” Sally warned, “then don’t bother coming back.”

“I don’t intend to,” Rick snapped. Ivy, along with everyone else in the shop, watched as he stormed between the tables and out the door.

“Sorry about that,” Sally said with a weary smile. “What can I get for you?”

“He just quit,” Ivy said incredulously. 

“For the third time.” Sally sighed. “This time, I’m not taking him back.” She tilted her head. “Are you ready to order?”

“Yes—no—wait, does that mean you’re hiring? Because if you are, I’m interested.”

Sally frowned. “Have you ever worked in a coffee shop?”

“No, I’m a schoolteacher. But I’m a quick learner, and I’ve waited tables before.”

Sally studied her for a moment, then gave a nod. “Alright. When can you start?”

“Right now. Just tell me where I can put my things.”

Surprise flickered in Sally’s eyes before she waved toward the kitchen. “You’ll find a locker through there.”

Within minutes, Ivy was behind the counter. Sally walked her through the till, promising a crash course on the espresso machine once she’d mastered the ordering system. She nodded as someone approached the counter. “Here’s your first customer.”

Ivy stumbled through the first few orders, but by the time the lunchtime rush arrived, she had found her rhythm. Taking orders had been imprinted in her brain from her waitressing days, back when she’d believed her life would unfold according to an orderly plan. If she’d known what lay ahead, perhaps she would have stayed safe, waiting on tables.

When the shop closed for the day, Sally gave a nod of approval. “You’re a fast learner,” she said. “Tomorrow, I’ll teach you how to pull an espresso shot.”

Ivy smiled as she headed outside. The sun had finally broken through the clouds, and the seat of her bike was warm as she began to pedal down the road. The job didn’t pay much, but at least she could chip in for bills and start whittling down her debts without borrowing from Adam.

He was just coming up the path when she arrived home. His smile was warm, but a flicker of surprise crossed his face. “Where have you been?”

She climbed off her bike eagerly. “I was working at Crazy Coffee.”

He gave her a startled look. “Why?”

“Well, it was the most amazing thing. Rick quit just as I arrived, and Sally hired me on the spot. Isn’t that great?”

Adam lifted an eyebrow. “That’s great, but ... a coffee shop?” Doubt laced his tone. “I know you want to pay down your debts, but you don’t have to sell yourself short. You’re a teacher, for heaven’s sake. This is ... well, it’s not exactly your skill set, is it?”

She frowned. “I thought you’d be happy for me.”

“I am, but I told you I’d lend you the money. You’re my fiancée—what kind of husband would I make if I didn’t?”

His casual dismissal of her first job in months stung more than she cared to admit. She swallowed the hurt and forced a smile as she unlocked the door. “It’s just short term while I look for something else. Anyway, how was your day? Were you able to help Clint with his math?”

“I think so.” He followed her inside. “We’ll see how he does on his next test.” He laid down his bag. “So, remember me mentioning Nimue? She’s one of the teacher’s aides at the school. Anyway, I asked her to join us for supper this evening. I hope you don’t mind. I thought you’d like the company. I know you’ve been missing Sam.”

“That’s sweet, but tonight? I don’t have anything ready.”

“Which is why I ordered takeout on my way home,” he said with a grin. “It’ll be ready in half an hour and you can walk back with me to fetch it.”

She was bone-weary from the unaccustomed day of work, but she swallowed her objections and gave a nod. “Sounds lovely.”

Nimue was short, with spiky blond hair and an easy laugh. “I feel like I know you already,” she said with a smile. “Adam talks about you all the time.”

“Only good things, I hope,” Ivy said as she unpacked the cartons of takeout. Nimue moved about the room, studying the pictures on the walls.

“Ooh, I love this,” she exclaimed, running her fingers over a hanging made from shells and driftwood beside the doorway. “Did you make it?”

“Goodness, no! I bought it from the gift shop in town.” She handed Nimue a plate as she headed back to the table. “You have such an unusual name. Is it Scottish?”

“Welsh. People never know how to say it—I’ve heard everything from Neem-you-ee to Nim-moo. I tell them to think ‘the way of Nim’ and they usually get it.” She piled food onto her plate and took a seat.

“Adam says you’re a teacher’s aide,” Ivy said as she dished up her own food.

