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Chapter One

A man who couldn't die had little to fear. An immortal who'd lived most of hislong life as a soldier, waging
battle, didn't turn from a fight with a god. A soldier, though a loner by nature, understood the duty, and
loyalty, to those who battled with him.

The man, the soldier, the loner who'd seen his young brother destroyed by black magick, who'd had his own
life upended by it, who fought a god's crazed greed, knew the difference between the dark and the light.

Being propelled through space by afellow soldier, a shifter, while they were all still bloody from the battle
didn't frighten him-but he'd have preferred any other mode of transportation.

Through the whirl of wind, the blare of light, the breathless speed (and all right then, there was a bit of a



thrill in the speed), he felt his companions. The sorcerer who held more power than any Doyle had known in
al his years. The woman who was as much the glue who bound them together as a seer. The mermaid who
was all charm and courage and heart-and a pure pleasure for the eyes. The shifter, loyal and brave, and a
dead shot as well. And the female-well, wolf now, as the moon had risen just as they'd prepared to shift from
the beauty and battles of Capri.

She howled-no other term for it-and in the sound of it he heard not fear, no, but the same atavistic thrill that
beat in his own blood.

If a man had to align himself with others, had to throw his fate in with others, he could do a hell of alot
worse than these.

Then he smelled Ireland-the damp air, the green-and the thrill died in him. The fates, canny and cold, would
drive him back here where his heart and hislife had been broken.

Even as he geared himself up to deal with it, to do what must be done, they dropped like stones.

A man who couldn't die could still feel the jolt and insult of hitting the ground hard enough to rattle bones
and steal the breath.

"Bloody hell, Sawyer."

"Sorry." Sawyer's voice came from his left, and in akind of gasping wheeze. "It's alot to navigate. Anybody
hurt? Annika?"

"I'm not hurt. But you." Her voice was amusical croon. "You're hurt. Y ou're weak."
"Not too bad. You're bleeding."

Bright as sunlight, she smiled. "Not too bad."

"Maybe we should try parachutes next time." Sashalet out a quick moan.

"There now, |'ve got you."

As his eyes adjusted, Doyle saw Bran shift, gather Sasha close.

"You're hurt?"

"No, no." Sasha shook her head. "Cuts and bumps. And the landing knocked the wind out of me. | should be
used to it. Riley? Where's Riley?"

Doylerolled, started to push himself up-and pressed a hand into fur. It growled.
"She's here." He shifted his gaze, met those tawny eyes. Dr. Riley Gwin, renowned archaeol ogist-and lycan.
"Don't so much as think of biting me,” he muttered. "She's fine. Like she tells us, she heals fast in wolf

form."

He got to his feet, noted that however rough the landing, Sawyer had come through. Weapons cases,



luggage, sealed boxes of research books, maps, and other essentials lay in a somewhat orderly pile afew feet
away on the cool, damp grass.

And of great personal importance to him, his motorcycle stood, upright and undamaged.
Satisfied, he stretched out a hand to Sawyer, pulled the man to his feet.
"Not altogether bad."

"Yeah." Sawyer combed his fingers through his mane of windswept, sun-streaked hair. Then grinned when
Annika did a series of cartwheels. "Somebody enjoyed the ride anyway."

"Y ou did well." Bran dropped a hand on Sawyer's shoulder. "It's afeat, isn't it, juggling six people and all the
rest across the seaand sky in, well, amatter of minutes.”

"Got one bitch of aheadache out of it."
"And more."

Bran lifted Sawyer's hand-the one that had gripped Nerezza's flying hair while he'd shifted her away. "Well
fix that, and anything else needs fixing. We should get Sashainside. She's a bit shaky."

"I'mal right." But she remained sitting on the ground. "Just alittle dizzy. Please don't,” she said quickly, and
pushed to her knees toward Riley. "Not yet. Let's just get oriented first. She wants to run,” she told the

others.

"Shelll be fine. There's no harm here." Bran helped Sasha up. "The woods are mine," he said to Riley. "And
now they're yours."

The wolf turned, bounded away, vanished into the thick trees.
"She could get lost," Sasha began.

"She's awolf," Doyle pointed out. "And likely to find her way around better than the rest of us. She changed,
but as we were leaving, and needs her moment. Wolf or woman, she can handle herself."

He turned his back on the woods where he'd run tame as a child, where he'd hunted, where he'd gone for
solitude. This had been hisland once, his home-and now it was Bran's.

Y es, the fates were canny and cold.

In the house Bran had built on the wild coast of Clare, Doyle could see the memory of his own. Where his
family had lived for generations.

Gone, he reminded himself, centuries ago. The house and the family, gone to dust.
Inits place was the grand, and he'd have expected no less from Bran Killian.

