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      Author’s Note

      Resurrection is a tale woven with threads of magic, love, and ancient power—but even in Faerie, darkness finds a way in.

      Within these pages, you’ll find a scene depicting a graphic attempted sexual assault. It is a key part of Calla’s journey and is handled thoughtfully, but I understand that some moments have a lasting impact.

      If this is a sensitive subject for you, please read with care or consider skipping the scene altogether. Your well-being is more important than any story.

      Thank you for walking between worlds with me,

      —Hanna Park
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      Calla

      Fog clung to the earth, drifting in a circular formation, shielding me from whatever dangers lived within the dark wood. I lifted my hand and extended my fingers. The mist responded, flowing backward, then drifting closer, playing a game of cat and mouse. The haar lived and breathed and had a purpose. The life breath of a being unknown within the mortal realm, called upon to collect and bring me here, to this unknown land, this Otherworld, the one the Irish whispered of in hushed tones.

      I scoured the darkness for any entity accountable and found none, neither ghostly nor human. I was alone, and yet I was not.

      I stared upward into a lacy green veil, tried to piece together the last few moments, and came to one conclusion—this was a different Ireland, untouched by the hand of man, by civilization. Lush ferns captured the forest’s spirit, and emerald fronds wafted in a still breeze. Red squirrels chittered overhead, leaping from one gnarled branch to another, rustling the broad leaf canopy.

      Colm—the copper-haired Celt who had promised me forever. His fingertips leaving mine were the last thing I remembered.

      The sky shivered, and thunderbolts had struck the sea. Ice pellets shot down, and balls of hail battered the sand, striking everything in its path.

      I turned away from Colm’s anguish, from his love. A greater force had called to me, and I was helpless against it. No, that was a lie. I wanted to know. I needed to know. Who I was. What I was.

      The haar wrapped me in warmth and swallowed me whole, the whorling sea giving me up to the sky. The needle bounced out of the groove and, everywhere, became elsewhere. One moment I was grounded—the next, I found myself thrown into a sparkling abyss, like a fly caught on a gust of wind. I had fallen from the sky, landing in superhero fashion—crouched on my heels, fists flailing. How far I had traveled, I could not say—this place was that and so much more. The aroma hit me first—damp earth touched by a faraway sea.

      I stood, taking stock of my current condition, running my hands over my bones and finding none broken. My leggings had ripped at the knees. I gazed at my bare feet, toes curling into the soft earth. The oversized caramel-colored work shirt had held up. My silver link bracelet—still dangling from my wrist, not a single sapphire out of place from the dangling horseshoe. But where were my shoes? I ran my fingers through my hair, trying to tame the Kraken, realizing I had lost my hair scrunchie, leaving me no choice but to let my hair fall naturally, untamed in all its snake-like glory.

      When I was young, I would chase the wind, leaping into the air and relishing the sensation of flight. Arms outstretched, I would soar high above the tall grass, unafraid of where I might land. I would lie on my back, lost in the rolling skies, at one with the universe. The earth would whisper, and I would listen.

      What happened on the strand in Ardara brought back those same sensations.

      My gaze followed the moving shadows and the stray sunbeam illuminating a man in its path. Dressed in soft leathers, with an archer’s bow slung over his broad shoulders, stood a man—Finvarra, the King of the Faeries.

      I rubbed my eyes and looked again. He was the man from Ériu’s vision—my biological mother, the Princess of the Dead. The thought of opening that door filled me with dread.

      I held my head high, anticipating the moment our paths would cross. This meeting was inevitable. Orlaith had confirmed the impossible—this immortal being was my natural father. Was it only yesterday that the older woman served tea to Colm and me in her sister’s flat in Dublin and, in no uncertain terms, revealed the truth? I had sisters. I was the progeny of a Faerie King.

      He stood taller than any mortal man, thick-limbed and broad-shouldered. His nose was straight, and his lips were full. But his eyes—nothing could prepare me for those. Shimmering silver streams circled dark pupils of a crushed velvet hue. Banded in smoke and framed by long lashes, those lustrous orbs held me captive.

      His jet-black hair swept away from his face with a leather thong, revealing the sharp, chiseled features of a respected king. A golden diadem adorned with blood-red rubies rested upon his regal head.

      I folded my arms across my chest and swallowed the rock lodged in my throat.

      “Rioghain, may I have a word?” He called me by my middle name, Ree-an, his golden voice piercing the silence. Even the squirrels listened—they sat at attention, twitching their tufted ears, awaiting his royal command. Leaving the footpath, he joined me among the ferns and, with a slight bow, presented himself. He seemed ageless.

