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 Glossary of Terms

 


Gaelic
(Irish/Scottish)

 



	
a chara : friend



	
a ghrá mo chroí : my heart’s
beloved



	
ádh mór ort: Good luck to
you.



	
aon bheag: little one



	
bampots : slang for
idiots



	
bana-bhuidseach mèinne :
mine witch



	
bana-bhuidseach: witch



	
buidseach beag : Little
Witch



	
buille mo chroí: beat of my
heart



	
caomhnóir de mo chroí,
protector de mo anam:  guardian of my heart protector of my
soul



	
cuisle mo chroí: pulse of my
heart



	
deirfiúr mo chroí : sister
of my heart (pronounced drefer ma cree)



	
fuil mo chroí: my heart’s
blood



	
laoch beag: little
warrior



	
laochra : warrior



	
leannan : Sweetheart



	
liopard beag sneachta:
little snow leopard (Irish)



	
liopard sneachda : snow
leopard



	
liopard sneachda beag :
little snow leopard



	
mac tíre deas: pretty
wolf



	
mac tíre mianach : wolf
mine



	
m'aingeal: my angel



	
maireann mo anam: my soul
mate



	
mèinn-Èireann seamra: my
Irish shamrock



	
mianach deartháir :
 brother mine



	
mianach laochra : warrior
mine



	
mo bhana-bhuidseach
fiadhaich na h-Èireann : mine wild Irish witch



	
mo cara de mo chroí :
 soul sister



	
mo chinn beag: my little
ones (Irish)



	
mo chroí : my heart



	
mo dheirfiúr : my sister



	
mo fiadhaich na h-Èireann
seamrag : my wild Irish clover



	
mo ghra : my love



	
mo lasair bheag: my little
flame (Scottish)



	
mo shíorghrá : my eternal
love



	
mo stór: my darling



	
puckled : slang for out of
breath



	
scáth beag: little shadow
(Irish)



	
sgàil bheag: little shadow
(Scottish)





 


French

amoreux: lover

collage parfum:
bonding scent (French)

ma petite fille : my
little girl

ma petite flamme: my
little flame (French)

maman : mother

mes enfants : my
little ones

mon cher: my dear
(French)

 




Who is Kelleye Richards?

 


 


Kelleye Richards is a collaboration by Anya
Kelleye and E.R. Richards.

 


These two ladies met while role playing for
one of their favorite book series. Branching out their role play,
they decided to bring to life their own characters.

Thus, Ember and Thoren were born.

 


These two aren’t the only characters
clamoring for existence. We hope you enjoy Ahnya’s and Daegan’s story here
in book two. Plus a few more surprise characters in the BloodMoon
& Magic Series.

 


So dive in and be immersed in their
world of vampires, shifters, witches, and all things paranormal.

 


 


 


 


Books in the BloodMoon & Magic Series

 


Under A Blood Kissed Moon

 


Under A Celtic Moon
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E.R. Richards

 


To
Mom

You always loved stories about the Scottish and Irish, so here you
go. I love and miss you every day. Not a single day goes by that I
don't remember the sound of your voice, your beautiful smile, and
the encouraging words you always had for me. Not to mention the
goofy things you'd say or do that would have me rolling in
laughter. I love you, Mama.



Also, thank you to my husband. My real life hero. I don't know what
I would do without you. I love you.

 


 


 


Anya Kelleye

 


To Dad.

Thank you for instilling in me the
joy of writing and the love for language. Thank you for always
being there for me in everything I do. You’ve always had my back.

I love you and always will.
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 I
Remember

 


I remember,

Conversations and
laughter.

Sweet little
messages,

All day
thereafter.

 


I remember,

Good morning and
goodnight.

And how the sound of your
voice,

Made everything
alright.

 


I remember,

The way that you wanted
me,

Desire
unbridled,

Love flowing
free.

 


I remember,

The smell of your
skin.

The taste of your
kiss,

Passion wild as the
wind.

 


I remember,

The love in your
eyes.

So raw yet so
real.

No facade, no
disguise.

 


But I'll be damned if I can
remember,

Getting to say
goodbye.

Everything over,

In the blink of an
eye.

 


I remember,

As soon as I
awake.

You're really
gone,

It's more than I can
take.

 


I remember,

Every time I close my
eyes.