A fine manor, Doyle mused, with the fanciful touches one might expect from awizard. Stone-perhaps some



of it from the walls of that long-ago home-rising afull three stories, with those fanciful touches in two round
towers on either side, and akind of central parapet that would offer mad views of the cliffs, of the sea, of the
land.

All softened, Doyle supposed would be the word, with gardens fit for the faeries, blooming wild and free,
with the mixed perfumes blown about on the windy air.

Doyle indulged himself for one moment, allowed himself to think of his own mother and how she'd have
loved every bit of it.

Then he put it away.
"It's afine house."

"It'sgood land. And as | said to Riley, it's yours as much as mine. Well, that's my feeling on it,” Bran added
when Doyle shook his head.

"We've come together,” Bran continued as the wind tossed his hair, black as the night, around his sharp-
boned face. "Were thrown together for a purpose. We've fought and bled together, and no doubt will again.
And here we are, standing on where you sprang from, and where | was compelled to build. There's purpose
inthat aswell, and we'll useit.”

In comfort, Annikaran her hand down Doyle's arm. Her long black hair was a sexy tangle from the shift. She
had bruises on her remarkable face. "It's beautiful. | can smell the sea. | can hear it."

"It's a ways down." Bran smiled at her. "But you'll make your way to it easy enough, | wager. In the
morning, you'll see more of what it offers. For now, we'd best haul al of our thingsinside, and settlein a
bit."

"I hear that." Sawyer reached down, hefted some boxes. "And, God, | could eat."

"I'll make food!" Annikathrew her arms around him, kissed him enthusiastically, then picked up her bag. "Is
there food to make, Bran? Food | can make while you tend the wounds?'

"I had the kitchen well stocked." He flicked his fingers at the big, arched double doors. "The house is
unlocked."

"As long as there's beer." Doyle grabbed two weapon cases-his own priority-and started in behind Annika
and Sawyer.

"It hurts him," Sasha quietly told Bran. "I can feel the ache in him, the ache of memories and loss.”

"And I'm sorry for it, truly. But we al know there's areason for it, why it's here that we've been led to find
the last star and end this."

"Because there's always a price."” On a sigh, she leaned against him, closed eyes blue as summer and still
hollow from the battle and the shift. "But Annikasright. It's a beautiful house. It's stunning, Bran. I'll want to
paint it adozen times."



"You'll have time for dozens of dozens." He turned her to him. "l said it was Doyl€e's and Riley's asit's mine.
It's Annika's and Sawyer's as well. But, ftidh, it's yours as my heart is yours. Will you live with me here, at
least some of the timein our lives together?"

"I'll live with you here, and anywhere. But now? | should take alook inside and seeiif it's as wonderful asthe
outside.”

"It's a true home now that you're here." To dazzle her, he waved a hand. All the windows illuminated.
Glowing lights shimmered along garden paths.

"Y ou take my breath." She sighed it, then picked up the case holding most of her art supplies-her priority.

They went inside, into a wide entryway with towering ceilings where wide-planked floors gleamed. A heavy
table with curled dragons for itslegs held crystal balls and atall vase bursting with white roses.

It opened to aliving area with jewel-tone sofas, more heavy tables, sparkling lamps. And with another wave
of the hand, Bran had red-gold flames erupting in a stone fireplace so large the muscular Doyle could have

stood upright, arms stretched to either side.

As he walked in from the back, Doyle raised an eyebrow, toasted with the beer in his hand. "Y ou went for
posh, brother."

"l suppose | did."

"I'll get moreif you'll seeto Sawyer. His headache's real enough. | can see it on him. And he's carrying some
ugly burns. Annika's hurt more than she lets on."

"Help Sawyer and Annika," Sasha said. "I'll help Doyle."

"He's in the kitchen with Annika." Doyle glanced at Sasha. "I can handle bringing in the rest. You've got
your own battle scars, Blondie."

"Nothing major. I'm fine," she told Bran. "The dizziness only |lasted a couple minutes this time, and the rest
can wait. | could use aglass of wineif you haveit."

"l do, of course. Let me see to him, then I'll help you with the rest.”
She walked outside with Doyle, started to pick up more bags, then just stared out into the woods.

"She'll be back once she's run it off." Doyle took a pull on his beer. "But you'd be happier with all your
chicksin the roost."

Sasha lifted her shoulders, let them fal. "I would. It'sbeen . .. aday."
"Finding the second star should put a smile in your eyes instead of sorrow."

"A year ago | was still denying what | was. | knew nothing of any of you, of gods-dark or bright. I'd never
harmed anyone, much less. . ."



"What you fought and killed wasn't anyone. They were things created by Nerezzato destroy."
"There were people, too, Doyle. Humans."

