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SUMMARY 

There is a saying among the old ones, “If you dream of a mare, a MacLeod is sure to be near.” 

 Rohanna MacLeod grew up listening to her grandmother’s stories of her family and the old country, the myths and 
legends of the Fae becoming dearer to her with each loss in her young life.  

True to her family name, Rohanna carries the MacLeod gift with horses. With single minded determination, she denies 
herself everything else that life offers in order to keep what is hers, to keep and preserve the family farm from an abusive 
stepmother she abhors.  

 Everything changes when she runs into trouble on the way to a horse show. Her prize gelding throws a shoe and risks 
laming if she can’t find a farrier on short notice.  A chance offer and a plain business card sends her to the Ladysmith, a 
farrier and blacksmith with a mysterious past. Alexandria Strider is drawn into Rohanna’s world. Caught between new 
bonds and old oaths, Alex holds the key to Rohanna’s past and an unrealized destiny, if she can find the strength to do 
what is necessary.  

Sometimes stories are more than myth and legend.  What has been forgotten cannot be suppressed, and nightmares can 
come alive in your dreams.  Rohanna has lived her entire life trying to escape her nightmares, now one has become her 
closest ally and lover, and just possibly, the only thing that can save her.  
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Dedication 

 
To the Goddess, in all her forms. 
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When day and night meet 
at the forge of souls, 

the midnight sun will 
bring mixed blessings. 
The one who is two, 
shall lose and gain 

a crown. 
One will be given 
their hearts desire, 

while another 
shall be torn asunder. 
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Chapter One 
 
Maeve MacLeod joined her granddaughter on the small rocking bench tucked away on her back porch 

just in time for them to watch the sunset together. Her visits had become more sporadic during the past year. 
Maeve worried that each visit might be the last time she would be allowed to see her cherished granddaughter. 
Her son’s new wife didn’t appreciate her or her stories, so she wasn’t keen on letting Rohanna visit as often as 
the little girl wanted to.  

Rohanna was watching the horses as they moved about nervously, bunching near the pasture gate. Their 
attention seemed to be split between the large bale of hay sitting in their pasture and the wooded edge of the 
meadow. The sun had given up the brightest of its light, deepening to a striking vermilion glow that cast 
reddish-purple shadows across the valley. Maeve laughed. The horses stayed close to the house, expecting their 
humans to protect them from the shadow monsters. It never did any good telling them that the shadows weren’t 
going to eat them. If it moved and they couldn’t identify it, then it was a horse eater. The bravest of the bunch 
broke away from the herd and trotted a few feet towards the darkness, tossing its head and snorting before 
ambling back to the hay bale. Such a brave soul that one has, Maeve thought, smiling at the horses’ nightly 
antics.  

“You will always have a special bond with horses, Rohanna, just like your mother,” Maeve told her 
granddaughter, smoothing the fine gold-blonde hair with her palm before tucking a stray strand behind the 
small ear. Her own ruddy-blonde hair had paled with time and was now streaked with white, though not heavily 
enough to make her look truly old. She was blessed with her bloodline’s tendency to age gracefully. Her face was 
still smooth and unlined, pale beneath cinnamon brows that made her emerald-green eyes all the more striking 
in contrast. She could still turn a few heads when she went into town, for which she blessed the forgetfulness of 
busy people in their inability to count just how many years she had been making her monthly drives down the 
mountain for supplies.  

“I don’t remember Momma.” 
Anger rose in Maeve’s chest at the sadness her granddaughter’s voice carried. Memories of warmth, love, 

blonde hair, and sheltering arms were all the poor girl had of her real mother. Her stepmother Belinda had 
removed all other memories of her mother from their home. Rohanna didn’t even have a picture to keep in her 
room. That was another reason her new daughter-in-law didn’t want Rohanna to come visit. In Maeve’s house, 
Rohanna was free to remember her mother; her photographs were not kept hidden and Rohanna could gaze on 
her mother’s face whenever she wished. Maeve had made sure of that. Erin MacLeod would not be forgotten by 
her own daughter.  

Maeve felt a deep sadness inside her, but the ache she felt in her heart was just a pale shadow of Ro’s tragic 
loss. Maeve had loved her son’s first wife as a daughter. Erin’s death two years ago was but the first blow—her 
son’s decision to marry Belinda Carr was the second. John’s decision to replace Ro’s mother so soon after Erin’s 
death filled Maeve’s heart with dread. It was so unlike her son. Maeve couldn’t shake the feeling that he had 
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somehow dishonored the memory of his first love by taking a second wife so quickly. He had given Maeve a 
good excuse when she confronted him: Ro needed a mother, and he felt inadequate to take care of a small girl by 
himself. This would have been believable if it had been any other woman than the one he had chosen to marry.  