You're never coming
back,

Was it all a pack of
lies?

 


Do you remember?

Do I ever cross your
mind?

Am I gone and
forgotten?

Erased by Father
Time?

 


I remember,

And it's a memory so
tender.

So if remembering is all I
can have of you,

I'll forever
remember.

 


The Hell Within Me by C.b.
Roberts

Copyright © 2014 CB
Roberts

www.fb.com/authorcbroberts


 PROLOGUE
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A cabin in the
Dreaded Wood - Ireland

 


A woman’s
blood-curdling scream pierced the silence.

 


In a small cabin,
nestled deep in the woods, the air was thick with the coppery scent
of fresh blood. Chanting filled the one-room abode as candlelight
flickered and danced all around. Sweat dripped off the weathered
face of an old woman who knelt beside the small bed. Her fingers
were stained crimson from the blood that dripped from the
razor-sharp edge of the blade she held.

Another pain-filled
scream rent the air.

The chanting
increased in volume as the woman’s screams intensified. Then...the
sharp piercing wail of a baby filled the air.

“It
is almost done. Pull the child from her womb...now!” The old witch
held open the gaping hole in the mother’s belly as her assistant
pulled the child free.

The cries grew angry
as the woman’s screams became raw and strangled.

“‘Tis a boy,” the assistant said. The baby’s cries abruptly
halted at the voice, and his eyes opened. They flashed from a warm
amber to a blood red before fading back to the warm amber again.
“Dear Saints, preserve us!” the old woman exclaimed.

“What?! What is wrong with my son?” the woman’s hoarse voice
ground out in pain. “Tell me!!!”

“His eyes…” she whispered. The baby opened his mouth and
grinned up at the woman, two fangs flashing in the firelight. The
woman gasped. “A changeling!”

The woman on the bed
moaned in agony.

“Clean the child. We have more work to do,” the midwife
barked.

The trembling
assistant carried the baby to the waiting bowl of warm water. She
crossed herself but quickly got him cleaned up while the witch
tended to their patient. As soon as the baby was cleaned and
swaddled, she laid him in the basket of blankets near the hearth,
crossed herself again, and ran from the cabin like the hounds from
hell were nipping at her ankles.

“Come back here!!!” the witch yelled. When the girl kept
running, she sighed and turned back to the woman bleeding on the
bed. “Ahhh, dear child. Ye and yer babe are nae going to have an
easy time in this world. Perhaps in time, but it’s going tae be a
long, hard road ahead of ye.” Peering at the gaping wound on the
new mother’s belly, she shook her head and looked upon the young,
fresh face of the girl with the fiery, blood-red hair. She was
passed out from the pain and blood loss. “I’m sorry,
aon bheag, but this will
probably be yer last natural born child.” With a big sigh, she
proceeded to work on saving the mother while the child whimpered in
the corner.


 CHAPTER 1
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Caisleán Réimsí
Seamróg

(Shamrock Fields
Castle)

Ireland

 


Twenty years
earlier…

 


A crowd gathered
inside the bailey as the guards standing atop the barbican
announced the arrival of Laird Gregor and Lady Caitríona of
Caisteal Cloiche Fuil. They were flanked heavily on all sides by
their own guard as befitted anyone of a higher rank and were guided
to the entrance of the keep where several stable hands ran out to
tend to their horses. Inside the heavily guarded circle were the
sons of Gregor and Caitríona, two young fraternal twin boys no
older than seven. Daegan, the eldest by two minutes, sat his horse
perfectly, his whiskey colored eyes staring straight ahead and his
long, unruly black hair whipping around in the light wind. Next to
him sat his brother, Kael, with a huge grin. Excitement shone on
his face as he twisted this way and that in his saddle to take in
the new place they would call home. His hair, just as long as his
brother’s but opposite in color, flowed down his back, the silvery
silk tresses nearly brushing his waist. “Look here, brother.” Kael
whispered, his own amber eyes gleaming with curiosity. “Their
castle is as big as ours. Think of all the places we could hide
when we play hide and go seeketh. What say ye? Is it not grand?”
When Daegan ignored him, Kael kicked his leg. “Stop ignoring me! Ye
know I dinnae like it!”