"Mercenaries, paid by Mamon to kill us, or worse. Have you forgotten what they did to Sawyer and Annika
in the cave?

"No." Sasha hugged her arms tight against the quick chill. "I'll never forget. And I'll never understand how
human beings could torture and try to kill for money. Why they'd kill or die for profit. But she does, Nerezza
does. She knows that kind of greed, that blind lust for power. And | understand that's what we're fighting.
Malmon, he traded everything for it. She took his soul, his humanity, and now he's a thing. Her creature.
She'd do the sameto al of us.”

"But she won't. She won't because we won't give her anything. We hurt her today. She's the one wounded
and bleeding tonight. I've searched for the stars, hunted her for more years than you can know. | got close, or
thought | did. But close means nothing."

He took another long pull from his beer. "I don't like using fate or destiny as reasons or excuses, but the hard
fact iswe six are together, are meant to be. Are meant to find the Stars of Fortune and end Nerezza. Y ou feel
more than others. That's your gift, and your curse, to see and to feel. And without that gift we wouldn't be
standing here. It doesn't hurt that you can shoot a crossbow as if born with the bow in one hand and abolt in
the other."

"Who'd have thought?* She sighed, a pretty woman with long, sunwashed hair and deep blue eyes. One
who'd gained muscle and strength, inside and out, over the last weeks. "I feel your heartache. I'm sorry."

"I'll deal withit."

"I know you were meant to be here, to walk this land again, to look out at this sea. And not just for the quest
for the stars, not just for the fight against Nerezza. Maybe-1'm not sure-but maybe it's for solace.”

Doyle shut down-that was survival. "What was here for me was long ago."

"And still," she murmured, "the coming here tonight is harder on you, and the getting here tonight was
hardest on Riley."

"Considering we'd just fought off a god and her murderous minions, it wasn't aride on a carousel for any of
us. All right," he said at Sasha's quiet ook, "rough on her."

He put the empty beer bottle in the pocket of his scarred leather coat, hauled up suitcases. "Shelll run it off,
and be back by morning. Grab what you can, and I'll get the rest. We both know you'd be more help to Bran
with the injuries.”

She didn't argue, and he noted that she limped abit. To settleit, he set the bags down inside, plucked her up.

"He_y."

"Easier than arguing. |Is the house big enough for you?”



They passed wide archways and the rooms beyond them. Deep, rich colors, simmering fires in hearths,
glinting lights, gleaming wood.

"It's magnificent. It's huge."

"I'd say the two of you will have to make alot of babiesto fill it."
Ill_ll

"That got you thinking."

She'd yet to regain speech when he carried her into the kitchen. There, Sawyer, looking alittle less pale, sat
on astool a along sate-gray counter while Bran treated the burns on his hands.

Annika, who managed to look gorgeous despite the cuts, the bruises, earnestly sautZed chicken in an
enormous frying pan at what Sasha recognized as a professional-grade six-burner range.

"Okay, now you want to-" Sawyer broke off, hissed as Bran hit a fresh point of pain.
"I take the chicken out, and put the vegetablesin. | can do it,” Annikainsisted. "Let Bran work."

"I'll help." Sasha poked Doyle in the shoulder. "Put me down."
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Chapter One

A man who couldn't die had little to fear. An immortal who'd lived most of hislong life as a soldier, waging
battle, didn't turn from a fight with a god. A soldier, though a loner by nature, understood the duty, and
loyalty, to those who battled with him.

The man, the soldier, the loner who'd seen his young brother destroyed by black magick, who'd had his own
life upended by it, who fought a god's crazed greed, knew the difference between the dark and the light.

Being propelled through space by afellow soldier, a shifter, while they were all still bloody from the battle
didn't frighten him-but he'd have preferred any other mode of transportation.



Through the whirl of wind, the blare of light, the breathless speed (and all right then, there was a bit of a
thrill in the speed), he felt his companions. The sorcerer who held more power than any Doyle had known in
al his years. The woman who was as much the glue who bound them together as a seer. The mermaid who
was all charm and courage and heart-and a pure pleasure for the eyes. The shifter, loyal and brave, and a
dead shot as well. And the female-well, wolf now, as the moon had risen just as they'd prepared to shift from
the beauty and battles of Capri.

She howled-no other term for it-and in the sound of it he heard not fear, no, but the same atavistic thrill that
beat in his own blood.

If a man had to align himself with others, had to throw his fate in with others, he could do a hell of alot
worse than these.

Then he smelled Ireland-the damp air, the green-and the thrill died in him. The fates, canny and cold, would
drive him back here where his heart and hislife had been broken.

Even as he geared himself up to deal with it, to do what must be done, they dropped like stones.

A man who couldn't die could still feel the jolt and insult of hitting the ground hard enough to rattle bones
and steal the breath.