      I found myself caught in his silver-eyed gaze. I wanted to laugh and cry at the same time. He should be dead if he ever existed at all: myth, legend, the Faerie Folk. This Other Crowd, this Otherworld the Irish whispered of, existed. I recalled the words of a believer—what is faith but belief in the unseen?

      In the twelfth century, in an act of revenge, the Milesians invaded Ireland and defeated the Tuatha Dé Danaan. Many Tuatha left, but some, led by Finvarra, stayed. The man standing before me negotiated a truce with the Milesian High King, Érimón. The Tuatha would inhabit the world beneath the ground, building cities, kingdoms, and palaces of gold. More than that, they would instill fear in the hearts of men. Finvarra became King of the Daoine Sidhe of Western Ireland.

      Yeah, I looked him up.

      “What are you?” I hesitated at each word, rage coating my tongue. How dare he enter my life uninvited? How dare he take me from mine?

      “I am Finvarra, and I am your father.” Simple, gentle words that spoke to my heart. He held my gaze. He saw right through me.

      Huh. He could lure the unsuspecting away, trusting his languid expression and ethereal beauty. And yet, the idea of family wrenched my heart in a million directions. I crossed my arms over my chest and swallowed my last breath, acknowledging the awe flowing over me.

      I had lived a happy and privileged life, sent away from Ireland as a babe to an unsuspecting family across the seas in Canada. My adoptive parents did not know the oddities I exhibited as a child were because I was not human. They passed away in a plane crash, oblivious that I was the halfling daughter of a Faerie King.

      Twenty-nine years after my birth, a letter arrived. Dermot Sweet, a man with the same name as mine, had left his estate in the town of Ardara, Donegal County, Ireland, to me. I left in a heartbeat, thrilled to escape the nightmare my life had become, but the nightmares only worsened and the visions intensified. The last few weeks have weighed on my mind—those I had met and touched.

      Saoirse, the young witch, grieved the loss of her beloved.

      Colm, the man I wanted more than anything.

      And Ciarán, the one they both missed, was taken by the Faeries many years ago.

      Those I encountered brought the truth closer—their horrors were connected with mine.

      “I asked what you are, not who. And my name is not Ree-an. It’s Calla, but you already know that.” I dropped my arms and stretched my fingers, cracking each knuckle, and then turned my gaze to the cloud-capped mountains, hugging this green vale to avoid confronting my past.

      My visions began with Orlaith and ended with Ériu and the man standing before me—my ability to foresee was not a curse. It was something else.

      Finvarra stole Ériu from the mortal realm, taking her from Dermot Sweet on their wedding day. Orlaith was there when Ériu delivered three daughters: one light, one dark, and one touched, and when Ériu died in the arms of her Faerie lover. A bad birth, Orlaith had said—were we to blame, my sisters and I? My thoughts spun. Ériu had called herself Princess of the Dead. What did that make me? I had so many questions.

      The ferns parted as I circled the man, the mossy undergrowth soft beneath my feet. The aura surrounding him was imperceptible—one might almost believe him mortal. And now I stood face to face with the man who could answer my questions. It was almost a relief.

      Colm’s voice screamed in my head, filled with such pain, demanding retribution. I stared at the man responsible for tearing me away from the man I loved, setting our connection aside for now. I looked with my heart and knew I would return. I would hold Colm in my arms again.

      A waterfall ran down a rock face into a shimmering pool. Bluebells draped the forest floor, wood sorrel, archangel, and creeping underfoot, a carpet of golden saxifrage. Birds chirped, singing a song I had always known. A rhapsody filled my ears, the angelic strains of a harp. I shut Finvarra out, breathing in the sweet fragrance of wildflowers.

      “We are the Aós Si, and this is our world.” He extended his gloved hand toward the ancient wood.

      The threads loosened, and the knots unraveled. This moment had to come, and I didn’t know what to do with it. Family. Kith and kin. Bloodline. Ties that bind. Ériu sent me away from all of this. Why?

      “What does that mean? Am I dead?” I looked at him, unbelieving.

      “I would speak with you, Rioghain.” He lifted one side of his mouth in a thoughtful manner, as if this meeting were but a brief pause from his idyllic day, not one engineered by him.

      “You’ve been spying on me, haven’t you? From the very beginning. Are you Seamus? How did you do it? How did you change into a different being?” I remembered the little man in the threaded red vest, short navy pants, and buckled brogues who welcomed me to Seldom Inn, the property left to me by Dermott Sweet. He had bent at the waist, sweeping his felt hat in a wide arc, his pert lips lifting. “Your father wishes to meet you. Would you come with?” He had offered his hand, his amber eyes reflecting a kingdom of dense woods and lush green fields.