Daegan shot Kael a
grim look, his eyes narrowed in anger, but refused to be goaded by
his brother. “Ye are a meddlesome fool. Father will tan our hides
if ye dinnae stop yer blathering. And the place is huge because
‘tis run by a dragon and his kind. Do ye ever listen tae
father?”

Kael rolled his eyes
then hopped down from his horse when instructed. When Daegan joined
him a few seconds later, he jabbed him in the ribs.

Daegan hissed and
clenched a fist, ready to slam it into his brother’s nose, when
something in the crowd caught his attention. A young girl hid among
the bystanders. Red hair, as bright as fresh blood, peeked out from
the hood she wore, and when their eyes met, he lost his breath.
They were the color of emeralds, but of course way more beautiful.
She couldn’t be but a couple of years younger than himself, and he
vowed to meet her. A tall, gangly youth suddenly appeared behind
her and caught his eye. The boy was about his age with amethyst
colored eyes and hair the color of a deer's hide. Never in his
young life had he seen anyone with eyes of such a color. The
odd-eyed youth made a slashing motion at his throat with his hand,
warning Daegan to stay clear of the girl, which only infuriated
him. He bared his fangs at him, only to see the young male’s
pupil’s turn to thin catlike slits before returning to normal.

“Come on, Ahnya,” Daegan heard the boy say. “Ye best get back
tae the keep before yer father knows yer out here.”

With one last
glimpse at Daegan, she followed her friend back to the keep, her
small form disappearing quickly in the mass of people.

Ahnya, he thought, just before he was
jostled towards his mother and father by the guards.
What a beautiful name for a beautiful
girl.

Inside the great
room, Daegan and Kael stood back with their mother while his father
and the Laird of Shamrock left to go talk of negotiations regarding
the boys being fostered at Shamrock Fields. When their mother left
to go get settled in their rooms, the boys were left by themselves.
As soon as she was out of sight, they took in the great hall with
open curiosity.

“Look at how perfect the stones are set,” Daegan said as he
went to get a closer inspection of the castle walls.

“Are ye daft, brother?” Kael shook his head. “All ye ever want
tae do is look at how things are built or lounge in Father’s
stables with the horses. How boring. C’mon. Let’s go! I want tae
explore and meet others our age.”

“Halt!” a gravelly voice shouted.

Both boys stopped in
their tracks and looked up at the youth whom Daegan had seen
earlier with the small female. He grabbed the two brothers by the
collars of their shirts and yanked them forward to meet his
reptilian gaze. “What brings ye tae this particular castle? I
dinnae like the smell of ye.” His nostrils flared as he dragged in
a deep breath then sneezed and shoved them away.

Kael was the first
to recover and moved forward with a growl. He slammed a fist into
his palm and eyed the odd-eyed boy before him. “Mind yer own
business, reptile. We’re here tae train and become the best
soldiers the world has ever seen. Right, brother?” he asked Daegan
without looking back at him.

Daegan smoothed his
shirt and stared evenly at the male who’d accosted them. With a
languid grace for one so young, he moved to stand beside his
brother. “Aye, we are here tae train and become warriors. ‘Tis our
duty for our clan.” Movement from the corner of his eye caught his
attention near the hearth, but he ignored the urge to look and kept
his gaze firmly on the male in front of them. “I am Daegan Kyrian
MacGregor of Castle Blood Stone, and this is my brother Aiden
Kael….”

“I
can introduce myself, brother,” Kael said under his breath. “And
remember what father said. Our last name is Scott now for safety
reasons. Our enemies cannot know our whereabouts.” Seeing the
dragon-boy watching them, he raised his voice. “I’m sure our friend
here can figure out the rest. Although, if ye must know, ye
purple-eyed snake, I go by Kael not Aiden.”

“I
am not a snake, ye bampot. I am a dragon. And my name is Connal
Lachlan Matheson of Clan Matheson.” Smoke billowed from his
nostrils as he glared at Kael. “My father is the laird’s first
knight here. It is he who we will all be trained under. I hope ye
aren’t scared of dragons,” he taunted.

Daegan pushed his
way between the two hot-headed males and smiled. “So, Connal of
Clan Matheson. What’s it take tae befriend a dragon such as
yerself?” Seeing the dragon’s eyes drop to one of his gold upper
armlets, Daegan took one off and offered it to him. “I see. I’ve
heard dragons like all sorts of jewels and coins.”