"Bloody hell, Sawyer."

"Sorry." Sawyer's voice came from his left, and in akind of gasping wheeze. "It's alot to navigate. Anybody
hurt? Annika?'

"I'm not hurt. But you." Her voice was amusical croon. "You're hurt. Y ou're weak."
"Not too bad. You're bleeding."

Bright as sunlight, she smiled. "Not too bad."

"Maybe we should try parachutes next time." Sashalet out a quick moan.

"There now, |'ve got you."

As his eyes adjusted, Doyle saw Bran shift, gather Sasha close.

"You're hurt?'

"No, no." Sasha shook her head. "Cuts and bumps. And the landing knocked the wind out of me. | should be
used to it. Riley? Where's Riley?"

Doylerolled, started to push himself up-and pressed a hand into fur. It growled.
"She's here." He shifted his gaze, met those tawny eyes. Dr. Riley Gwin, renowned archaeol ogist-and lycan.

"Don't so much as think of biting me,” he muttered. "She's fine. Like she tells us, she heals fast in wolf
form."



He got to his feet, noted that however rough the landing, Sawyer had come through. Weapons cases,
luggage, sealed boxes of research books, maps, and other essentials lay in a somewhat orderly pile afew feet
away on the cool, damp grass.

And of great personal importance to him, his motorcycle stood, upright and undamaged.

Satisfied, he stretched out a hand to Sawyer, pulled the man to his feet.

"Not altogether bad."

"Yeah." Sawyer combed his fingers through his mane of windswept, sun-streaked hair. Then grinned when
Annika did a series of cartwheels. "Somebody enjoyed the ride anyway."

"You did well." Bran dropped a hand on Sawyer's shoulder. "It's afeat, isn't it, juggling six people and all the
rest across the seaand sky in, well, a matter of minutes.”

"Got one bitch of a headache out of it."
"And more."

Bran lifted Sawyer's hand-the one that had gripped Nerezza's flying hair while he'd shifted her away. "Well
fix that, and anything else needs fixing. We should get Sashainside. She's abit shaky."

"I'mal right." But she remained sitting on the ground. "Just alittle dizzy. Please don't,” she said quickly, and
pushed to her knees toward Riley. "Not yet. Let's just get oriented first. She wants to run," she told the

others.

"Shelll be fine. There's no harm here." Bran helped Sasha up. "The woods are mine," he said to Riley. "And
now they're yours."

The wolf turned, bounded away, vanished into the thick trees.
"She could get lost,” Sasha began.

"She's awolf," Doyle pointed out. "And likely to find her way around better than the rest of us. She changed,
but as we were leaving, and needs her moment. Wolf or woman, she can handle herself."

He turned his back on the woods where he'd run tame as a child, where he'd hunted, where he'd gone for
solitude. This had been his land once, his home-and now it was Bran's.

Y es, the fates were canny and cold.

In the house Bran had built on the wild coast of Clare, Doyle could see the memory of his own. Where his
family had lived for generations.

Gone, he reminded himself, centuries ago. The house and the family, gone to dust.

Inits place was the grand, and he'd have expected no less from Bran Killian.



A fine manor, Doyle mused, with the fanciful touches one might expect from awizard. Stone-perhaps some
of it from the walls of that long-ago home-rising afull three stories, with those fanciful touches in two round
towers on either side, and akind of central parapet that would offer mad views of the cliffs, of the sea, of the
land.

All softened, Doyle supposed would be the word, with gardens fit for the faeries, blooming wild and free,
with the mixed perfumes blown about on the windy air.

Doyle indulged himself for one moment, allowed himself to think of his own mother and how she'd have
loved every bit of it.

Then he put it away.
"It'safine house."

"It'sgood land. And as | said to Riley, it's yours as much as mine. Well, that's my feeling on it,” Bran added
when Doyle shook his head.

"We've come together,” Bran continued as the wind tossed his hair, black as the night, around his sharp-
boned face. "Were thrown together for a purpose. We've fought and bled together, and no doubt will again.
And here we are, standing on where you sprang from, and where | was compelled to build. There's purpose
inthat aswell, and we'll useit.”

In comfort, Annikaran her hand down Doyle's arm. Her long black hair was a sexy tangle from the shift. She
had bruises on her remarkable face. "It's beautiful. | can smell the sea. | can hear it."

"It's a ways down." Bran smiled at her. "But you'll make your way to it easy enough, | wager. In the
morning, you'll see more of what it offers. For now, we'd best haul al of our thingsinside, and settlein a
bit."

"I hear that." Sawyer reached down, hefted some boxes. "And, God, | could eat."

"I'll make food!" Annikathrew her arms around him, kissed him enthusiastically, then picked up her bag. "Is
there food to make, Bran? Food | can make while you tend the wounds?'