      It seemed so long ago.

      “Seamus is in my employ. He is always with you, Rioghain. To keep you safe.” He motioned toward the forest.

      I followed his gaze and beheld the little man concealed in the shadows of an old-growth pine. He seemed to step right out of the tree. Had he been there all that time?

      “Lord King.” Seamus tipped his felted head in my direction.

      “What is this? Who are you people? You don’t get to spy on me. Steal me away from my world. This isn’t right. Send me back.” I breathed through my nose, throwing Seamus a dirty look. He smiled back—his shimmering eyes filled with laughter. Then he dipped his head and was gone. I stared, open-mouthed.

      “There are things you must know before you give your gift to a mere mortal.” His gaze did not leave mine—black pupils surrounded by a silver iris flecked with hard steel.

      “Excuse me?” If he were a king, then I would be a princess. All those fairy tales rushed back to me, and then the pages of that storybook slammed shut. No fairy tale prince was coming to my rescue. I planted my feet in the lush forest and took on his regal persona.

      His glamor flickered in the subdued light, exposing the true horror of Faerie.

      The ever-changing eyes of a wolf-like creature, with fur as black as the darkest night, held its massive head low, yellowed fangs glistening in the half-light, ready to rip me to shreds. Its authoritative gaze demanded submission—the king of the glen in more ways than one. Go figure.

      “A Dire Wolf? Huh. You’re quite the trickster, Fin. You don’t mind if I call you Fin, do you?” I maintained my position, refusing to blink or show any sign of fear. That would not do. I held the wolf’s gaze.

      Still, that he transformed into another form in the blink of an eye? I was more than impressed.

      The shapeshifting bastard lifted his lips, revealing a hint of a snarl.

      I willed myself to think. The Tuatha Dé traveled to Ireland from four mythical cities, bringing mystical treasures and magical abilities. They were a force to be reckoned with. He had just proved it.

      The air shivered, and the beast vanished, replaced by the archer in the hood. His tanned skin was almost too beautiful to gaze upon. This ancient had lived in the underworld for millennia. God only knew what persona he preferred: man or wolf. Both were dangerous beings, predators in their own right.

      “You did well, dear one. You possess your mother’s bravery.” He nodded.

      “Ériu?” My palms tingled as silver scales formed and vanished in the dappled light. My heart stuttered. Did I possess those same abilities? I gazed at my palms, smooth-skinned and devoid of any reptilian scales. If his familiar was a wolf, then what was mine?

      I looked into those silver orbs, willing him to share his secrets.

      “Let me be clear. Our people revel in pleasure, but pleasure is one thing—union is another. A king, a proud warrior, or at the very least a prince, awaits you, my dear.

      I didn’t know what to do with that.

      I left him staring after me and circled the thick tree trunk from which Seamus had emerged. I tapped the rough bark. No one answered.

      “Are you referring to sex? The birds and the bees? Listen up, Fin. That conversation should have happened ages ago.” I ignored his sudden intake of breath and focused on this Otherworld, losing myself in the enchanted forest, a fairyland. “All right, I’ll play your game. What did you do with Colm? And what is this place?”

      “Some would call this the land of the young, the land of pleasure. You need not worry. You will be safe within our world.” He gave me a look, lifting a single eyebrow.

      “Safe from what? And how did I get here?” My thoughts returned to the one left behind. Showing weakness would not do, not in a place like this.

      “You are referring to the féth fíada. One of many skills you will learn to call upon.” He cracked a smile, bewitching me with those shimmering eyes.

      “Tables turned,” a voice whispered. Those eyes were mine.

      “What is this féth fíada?” I tilted my head, giving him an appraising glance.

      Damn, he didn’t look a day over thirty-six.

      “It is how we travel unseen within other worlds. We call upon the mist. This—” He twirled his fingers, bending the air with a magician’s ease.

      All that stood before me were moss-covered trees and ferns dancing in the dappled light.

      “Are you serious?” I scanned the standing trees, the shimmering pool, and the tumbling waterfall. No Faerie King. No wolf.

      “Daughter.” He appeared behind me in all his immortal glory, his voice a quiet melody of soothing bass notes.

      “No fucking way. Magic mist?” I twirled my hands in front of my face. Once. Twice. Nothing.

      “We have much to speak of—your future and role in our kingdom. Let us continue.” He looked skyward and then walked away, leaving me staring at his broad shoulders.

      “Excuse me? I’m not staying here. This is your world, not mine.” I tagged after him, my thoughts spinning in six directions, and that would not do. Stay here? For how long? I fought to keep my emotions steady. Showing my hand to the trickster of tricksters would not help my cause. Not one bit.

