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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 Two 
 
Rohanna treasured the illusion of freedom that riding Perseus offered her as they trotted past the hills and 

forests surrounding her family’s farm. It was a beautiful day, a day meant to enjoy rather than simply endure. 
She turned her face toward the sun, her pale skin warming immediately. She would have to be careful not to 
burn.  

Taking a deep breath, she caught the scent of clover and wild roses mixed with the smell of meadow 
grasses almost tall enough to cut for hay. The gelding smelled it too, his nostrils flaring greedily as they trotted 
past the tempting fields. An inquiring flick of an ear back at her made her laugh—he was already too fat as it 
was.  

“Sorry, buddy. You know the rules. No snacking until we get you home,” she apologized, laughing again 
when Perseus’ ears drooped in disappointment. She laughed again and patted the reddish brown hide 
affectionately before she clicked and nudged him to move out faster. There was no need to tease the poor beast, 
and she wanted to get deeper into the forest before she had to go back.  

It would have been a perfect day, if only she could forget that her stepmother was waiting for her back at 
the house—along with a few dozen guests invited to celebrate Rohanna’s birthday. Or, Ro sneered, more like 
Belinda’s version of a birthday party for her “beloved stepdaughter.”  

Rohanna’s sarcasm was well placed, since anyone even remotely considered a friend, let alone in her own 
age group was rarely invited. It was more an annual event that gave her stepmother an excuse to invite every 
important person in the county to their home so she could showcase how well off they were.  

Ro believed it was also an excuse for her stepmother, who delighted in filling her birthday with boring 
trivialities, to torment her. Her duties included kissing the wrinkled cheeks of powdered elderly women who 
clucked and cooed at her, then commented with age-endowed assurances that she would eventually grow into a 
“proper young woman” if she would just pay more attention to her selfless and obviously well-bred stepmother. 
If Ro heard one more veiled comment this year about “appropriate behavior” for a young woman, she swore she 
would scream in frustration at one of the old biddies until her voice gave out.  

It was her thirteenth birthday and Rohanna had been dreading the day since she had had been informed 
she was to be fitted for a formal dress to honor the occasion. A dress! She had stopped voluntarily wearing 
dresses years ago. That is, except for the horrid affairs that Belinda kept subjecting her to, boring afternoon teas 
filled with speculative old ladies looking her up and down as if she was a prized brood mare, determining if she 
would be a good match for their grandson in a few years. 

She was expected to act respectful and, of course, suffer through the most god-awful and uncomfortable 
dresses she had ever had the displeasure of wearing. They would appear on her bed in the morning along with 
an admonishment not to disappear before breakfast. In turn, she had developed a knack for finding ways to 
avoid the painful social affairs by saddling up her horse and heading for the hills—literally. It was well worth the 
occasional missed meal, but she thought she had figured a way past that problem, too. It turned out that she was 
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wrong, but not before she made the mistake of sneaking into the kitchen early this morning. She had been 
foolish enough to think she could avoid Belinda and still manage to fill her belly. 

Rohanna closed her eyes, trusting Perseus to follow the trail while she replayed the argument she had with 
Belinda this morning, and worrying what her stepmother would do to repay her for her disobedience when she 
returned. 

“Rohanna, you act like it is going to kill you to be nice to our guests today!” Belinda reproached her, 
sounding like the aggrieved party. Rohanna hadn’t expected to find her stepmother in the kitchen, since Belinda 
usually avoided any place in the house she considered beneath her. Evidently, today’s event was important enough 
for her to personally supervise the extra staff she had hired.  

All Rohanna had wanted to do was snag some fruit and bread to take with her on her ride. The telltale 
riding breeches and tired flannel shirt she wore gave her plans away, which didn’t include playing nice with the 
local blue bloods. Shifting from one booted foot to another, Rohanna impatiently listened to her stepmother’s 
tirade, trying to keep the peace by remaining silent. 

“I can’t tell you what an embarrassment it is for your father and me when you show up covered in dirt and 
grime from running around those hills…instead of doing what you should and behaving like a proper young lady.” 

“I am not an embarrassment and my da’ would never say so,” Rohanna fired back.  
“And that accent…” Belinda continued, speaking over Rohanna and completely ignoring her argument. 