"I had the kitchen well stocked." He flicked his fingers at the big, arched double doors. "The house is
unlocked."

"As long as there's beer." Doyle grabbed two weapon cases-his own priority-and started in behind Annika
and Sawyer.

"It hurts him," Sasha quietly told Bran. "l can feel the ache in him, the ache of memories and loss."

"And I'm sorry for it, truly. But we al know there's areason for it, why it's here that we've been led to find
the last star and end this."

"Because there's always a price.” On a sigh, she leaned against him, closed eyes blue as summer and still
hollow from the battle and the shift. "But Annikasright. It's a beautiful house. It's stunning, Bran. I'll want to
paint it a dozen times."



"You'll have time for dozens of dozens." He turned her to him. "l said it was Doyl€e's and Riley's asit's mine.
It's Annika's and Sawyer's as well. But, ftidh, it's yours as my heart is yours. Will you live with me here, at
least some of the timein our lives together?"

"I'll live with you here, and anywhere. But now? | should take alook inside and seeiif it's as wonderful asthe
outside.”

"It's a true home now that you're here." To dazzle her, he waved a hand. All the windows illuminated.
Glowing lights shimmered along garden paths.

"Y ou take my breath." She sighed it, then picked up the case holding most of her art supplies-her priority.

They went inside, into a wide entryway with towering ceilings where wide-planked floors gleamed. A heavy
table with curled dragons for itslegs held crystal balls and atall vase bursting with white roses.

It opened to aliving area with jewel-tone sofas, more heavy tables, sparkling lamps. And with another wave
of the hand, Bran had red-gold flames erupting in a stone fireplace so large the muscular Doyle could have

stood upright, arms stretched to either side.

As he walked in from the back, Doyle raised an eyebrow, toasted with the beer in his hand. "Y ou went for
posh, brother."

"l suppose | did."

"I'll get moreif you'll seeto Sawyer. His headache's real enough. | can see it on him. And he's carrying some
ugly burns. Annika's hurt more than she lets on."

"Help Sawyer and Annika," Sasha said. "I'll help Doyle."

"He's in the kitchen with Annika." Doyle glanced at Sasha. "I can handle bringing in the rest. You've got
your own battle scars, Blondie."

"Nothing major. I'm fine," she told Bran. "The dizziness only |lasted a couple minutes this time, and the rest
can wait. | could use aglass of wineif you haveit."

"l do, of course. Let me see to him, then I'll help you with the rest.”
She walked outside with Doyle, started to pick up more bags, then just stared out into the woods.

"She'll be back once she's run it off." Doyle took a pull on his beer. "But you'd be happier with all your
chicksin the roost."

Sasha lifted her shoulders, let them fal. "I would. It'sbeen . .. aday."
"Finding the second star should put a smile in your eyes instead of sorrow."

"A year ago | was still denying what | was. | knew nothing of any of you, of gods-dark or bright. I'd never
harmed anyone, much less. . ."



"What you fought and killed wasn't anyone. They were things created by Nerezzato destroy."
"There were people, too, Doyle. Humans."

"Mercenaries, paid by Mamon to kill us, or worse. Have you forgotten what they did to Sawyer and Annika
in the cave?

"No." Sasha hugged her arms tight against the quick chill. "I'll never forget. And I'll never understand how
human beings could torture and try to kill for money. Why they'd kill or die for profit. But she does, Nerezza
does. She knows that kind of greed, that blind lust for power. And | understand that's what we're fighting.
Malmon, he traded everything for it. She took his soul, his humanity, and now he's a thing. Her creature.
She'd do the sameto al of us.”

"But she won't. She won't because we won't give her anything. We hurt her today. She's the one wounded
and bleeding tonight. I've searched for the stars, hunted her for more years than you can know. | got close, or
thought | did. But close means nothing."

He took another long pull from his beer. "I don't like using fate or destiny as reasons or excuses, but the hard
fact iswe six are together, are meant to be. Are meant to find the Stars of Fortune and end Nerezza. Y ou feel
more than others. That's your gift, and your curse, to see and to feel. And without that gift we wouldn't be
standing here. It doesn't hurt that you can shoot a crossbow as if born with the bow in one hand and abolt in
the other."

"Who'd have thought?* She sighed, a pretty woman with long, sunwashed hair and deep blue eyes. One
who'd gained muscle and strength, inside and out, over the last weeks. "I feel your heartache. I'm sorry."

"I'll deal withit."

"I know you were meant to be here, to walk this land again, to look out at this sea. And not just for the quest
for the stars, not just for the fight against Nerezza. Maybe-1'm not sure-but maybe it's for solace.”

Doyle shut down-that was survival. "What was here for me was long ago."