Ro’s new stepmother was cold and imperious, so unlike Ro’s mother. The woman’s gods were money and 
prestige. The old country and the stories that carried the myths and beliefs of her family seemed to hold no place 
in Belinda’s heart. No matter how hard Maeve tried, she could not read Belinda. She kept her thoughts and 
feelings closed off from everyone, hidden from both the seen and unseen world, and it troubled Maeve to no 
end.  

Looking past the porch railing, Maeve gazed out at the evening fog that hung heavy along the rolling hills 
edging the back pasture. The sun had almost set behind them, making the tree line soft and faded like an old 
pastel. Edged in crimson and gold, the night waited to transform the brilliant colors into the cobalt and 
amethyst of dusk. A few impatient frogs already called out to each other hesitantly, looking for assurance that 
their time to sing was coming soon. Without having to look, she knew that the full moon hung heavily in the 
eastern sky, waiting for the sun to vanish below the horizon before taking her ascendance in the darkening sky.  

“You look just like your mother when she was a little girl, Ro. It is like looking into the past and seeing her 
again.” Maeve smiled down at her granddaughter. It was true, down to the unruly blonde hair and the light 
sprinkling of freckles across her nose, she was her mother’s daughter. Rohanna was the spitting image of her 
mother, with very little of her father in her except for the eyes. Her eyes carried the coloring of the MacLeod 
line, reflecting the fertile glens and golden sunlight of the old country. They were the same eyes that stared back 
at Maeve each morning in the mirror. Her own son, John, had been born with her husband’s darker coloring.  

Maeve enjoyed shuffling through the pleasant memories of her past. Erin had grown up on a farm just 
down the road. A regular tomboy in her early years, she was always coming by and sneaking carrots to Maeve’s 
horses. When she first met John, they were in immediate competition with each other. It wasn’t until later that 
fierce competition turned into studied indifference as they grew into adolescence, then transformed again into 
something else altogether. It was no surprise to her when John came home one day, asking her husband how to 
approach Erin’s father so that they could get married.  

Maeve continued to talk to the little girl curled up next to her, knowing that her time of teaching would 
soon be coming to an end. Before long, John and Belinda would be back from their honeymoon, and she 
doubted if his new wife would allow an old woman to continue filling Rohanna’s head with “nonsense”.  

“Your mother is alive through you, little one, with all her gifts passed to you as well, as is your father’s.”  
“What gifts, Grandma?” Rohanna asked. Her innocent face looked up at her grandmother, her eyes wide 

in wonder. 
“I will tell you a story about our family, the MacLeods. Your story starts a long time ago, back in the old 

country, and involves such things as faerie folk and magic,” she responded. Dropping into story-telling mode, 
Maeve’s voice took on a singsong cadence, her faint Irish accent thicker with the telling. 

“There are many shapes and forms to the magical folk, Ro. Some look like people—just like you and me. 
There are others that look like animals, but who speak and have thoughts much like our own. Then there are 
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those who are not held to any one form and can change at will from human to animal. One such creature is the 
Merefolk, who can take the form of either a fair woman or a horse, a mare to be exact. The Merefolk are 
mysterious creatures. They can choose to lead a man to his doom, or be their saving grace. Some might know 
them as the royal mounts of the Great Hunt, chasing down their quarry with all the bloodlust of a hellhound. 
Others may know them as the Nightmares, who bring evildoers to justice when no others can or will, driving 
them mad by visiting their dreams and making their nightmares real.” 

Wrapping a thick woolen blanket around the two of them against the evening chill, Maeve settled more 
comfortably into the cushion of the porch swing. Rohanna cuddled closer, a small spark of warmth pressed 
against her side. Swinging gently, Maeve thought carefully about her next words, then began again.  

“Many, many years ago, back in Ireland, your great-great-great-grandfather Connor became lost in a 
bog—a swamp.” Maeve paused to look down and make sure that Ro had understood what she meant. “His cart 
and horse had become stuck in a deep patch of sucking mud that had lay hidden beneath the fallen leaves. Now, 
many men would have given up, and left the horse to its fate to save their belongings. But, he loved that gelding 
like an old friend and sat the night with him, holding his head above the murky water so that he might continue 
to breathe. He called out with all his might until his voice went hoarse, even though he knew that there was only 
a slim chance that another human being would hear him so far from the main road. Cold and wet, Connor lay 
there shivering for hours, ignoring his own discomfort to give some to his trusted companion. He sat there 
crooning to the old horse so that it knew he was there, knowing full well that the gelding’s soul was close to 
fleeing his tired and mud-trapped body. 