Every syllable Belinda spoke in her overly cultured voice dripped with disdain for the faint Irish brogue that 
Rohanna still carried. “How many tutors is it going to take to get rid of it? It is very unbecoming for a young lady 
of your station.” 

Furious and unable to contain herself any longer, Rohanna spat back at her overbearing stepmother. “Oh, 
and would you be telling my father that you don’t like his accent either, eh?” She accentuated the soft burr 
purposefully just to irritate Belinda further. Ro had let her temper get the best of her. Irritating Belinda was like 
poking a wasp’s nest—it was never wise and it was always painful, but she couldn’t help herself. 

Rohanna had been rewarded with a rather unflattering grimace that threatened to crack through the 
thinly laid veneer of the loving stepmother Belinda tried to cultivate. Luckily for Rohanna, Belinda was always 
careful to maintain a pleasant attitude whenever an audience was present. It was the obvious silence in the room 
that saved her more than anything else. Curious eyes were watching their altercation, and for once, Ro was 
actually happy that Belinda had a habit of overdoing everything. Before the embarrassed chef and his assistants 
could find an excuse to leave the room, Rohanna made sure she beat them to it. Casting a grateful eye at the 
maid who surreptitiously held out a small package to her when Belinda looked away for a second, she ran out 
the kitchen door before her stepmother could call her back. 

As she ran out the door she heard Belinda’s voice say, “Make sure you are back in time for the party, 
Rohanna…and that means enough time to clean up and change.” 

Rohanna groaned. She knew how far she could go and what she could usually get away with. She knew she 
couldn’t avoid the party, not completely, but at least she could enjoy her morning until then. The pink atrocity 
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that she had found hanging from her closet door this morning made her groan even louder. I swear that woman 
has extra lace added to make the stupid dresses even itchier, as if she designs them specifically to torture me.  

Rohanna’s troubled thoughts kept landing solidly back onto the one person whom she could honestly say 
she hated with all her heart. Cold and calculating, Belinda seemed to see her as a commodity to be paraded 
about for the best social and financial connections, and her birthday was just another opportunity to promote 
her personal agenda. 

Rohanna was young, but she wasn’t blind or stupid. She had seen too much over the years to believe that 
her stepmother was as nice as she pretended to be in front of other people. She still remembered the first time 
she met Belinda. She was only five years old and her mother had died less than a year before that. Rohanna 
instantly hated the haughty woman who talked down to her and pretended to fuss over “the poor motherless 
child.” Rohanna had looked up into the perfect oval face of her father’s soon-to-be new wife and proclaimed to 
the whole world that she would never call Belinda “mother”. While her father laughed at his daughter’s 
precociousness, Belinda fumed, unable to hide her anger and embarrassment in response to the willful young 
girl’s statement. She had laughed, however, and told Rohanna that she could call her by her first name instead. 
Even then, Rohanna instinctively knew that it was all a ruse, and did her best to avoid being in a room alone 
with the woman.  

Over the years, Rohanna watched Belinda carefully, resenting the woman for taking her father away from 
her. Each year her father worked harder and harder, until she barely saw him at all. He seemed like a man 
possessed. He was driven to make the farm grander, to bringing in the best stock and ensuring that their horses 
were always in the ribbons at every show.  

Rohanna missed spending her days with her father, especially their trips to the racetrack where he had 
started his career in horses. She enjoyed running around the barns and talking to the stable hands and jockeys 
who were always happy to keep an eye on her while her father worked. Some of Rohanna’s happiest memories 
had been at the track, watching the horses being trained and prepared for the upcoming races. There were no 
other children on the farm, and it was a great treat for her to have other people to talk to. The jockeys always 
had a kind word and a smile for her, and for the most part, they were about the same height as she was. She 
knew they would hate it, but she often pretended they were playmates her own age.  

 
aaAA 

 
Rohanna had been so lost in her thoughts that she hadn’t realized how far they had gone. She had reached 

the halfway point on the trail, a high point on a ridge overlooking the valley below. Her stomach growled, 
reminding her that she hadn’t eaten yet and she took that as a sign that she should stop and rest there. She 
ground-tied her gelding and pulled out the wrapped paper package the maid had given her. It wasn’t the fruit 
and bread she had hoped for but at least the kind woman had managed to grab some cheese and meats as well as 
a few crackers, too. She would have to thank her later, when Belinda wasn’t around. The maid always made sure 
to have something hidden about her as a snack or treat, and Rohanna felt suddenly ashamed that she didn’t even 
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know the woman’s name. She had her reasons, though. Any servants she became too fond of seemed to 
disappear, dismissed by Belinda for some unknown grievance.  