"And still," she murmured, "the coming here tonight is harder on you, and the getting here tonight was
hardest on Riley."

"Considering we'd just fought off a god and her murderous minions, it wasn't aride on a carousel for any of
us. All right," he said at Sasha's quiet ook, "rough on her."

He put the empty beer bottle in the pocket of his scarred leather coat, hauled up suitcases. "Shelll run it off,
and be back by morning. Grab what you can, and I'll get the rest. We both know you'd be more help to Bran
with the injuries.”

She didn't argue, and he noted that she limped abit. To settleit, he set the bags down inside, plucked her up.

"He_y."

"Easier than arguing. |Is the house big enough for you?”



They passed wide archways and the rooms beyond them. Deep, rich colors, simmering fires in hearths,
glinting lights, gleaming wood.

"It's magnificent. It's huge."

"I'd say the two of you will have to make alot of babiesto fill it."

ul n

"That got you thinking."

She'd yet to regain speech when he carried her into the kitchen. There, Sawyer, looking alittle less pale, sat
on astool at along slate-gray counter while Bran treated the burns on his hands.

Annika, who managed to look gorgeous despite the cuts, the bruises, earnestly sautZed chicken in an
enormous frying pan at what Sasha recognized as a professional-grade six-burner range.

"Okay, now you want to-" Sawyer broke off, hissed as Bran hit a fresh point of pain.
"I take the chicken out, and put the vegetablesin. | can do it,” Annikainsisted. "Let Bran work."

"I'll help." Sasha poked Doyle in the shoulder. "Put me down."
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Chapter One

A man who couldn't die had little to fear. An immortal who'd lived most of hislong life as a soldier, waging
battle, didn't turn from a fight with a god. A soldier, though a loner by nature, understood the duty, and
loyalty, to those who battled with him.

The man, the soldier, the loner who'd seen his young brother destroyed by black magick, who'd had his own
life upended by it, who fought a god's crazed greed, knew the difference between the dark and the light.

Being propelled through space by afellow soldier, a shifter, while they were all still bloody from the battle
didn't frighten him-but he'd have preferred any other mode of transportation.

Through the whirl of wind, the blare of light, the breathless speed (and all right then, there was a bit of a
thrill in the speed), he felt his companions. The sorcerer who held more power than any Doyle had known in
al hisyears. The woman who was as much the glue who bound them together as a seer. The mermaid who
was all charm and courage and heart-and a pure pleasure for the eyes. The shifter, loyal and brave, and a
dead shot aswell. And the female-well, wolf now, as the moon had risen just as they'd prepared to shift from
the beauty and battles of Capri.



She howled-no other term for it-and in the sound of it he heard not fear, no, but the same atavistic thrill that
beat in his own blood.

If aman had to align himself with others, had to throw his fate in with others, he could do a hell of alot
worse than these.

Then he smelled Ireland-the damp air, the green-and the thrill died in him. The fates, canny and cold, would
drive him back here where his heart and hislife had been broken.

Even as he geared himself up to deal with it, to do what must be done, they dropped like stones.

A man who couldn't die could still feel the jolt and insult of hitting the ground hard enough to rattle bones
and steal the breath.

"Bloody hell, Sawyer."

"Sorry." Sawyer's voice came from hisleft, and in akind of gasping wheeze. "It's alot to navigate. Anybody
hurt? Annika?'

"I'm not hurt. But you." Her voice was amusical croon. "You're hurt. Y ou're weak."
"Not too bad. Y ou're bleeding.”

Bright as sunlight, she smiled. "Not too bad."

"Maybe we should try parachutes next time." Sashalet out a quick moan.

"There now, |'ve got you."

As his eyes adjusted, Doyle saw Bran shift, gather Sasha close.

"You're hurt?"

"No, no." Sasha shook her head. "Cuts and bumps. And the landing knocked the wind out of me. | should be
used to it. Riley? Where's Riley?"

Doylerolled, started to push himself up-and pressed a hand into fur. It growled.

"She's here." He shifted his gaze, met those tawny eyes. Dr. Riley Gwin, renowned archaeol ogist-and lycan.
"Don't so much as think of biting me," he muttered. "She's fine. Like she tells us, she heals fast in wolf
form."

He got to his feet, noted that however rough the landing, Sawyer had come through. Weapons cases,
luggage, sealed boxes of research books, maps, and other essentials lay in a somewhat orderly pile afew feet
away on the cool, damp grass.

And of great personal importance to him, his motorcycle stood, upright and undamaged.

Satisfied, he stretched out a hand to Sawyer, pulled the man to his feet.



"Not altogether bad."

"Yeah." Sawyer combed his fingers through his mane of windswept, sun-streaked hair. Then grinned when
Annikadid a series of cartwheels. "Somebody enjoyed the ride anyway."