“Aye,” Connal nodded. His eyes glittered with greed. “We do
indeed love all sorts of treasure. Thank ye.” He took the gold
piece and slipped it onto his own arm with a light-hearted grin.
“Now, let me show ye around. I’m sure we will become the best of
friends.”
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Ahnya followed the
three boys as they explored her father’s castle. She didn’t know
why the one named Daegan loved looking in every nook and cranny,
but despite his peculiar love interest in the stones, she thought
he was nice to look upon. Of course, all of them were cute, but the
black-haired one was the cutest in her young eyes, even if he was a
bit touched when it came to wanting to know details of the
structure of the castle. Mayhap, he would play dolls with her? Or
she could show him the newborn kittens and puppies! They could name
them all. One thing was for certain, she was enamored with him. And
what Ahnya wanted, she got.

Daegan was well
aware of someone following them. No, not just someone. But her. The
little female he’d seen outside with Connal when they had arrived.
He carefully kept his gaze from wandering towards her as she
trailed them like a shadow, a ghost of a smile hovering over his
mouth when she thought he couldn’t see her hiding behind a curtain
here and there.

“So, who is the wee lass that keeps following us around?”
Daegan finally asked Connal when they’d entered the library a few
minutes later.

“She’s the laird’s youngest daughter and seventh born. Why I
warned ye about her earlier outside the gates. She’s a witch. One
that I have been made guardian of. Witches are crucial tae us
dragons. Especially her type.”

“Ye
mean she’s the wee troublemaking type?” Kael piped in.

“Nay, ye gobermouch.” Connal glared at the pale-haired male. “I
mean she’s a real witch. A fire witch tae be exact.”

“A
fire witch,” Daegan pondered out loud while Kael and Connal traded
insults at one another. “I’ve heard father talk about why and how
the fire witches and dragons have come to coexist together. The
witches, needing a place to stay and hide from the humans, made a
deal with Laird O'Fáeláin. Seems, ye dragons only have so much fire
tae rely on during battle before it goes out. So, now, instead of
having tae go and recuperate for hours, a fire witch can offer her
own fire tae aid ye in battle.”

“Aye.” Connal nodded. “I see where all the intelligence has
gone in your family.”

Daegan laughed when
Kael growled and leaped at Connal, but the male took to the air
with leathery wings that suddenly whipped out and protruded from
his back. He shook his head just as a sound outside the door cut
him off, and he swung his head around to see another lass, this one
a little older than Ahnya but with brown hair, enter into the room.
He stood still and listened to their exchange.

“Ahnya!”

Ahnya shrieked as
one of her sisters hissed next to her ear. She turned with large,
frightened eyes, flames flying from her fingertips. The ends of her
sister’s hair caught fire, the smell of it making her nose
wrinkle.

“Taira! Ye scared me! Blessed Goddess!” Ahnya snarled under her
breath, sounding just like her mother. “I could have set father’s
books on fire!”

Her sister giggled,
then jumped back as Ahnya raised a sparking finger to her breast.
“Hey now! I was just going tae ask what ye were doing skulking
around after the boys. I saw ye looking at the dark-haired one
earlier. I thought ye loved Connal?”

“Ew! I don’t love Connal. I don’t love any boys. They are all
such nasty creatures. It’s what mother tells me all the time.
Connal is a smelly dragon who is always stealing gold and jewels
from father’s enemies.” She sighed and looked back over her
shoulder at Daegan only to catch him staring at her. Her cheeks
heated as she whipped her head around, blaze-colored tresses trying
their best to blind her.

Again, her sister
giggled. “I see the way ye look at the dark-haired one. I wonder
what his name is.”

“It’s Daegan. I heard Connal call him Daegan.”

“Oh, well, that is a strong Gaelic name. I think he likes you,
too.” Her sister smirked and started singing. “Ahnya and Daegan
sitting in a tree. K-I-S-S-I-N-G!”

“Quiet, ye cow! He’ll hear ye!” Ahnya said as she glanced once
more at Daegan. He was still staring at her, then he winked.
Flushing again, she spun and hurried up to the stairs to her
room.
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Days later, Daegan was making his way down the back stairs to
head to the barns where the horses were kept when he heard the soft
footfalls of someone following him. He instantly knew who it was
and smiled to himself. Ahnya.
Every day, she followed him, and every day, she
grew a bit bolder. Like today, she perched on a hay bale across
from where he groomed his horse and watched him with curious eyes.
Stepping from the stall with a bridle slung over one shoulder, he
smiled at her. “Hello, sgàil
bheag.” Her bright green eyes widened and
looked one way then the other before coming to stop back at his
smiling face.