      “You were taken from us, Rioghain.” He followed the footpath deeper into the forest.

      “Wait. My clothes? My shoes?” I stopped in my tracks, my thoughts turning to my ragged appearance, the torn leggings, and bare feet.

      He glanced over his shoulder and waved his hand, sending magic my way. The air shivered, hardly noticeable, yet it affected me in a way I had never expected. The rippling shadow zipped and reformed, transforming my torn clothing into something different.

      “What is this? A wedding cake?” I fiddled with the double-puffed sleeves of a pearly-white gown: one gathered above my elbow, and the other secured my wrist. The square neckline, adorned with numerous gathers, and the high waist pleated with more. A ruffled hem embroidered with silver threads fell just below my knees. Pockets—at least it had pockets. “It’s very whimsical. How about a parasol? That would make it sing.”

      “And now you are returned.” He lifted his hands and shrugged.

      “Returned? More like taken, wouldn’t you say?” I touched my hair, threaded and swept back with silk ribbons.

      I did not question the magic he swirled my way. That would mean accepting my predicament.

      “Where are we going? Are you going to explain why I’m here?” Pointed-toe leather pumps in a rich burgundy hue hugged my feet, the delicate open-work cutouts showcasing the contrasting ivory of my stockings. I lifted my skirt, extended my stride, and swished through the ferns—power-walking through the glen with the greatest jester the world had known.

      “When your dear mother passed. When you and your sisters were born, you were taken.” He gestured far into the distance, where the stone spires of a castle rose against a blue sky speckled with cotton-like clouds. The man lived in a castle. Well, of course he did.

      “It’s true then? Everything Orlaith said?” I gave him the same wide-eyed, pointed stare he had given me.

      “The midwife followed Ériu’s wishes. I hold the woman no harm. I trust your mother had her reasons.” He halted before the shimmering lake where a waterfall cascaded down a steep rock face. Brambles sprawled beside the water’s edge, each stalk teeming with fat blackberries.

      “You forced Ériu to be with you.” I planted my hands on my hips and stated what I believed.

      “I did no such thing.” He tilted his head, his piercing gaze meeting mine.

      “Oh? That’s not what I saw.” Conflicting memories filled my mind. I replayed my vision of Ériu and Finvarra just before she was stolen from the mortal realm.

      “You would deny your rightful place amongst our people? You would deny your king?” He released her and paced back and forth, his deer-skin riding boots silent on the stone floor—a king in every way.

      And of how Ériu stood up to this immortal being, her voice surging with conviction.

      “They are not my people. And you are not my king. You are Tuatha, banished beneath the mounds by my people. My people. Remember who I am. I am Ériu, Princess of the Dead.” She clenched her fists, her eyes flashing dark swords.

      “Ériu had her mind. She made her choice.” He huffed, but then smiled with a boyish charm.

      “Excuse me?” I lifted my voice over the tumbling roar of the waterfall, determined to prove him wrong. I knew what I saw.

      “Your mother was a complicated being. Whatever you think you know, you are mistaken.” He reached into the gnarled branches, selecting only the ripest berries and filling the leather pouch attached to his waistcoat.

      “She was a human being whom you stole from the mortal realm.” Or was she? What had Orlaith told me? “Ériu was from away. Not one of us.” I pinned my lips into a tight line, unwilling to accept or admit I might be wrong.

      “You know not of what you speak.” His tone softened, and he turned toward me. His eyes carried the distant look of a man longing for the one he loved.

      Oh yeah, we were having this conversation.

      “She died giving birth.” My eyes welled up for the woman I never knew. Who, rumor had it, was my mother.

      “Yes. That happened. Yet Ériu left me with two beautiful daughters, your sisters, Nemain and Macha. Had I known you existed, Rioghain, I would have come for you sooner. For that, I apologize.” He lifted his palm, offering a handful of lush berries as black as the night.

      “Don’t change the subject.” I steeled my gaze. “Why did Ériu die if this is the land of the young?”

      “All women bear the risk of childbirth. No one is ensured immortality. Our kind dies, just like anyone else.” He stared with deep intent, forcing me to believe or to look away.

      I chose the latter, absorbing his words and reliving Orlaith’s. I lost myself in the rippling waters of the inland lake, bathed in the most extraordinary magenta hue. Disturbed by our presence, the water undulated toward the mossy banks and then stilled, the glassy surface becoming an artist’s canvas of dancing leaves and cotton ball clouds.

      “Did you see that?” I looked again at the still surface.

      He smiled, giving no hint of what lay beneath the shimmering waters.

      I left that nightmare alone.

      “Would you like one?” He motioned at the blackberry bush.