"Y ou did well." Bran dropped a hand on Sawyer's shoulder. "It's afeat, isn't it, juggling six people and all the
rest across the seaand sky in, well, a matter of minutes."

"Got one bitch of a headache out of it."
"And more."

Bran lifted Sawyer's hand-the one that had gripped Nerezza's flying hair while he'd shifted her away. "Well
fix that, and anything else needs fixing. We should get Sashainside. She's a bit shaky."

"I'm all right." But she remained sitting on the ground. "Just alittle dizzy. Please don't," she said quickly, and
pushed to her knees toward Riley. "Not yet. Let's just get oriented first. She wants to run," she told the

others.

"Shelll be fine. There's no harm here." Bran helped Sasha up. "The woods are mine," he said to Riley. "And
now they're yours."

The wolf turned, bounded away, vanished into the thick trees.
"She could get lost," Sasha began.

"She's awolf," Doyle pointed out. "And likely to find her way around better than the rest of us. She changed,
but as we were |eaving, and needs her moment. Wolf or woman, she can handle herself."

He turned his back on the woods where he'd run tame as a child, where he'd hunted, where he'd gone for
solitude. This had been hisland once, his home-and now it was Bran's.

Y es, the fates were canny and cold.

In the house Bran had built on the wild coast of Clare, Doyle could see the memory of his own. Where his
family had lived for generations.

Gone, he reminded himself, centuries ago. The house and the family, gone to dust.

In its place was the grand, and he'd have expected no less from Bran Killian.

A fine manor, Doyle mused, with the fanciful touches one might expect from a wizard. Stone-perhaps some
of it from the walls of that long-ago home-rising afull three stories, with those fanciful touches in two round
towers on either side, and akind of central parapet that would offer mad views of the cliffs, of the sea, of the

land.

All softened, Doyle supposed would be the word, with gardens fit for the faeries, blooming wild and free,
with the mixed perfumes blown about on the windy air.



Doyle indulged himself for one moment, allowed himself to think of his own mother and how she'd have
loved every bit of it.

Then he put it away.
"It's afine house."

"It'sgood land. And as | said to Riley, it's yours as much as mine. Well, that's my feeling on it," Bran added
when Doyle shook his head.

"We've come together," Bran continued as the wind tossed his hair, black as the night, around his sharp-
boned face. "Were thrown together for a purpose. We've fought and bled together, and no doubt will again.
And here we are, standing on where you sprang from, and where | was compelled to build. There's purpose
in that aswell, and we'll useit.”

In comfort, Annikaran her hand down Doyle's arm. Her long black hair was a sexy tangle from the shift. She
had bruises on her remarkable face. "It's beautiful. | can smell the sea. | can hear it."

"It's a ways down." Bran smiled at her. "But you'll make your way to it easy enough, | wager. In the
morning, you'll see more of what it offers. For now, we'd best haul al of our thingsinside, and settlein a
bit."

"I hear that." Sawyer reached down, hefted some boxes. "And, God, | could eat."

"I'll make food!" Annikathrew her arms around him, kissed him enthusiastically, then picked up her bag. "Is
there food to make, Bran? Food | can make while you tend the wounds?'

"I had the kitchen well stocked." He flicked his fingers at the big, arched double doors. "The house is
unlocked."

"As long as there's beer." Doyle grabbed two weapon cases-his own priority-and started in behind Annika
and Sawyer.

"It hurts him," Sasha quietly told Bran. "I can feel the achein him, the ache of memories and loss."

"And I'm sorry for it, truly. But we all know there's a reason for it, why it's here that we've been led to find
the last star and end this."

"Because there's always a price."” On a sigh, she leaned against him, closed eyes blue as summer and still
hollow from the battle and the shift. "But Annikasright. It's a beautiful house. It's stunning, Bran. I'll want to
paint it a dozen times."

"You'll have time for dozens of dozens." He turned her to him. "l said it was Doyle's and Riley's asit's mine.
It's Annika's and Sawyer's as well. But, ffidh, it's yours as my heart is yours. Will you live with me here, at
least some of the time in our lives together?”

"I'll live with you here, and anywhere. But now? | should take alook inside and see if it's as wonderful asthe
outside."



"It's a true home now that you're here." To dazzle her, he waved a hand. All the windows illuminated.
Glowing lights shimmered along garden paths.

"Y ou take my breath." She sighed it, then picked up the case holding most of her art supplies-her priority.

They went inside, into a wide entryway with towering ceilings where wide-planked floors gleamed. A heavy
table with curled dragons for itslegs held crystal balls and atall vase bursting with white roses.