“That’s right. I’ve helped out in his class a few times. It’s really great not being the only new person. Isn’t that right, Adam?” she asked, tossing him a smile.

He grinned. “Absolutely. The first few days, Nim and I were like two lost puppies.”

“At least you didn’t start helping kids with their reading, only to discover they were fourth graders and I was in the wrong classroom! They didn’t even tell me—just let me think they didn’t know how to read.”

Ivy smiled politely, though the ache of missing the classroom tugged at her. “Where are you from?” she asked.

“A little place far from here,” Nimue said lightly.

Adam laughed. “Which reminds me, I gave the students a pop quiz today. According to Tom, India is the largest state in the country.”

Nimue gave Adam a curious look. “India? Is that a different country?” 

Adam laughed. “Not according to Tom, but Emily soon set him straight.” 

Nimue’s eyes narrowed in a frown for an instant before she laughed. “Right. Good for Emily.” She turned to Ivy. “What kind of work do you do at Crazy Coffee?” 

Ivy shrugged. “You know, the usual. Take orders, make coffee, heat muffins.” 

“Coffee? I’ve only tried it once.” She gave a little shiver. “It wasn’t to my taste.” 

“We serve hot chocolate as well,” Ivy said in amusement. 

Nimue’s eyebrows shot up. “Hot chocolate? To drink?” She clapped her hands. “That sounds delicious.” 

Ivy blinked in surprise. “You’ve never had hot chocolate? You’ll have to come by sometime and give it a try.” 

“I will,” Nimue assured her earnestly. 

The conversation turned back to the school and Ivy’s mind drifted to the clothes she would wear the next day—long pants and T-shirt, Sally had said. She was pulled back to the present when Adam turned to her.

“Isn’t that right, Ivy?”

She blinked. “I’m so sorry, my mind just wandered off. What were you saying?”

“Adam was telling me about when you disappeared in the woods,” Nimue explained. “Said it was the worst time of his life.”

“Yes, poor Adam.” She gave him a sympathetic smile. It hadn’t been that great for her, either, but she couldn’t very well explain that she had been captured and held prisoner by a fae queen.

“We all thought Jack had kidnapped her,” Adam explained, launching into the familiar details of her father’s return and his claims of being locked in a cellar deep in the woods by the school janitor, Jack. 

Nimue leaned forward eagerly as she spouted off questions. “What happened? Was your father hurt? How did he escape? Did Jack do that to you as well?”

“Jack had nothing to do with it,” Ivy said, rising from the table and carrying the plates to the sink. What Ivy and her father both knew, and which Adam did not, was that Jack was Jethro’s human glamor, and he’d had nothing to do with either of their disappearances. “The woods are tricky. I wasn’t the first to get lost, and I won’t be the last.”

Nimue gave a rueful smile. “I’ve offended you,” she said. “I’m sorry—I ask too many questions.”

Ivy waved away her apology and forced a smile. “It’s fine,” she said, though what really bothered her was Adam’s need to bring it up, the faint accusation beneath his voice. She couldn’t tell him the truth, but she wished he’d let it go.

“Here, let me help you with cleaning up,” said Nimue, rising from the table.

“No, it’s fine. Sit down.”

“You have an early start tomorrow,” Nimue insisted. She cleared the remaining dishes and placed them on the counter. “Besides, friends help each other, don’t they?”

Ivy gave her a smile. “Yes, I suppose they do.”
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Ivy arrived at Crazy Coffee half an hour before opening, the early air cool against her cheeks. Adam had murmured a complaint when she slipped from his arms, asking why she was up at such an ungodly hour. She’d answered with a kiss and the promise of coffee, though his lack of enthusiasm was somewhat of a dampener.

The smell of baking muffins greeted Ivy as she walked into the shop. She tied an apron around her waist as Sally greeted her. “Ready to learn about espresso?”

She guided Ivy through the steps—grind, tamp, lock, brew—explaining that pressure was the heart of the drink. Milk frothing proved trickier; Ivy was still coaxing the wand into position when the first customer walked in.

“You’ll be a pro in no time,” Sally said with a smile before retreating to the kitchen.

By the time the first rush ended, Ivy had only remade one drink. She grabbed a cloth and began to wipe down the tables, nodding at the man in the corner who smiled her way. He was a regular, and they had exchanged greetings a few times over the past few weeks.

