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      For any adult who has ever had the opportunity to “guide” a young teenager…parents, grandparents, foster parents, aunts, uncles, teachers, coaches, youth ministers, etc…this one’s for you with a basket full of gratitude and a small smattering of sympathy.
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        Aistriú na Foirme – (ASH-tree-oo nuh far-may) – the ability to shift physical form, a high-level Otherworld magical skill

        An Banna Siora – (On Bon-nå Shear-ē) - “The Eternal Bond” - an unbreakable vow of commitment that follows a couple into the Afterlife. It is sealed through the application of magical ink added to the original bond

        Aoibheann - (Ay-veen) a feminine name meaning “radiant beauty”; the name of Crann Bethadh’s head housekeeper

        Athair - (ǎ-hair) - “father” - when capitalized, used as a formal title

        Avalon – (Av-uh-lon) – a kingdom south of I Idir and ruled by The Lady of the Lake, Dr. Brannigan’s Great Great Grandmother. Avalon has always remained neutral in the battle between the Mundanes and the Fae, but has recently begun supporting The Morrigan’s view

        Bairn - (běrhn) – baby

        Bás Beo – (BAWS-bow) – a codicil added to the An Banna Siorai that states that if the female partner in the bond joins the Afterlife during child bearing years, the male partner assumes the life of “the living dead’ and virtually “ceases to exist” in society. The reasoning behind this ancient amendment has since been lost to history, but is believed to have been added to protect the female partner’s inheritance rights

        Badh - (bod) – an ancient Tuatha de Danann House that serves as part of I Idir’s Ruling Council. The Morrigan originally descended from this line before starting her own as Otherworldly Queen of I Idir

        Balfour – (BAL-fuh) a groomsman at Dun Siorai who cares for Dylan’s pony, Toirneach. He is a participant in Samhain’s Wilding Night festivities

        Banphrionsa - (bon frún-sa) – royal title of Princess

        Beltane - (bee-awl-tin-ya) A sacred Otherworldly holiday held on May 1 st , halfway between the Spring Equinox and the Summer Solstice, celebrating fertility and new growth.

        Birgit – (beer-gît) – a variation of the name Bridget, meaning “help” or “salvation; The name of Dylan’s scathach.

        Blasta Fianain – (BLAS-tuh FEE-uh-nin) – a tasty cookie or biscuit

        Brabúsaí – (bruh-BOO-shee) – a profiteer, someone who benefits from the pain of others

        Bréagadóir Salach - (brig-a DOOR sâ-LEK) – a “dirty liar,” considered a scathing Fae insult

        Buaf – (boo-êf) – toad; the original name given to Oisin at birth by the staff of Dun Siorai

        Cac – (kak) -a vulgar slang word for “shit”

        Cairde – (ka-ir-yeh) – friends

        Capall- (KAH-puhl) – horse

        Caoimhin – (Kwee-vin) – the Gaelic pronunciation of “Kevin.” The name of the Prince of I Idir, a Roman Catholic priest who prefers the title “Fr. Kevin; brother to Maureen Beckett, the Banphrionsa of I Idir

        Cara is Dílse M’anama – (ka-ra DEEL-shah uh-nuh-ma) translates to “dearest one of my soul,” a phrase Declan uses to describe Rosie

        Cerridwen Prep – (kerr-ID-wen) – a school whose name is derived from an ancient Welsh goddess worshipped as the keeper of “the cauldron of knowledge.” Cerridwen Prep is a private primary and elementary school in Salem, MA, one that specifically caters to Fae children living in the Mundane world. The curriculum is patterned after similar Mundane schools, with the addition of specific courses of study in I Idirian and Sidhe history, culture, language and politics

        Cillian - (Kill-ee-an) – translates to “bright-headed” in reference to war or strife. Cillian Mac Badh is the young heir to House Badh, a cousin to the Queen of I Idir, and Declan’s long-time nemesis.