The rock outcropping beckoned to her. The smooth flat stones along its edge became a convenient table 
for her meal. She could look out across the valley from here, dotted with small figures she knew were her dad’s 
breeding stock grazing in their pastures. 

The morning fog had burned off so she could also see her house, shining like a white beacon in a sea of 
green. The barns sat farther off, their red tin roofs also clearly visible against the cloudless sky. Even from here, 
you could tell that the house was almost as large as one of the barns, but whereas the barns were a new addition, 
the house had stood there for years. When it was built, she was sure it would have been considered a mansion, 
something only the richest could have afforded. Belinda seemed intent on bringing the grand house back to its 
former glory, servants and all, with a mindset closer to the late 1800s than modern times.  

Rohanna had explored the huge house from top to bottom when she was younger, especially when the 
weather was too bad to go outside. It was one of the few things she could do to break the incredible boredom of 
being stuck indoors for hours on end. By constantly being on the move, she learned she could avoid Belinda. 
Her stepmother always found some unpleasant chore for her to do if she thought Rohanna was just “lazing 
around the house,” as she put it.  

It was during a heavy snowstorm that Ro’s explorations found something unusual. The house was riddled 
with old passages and hidden cubbyholes that led to several different rooms, and even one that led to a secret 
cellar that had a small tunnel dug out all the way to the old barn. Ro had been thrilled. She had found a way to 
hide from Belinda and still know what was going on around her. She was like a mouse hiding in the walls, 
unseen and unobserved. It was a thrilling game for quite a while, until…Until what? Rohanna’s mind drew a 
blank. She squeezed her eyes shut, visualizing the details of the small panel inside her closet until it felt real 
enough to reach out her hand and undo the hidden latch. Ro would crawl inside the slim passageway, following 
the smell of her father’s cigar smoke. 

Rohanna blinked. The memory was gone. She tried to bring it back by closing her eyes again and 
concentrating on the small latch, on the feel of her wrist twisting just so until she felt it give. The feeling of walls 
closing in on her almost overwhelmed her. She couldn’t swallow, couldn’t breathe. Her heart started pounding 
in her chest as fear rose in her throat, a wave of nausea following close behind. Rohanna scrambled away from 
the edge of the rock outcropping, her meal forgotten as her mind rebelled. Perseus whinnied and scuttled away, 
forgetting his manners for a moment as he danced behind her, responding to her distress.  

“Whoa…whoa, boy!” Rohanna called out, reaching for the reins that whipped through the air in time with 
the swing of the gelding’s head. Occupied with making sure her horse was safe, Rohanna was able to push her 
own fear aside long enough to recover from whatever it was that had just happened. 

It suddenly became clear to Rohanna what she really wanted to do. She was already halfway there. Why 
couldn’t she go see her grandmother? It was her birthday, after all. Rohanna’s face burned red in shame when 
she counted back the months and realized that she hadn’t seen her grandmother in almost a year. How she 
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could have let that much time pass by, she couldn’t understand. Something always seemed to come up that kept 
her away, even though she could count over a dozen times she had made plans to saddle up and visit her.  

“Well, Perseus…there’s nothing keeping us from visiting today, is there? How would you like to go for a 
long run, huh?” she asked the bay gelding. Her grandmother’s cabin sat at the very edge of the main property, a 
good hour’s ride from where she stood now. She grinned at the silly horse when he tossed his head as if agreeing 
with her, then mounted swiftly before turning his head towards the deer track that would lead her to a 
secondary trail down the hill. They would have to hurry if she wanted to make it there and back without Belinda 
finding out. Maybe Grandma can tell me why I’m suddenly afraid of small places. 
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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. 

 
 

 
 

 
 