“I see you’ve moved up in the world,” he said, his blue eyes warm with amusement.

“From this side of the counter to that side, you mean?” she said with a laugh, wiping around his laptop. He lifted it so she could get underneath.

“I always like to know my baristas personally.”

She lifted an amused eyebrow. “Personally? You’re a fast mover.”

“No time like the present. I’m Doug, by the way.”

“Ivy,” she replied, shaking his outstretched hand.

The door to the shop opened and she returned to her place behind the counter. When she had finished with the order, she glanced at Doug to see him bent over his laptop, brow furrowed. His skin was sun-browned, his frame lean under his shirt, the kind of build that spoke of strength without bulk. When he left, he flashed her a smile. She found herself smiling back.

Ivy texted Maggie on her break later in the day.

Hey! How are you? Would love to catch up sometime. Chat this evening?

It was the end of the day when her phone dinged with a reply.

Parent teacher interviews all week. Out on Saturday. Sunday?

Ivy bit back her disappointment. Maggie had been like a mother to her after her own mom was murdered, but ever since Henry, a.k.a. Edlin, had returned, Maggie had been cool and distant. She couldn’t blame Maggie entirely—Edlin’s fae influence was difficult to resist, but she wished Maggie fought it harder.

Looking forward to it.

She slipped her phone into her pocket and climbed onto her bike, pedaling into a sharp breeze as she headed home.

Doug was back in his regular corner the following morning. He approached the counter with a grin.

“What amazing drink should I order today?” he asked.

“Well, since you only ever drink chai tea, I suspect that’s what it’ll be,” she said wryly.

“Ah, you’ve been paying attention,” he teased. “I would hate to become predictable, so —” he glanced up at the menu, “— espresso?” He watched as she pulled the shot. “Ivy—that’s a pretty name. It sounds very ... woodsy.”

The espresso machine hissed as she watched. “Mmm.”

“Did you grow up here?”

She handed him his drink. “No. I moved here during the summer.”

“Me too, although I don’t think you moved here for the work.” He glanced meaningfully at the coffee machines as she laughed.

“I’m a teacher, actually, but positions don’t come up that often in a town this size. You?”

“I’m in business. Nothing as interesting or as service minded as teaching.”

“What kind of business?”

He tapped his fingers against the counter. “Management consulting, specifically in the marine industry.”

“You mean, like fisheries?”

“More like ocean studies. Effects of climate change, pollution, that sort of thing.”

She lifted an eyebrow. “There are management consultants for that?” He grinned in response. “So, where did you move from?”

“A small town on the southern tip of Africa. Not a place you’d have heard of.”

He smirked and returned to his table. From the corner of her eye, she saw him sip the espresso, grimace, and finish it in one swallow before returning for water—and his usual chai.

It was nice to chat with someone who knew nothing about her disappearance into the woods. She had become somewhat of a celebrity when she first returned to Wood’s End, with the news reaching all the neighboring states. She was glad not to think about Aleron, Jethro, or Dakarai. Doug leaned against the counter as she cleaned the portafilter.

“I think I’ve figured out where you’re from. Somewhere near the mountains. Colorado, maybe?”

“Not even close. There are no mountains where I grew up, only woods.”

“Since mountains usually have trees, I’ll say I’m almost right.”

She laughed. “That’s a bit of a stretch.”

“Well, where did you move from?”

“A small town in the middle of nowhere. Not a place you would have heard of,” she added, echoing his earlier words.

He gave her an amused smile. “Why here?”

She inserted the portafilter before replying. “My fiancé got a job here.”

“Fiancé?” He gave a low whistle as he glanced at her engagement ring. “Brave choice. I can’t imagine choosing to spend the rest of my life with just one person.”

“Maybe you haven’t met the right one.”

“Maybe. A few have come close, but a lifetime’s a long time.” He shook his head and saluted her with his cup before returning to his laptop.

The next hour passed quickly as customers came and went, and when she glanced at the corner once more, it was empty. Disappointment wove through her, but she quickly pushed it away. Adam was the only one she was interested in. Still, something about Doug lingered. Her magic stirred, a soft hum under her skin. Outside, a low wind rattled the café door, though the forecast had promised calm. She frowned, pushing both the magic and the wind away as she straightened the sugar jars.
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Ivy woke to the comforting warmth of Adam’s arms around her. She lingered in his embrace for a moment, savoring the quiet peace of the morning. Then, with a reluctant sigh, she pulled herself away. A groan escaped her as she stood, the ache in her thighs and calves a painful reminder of the punishing hike he’d talked her into the day before. The last time she’d pushed her body that hard had been in the light realm with Jethro, running for her life. It was a memory best forgotten.