“Are ye talking to me?”

“Well, of course. Who else would I be
talking tae?” He winked. 

“Yer horses? I’ve heard ye talk more tae
them than yer own brother.”

“Aye.” He laughed. “‘Tis because they are
quite a bit smarter, I think. And just as much fun tae be around
without getting into trouble.” 

Her giggle made his grin widen.

“So, what brings ye out here tae the stables
then?” he asked. “Mind if I sit here beside ye while I clean my
tack?”

“I sometimes play with my dolls out here,”
Ahnya quickly replied and dug into a small woven bag. She pulled
out a red-headed one and showed him. “My grandmother made it for
me. She also made me this.” Reaching into the bag, she pulled out a
black wolf carved from white oak.

Daegan took the wolf and turned it over this way and that.
“Yer grandmother is a fine doll maker.”

“Was.”

“Och, I’m
sorry, aon
bheag. At least ye have something tae
remind ye of her, aye?”

She nodded and stared down at the wolf. “Wolves scare me,
though.”

Daegan’s eyes flew up to meet hers. “Why would they scare ye?
Have ye ever met one?”

“Well, no. Have ye?”

“Aye, I have.”

“And ye weren’t scared?”

“Nay, not even the slightest bit.” He stood
and hung the now clean bridle on a peg outside his horse’s stall
and turned back to see her watching him. “What?”

“Father says ye are different from
us.”

“Did he say how we are
different?”

“Only that we’re to stay away from ye when
yer hungry.” She shrugged. “But, I’ve seen ye eat. What’s so awful
about that?”

Daegan dropped to one knee in front of the tiny female, a
lock of hair sliding down to cover one eye. With a shake of his
head, he sent it flying back. “Ye are ken tae the fact that there
are all sorts of creatures in the world, aye?” At her nod, he
continued. “My family and I are vampires.” When she only stared at
him, he sighed. “We need blood tae sustain us, but not tae survive.
We can eat anything ye eat, but without blood, we would grow
weaker. Sunlight will kill us. I dinnae ken why, but it does. So,
if it’s dire that we have tae go out in the daylight, we can shift
into any creature we want and survive the sun’s dangerous rays. A
few half breeds have been known tae survive the light of the day in
their humanoid form, but as far as us pure-bloods...we
cannot.”

“Ewww. Ye drink blood? From
what?”

“From little wee witches such as yerself.”
He teased and tickled her sides until she squealed with
laughter. 

“Ye really drink our blood?” she finally
asked when she could catch her breath.

“We drink from whomever allows us or from
those that prey upon the innocent.”

“And do ye have powers like other creatures?
Like me?”

“I have a few powers.” He grinned. “I can
control the air around me. Watch this.” He lifted a hand and a cool
breeze swept into the barn, making Ahnya’s hair flip and fly all
around. As she giggled, bits of straw and hay danced in a circle
close by. When he dropped his hand, everything
stilled. 

“More!” she cried. “What else can ye
do?”

“Hmm. I can unlock things with my mind.
Watch.” He turned to the stall beside her and concentrated. A
second later, the latch moved then slid open. He bolted it back and
laughed when she clapped her hands and squealed in
delight. 

“Can ye turn into a
dragon?”

“Why would I ever want tae do
that?”

Ahnya blinked and shrugged her little shoulders. “I don’t
know. What can vampers do?”

“Vampires.”

She nodded. “That’s what I said.”

Daegan shook his head. “Vampires can shapeshift into anything
they set their mind tae. Mist, a bat, dog, cat….”

“A wolf?” Ahnya’s eyes grew
round. 

“Aye, a wolf even.” He made his eyes light
up from within, which caused her to gasp. 

“A black one? Like my wolf?”


Daegan eyed the wolf Ahnya held up and nodded. “Sure, I can
do that, but not today. I’m getting hungry.”

“Hungry?!” Ahnya bolted from the hay bale,
both dolls clutched in her hands. “Hungry for
blood?”