It opened to aliving area with jewel-tone sofas, more heavy tables, sparkling lamps. And with another wave
of the hand, Bran had red-gold flames erupting in a stone fireplace so large the muscular Doyle could have

stood upright, arms stretched to either side.

As he walked in from the back, Doyle raised an eyebrow, toasted with the beer in his hand. "Y ou went for
posh, brother."

"I suppose | did."

"I'll get moreif you'll seeto Sawyer. His headache's real enough. | can see it on him. And he's carrying some
ugly burns. Annika's hurt more than she lets on."

"Help Sawyer and Annika," Sasha said. "I'll help Doyle."

"He's in the kitchen with Annika." Doyle glanced at Sasha. "l can handle bringing in the rest. Y ou've got
your own battle scars, Blondie."

"Nothing major. I'm fine," she told Bran. "The dizziness only lasted a couple minutes this time, and the rest
can wait. | could use aglass of wineif you haveit."

"I do, of course. Let me seeto him, then I'll help you with the rest.”
She walked outside with Doyle, started to pick up more bags, then just stared out into the woods.

"She'll be back once she's run it off." Doyle took a pull on his beer. "But you'd be happier with all your
chicksin theroost."

Sasha lifted her shoulders, let them fall. "1 would. It'sbeen . . . aday."
"Finding the second star should put a smile in your eyesinstead of sorrow."

"A year ago | was still denying what | was. | knew nothing of any of you, of gods-dark or bright. I'd never
harmed anyone, much less. . ."

"What you fought and killed wasn't anyone. They were things created by Nerezza to destroy."
"There were people, too, Doyle. Humans."

"Mercenaries, paid by Malmon to kill us, or worse. Have you forgotten what they did to Sawyer and Annika
in the cave?’



"No." Sasha hugged her arms tight against the quick chill. "I'll never forget. And I'll never understand how
human beings could torture and try to kill for money. Why they'd kill or die for profit. But she does, Nerezza
does. She knows that kind of greed, that blind lust for power. And | understand that's what we're fighting.
Malmon, he traded everything for it. She took his soul, his humanity, and now he's a thing. Her creature.
She'd do the sameto all of us.”

"But she won't. She won't because we won't give her anything. We hurt her today. She's the one wounded
and bleeding tonight. I've searched for the stars, hunted her for more years than you can know. | got close, or
thought | did. But close means nothing."

He took another long pull from his beer. "I don't like using fate or destiny as reasons or excuses, but the hard
fact iswe six are together, are meant to be. Are meant to find the Stars of Fortune and end Nerezza. Y ou feel
more than others. That's your gift, and your curse, to see and to feel. And without that gift we wouldn't be
standing here. It doesn't hurt that you can shoot a crossbow as if born with the bow in one hand and a bolt in
the other."

"Who'd have thought?' She sighed, a pretty woman with long, sunwashed hair and deep blue eyes. One
who'd gained muscle and strength, inside and out, over the last weeks. "I feel your heartache. I'm sorry."

"I'll deal withit."

"I know you were meant to be here, to walk this land again, to look out at this sea. And not just for the quest
for the stars, not just for the fight against Nerezza. Maybe-1'm not sure-but maybe it's for solace.”

Doyle shut down-that was survival. "What was here for me was long ago."

"And still," she murmured, "the coming here tonight is harder on you, and the getting here tonight was
hardest on Riley."

"Considering we'd just fought off a god and her murderous minions, it wasn't aride on a carousel for any of
us. All right," he said at Sasha's quiet ook, "rough on her."

He put the empty beer bottle in the pocket of his scarred leather coat, hauled up suitcases. "Shelll run it off,
and be back by morning. Grab what you can, and I'll get the rest. We both know you'd be more help to Bran
with theinjuries.”

She didn't argue, and he noted that she limped a bit. To settleit, he set the bags down inside, plucked her up.
" HW-II

"Easier than arguing. |s the house big enough for you?"

They passed wide archways and the rooms beyond them. Deep, rich colors, simmering fires in hearths,
glinting lights, gleaming wood.

"It's magnificent. It's huge."

"I'd say the two of you will have to make alot of babiesto fill it."
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"That got you thinking."

She'd yet to regain speech when he carried her into the kitchen. There, Sawyer, looking alittle less pale, sat
on astool at along slate-gray counter while Bran treated the burns on his hands.

Annika, who managed to look gorgeous despite the cuts, the bruises, earnestly sautZed chicken in an
enormous frying pan at what Sasha recognized as a professional-grade six-burner range.

"Okay, now you want to-" Sawyer broke off, hissed as Bran hit a fresh point of pain.
"| take the chicken out, and put the vegetablesin. | can doit,” Annikainsisted. "L et Bran work."

"I'll help." Sasha poked Dayle in the shoulder. "Put me down."
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