        Ciúbanna siúcra – (Koo-bahn-ah shoo-kruh) - sugar cube

        Comortas Capall – (KUH-mer-tus KA-puhl) – a horse tournament or race that takes on the sabbat of Samhain. Among the Sidhe, it is a race that is highly anticipated

        Comrádaí mo Chroí – (kum-RAW-dee muh-kree) – translates to “friend of my heart.” The title the young Mairead Beckett gives to Dylan on their first day of school, one which Rosie finds disconcerting in children so young

        Crann Bethadh - (Krŏn Bĕ-hĕ) - “Tree of Life” - the royal seat of The Morrigan, Queen Maeve, built out of a giant, ancient oak; sometimes referred to as “The Raven’s Nest”

        Cruinniú Teaghlaigh – (kr-in-yoo tyah-ligh) – an informal family or clan meeting

        Cuach an Fhithich – (koo-ahk ah vih-hih) – translates to “Raven’s Hollow,” and is the estate belonging to House Badh, an important member of the Ruling Council with direct family ties to The Morrigan

        Deartháir – (JAR-haw-ihr) – brother

        Deirfuir – (DER-fuhr) – sister

        Dochtuir – (duhk-toor) – doctor

        Dylan – (Dee-ol-oon) – the Gaelic pronunciation of “Dylan,” a Welsh name meaning “son of the sea.” The name of Rosie and Declan’s oldest son

        Dubnos – (dŏv-nus) - the Fae version of the Underworld

        Dun Siorai - (Dune Shear-ē) translates to “Eternal Fortress:” House Nuada’s ancestral home

        Éabón – (AY-vawn) – translates to “ebony.” The name of Rosie’s mare

        Fabht – (fowth) – bug

        Fiadh – (Fee-ah) – a female name meaning “wild fawn.” The name of the woman who represents House Nuada in the Comortas Capall

        Fómhar – (FOWV-er) – Autumn or harvest time

        Gaoth Dorcha – (Gwee Dorka) – translates to “Dark Wind,” the name of Mairead Beckett’s pony

        Glóhach – (GLEE-ah) – a gelding or castrated male horse

        I Idir - (ē ēdar) – translates to “In Between,” the Fae kingdom in the Otherworld ruled by The Morrigan, Queen Maeve, as its monarch

        Lammas – (la-mus) – a Fae sabbat celebrated on August 1 st , marking the first harvest of the year. It is traditionally known by the ancient name of Lughnasadh- (LOO-nuh-sah) in honor of the immortal god, Lugh - (LOO)

        Laoise – (LEE-sha) – a feminine name meaning “light.” The name of Oisin’s “lady love” in I Idir

        Leanaí – (lan-nee) – children

        Leanbh na Lamh Airgid – (layn-uv nuh lahv ar-gid) – translates to “Child of the Silver Hand” and is a title The Morrigan uses to address Declan. It refers to his royal lineage, descended from the first king of the Tuatha de Danann and possessing a silver hand. By using this title, the Queen is insinuating Declan has an important but difficult “path.”

        Liam – (lee-uhm) – A shortened Gaelic version of “William,” that means “strong-willed warrior.” The name of Rosie and Declan’s second son

        Mac - (mc) - “son of”- a title given to an eldest son and heir of a Ruling House

        Macha – (MOT-cha) –The Morrigan’s sister, who was executed for treason against the Throne. Macha’s great, great grandson was also beheaded by The Black Knight (Ted Beckett) for the same crime (Trick or Treaty: Book One of The Morrigan Tales October, 2026)

        Mairéad – (MAR-uhd) – a feminine name derived from the English, “Margaret,” meaning “pearl.” The name carries connotations of beauty, purity and rarity, and is the name of Ted and Maureen Beckett’s eldest daughter, who is currently a Princess of I Idir, and named heir to The Throne (Stupid Cupid: Book Three of The Morrigan Tales, February, 2027)