“Aye,” he lied. “And I think a wee fire
witch like yerself is just what I need tae quench my thirst.” He
reached out to grab her with a mischievous glint in his
eye.

“Aaah!” Ahnya shrieked and bolted from the
barn with a doll in each hand. 

Daegan chuckled and watched her run off. There was something
about her that tugged at his heart. As he went to leave, something
on the ground caught his eye. The black wolf she’d clutched to her
chest lay staring up at him. He bent and picked it up then studied
it for a moment before tucking it into his pocket.

 


Later that day, something woke him from a deep sleep. The
castle was abuzz from the staff as they cleaned, cooked, and
laundered, but something beyond all of that had him sitting up in a
panic. He cocked his head and drowned out the sounds of the
everyday and listened. There! A floor above him and to the west
wing, he heard a child’s cries. But not just any child.
Ahnya! With instincts
kicking in, he leaped from his bed and raced to her with his
vampire speed. Outside her door, he could hear her small whimpers
and eased open her door. Inside, he found her fast
asleep.

“She’s having a nightmare.”


Daegan flew around to see the laird’s mate behind him and
instantly gave a slight bow. “Mistress O'Fáeláin. I meant no
disrespect. I heard her cries and came to check on her.”

“Be at ease, Daegan. And call me,
Saerlaith.” She smiled politely. “My little one has numerous dreams
such as these. You see, she can see into the future, and what she
finds haunts her.”

“But, she’s far tae young tae take on
something so powerful as the future, Mistress
Saerlaith.”

“Aye, it would seem so, but mine daughter is
much stronger than you think. She’s far older than any of us can
ken. An old soul, she is…from what mine own mother told me before
she passed.”

Daegan grew silent and turned back to the sleeping child. “Do
ye mind if I sit with her a while?”

“Go ahead. I’ve noticed she has taken a
liking to ye. She’s not one to open up much, so it makes my heart
happy to see her have a friend such as yourself.”

“Aye.” Daegan placed a hand over his heart.
“I will gladly be her friend and watch out for
her.”

“I have no doubt that you will, young
warrior.” Saerlaith smiled and kissed her daughter on the cheek
before leaving them alone. Once she was gone, Daegan quickly shed
his clothes then shifted into his wolf form and leaped onto the
bed. As another haunting dream took over Ahnya’s mind, he whined
and lay as close to her as he could, his black chin resting on her
stomach. Her soft cries broke his heart, and he nuzzled her gently.
When her emerald eyes cracked open, he lifted his head to stare
into her eyes. A timid hand came to rest on his shoulder, and he
thumped his tail on the bed.

“Daegan? Is it ye?”

His tail thumped faster then came to a stop when he realized
she had fallen back asleep. Only this time, he noticed, she curled
her fingers in the nape of his neck and held on tight to him. And
not once did she awaken from nightmares with him by her
side.


 CHAPTER 2
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7 years later

 


 


“Daegan Kyrian Scott! Come back here, ye long legged
Highlander!”

Ahnya shrieked as
she threw off the heavy furs before bolting after him. The frog
he’d placed in her bed leaped for cover and hopped across the stone
floor of her bedroom chambers to seek shelter. Daegan’s laughter
was soon joined by another, and she narrowed her eyes at the three
boys running ahead of her. “Connal! Kael! It doesn’t surprise me
that ye’re in league with him! Ye’re all brats, do ye hear me?!
Brats!”

They all four
sprinted through the castle and out of the kitchen door, the sounds
of their bickering trailing behind them to the barn where all the
animals were kept.

“Come out here where I can see ye! Ye bothersome heathens!”
Ahnya spat out, looking around for the hellions. “Or are ye too
scared? Ha! Ye better be scared. I’ll turn ye all into toads if ye
keep teasing me like this.” She heard a snicker, and her hair lit
up with bright, angry flames. At once, the snickering stopped.
“Surely, ye three aren’t scared of a wee witch now, are ye?” She
lifted her chin, flipped her hair back with a sniff, then started
walking forward. The scurrying of feet made her stop and listen. It
was just two sets, and they ran out the back door. Her hands grew
clammy wondering who it was who stayed behind. Secretly, she hoped
it was Daegan. Ever since his father had sent him and his twin
brother, Kael, here a few years ago to apprentice under her father,
she’d been enamored with him. Her twelve-year-old heart beat
frantically within her chest. Stop being
such a ninny! she chastised herself then
started walking forward once more. “I see a pair of ye got scared
and ran. If ye are smart,” she said into the shadows, “ye will as
well.”