      “Is this a trick?” I peered at him and then forgot my fear. I dove right in, drawn to the last purple jewel. Wild canes grabbed my sleeve, and one sharp thorn stabbed deep, ripping open the pad of my thumb.

      “Ow.” I stared at the ichor oozing from my flesh. The droplet of blood reflected the sky and the color of the sea. “What is this? What does this mean?” My knees buckled. It was all I could do not to stumble into his arms.

      “You are one of us, Rioghain. In this world, your blood is ours.” His silver eyes twinkled, his slight nod acknowledging my surprise.

      “It’s true, then.” My mouth dried at the blue rivulet staining my palm. “I’m one of the Other Crowd, an immortal.” I mumbled to the trees, Ériu’s last words ringing through my mind. “Is this the land of the dead?”

      “We exist unseen by others. This gives our people an advantage. Advantages you must learn.” He droned on and on, not answering my question.

      All around me, honeybees hummed—buzzing, buzzing, buzzing. The hum intensified, taking on a life of its own. The transition from Middle-earth to the world under the ground took my breath away.

      “How did you find me? How did you know of my existence?” I kicked the soft dirt with one leathered foot.

      “The bees shared their knowledge with me.” He shrugged, looking oh-so-smug.

      “What?” I stared at my reflection in the shimmering pool. A different Calla Sweet stared back. My eyes were no longer grey. They were shining silver orbs like his. Well, of course.

      “Honeybees are messengers from the spirit world.” He motioned at the buzzing swarm.

      “And the bees told you about me?” I considered this revelation, looking at the bees with new interest.

      “Once I discovered your presence, finding you was easy. The midwife had a loose tongue, and the sheep farmer swayed. The poor man was under Ériu’s influence too long.” He shook his head in pity.

      “Ériu’s influence?” My words sounded hollow. Everything I thought I knew crashed around me. Everything.

      “She was perplexing, your mother, like no other.” A muscle in his jaw feathered.

      “But she was human, right?” I turned from my reflection, my thoughts returning to the self-avowed Princess of the Dead. I refused to accept that. What would that make me?

      “Do you see how the bees gather around you?” He motioned, distracting me from my mother’s memory.

      The way his eyes shimmered. The way his voice soothed.

      I turned my head away from his bewitching gaze and followed the flight of the little creatures.

      “The bees? Well, I never thought of that, but you’re right. They have since I arrived in this land. Well, not this one. The other one, the real one. Oh, God.” I threw my hands against my face while the bees whirred, so many never far away.

      “They’re drawn to you. Darkness hums beneath your skin.” He lifted his hand in an outward gesture. One bee hovered and then landed on his gloved index finger. “Try it.” He looked at me, his lips curving into a smile.

      “Maybe later.” I had almost agreed with him. Instead, I gave him the floor, and he took it.

      “I fear you have aroused suspicion within the mortal village. Our meeting should have occurred days ago.” His dark gaze left me wondering if he was reading my thoughts.

      And just like that, somewhere else found me, as it had so many times before—blinded by the light, touched by the darkness. The air shivered, and Colm’s voice echoed, calling me home—Colm—a battle-scarred guardian of the people, warrior enough for me. Thick roots clawed through the underbrush, a spiderweb oxygenating the world beneath this one. That realization had me tripping over the moss-covered tendrils. Colm reached for me, his face stricken with fear. I barely caught myself from falling.

      “You mother bestowed your name upon you to honor the great queen, the phantom Goddess—the Morrigan.” Finvarra offered his hand, amusement dancing in his silver gaze.

      Uh-huh. No way. Touching meant visions, and I had encountered enough otherworldliness for one day—visions I had fought to stay away from my entire life. I turned my thoughts in another direction.

      “What are they like, Nevan and Macka?” When I was a child, I would beg my adoptive parents for a sibling, how I had envied those with brothers and sisters—the big family dinners, the teasing, the fun.

      “Nemain reigns chaos. Macha instills fury.” He spoke with clear pride, his gaze lingering as if he sensed my true feelings. “And you, Rioghain, complete the Triskele. You are the foreteller of doom.”

      And there it was, the song I sang. That same sensation gripped my soul: a tightening in my chest, an acute awareness of every breathing and living thing. I could best describe it as being sucked into a swirling vortex of kaleidoscopic, blinding colors. A breeze lifted, brushing my face, and for a brief second, I floated on a rising current, then spiraled downward, landing in an ancient wood.

      “What’s the Triskele?” I met his curious gaze, my throat aching and my voice rasping.

      “The maiden, the mother, and the wise woman.” He looked wise.