        Mathair – (mǎ-hair) - “mother” - when capitalized, used as a formal title

        Mhamai – (whu-mee) – translates to “Mommy,” a child’s version of mathair

        Milseán – (mil-shawn) – candy or sweets

        Mo Ros Milis – (muh rohs milish) – translates to “My Sweet Rose,” one of Declan’s favorite pet names for Rosie

        Mo Shiorghra - (mō hear-gra) - “My Eternal Love” - a fated mate in magical Fae tradition, wrought through a magical spell and destined by the Universe

        Niamh – (neev) – a feminine name meaning “bright” or “radiant.” The name of the Fitzpatrick’s second scathach nanny; cousin to Birgit, and another granddaughter of Declan’s childhood nanny and scathach,

        Nuada - (new-a-da) - the name of an ancient Celtic king who possessed a silver arm; a major House from his bloodline within I Idir’s Ruling Council that currently has Declan as its Lord after the treacherous behavior of his father, Callum Fitzpatrick

        Oíche Fiáin – (EE-ha FEN) – translates to “Wilding Night,” an ancient evening celebration of the Samhain sabbat originally centered on the rites of fertility. Over the years, the observance has taken more of a “rave” like atmosphere of pure abandon, centering on the goal of personal pleasure through drinking, music, dancing and sex. Children conceived on Oíche Fiáin are still believed to be especially blessed by the Universe

        Oisin – (OSH-een) – translates to “little deer.” The name given to Declan’s half-brother by The Morrigan in reference to his deceased mathair who was allegedly murdered by his father, Callum Fitzpatrick. The child’s name at birth was Buaf

        Otharlann – (uh-her-lon) – infirmary or hospital

        Peadar – (PAD-êr) – translates to “Peter” or “Rock.” The name of thegroomsman who takes care of Rosie’s mare, Eabon

        Pionós – (pyuh-nohss) – a punishment, specifically one a parent would give to a child

        Réalta Dorcha – (RAY-al-tuh DOR-uh-khuh) Translates to “Dark Star” and is the name of Oisin’s stallion

        Riail an Tiarna - (ree-al en cheer-na) – “The Lord’s Rule;” an ancient law of I Idir allowing a House’s reigning Lord to override the decisions made by the lower-ranking heads of households within his bloodline.

        Ronin – (RHO-nahwn) – a male name that translates to “little seal.” It is the name of Rosie and Declan’s youngest son, who Rosie jokes was most likely conceived near the Irish sea shore

        Samhain – (SAH-win) – a Fae sabbat of major importance, signaling the end of the harvest season, and the beginning of the New Year. It is a time for meditation and memories of the family members who have moved on to the Afterlife. It is also a time to look forward to the future, and the period when the Veil between the two worlds is at its thinnest.

        Samhradh – (sow-ruh) – Summer

        Scathach - (skah-hak) – an elite group of trained Fae female bodyguards hired by Ruling Class Houses to care for their infant heirs. These positions are usually passed down

        Seamus – (shay-mus) – the Otherworld name for “James” or “Jamie;” the name Oisin has given his dog.

        Sidhe - (shē) - the term used for the Fae race in Celtic mythology, as well as the forts and mounds they once lived in during ancient times; the Sidhe possess higher levels of magical skill, and thus are considered part of Fae higher society

        Siobhan - (shiv-awn) - a Celtic female name meaning “gracious gift”; the name of Declan’s mother

        Siúlóid Machnaimh – (shoo-luid makh-niv) – translates to “Walk of Meditation.” Refers to a contemplative walk or hike of a spiritual nature, usually taken alone

        Súile – (soo-luh) - eyes

        Súile Lofa – (soo-luh luh-fuh) – translates to “Rotten Eyes,” a highly contagious bacterial infection, similar to human conjunctivitis (“Pink Eye”), that the Fae are susceptible to catching