“Just when he was about to give up all hope, he heard the sharp snap of deadwood breaking, and 
movement coming from deep within the darkened woods. He called out one last time before his voice cracked, 
spent from hours of crying out. What stepped out of those woods was another horse, but unlike any he had ever 
seen. This horse had never seen bridle or harness, and its coat was so black it seemed to gather the night about it 
like a cloak. Its eyes glowed like the brightest moonlight, and its hooves sparked silver whenever they hit the 
stones laying half-buried in the soft loam. Now Connor, being a bright man usually, became very afraid. He 
knew the creature before him was faerie folk. And not just any Fae, but one of the Meres of the Great Hunt. 
Connor began to pray, for he was sure he would never see his family or friends again. 

“Instead, with great gentleness, the Mere approached him and nudged the discarded harness lying on the 
ground, stomping her hooves at him in irritation when he blankly looked up at her. Finally, he gained the 
courage to scramble to his feet, and with great trepidation, he placed the leather straps upon the Mere so that 
she might pull his old gelding out of the water and mud. When the gelding was safely pulled to dry ground he 
turned to thank the Mere, who simply shook herself free of the leather harness as if it was never cinched around 
her, and galloped silently back into the bog.” 

Mindful of her granddaughter’s young age, Maeve crafted the last bit of her tale carefully. 
Only after drying the old gelding off and giving him grain did Connor take care of his own needs. He built 

a peat fire to warm them both before dropping from exhaustion. Despite his best effort to stay alert in the 
strange bog, he drifted off to sleep. Later into the night, before the dawn came and offered the safety of daylight, 
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a visitor entered his camp. It was a woman, with flowing hair colored black as night, and skin so pale that it 
shone under the moonlight with an ethereal glow. Connor could barely breathe, she was so beautiful. The fire 
had died down while he slept, and the cold had crept back into his bones, while the woman was warm and 
bright and offered to share his blanket with him. 

“Now, you are too young to understand what goes on between a man and a woman, but they lay together 
that night and kept each other warm.” When Connor woke the next morning to the heat of the sun beating 
down on him, his gelding nuzzling him in his side, the woman was gone and he was alone. 

“Connor was able to find his way out of the bog. Despite his desire to tell his tale to his friends, he found 
his tongue stayed wrapped around the strange happenings of that night, even though it would have earned him 
more than one free ale at the pub. Many months passed, and he still thought often of the strange woman, but in 
his travels he never saw or heard of anyone matching her description again.  

“Almost three years to the day went by from his adventure in the bog when he arrived home to find a 
small boy waiting for him in his living room. There was no note to explain his appearance, which is just as well 
since Connor couldn’t read that well. The only clue he had was a simple rune pendant tied to a leather thong 
around the small boy’s neck. That rune was Ehwaz, the symbol for the horse and friendship. Looking into the 
child’s face, he recognized a shadow of the dark haired woman from the bog, as well as his own fair features. 
Fingering the rune, he knew without a doubt that this child was his. He took him into his arms and cried in joy 
because he had no children of his own. You see, Connor had lost his wife at a young age and had never found 
another to love.” 

The older woman smiled as she looked down at her granddaughter, the small wrinkles in the corner of her 
eyes creasing merrily.  

“That little boy was your great-great-grandfather, Ro, and as he grew up people noticed that he had a 
special way with horses.” 

“Just like Dad?”  
“Yes, little one,” her grandmother agreed, hugging the little girl tightly, “Just like your father.”  
“And Momma, she was good with the horses, too!” Rohanna spoke fiercely, ever ready to defend her 

mother. 
Maeve chuckled at the fierce little girl in her arms. Having John and Erin as her parents had doubly 

marked her with a fiery temperament Maeve hoped would see her through all the trials of her life.  
“Yes, Rohanna, your mother was very good with the horses, almost as good as your father is. I have no 

doubt that their gifts will pass on to you, as well,” she added quietly, not wanting to push the child’s young mind 
too far today. But, eventually when she is old enough, she will learn the whole story. Eventually she will be ready to 
embrace her destiny. 