      I stared through the looking glass, and my stomach turned. This was not where I belonged. Or was it?

      “Three times the charm, huh? You’re mistaken, Fin.” I swallowed hard, trying to grasp the meaning of his words.

      An ancient oak tree stood in the path, its girth wider than six long-armed men. Energy exuded from her. She was the magnificent mother of all things—a myth, a legend. I turned away from him, drawn to the old one.

      At another time, the Tuatha Dé ruled the upper earth. It was a time of gods and goddesses, kings and queens. Finvarra told a tale of make-believe, yet it was real. All of this was real. I had to wrap my head around the impossible because I was part of it. This wasn’t a dream.

      I detected sadness in his mellow tone.

      “So, what are you saying? Do the three of us serve some magical purpose? For whose gain?” I placed both hands on the hollowed trunk, and my heart stuttered. An energy prowled beneath my skin, her energy. I could have stayed there all day.

      “You are young, Rioghain, a mere child in our years. Your gifts will blossom with time. This land will make you all-powerful.” He studied me, his dark brows furrowed.

      “Do you know what this gift has done to me, Fin? It’s ruined my life. I had a career. I had friends.” Okay, so I pushed the truth. The friends who abandoned me at the first sign of trouble. The trouble? Me...it was me. I was the trouble…the troubled. The girl who scared the living bejesus out of everyone I touched. It seemed like a long time ago.

      I turned from the old one and faced Finvarra, the legendary being from the time before man. He was real. This was real.

      “Mortals fear what they don’t understand. Embrace your gift, Rioghain. As one, you are forbidding. As three, you will sway worlds.” Finvarra spoke of a future only he could see. Leaving the beaten path, he ventured deeper into the dark woods.

      “Look, Fin. I’m quite happy on my side of the fence. If you don’t mind, I’d like to go home.” I bid silent thanks to the Tree of Life and left the canopy of the ancients behind. I followed Fin along a rough, narrow track where ferns brushed against my feet, where the bare branches of a hazel tree hung with yellow catkins, and walked right into a wall of cobwebs.

      Spiders—almost as horrible as the visions of death I had endured my whole life. Not that I was scared—scared is a strong word.

      “Ew. You’re telling me there are spiders? Could you not have banished them to another realm?” I swept my hands over my hair, searching for the eight-legged arachnid who had spun the intricate web, but found none.

      “You are home, child. I have known of your existence for quite some time. I owe you what every father owes his child.” He lifted his hands, removing wispy silks from one golden ribbon.

      I flinched but stood my ground. I would not run, not from the spiders, not from him.

      “I ask you for time, Rioghain. That is all. You are welcome to come and go as you please. I make you that promise.” He tucked his hands together, continuing in the same melodic voice. “There are dangers in your world—dangers you are unaware of. Here, we live in the shelter of each other. Not so in the middle plane.” He removed his glove and put two fingers between his lips, whistling three snappy tones through the dark wood.

      The underbrush rustled, and a hairy beast pounced toward his master, its pink tongue lolling from its mouth. The dog, the size of a small deer, sat on its haunches, its head cocked, looking at me.

      “His name is Bran. He once belonged to an adversary of mine—a worthy adversary. Some believe Bran drowned, but as you can see, he is alive and well.” He motioned toward the piebald dog, his coat mottled with white and blue patches. The dog gazed at me through one lake-blue eye and one disconcerting white one. He seemed to understand Finvarra’s words. But of course, he would. Legends were made of this stuff. I searched my mind for that legend and came up empty.

      “Let’s get something straight, Fin. My name is Calla. I’m not Ree-an, and I don’t intend to continue this legacy, or whatever it is you call it. I’m not the doom-bringer. I don’t want to be the doom-bringer. Thank you very much.” I looked from the dog to Finvarra but extended my hand toward the dog, who sidled beside me and rubbed his giant head in my palm.

      “Rioghain is your given name, and someone stole you from us.” The light caught Finvarra’s eyes, making the silver tones shimmer.

      “No one stole me. Ériu gave me to Orlaith. Why would she do that, Fin?” I refused to be drawn under his spell. How often had he used his allure for that purpose, bewitching innocents with those flashing eyes? I reminded myself that this supernatural being was a myth of Irish lore. I glanced into the forest, losing myself in the many shades of green.

      Bran whined, nudging his wiry head against my hip.

      “I don’t have an answer to that question.” Finvarra’s smooth voice jarred me from my wonderment.

      I lifted the hem of my dress and sat back on my heels. I patted the dog; his mottled fur was rough, while his undercoat felt silky. I held his colossal head and gazed into his all-seeing eye. A bond flowed between us, which I found odd. I glanced at Finvarra, this mythical being, capable of transforming into a wolf. It was too much—too overwhelming. I longed to return home to the thatched-roof cottage on the Glengesh Pass and Colm, to pick up where we had left off, moments away from losing the V-Card. Goddammit.