A hand snuck out,
grabbed her shift, then pulled her into a stall. Before she could
shriek, two glowing amber eyes met hers, while a hard, lean body
pushed her into the wall. “I’m no’ scared of the likes of ye,
little witch,” Daegan scoffed before twisting his fist in a lock of
her hair and crushing his mouth down on hers.

Ahnya gasped,
stunned at his actions, but his kiss was electric, and it wasn’t
from her magic.

Suddenly, Daegan
pulled away and tugged at her hair. “Thanks for the kiss,” he
teased. “I just wanted tae be the first tae kiss a witch. I cannae
wait tae tell Connal and my brother all about it.”

Ahnya gasped in
outrage, her hair and fingertips starting to glow. “Do it, and I
will for sure turn ye into a toad, Daegan Scott,” she warned.

Daegan laughed. “But
what else will I have tae talk about at yer birthday tomorrow
night? I dinnae want tae be caught talking tae ye. I’ll be
teased.”

Hurt filled her gaze
at his words, and she lifted her hands and pushed him away. “I hate
ye, Daegan Scott.”

An electric current
flowed through her fingers and zapped his chest making him yelp and
fly back against the opposite wall. He was left rubbing his chest
and watching her flee out of the barn, her tears making him feel
bad. “I love ye, witch,” he whispered to himself before sliding
down the wall and landing in a fresh bed of hay.
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4 Years Later

 


She walked along
between two of her sisters, wondering what surprise they had for
her sixteenth birthday. “I swear if ye two are up tae something
bad, I’m going tae light yer britches on fire.”

“Just come on, Ahnya! And hurry!” They tugged her along faster
until they reached the outer gates of the castle and passed through
after tugging their hoods up over their heads to hide their bright
hair. Anyone would know who they were just from Ahnya’s flaming red
hair and her sisters’ platinum blonde, even in the bright
moonlight. If their father caught them, there would be hell to pay.
In the distance, Ahnya saw some men jousting among the brightly
flaring torches that surrounded the practice field. Her father made
sure to have day and night time training due to some of the
trainees who could not be in the sunlight. They were all getting
ready for the tournament her father was throwing, no doubt. They
reached the edge, well away from anyone to notice who they were,
and huddled together to watch.

A shrill neigh
caught Ahnya’s attention, and her head flew up just in time to step
out of the way as a huge, black destrier pranced by. “Easy, lad,” a
deep Scottish brogue said to the horse. Something about that voice
teased the back of her mind and sounded very familiar. The knight’s
leg brushed across her cloaked arm, and she lifted startled,
emerald-green eyes to the rider. Hot, amber ones met hers, and time
seemed to stand still. Neither spoke, but a million questions
hovered in each of their eyes.

“Daegan!” Another familiar voice broke the spell around them,
and Ahnya stepped back as Connal rode up and slapped him on the
back. “How fare thee, brother? Kael is looking for ye. Seems he’s
in trouble once again with some pretty female’s father.”

Daegan swore beneath
his breath and turned his war horse around, careful to miss Ahnya.
“He’s going tae get his bollocks cut off if he doesn’t watch it. I
won’t always be around tae save his arse.” As they rode off, Ahnya
watched, bespelled by how much Daegan and Connal had both grown in
the last few years. Shortly after her twelfth birthday, the three
males were sent to her uncle for training. Her father didn’t like
the idea of his girls being a distraction to any of the males’
training, so he’d sent them to his brother. This was the first time
she’d seen them since the day they had departed four years
earlier.

“Has one of the males caught yer eye, Ahnya?” the sister on her
left asked. “That male on the black steed is so handsome. Don’t ye
think? I wonder what he would be like in one's bed furs? As
powerful as his horse, I bet. He’s definitely as sleek and
muscular.” Both of her sisters laughed, and Ahnya scowled at
them.