She arrived at Crazy Coffee a few minutes before opening and pulled on an apron. Despite being the weekend, the café was soon filled with those seeking their morning brew and fresh-baked pastry. By the time the rush eased enough for her to make herself a drink, the stiffness in her legs had loosened.

The door swung open and Doug stepped inside. His eyes found hers as he strolled to the counter.

“I don’t think I’ve seen you here on the weekend before,” he said.

“That’s because I’m usually with Adam,” Ivy replied as she measured the leaves for his chai tea. “But weekend shifts are part of the job.”

“Adam? Your fiancé, right?”

She nodded. “That’s right. But what about you? Not working, surely?”

He laughed, a deep, relaxed sound. “Nope. Weekends are sacred. I was just grabbing a drink before I hit the waves.” Now that she noticed, he was dressed far more casually than usual in shorts, a T-shirt, and flip-flops. “You surf? You should join me sometime.”

“Definitely not.” She laughed uneasily. “I can’t even swim.”

Shock flickered across his face. “You’re kidding? How can you not know how to swim?”

“My mom had an inordinate fear of me drowning,” Ivy said with a shrug. No playdates at the lake for her. Or fun at the water park. Or swimming in the river. “We also never took a plane, for the same reason.”

He scratched his chin thoughtfully. “Let me guess, no fires?”

She pulled back in surprise. “No, but how did you know?”

“It makes sense, doesn’t it? Water, air, fire. Three of the four elements. It would’ve been hard to keep you from the earth, unless you lived in a bubble.”

Her eyes widened at the realization, then narrowed suspiciously. “What makes you think of the elements? Most people wouldn’t.”

He shrugged. “It must be a marine thing. We refer to water as the first element.”

“Hmm.” She let it slide. “Well, earth was definitely not a problem. She encouraged me to connect with the earth, in fact.” Probably because she was half nymph, not that Ivy would admit that out loud. If people knew the things that went through her mind, Ivy thought, she would be in a psych ward before she could say ‘Besinda’s behind.’ She stifled a laugh as the saying popped unexpectedly into her mind. She hadn’t thought of Adrian, her dour, green captor in the light realm, for months, but he had used the expression when mentioning how quickly the night creatures pounced on their prey, something they had thankfully not encountered. Doug tilted his head curiously and she smiled.

“Nothing. Just, well ... nothing. My head is a crazy place sometimes.”

He smiled. “Mine, too.” He leaned closer, his voice dropping. “Sometimes, when I’m out on the water, I think I’m seeing a mermaid.”

She looked at him, startled. “You do not.”

“I do,” he said, a grin tugging his lips, “but don’t tell anyone or they’ll think I’m crazy.”

She lifted her little finger with a playful grin. “Pinkie promise.”

He wrapped his matching pinkie around hers. “Pinkie promise,” he repeated with mock gravity.

The door to the café opened, and Ivy glanced up to see Adam step inside. His gaze immediately locked onto her, and she hastily withdrew her finger and wiped her hands down her apron. Doug glanced over his shoulder, still leaning casually against the counter.

“Ivy,” Adam said, his voice sharp. “Who’s this?”

Doug straightened and turned to face Adam. “Doug.” He held out his hand. “You must be the fiancé?”

“That’s right,” Adam said, his handshake stiff.

“Well, I’d better get going,” Doug said, a playful smile tugging his lips. “The waves are calling.” He gave Ivy a casual wave before heading out the door.

“Who’s that?” Adam hissed, his voice tight. “You looked awfully cozy!”

She started an espresso. “A customer, that’s all.”

“The hell he is. The way he looks at you—he wants to be far more than that.”

“Don’t be ridiculous,” she snapped with a flash of irritation. “He’s a friendly guy.”

“Keep your distance,” he said darkly. “He’ll get the wrong idea, otherwise.”

