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      My name is Artie Woodward-Kendrick, and I’m the luckiest woman in the world. I’m married to my very best friend, Jed Kendrick.

      Who could’ve guessed I’d ever find someone to love; that I would ever marry? Certainly not me!

      You see, I’m a seer. I see things normal people don’t, things they couldn’t see, even if they wanted to … which no one in their right mind would. I mean let’s get real; even I don’t want to see the Fae. But I don’t have a choice. I was born with this strange ability to see the unseen, to know the unknowable.

      I thought I was alone. Thought I’d be alone my entire life. I knew I’d never find love.

      Sure, my mom and dad loved me, but even they thought I was weird. They worried about me constantly when I was a kid, dragged me to more shrinks than I care to remember. None of them helped. After all, everyone assumed I was imagining things.

      Only I wasn’t.

      So I learned to hide.

      By the time I made it to high school, I was adept at hiding. I hid my knowledge from my parents. I tried desperately to hide my weirdness from the kids at school. But most importantly, I hid the fact that I could see what I’d named the terrors, that I knew they existed, from the terrors themselves. And as long as I hid, I was safe.

      Lonely … but safe.

      So how did I manage to find a man who not only befriended me, but who grew to love me? How did my life change from hidden and lonely to fulfilled and glowing with contentment?

      Jed Kendrick moved to my hometown in Colorado.

      We recognized each other, and our loneliness ended. We were both seers, and on our first day at McKinley High we became a team, but that’s another story. Suffice it to say that over the last six and a half years we’ve fought terrors and other forms of Fae from Colorado to Ireland.

      And somewhere along the way, we fell in love.

      Now, I’m glowing with happiness because just a few days ago, on a glorious late November day — Thanksgiving Day to be exact — I became Jed Kendrick’s wife, and he became Artie Woodward’s husband. The Woodward-Kendrick team became official in the eyes of the world.

      What’s next, you ask? Who knows! But whatever it is, we’ll face it together.

      Right after we get home from the awesome honeymoon our family and friends arranged for us … in Hawaii!
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      On a crystal clear day in late November, our plane landed in paradise. Aside from a fateful trip to Ireland to meet Jed’s Grannie O’Toole, I’d never been beyond the borders of Colorado, so when I stepped from the plane into the open-air terminal at  Lihui Airport on the Hawaiian island of Kauai, I was overwhelmed. I stopped in the midst of a throng of people, clinging to Jed’s arm, and inhaled the exotic mixture of sea salt, tropical flowers, and lushly green growing things.

      Jed squeezed my hand and smiled down at me. “We’re here,” he said, his voice tinged with amazement. “We’re actually married and on our honeymoon.”

      I nodded, momentarily lost in the love and wonder shining in his eyes. There had been moments in Ireland when I’d despaired of ever seeing Jed’s handsome face again, and now here we were … married and on the island of Kauai.

      Before I could answer, a pretty young woman with a waterfall of shining black hair and sun-kissed skin stepped up to us. She wore a sleeveless red dress patterned with huge white flowers, and her arms dripped with brightly colored flower leis.

      “Aloha,” she said as she placed a lei around each of our necks. “Welcome to Kauai. We hope you’ll enjoy your stay.”

      I smiled my thanks, but my attention was caught by the beauty of the flowers that made up my lei. I’d never seen, or smelled, anything like them. I recognized white carnations in the necklace of flowers, but the other varieties were a mystery.

      I glanced up and met her gaze. “Thank you. These are beautiful, but what kind of flowers are they?”

      She held up another of the leis she carried and indicated a white, star-like flower edged in delicate pink. “This is plumeria. Most of the fragrance of your lei comes from it. You’ll see them often here in the islands. Sometimes in pink, often in yellow.” Pointing to other flowers in turn she said, “We also use tuberoses, carnations, orchids, and jasmine, but you’ll see many other types of leis during your stay.” She smiled again, and with a little wave, turned to greet another couple.

      Jed fingered the lei around his neck — his was made up of darker, more bold colors than mine and featured quite a bit of greenery — and said, “Wow. I didn’t expect to be given flowers just for walking off a plane.”

      “They look good on you,” I said, grinning up at my tall, lanky husband. I’d nearly lost Jed in Ireland. He’d been ensorcelled and held thrall by the Fae, and I’d almost given up hope of finding a way to rescue him. But Grannie O’Toole and Laird Angus had helped me and … well, that was a tale I didn’t want to think about right now.

      It was enough to have him here with me, to be able to watch him examine his lei while I admired his more-than-six-foot frame, his tousled black hair, and his gentle gray eyes rimmed by long and lovely dark lashes. His full lips twitched as he noticed my stare.

      “Like what you see?” he asked, his eye color darkening to a smoldering, smoky gray.

      “Always,” I replied, my heart beating faster as memories of our wedding night crowded my mind. “Let’s find our luggage.”

