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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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PROLOGUE 
 
“Bellaria, you have betrayed Faerie for the last time. Your greed and jealousy have led to unforgivable 

acts.”   
Cringing before the powerful voice, only one of the many who circled about her, the cowled woman hid 

her face deep within the dark folds of the heavy brocade covering her head. While her posture outwardly spoke 
only of subservience and regret, inside she seethed with anger. Certain that her face would give her feelings 
away, she wisely kept it hidden, her eyes averted from the ones who towered above her. Bellaria knew her fate 
was being decided in this moment, and she could only hope for leniency.  

The stony faces she had glimpsed standing in a circle around her did not bode well. Bellaria shivered as 
she felt the sacrifice stone beneath her feet grow cold with frost. Her eyes widened in fear when she realized she 
could see her breath gathering like a cold mist around her. Even as she prepared to argue her case, Bellaria 
realized the danger she was in too late.  

“What say you?” the disembodied voice intoned with all the power of rite and ritual behind it. Another 
voice spoke. “Oblivion.” Then another. The word echoed in the dark chambers of Bellaria’s heart. She was not to 
be given leniency then. There would be no chance of escape.  

There was no reason to hide anymore. She threw off her cowl and turned to face each of her accusers; 
defiance stretched her mouth into a feral grimace. She watched as her jury faded into the mist. The dim light of 
the moon gathered itself among the shadows of stone before even its solid light distorted and faded into the 
night. There was nothing left but the stones around and beneath her, their shapes quickly lost to the blackest of 
black as she fell into oblivion. She screamed but could not hear her own voice—it was swallowed as quickly as 
her body by the velvet darkness. She could think but could not feel, and without her senses she knew madness—
true madness—would not be far behind. It was a cruel sentence, and for one silent moment she was truly 
impressed that her “betters” had been willing to do something so vile as to leave her in this timeless cell. It was 
something she would have done without thought or mercy. 

Still, her drive and desire kept her searching, her eyes open and seeking in the nothingness around her 
until her muscles strained from the effort. She blinked; confusion laced her thoughts even as her mind screamed 
for her to take note of the small light shining within the blackness. Desperately, she clawed at nothing to reach 
out towards the wavering glow. Touching it, she tasted it with her magic and spoke in wonder. 

“I thought they were all gone. Dead and gone with the war, and certainly since the veil closed.” She spoke 
aloud, surprised she was able to hear her words. She realized that the light was her salvation and a means to her 
revenge. Scrabbling and scraping her way into the light, she followed its siren call until she escaped from the 
oblivion and emerged in a blizzard of pure white snow.  

“No!” Bellaria cried out. Turning wildly, she took in the deep drifts of snow and the barren trees 
surrounding her. She stood within a smaller version of the stone circle, but it held no warmth, only the cold of 
the winter air. Scooping up a fistful of snow into her hand, she stared intently at it. Fear welled up inside her. 
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Before it could overwhelm her, she forced the unacceptable weakness deep down into the blackest parts of her 
soul, to be consumed by her ravenous anger. It never snowed in Faerie—ever. What she held within her hand 
now was the proof that, even though she had escaped her prison, she was still far from home.  

She was back in the land of mortals where magic had fled from eons ago, choosing to stay in the land of 
Faerie when the veil closed, or so she had believed. Still, she felt triumphant. She had been banished from Faerie, 
but no longer lingered in oblivion. In defiance of the bitter cold, Bellaria pushed her hood back. Her bright red 
hair quickly became dusted with the cold white snow. Fury ignited within her like a hot coal; the desire for 
revenge burned so strong that she shook with the need to destroy. Looking down, she found steam rising from 
between her clenched fingers. Opening her hand, she watched the thin stream of melted snow run hotly from 
her palm. Each drop of water landed with a distinct hiss onto the cold snow beneath her feet.  

So, she thought wickedly, they have not managed to take everything from me. She smiled, though it was 
more a baring of teeth than anything resembling joy, her eyes lit up with a different sort of fire. She plucked her 
long cloak out of the snow and left the stone circle, intent on making herself a bit more comfortable. 

      
aaAA 

 
Mrs. Carr wasn’t sure what she was hearing at first, then realized that the rhythmic thumping she thought 

was a loose board on the barn was actually someone knocking on her door. It was an easy mistake. Since her 
husband died, the barns were starting to look a little ragged, and with each winter were closer to falling down 
completely. She looked out the window and saw nothing but white. Frantic flakes of snow beat wildly against the 
windowpanes, with some managing to stick before the wind blew the fine powder back into the storm.  