Ivy pursed her lips as she concentrated on the drink, her frustration simmering beneath the surface. Even if Adam didn’t trust Doug, couldn’t he at least trust her? She forced a smile. “What are you doing here? I thought you’d be enjoying a lazy Sunday morning.”

“I wanted to see you,” he said. “Is there something wrong with that?” His testy tone said he was still annoyed.

“Of course not.” She glanced out the window to see that clouds were rolling in. Doug would not be able to surf after all, not with the storm that was brewing.

She handed Adam his drink, but uneasiness prickled just below her skin. She had come to Sea Haven to start a new life with Adam, determined to leave her fae heritage, and all that it entailed, far behind her. But the tightly woven tapestry she had created felt like it was about to come apart; a thread was hanging loose, and just one tug would cause the whole thing to unravel.

That night, Ivy dreamed of Dakarai. They stood on the beach outside her house, the tide sliding around their feet.

“Why haven’t you left the human yet?” he asked. His voice was smooth, but she could hear the underlying edge. “You know I can make your life so much better.”

“Until you run off with the next girl,” she said dryly.

He laughed. “Yeah, well, life’s long. You have to change it up once in a while.” He glanced at her with a mischievous grin, and before she could step away, he swept her over his shoulder.

“Stop,” she yelled, pounding her fists against his back as he waded into the water. “Put me down!”

He laughed. “I think a dunking’s just what you need,” he teased.

“I can’t swim!” Panic tightened her chest.

“Ah, Ivy,” he said, stepping farther into the waves, “you can do so much more than you think.”

“Please,” she whispered, her voice cracking.

He stopped, then slowly began to lower her back to her feet, except it was no longer Dakarai’s arms that wrapped around her, but Jethro’s. His gaze raked her face, intense and unwavering.

“Ivy,” he breathed, “so beautiful. Why do you keep hiding?”

Ivy woke with a gasp, her heart racing. The dream was slipping away, but Jethro’s voice still echoed in her mind. Why do you keep hiding?

Adam slept on soundly beside her. She pressed her hands against her legs to still their trembling. It was just a dream, she told herself, but the brush of Jethro’s energy lingered—cool, earthy, powerful. Too real to ignore.
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Maggie looked pale as Ivy studied her face, the light on the screen washing out her features. Her short hair, usually so neat, was now in desperate need of a trim, while black rings lined her eyes.

“How are you?” Ivy asked. She had come home to find Adam asleep on the bed and had taken her phone to the deck. The ocean crashed in the distance while the setting sun dyed the water.

“Fine.” It clearly wasn’t true. 

“Maggie, please talk to me,” Ivy pleaded. “What is going on?”

Maggie looked away as she worried her bottom lip with her teeth. “I was a fool.” 

“What do you mean?” 

She let out a long sigh. “How could I possibly think Henry would return the same man he was before? He endured years of torture—of course he would be different. He’s traumatized, and he doesn’t even know how to function normally anymore. The things he wants me to do ...” Her voice trailed off as she dropped her head, pressing the back of her hand to her mouth. She gave her head a shake. “I’m sorry, he’s your father. I shouldn’t have said anything.”

Ivy’s heart twisted as she stared at Maggie. Henry—or rather, Edlin. He was a different man, but it wasn’t because he’d been tortured. He might tell everyone that he had been held captive, but the truth was, he had chosen to stay away all those years, remaining in the woods while his friends and family grieved him. And now he was back, and Maggie, who had carried a secret flame for him for so many years, was the one suffering the most. It was hard to reconcile the woman who had cared for her after her mother died with the shadow of a woman on the screen. Ivy had never seen her so fragile, so lost.

“You don’t have to stay with him,” she said.

Maggie swallowed hard. “I sold my house, Ivy. I have nothing.”

“But the money from the sale ...”

Maggie shook her head as she blinked away the tears. “All gone.”

Ivy stared at her in shock. “But how?”

“I trusted him,” she whispered, “and now there’s nothing left.”

“Maggie,” Ivy whispered. She knew that Edlin had barely any morals left, but to use Maggie so terribly? The woman who had cared for them both and helped them through some of their darkest days. Her jaw tightened at the thought of Maggie being hurt.

“He used to be such a good man,” Maggie continued. “Kind and good. But now ...” Her voice caught. “It’s like he’s become someone else entirely.”