      Finvarra pinched his brows together and studied me right back—so very human.

      “Just say I believe this wild tale, and I’m not saying I do. We will bargain for my cooperation. I’ll stay on one condition.” I lifted my eyes and stared at him.

      Bran licked my fingers, encouraging me to strike the bargain percolating in my mind—one that would make so many people happy in the mortal realm. It was a good plan. It made sense. I could do something great here. For Colm. For Saoirse. I had to try. Like, why not? I had nothing to lose.

      “And what, pray tell, would that be?” The muscles in Finvarra’s face twitched, his grin lighting up the world. He thought he had won.

      I saw then how he had become a king. He lacked none of the prerequisites: intelligence, charm, wit, and good luck.

      “You have someone within your world who doesn’t want to be here. Set him free, and I will go with you. That’s the deal.” I willed my voice to exude the same confidence he portrayed.

      “The humans who live amongst us have chosen their path.” His voice filled with an animosity I wasn’t used to hearing. It was cold and cruel.

      “Well, I think you’re mistaken—his name is Ciarán O’Donnell, and he wants to return to his home, to the people he belongs with.” I pressed for more than a vague promise.

      “I know not of this man.” His eyes flickered, revealing the ages of time. Something in the way the shadows deepened and refracted the light. “You have your mother’s quick mind. We agree. We will release this Ciarán you speak of.” He nodded his crowned head once, pleased with our arrangement.

      “Not good enough, Fin. I need a commitment. Right now. As we speak. Free him, send him back. Before I go wherever it is, you’re taking me.” If he could bend the air, he could do that. I searched the wood for Seamus, the spy—Finvarra’s messenger. Where was the little man? I peered at the hairy dog…no, Bran was something different.

      “My word is my bond, as is yours.” He held out his hand, demanding agreement.

      From somewhere above, a dove cried out, its wailing screech piercing the sky. An icy hand tightened its grip on my mind, a cold chill licking the length of my spine. My throat closed.

      “I don’t shake hands.” I swallowed hard, knowing that whatever my life was, for better or worse, was mine and mine alone, but the future dared me to accept the unknown. “Adapt or die,” a voice whispered. I turned on my heels, searching the enchanted wood, and saw nothing.

      “There is no room for doubt, Rioghain. Not anymore.” His gaze narrowed, his lips curling into a smile.

      Oh yeah, Finvarra was aware of the torment I had inflicted in the living realm.

      “No. No, I can’t. I see things I don’t want to see.” Clouds drifted across the sky. Daylight became darkness.

      “Embrace your gift, Rioghain. You are safe here.” His voice soothed.

      The dog nudged my hand, spreading warmth through my veins.

      Ciarán’s freedom for mine. I imagined Saoirse, her eyes brimming with happy tears. I saw Colm and the guilt he carried. Finvarra could send Ciarán back. Their troubles would end. And me? My blood was blue. Holy fucking god.

      I took his hand, sealing the deal—Ciarán’s life for my time in this realm. How bad could it be?

      I stared into Finvarra’s eyes—oh God, his eyes—were luminous, shimmering particles of light, like a waterfall flowing with liquid silver.

      This wasn’t the same as my other visions. This wasn’t a premonition of death. This was something different.

      The wind picked up, buffeting my body yet caressing my soul, teasing me with strains of music—high notes of promise and low notes of desire. I was home. My mind floated in the hereafter.

      The doom-bringer. Was that what I was?

      The vision enveloped me in shades of blood-soaked crimson, but it wasn’t a vision—it was a time and place, and I was part of it. I could taste it.

      The skies darkened, and the air swirled with black clouds. Below me lay a valley, resplendent with trees, where two groups of men, spears at the ready, faced each other. The golden-haired men, striking in appearance and strong in build, confronted a monstrous horde of dark-haired, swarthy warriors, towering in height. So many surged into battle that I couldn’t count them. 

      My presence foretold their death, and my mournful cry predicted doom. I embodied the spirit world and all its darkness. Another, a glossy grey-breasted crow, flew overhead of one golden-haired man, feeding his blood lust, wreaking havoc in another way.

      The skies screamed, and the earth split open, unleashing a demonic host I had always known—phantom beings pouring from each fracture. I had picked a side. I had conjured a mystical force to assist the golden-haired band.

      Satyrs, half-human creatures with cloven hooves and human faces, surged from the tree line, shouting coarse obscenities and hurling spears with tremendous force. The dark-skinned men yelled in defiance as they fell, one by one.