“Nay, no males have caught mine eye,” she lied as she seethed
inside at her sisters’ remarks. As if hearing her, Daegan turned
and met her stare boldly, leaving her heart pounding in her chest
at his look. Ahnya grabbed her sisters, afraid he might come back.
“Come on! We have tae get back before father misses us.” Not
waiting for them, she turned and walked briskly back towards the
keep, thoughts of Daegan plaguing her mind.
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After saving Kael
from the livid male whose daughter had been ensnared in his
brother’s arms, Daegan caught sight of the chieftain’s daughters
again just outside the castle walls. However, he only had eyes for
the one with the fiery, red hair. His Ahnya. It had to be her.
Daegan didn’t know any other female with hair so luxuriously red. A
hard nudge had him stumbling forward, and he turned with a chuckle.
“Easy, Tàirneanach.” He patted his solid black charger on the neck.
“What say ye we follow those females tae the castle, aye? I bet
they will lead us past the stalls where a few mares are liken tae
be. What say ye, my friend?” Tàirneanach nickered softly, nudging
him once more as if to tell him to get a move on. Just as he swung
up into the saddle, Connal rode up.

“That was a close call with yer brother. Did ye see the lasses?
Was that our Ahnya?”

A
red haze came over Daegan. With a tight-lipped grin, he pushed back
the fury at Connal’s words and answered him calmly. “Aye, it was
Ahnya.” Mine Ahnya, he added silently.

“What’s gotten into ye? Ye look like ye have a thistle stuck
tae yer arse under that kilt. Come on! We’ve lasses tae woo and
food tae eat. I’m starved! Besides, we need tae make sure yer
brother doesn’t get into any more trouble,” Connal said with a
snort as he kicked his mount into a full gallop, and with a deep
sigh, Daegan followed suit.

When they reached
the castle, Connal swung off his steed and threw the reins to a
waiting stable boy. Daegan was still astride his great black beast
looking as if he would rather ride off again in the other
direction.

“Och, come on, Daegan,” Connal said again. “Let's go grab some
food and drink. Maybe afterwards we can flirt with the lasses, like
old times, aye?”

“Give it up already, Dragon,” Kael chimed in as he walked out
of the stable, using the nickname he’d given Connal after seeing
him shift for the first time. “He’s more into horses than lasses,”
he said as he pounded Connal on the back.

“Both of ye bugger off,” Daegan growled.

With a laugh, both
males hurried away, eager to eat, drink and woo the lasses. Daegan
watched them leave, a frown marring his face. At only eight and
ten, he was probably the only male his age who didn’t let the wiles
of females turn his head that often. That is, until he saw Ahnya
for the first time since they’d all returned. She’d grown since
last he saw her. Gone was her thin, willowy frame, and in its place
was perfection. Long, flame-red hair flowed down her back, nearly
to the back of her knees. And she was taller, still considered
petite next to him, but taller and more filled out. The filled out
part was what had his mouth watering. He’d always been drawn to her
since the first time they’d met, but seeing her now really whet his
appetite. What he wouldn’t give to reacquaint himself with her. He
wanted to hear her Irish lilt telling him of all the goings on
since he’d been gone. Like, did she have a suitor? His pale,
fawn-colored eyes flickered brightly in the shadowy stall he stood
in, a jealous rage coming over his features. She wouldn’t for too
long if she did, he vowed. He finally swung off his horse, but
instead of handing him over to the stable lad, he decided to take
care of Tàirneanach himself. Finding an empty stall, he pulled the
saddle off and hung it on the wall before turning back to wipe down
his faithful friend.

Soft footfalls
alerted him to someone trying to quietly walk down the aisle of the
barn. He tensed and reached for the dirk at his side, silently
drawing it from its sheath. When the scent of wild strawberries
filled his nose, he replaced the blade quickly and stepped out of
the stall and grabbed hold of the hooded female’s arm before she
knew what had taken hold of her.

“What brings ye out here, female?” Daegan asked, staring down
into startled emerald eyes. “‘Tis ye, then, eh? I thought so by yer
smell.”

“Smell?!” Ahnya pried his hand from her arm and shoved it away.
“I don’t stink, ye barbarian. I’ve just had a bath today. Ye are
just as mean as ye’ve always been, Daegan Kyrian Scott! And here I
was being nice by bringing ye some supper from tonight’s meal. I
figured ye would rather be out here than inside the keep. ‘Tis the
way ye’ve always been.” She turned angrily to leave, fire
flickering in her eyes and hair.

Fool! he chastised himself.
Stop her! “Wait! I dinnae
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