He had become someone else entirely. The mark he received when he killed his brother had made certain of that. Ivy’s fury simmered at the thought of Edlin’s cruelty as Maggie gave her a wan smile. “Enough about me. Tell me how you’re doing. You have a new job, yes?”

“I do, making coffees. Adam thinks it’s beneath me.”

“There’s nothing wrong with being a barista while you wait for a teaching position to open up. In the meantime, you’re probably meeting a lot of interesting people.”

“I am.” Doug popped into her mind. He was a shameless flirt, but it was innocent and fun. What’s more, he made her smile. She returned her gaze to Maggie to see her holding back tears, and Doug was immediately forgotten.

“Maggie,” she started, but Maggie shook her head with a strained smile.

“Whatever you’re about to say, stop. You have your own life to think about. Do not worry about mine.”

Ivy swallowed a lump. “But—”

“There’s nothing you can do, Ivy. I’ll figure something out. I must go—I hear Henry at the door.”

Ivy slumped back in her chair as Maggie ended the call. Maggie’s sorrow pressed down on her chest—surely there was something she could do. She had no power over Edlin, but there was one person who might.

Problem was, the thought of reaching for him made her stomach knot.

She chewed her lip, staring out at the darkened water, telling herself it was pointless. He wouldn’t hear her from this far away. He couldn’t.

But Maggie’s face rose in her mind again, drawn and hopeless.

Jethro?

She sent the thought lightly, almost carelessly, certain it would vanish into nothing. When his voice answered a moment later, she went utterly still.

Ivy? He sounded surprised. What do you want? His voice was tight. 

She swallowed hard, hurt at the lack of warmth. It’s Maggie. I’m worried about her. What Edlin is doing to her. Silence. Why haven’t you stopped him? He’ll listen to you.

She felt his snort. As a bearer of the mark of Cain, he does not fall under the rule of any of the princes. He listens to no one.

But there must be something you can do.

It took a moment before he responded. The only one who might sway him is you.

Edlin wouldn’t listen to me, she scoffed.

Not the human you, no. But as a fae ruler, he would have to hear you out.

She glared angrily at the wall. You’re saying that the only way to help Maggie is for me to return to the fae world?

If you’d just stop hiding, you’d see it, too.

I’m not hiding!

“Ivy? You in here?” She jumped at the sound of Adam’s voice. 

I must go.

Wait, before you do, there’s something you need to know about your grandfather.

Not now! 

“Ivy?” She abruptly dropped the link to Jethro. “There you are! I fell asleep! Everything okay?” 

“Fine. I was just chatting with Maggie.” She glanced out at the moonlit ocean with a sigh. “I need a few moments to clear my head. I’m going for a walk.” 

“What about supper?” 

“I won’t be long.” She tucked her phone into her pocket before kissing Adam on the cheek. “How about I make some grilled cheese when I get back?” 

“The extra-special kind?”

She smiled. “Of course.” She headed toward the gate. “You said you had marking to do before school tomorrow. Why don’t you do that while you wait?” 

“Right! I almost forgot! Don’t take too long.” He waved and headed back indoors as she stepped onto the cool sand. 
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~ Six ~
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Ivy’s fury simmered all week. She could not bear the thought of Maggie at Edlin’s mercy, but short of physically removing her from Wood’s End, she saw no solution. Jethro’s suggestion—that she could change things by embracing her fae nature—only made her angrier; if Edlin refused to listen to a fae prince, he would certainly not give her the time of day, no matter that she was the nymph ruler.

She felt a wave of sympathy for Adam, who bore her irritability without complaint. He was the best of men, she thought with a smile; a calm shelter in her storm. He wasn’t the only one who noticed her agitation, however.

“You seem a bit on edge this week,” Doug said. “Issues with the fiancé?”

She gave a grim smile. “Nothing to do with him. Family issues, that’s all.”

“Ah, yes, family.” He gave her an amused grin. “Got to love them, right?” She was silent as she wiped the counter. He cocked his head. “Want to talk about it?”

“Not really.” She gave the counter another vigorous swipe. “My father’s a complete arsehole.”

He leaned forward with a confidential air. “Parent problems. Do tell.”

She shook her head. “Not me. It’s the way he treats Maggie. She basically raised me after my mom died and ... well, it’s complicated, and I’d rather not get into it.”

“Fair enough. But if you need to talk, I’m here.”

She
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