“Who would be out in this weather?” she mumbled to herself as she shuffled to the front door. Not that it 
really mattered to Mrs. Carr. In her opinion, no one should be out in this kind of storm. Not fit for man or beast, 
she thought, relishing the memories the old saying brought to her, a lifetime of winter storms kept at bay within 
the warmth of her family home. Nowadays, her memories had to serve her well, since she was the last Carr left 
alive who even remembered the old family homestead. She was sure there were nieces and nephews out there 
somewhere, spread across the country, their lives busy with the modern world. Too busy by far to come visit her, 
she thought. Becoming a widow at the ripe old age of 54 had made her feel old before her time. Now, in her late 
seventies, her creaking bones no longer argued with her widow status. Alone in the great house for almost 
twenty years with only her cat for company, it was no wonder she didn’t recognize a knock on the door, 
considering how few and far between those knocks had become.  

At least she hadn’t succumbed yet to the temptation at inviting one of those young men passing out free 
pamphlets into her house during a lonely spell. Of course, she could talk the ins and outs of the Holy Bible 
around them just as well as the good Reverend Peavey at Holy Trinity. It might even be fun, seeing how long it 
would take before they tried escaping. Tonight she was sure it wasn’t them at the door. Besides, she really 
couldn’t see them worrying about travelling down the long gravel driveway on their bicycles just to talk to one 
little old lady, even on a nice summer day. An image came unbidden, then, of the two young men she had 
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passed on one of her rare trips into town, bouncing and sliding down the poorly tended drive, their ties flapping 
madly as they made their way painfully down her small country lane. Shaking her head in amusement, Mrs. 
Carr was unable to keep a youthful sounding giggle from escaping her. Her eyes crinkled merrily within a face as 
worn and weathered as the bark on the ancient oak tree sitting in the back yard. 

“Foolish old woman, talking to yourself and wandering around in your head while someone knocks on 
the door, begging to be let out of this weather?” She wondered if losing her manners was a sign of forgetfulness, 
of age finally taking its toll on her mind. 

Grinning at her irrational happiness at having a visitor, even one blown in by a winter storm, Mrs. Carr 
hurried to open the front door, her slippers whispering softly against the worn wooden floor.  

 
aaAA 

 
Bracing her frail body against the wind, Mrs. Carr squinted at the grey figure standing on her porch, 

unable to make out any particular features as the snow swirled around them violently. She shivered in the frigid 
air; her favorite housecoat wasn’t designed to keep that kind of cold out.  

In her kindhearted way, Mrs. Carr ushered the stranger inside without bothering to ask who it was first. 
Unfortunately for Mrs. Carr, her act of kindness would not be rewarded. As the tall stranger entered the foyer, 
Mrs. Carr was sure her visitor was male due to the height, which was close to six feet. Her eyes widened in shock 
when the stranger turned and pulled back her hood.  

The woman before her was impossibly beautiful, regal looking and poised. Her studied gaze as she silently 
took in her surroundings was commanding, a queen surveying her realm. 

Mrs. Carr stood gaping at what the wind had literally blown in. Poetic descriptions from childhood books 
flowered within her mind. Freshly remembered and begging to be spoken aloud, they were held at bay by a fear 
colder than any storm she had weathered, and then were lost for all time. Hot tears flowed down her face. The 
direct gaze of the tall woman before her —steel grey eyes so pale they seemed carved from midwinter ice—
captured her pale, age-weakened eyes. She was dimly aware of her tears freezing painfully against her cheeks, 
caught in the wrinkles that time had carved into her face.  

Her body refused to obey her commands. Unable to move, Mrs. Carr felt the storm outside gather its 
strength, howling in delight as it entered her home, stealing the warmth from within and taking her life with it. 
The storm held no remorse for its victim as its frigid winds gathered Mrs. Carr’s tears. Taken as souvenirs, they 
were indistinguishable from the million other drops of snow that whirled madly around the two women. 
Against a blinding sheet of white, it was the stranger’s unearthly eyes that followed her down into the darkness, 
her body crumpling to the wooden floor almost as an afterthought.  
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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. 

 
 

 
 

 
 