      I swooped low and became one with the creeping mist, undulating into a nightmare of nightmares. Fairy sprites took form, swirling over the earth’s edge and soaring among swarthy giants, one-eyed megaliths who flailed spiked clubs, stoking fear with their ghoulish cries.

      Their savage wails fueled my hunger.

      I ripped the sky open with one shriek.

      Goblins, grotesque creatures from another dimension, trailed behind the fairy sprites, hissing venom through yellowed fangs, wielding blood-soaked cleavers. Bones cracked. The fallen begged.

      All I could hear was my rasping breath.

      With a fleeting thought, I called the witches into the fray. I soared with them through dark clouds, cackling amid hell’s storm.

      The dark horde was powerless against the ethereal beings. The haar crept through the ancient growth, claiming each soul as they fell.

      They were all I could see. The only sound was my rasping breath.

      “Open your eyes, child. Tell me, what did you see?” Finvarra’s voice sliced through the whispers haunting my mind. I returned to him, to this place of the pine forest and soft earth. I sighed, a final breath, the metallic scent of blood tainting my thoughts.

      The shaggy dog licked my fingertips with a warm, sloppy tongue.

      “I saw death—men falling onto themselves—a slaughter. There were…things, beings. What was it?” My eyes grew hot as I woke to the tumultuous vision.

      “You saw the past, one of many great battles the Tuatha faced. You will learn much more from the deeds of our people, and when you’re ready, you will see the future. The future of all men. Not just those you touch. You will become the greatest seer in all of eternity. This makes you vulnerable, Rioghain. You will learn how to protect yourself from the world of men. How to become one with the wind. How to stay safe.” He helped me to my feet.

      He believed what he said. Of course, he did. With the twirl of his hand, this man summoned me to another plane of existence.

      “How? No. This is crazy.” My stomach flip-flopped. A shaman predicting the future? A simple psychic gift? No, this was way beyond. When did the human species ever learn from past wrongs? Keep your mouth shut, Calla Sweet. Wasn’t that my mantra?

      “There are many forms you can take. This one, you have already mastered.” He produced a feather—a black tail feather from a hooded crow. “You dropped this.”

      “You’re saying I changed into a bird? Shifted? Is that what you’re saying? No. That can’t be.” I slipped through the crack and relived those familiar sensations—the scratchy throat and raw voice—holy mother of God.

      “Not just a bird, Rioghain. The scald crow. She is the omen of death,” his reverent gaze reflected my horror.

      “Great. That’s just what I wanted to hear.” I bent forward, leaning on my knees, my eyes shut tight. Shapeshifting. How many times had I become one with the wind? And what of the silver scales that formed on my palms? What was that?

      “Rioghain?” He touched my fingers, his voice gentle.

      The confusion cleared. I squared my shoulders, gazing into those eyes like mine.

      “I have seventeen sons but only three daughters—Ériu’s beautiful daughters.” Turning my wrist, he traced the red blotch marring the palm of my hand. “Do you see this teardrop?”

      “A teardrop?” I gazed upon the blood-red blotch, seeing the tear stain as if for the first time. “They have the same mark?”

      “Aye.” He tilted his head, his expression filled with warmth.

      “What does it mean?” I swallowed hard. I had agreed to this. There was no going back, not now.

      “The magic of the goddess runs through your veins. You are the oracle, Rioghain. Together with Nemain, with Macha, you are the Morrigan reborn.” He held my gaze with no uncertainty.

      “Huh, sounds like all hell broke loose to me.” I traced the red stain with my thumb, envisioning myself standing on some street corner many years from now, a grey-haired hag shrieking warnings of nightmares to come. And of someone throwing away the key.

      “You must speak of this to no one outside of me and your sisters. Tell me you understand.” His expression showed concern.

      “Oh, don’t worry. I won’t tell anyone.” I rolled my eyes, stepped back, and bumped into Bran, who wagged his long tail.

      “Good.” Finvarra moved away from me with an ethereal grace, surefooted along the narrow path.

      I followed more leisurely, awed by the overhanging branches, the moss, the ferns, and the wild thickets. I lost sight of him among a stand of beech trees. My eyes adjusted, revealing a crevice, a cleft in the limestone face. So easy to miss, even here in this Otherworld.

      “So, where do we go from here?” I stood at the entrance to Fairyland, a path burrowing deep within the limestone walls. The blue sky above was barely visible. This was where the spirits lived.

      Bran whined.

      “Home.” Finvarra appeared beside me. How, I did not know. It was one of those things I had to learn. He offered his hand, and this time, I took it.
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