“Now, where was I?” Maeve asked herself, pausing for a moment as she gathered her thoughts back in like 
wool to a skein, and continued to weave her story. “Oh, yes, I remember…”  

“People who were at their wits end sent their unmanageable horses to him, and they soon gentled under 
his care. It wasn’t long before he was the most sought out trainer in the region, so much so that others became 
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jealous of him. Where once his talents were spoke about far and wide, now rumors flew even faster that his 
ability with horses was unnatural. The least of the rumors said he had made a deal with the faerie folk, the worst 
of the rumors held that he made a deal with the devil himself. People started to talk about strange happenings 
around his farm. They said he spoke to the horses and that they spoke back to him. That on the full moon, the 
Merefolk would come and dance within his fields, their eyes glowing a fiery blue within the silvery mists. Now, 
your great-great-grandfather didn’t fear a soul when it came to his own self, but he now had a family, a child to 
worry about. He chose to leave his home and his land and journey across the ocean to America, where he had 
learned there was plenty of open land and he wouldn’t have to deal with superstitious neighbors. He ended up 
here, in West Virginia, and purchased several large parcels of land to raise and train horses. This cabin here is 
the first place our family settled, and has been in our family since your great-great-grandfather built it years 
ago.” 

“Are there faerie folk here too, Grandma?” Rohanna asked, fearfully peering out into the darkening forest. 
“The faerie folk are anywhere the deepest woods and wilds still exist, child, but you don’t have to fear 

them, Rohanna. They won’t harm you.” 
“But how can that be, Grandma?” Ro asked. “Miss Belinda says they are just stories. She says that they are 

just faerie tales you made up, and aren’t real at all.” 
Ro’s grandmother frowned at the child’s statement. Not wanting to interfere with her son’s family, but 

unable to lie to her granddaughter, she responded in a careful voice. “These are not just made up stories to keep 
you entertained. These stories are a part of your family history. No matter what your new stepmother says, you 
can always believe in me, child.” Smoothing down the soft, blonde hair that so reminded her of Erin, she 
gathered her up in her arms and lovingly kissed her forehead. “No matter what, Ro…if you are ever in need of 
me, I will always find a way to be there. Do you understand?” 

“Yes, Grandma, I think so.”  
Maeve chuckled in amusement, a soft noise that echoed the sound of the bubbling stream below them as it 

continued its merry trip down the hillside. She knew that her granddaughter didn’t understand, not yet. She 
would remember these nights as childhood stories, but when the proper time came, Rohanna would realize the 
truth behind them.  

 
aaAA 

 
Ro was tired, but like the man in her grandmother’s story, she was trying desperately to stay awake.  
“Grandma, can you tell me another story?” 
“Not tonight, little one. It’s time for you to go to bed.” 
Rohanna yawned. She wanted to hear more about the faerie folk and the wild horses that were as smart as 

people. She started to doze off in the safety of her grandmother’s arms with the stories of the old country still 
buzzing in her ears. Visions of black horses with blazing eyes galloped across her dreamscape. She wasn’t afraid 
of them, not as she thought she should be. Instead, her dream-self grinned wildly, giddy and free as she followed 
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the thundering hooves into the darkness of night, past the pale moon hanging low over the quiet earth…until 
only she and the beautiful mares shared the starlit sky.                                                         
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Check out Rhavensfyre’s other book. 
 
Switching Gears 
ISBN - 978-1-939062-30-7 
 
Micah Connolly had spent most of her life trying to please others, starting with her family, and ending with Olivia Holden. When she 
found out that her beloved grandmother had passed away, she was bereft and sought solace with the only person she thought might 
offer her comfort. Olivia Holden was full of mixed messages, none of them clear, but most of them leaning towards a keen interest in 
Micah. Their first kiss was a disaster. Overwrought with emotion, she had meant to tell Olivia she had to go home and get her 
grandmother’s affairs in order, but instead, the night ended in a volatile exchange of words that sent Micah running. 
 
Well over a year had passed since that fateful night, and Olivia still regretted her strict adherence to a set of rules that made her lose the 
one woman she felt she could love. Chance and fate changes everything when she recognizes Micah weaving her bike wildly through 
the busy streets of New York. 
 
When Micah and Olivia finally meet again, it isn’t your standard happy reunion. Micah had changed, a lot. She was now darker, 
edgier, and carried a secret blacker than the leathers she prefers to wear. This new Micah also wasn’t the sort who would accept Olivia 
taking charge of their budding relationship. Micah had come to terms with a part of herself she had kept hidden, including some 
things that she wasn’t so sure the high-powered attorney would be game for. 
 
A subtle and erotic game of power play ensues, one that both surprises and delights Micah, but also leaves her with a difficult choice. 
The past still haunts her, a past requiring an explanation that could tear down all of her carefully constructed walls. Every risk has its 
own rewards, but what Micah is risking could destroy her. 

 
 

 
 

 
 