      “Yes,” he agreed, licking his lips. “I think we need to check out our accommodations.” He swallowed, his Adam’s apple bobbing. “Soon.”
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      Our hotel suite was stunning. The laird had gone all out for us after our Irish misadventure. He’d booked us into a luxury resort on Kauai’s north shore and made sure we had all the amenities. I wandered through the sitting room and stepped through the sliding glass door onto the ocean-view lanai, while Jed tipped the young man who’d brought our luggage up.

      A soft murmur of voices, the muffled thump of a closing door, and a moment later Jed was beside me, his arms sliding around my waist. We gazed at the picture postcard view of palm trees, white sand and impossibly blue water and then turned to each other.

      “Welcome to paradise,” Jed murmured as he drew me close and bent to kiss me.

      His lips were soft and warm, and I melted into his embrace. Jed loved me. He understood me. He was my partner in life, my equal. And now … right now, he was my lover.

      Our kiss deepened, became more passionate, and when the spark it kindled grew to a flame, he pulled away. The light in his eyes echoed the smoldering heat growing in my core. In one quick movement, he bent and, moving one strong arm behind my knees, swept me off my feet and into his arms. Without a word, my lover carried me across the sitting room and into the bedroom … to the perfectly arranged and very enticing king-size bed.

      “You’re wearing too many clothes,” he whispered as he placed me gently on the pillow-soft mattress.

      “So are you,” I answered in voice so husky I barely recognized it as my own.

      We remedied that little problem and spent the next few hours doing what newlyweds have done since time immemorial: exploring each other’s bodies and discovering new depths of our love.
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      Our first day on Kauai was drawing to a close when we emerged from our hotel suite in search of food. We opted for dinner on the terrace overlooking Hanalei Bay. I watched the sun sink into the darkening water, marveling at the vivid shades of red and gold as I savored firm, sweet flakes of mahi mahi flavored with mango sauce and delicious coconut rice.

      Jed caught my free hand in his, stroking my fingers with his thumb. We didn’t speak. No words were needed. We simply drank in the moment, appreciating the tranquility and peace of this beautiful place.

      After dinner, we wandered through the open air hotel lobby and down a stone-paved path to a pristine white sand beach. The rolling waves of the bay beckoned us with their froth of white lace.

      We strolled hand-in-hand in the moonlight, serenaded by the susurrus of water on sand, cooled by a light sea breeze that lifted my long dark hair and ruffled Jed’s black locks. As we rounded the curve of the bay, I noticed a woman in a long white dress sitting in the sand at the edge of the water. Her knees were pulled up so that her chin rested on them, the gentle waves kissing her feet with each inward flow. We walked a few steps closer, and she raised her head and glanced at us. Moonlight shimmered on her face, and I saw that it was glazed with tears.

      I laid my free hand on Jed’s arm to stop him, disentangled my fingers from his, and stepped nearer to the woman. Closer now, I saw that she was young, not much older than me, with lovely dark slanting eyes. But the moonlight played tricks with her hair, making the nearly waist-length sable waves appear to have a silvery sheen.

      “Are you hurt?” I asked, just loudly enough to be heard over the waves. “Can we help you?”

      And then Jed was beside me, pulling me back toward the resort. “Come away from her, Artie,” he whispered urgently in my ear. “Can’t you see what she is?”

      I looked again, and saw what my love had seen.

      The young woman had risen. She stood with her feet in a froth of water, her long white dress wet to the knees, one hand held out to us in a gesture of supplication. An unearthly glow surrounded her, one not detectable by normal human eyes … but neither Jed nor I were normal humans. We were seers. And right now our sight showed us a woman of the Fae.

      “Please,” she said, making no move to approach us. “Please, can you help me?”

      Jed pushed me behind him, but made no move to flee. “What could a mortal do to help a Fae woman?”

      She gasped and stumbled back a step. “Y-you know what I am?”

      I stepped to Jed’s side, despite his annoyed glance. “Not precisely,” I said. “Only that you aren’t human.”

      Nodding, she moved closer, hesitantly, like a wild animal. Curious, but cautious. And always with her feet in the waves.

      “I’m a selkie,” she said, her dark eyes wide and full of pain, “but I can’t return home to the sea. Someone has stolen my skin. I’m marooned here, with no one to tell my kin what has become of me. Can you help me? Can you at least carry a message to my colony?”

      A selkie. One of that ancient race of shape-shifters who live in the oceans of the world, appearing to human eyes as seals in the water, and transforming into human form on land. But the transformation required a catalyst. To become human, a selkie had to shed its skin, which was then carefully hidden. Very carefully, because without its skin, the creature was powerless to shift into its true form and return to the water.

      “We’ve learned to distrust the Fae,” Jed said, his voice low and menacing. “My wife may be sympathetic, but I won’t risk her on what could be a trick.”

      Tears streamed across her cheeks as she
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