        Stór Mo Chroí – (ah stohr muh kree) – translates to “Treasure of My Heart,” a title Declan often gives to Rosie

        Striapach – (stree-ap-ukh) – a trollop or strumpet; “loose” woman

        Taibhse – (tiv-shuh) – ghost or departed spirit

        Tir na Fathach – (cheer nah vak-hakh) – a mountainous piece of sacred, undeveloped property on the outer border of I Idir near Dun Siorai. Owned by The Throne, but under the guardianship of House Nuada, its name translates to “Land of the Giants” based on the ancient tale that a race of Otherworldly giants are buried beneath it. Rosie and Declan had their first “date” on Tir na Fathach

        Toirneach – (tarn-uhk) – translates to “thunder” and is the name of Dylan’s beloved pony

        Toirpíní – (TUR-pee-nee) tadpoles

        Uncail – (un-kehl) - uncle
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        Asgard – (As-gart) -a Nordboerne Elven Otherworld kingdom just north of I Idir. The two kingdoms share a border, and after years of peaceful co-operation, are currently not in agreement over The Morrigan’s determination to keep the Mundanes from crossing the Veil. The philosophy, culture and magic style of the Nordboerne peoples are similar in many ways to that of the Fae

        Dökkálfar – (dol-kal-far) – translates to “Dark Elves” and refers to the Nordboerne Elven race of darker-skinned inhabitants who lived unground or in cave homes built within the sides of the earth in the upper most Northern areas of Asgard

        Jotun – (YOOT-uhn) – a type of dark sorcery believed to have been first established by a race of evil-purposed, ancient Nordboerne giants; it uses “soul magic” as part of its ritual, and the practice of it has officially been outlawed in most Otherworldly kingdoms.

         Ljósálfar – (lyohs-ahl -farh) – fair-skinned Elven people physically and magically similar to the Sidhe Fae; the Ljósálfar and the Dökkálfar make up the majority of the citizenship of Asgard, though over many centuries, a small portion of the Ljósálfar have taken up residence and built family units in I Idir among the Fae

        Nordboerne – (NOR-bo-ren) – translates to “people of the North,” and refers to all the races, Elven and other, who can trace their bloodlines to the kingdom of Asgard

        Seior – (SAY-der) – the style of magic practiced by all types of Nordboerne people; similar to Sidhe personal magic but associated with a larger degree of ritual spell casting
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        Sharing Family News

      

      

      

      Five Years Later… July 28th

      

      Motherhood is best suited to younger women. That’s what I tell myself as I wrestle the wooden handle of Declan’s favorite shaving brush from the mouth of my toddler, while my youngest yodels for his feeding in the arms of his nanny. “Liam…Sweetie, give that to Mommy. That’s yucky. Your Da doesn’t want teeth marks in his shaving brush.”

      The two-year-old looks at me and grins. “Da no here!” he says, plucking the handle of the brush from his mouth and holding it up to me, then snatching it away and sitting on it as I reach to grab it from his hand; typical Liam behavior.

      Meanwhile, Ronin lets me know that he is in need of his mother’s immediate attention with such a high-pitched howl that no doubt every canine in I Idir will be called to Dun Siorai’s gates by his human dog whistle. “Da’ ya’ wish for me ta’ just try and fix him a bottle, ma’ Lady,” Niamh, our second scathach nanny, asks. “Just ta’ tide the wee bairn over until ya’ ken’ set’ a spell?”

      “No. I’m ready for a break anyway. I’ll take Ronin from you if you take Liam off to the kitchen for a snack. I know Cook has made some raisin cookies for him. That should keep him out of trouble for a while.”

      “What da’ ya’ say ta’ some blasta fianain (yummy cookies), Master Liam? Shall we hurry off ta’ the kitchen and visit with Cook?” the scathach asks my second son. The young nanny, cousin to Birgit, hands Ronin to me and holds out her hand toward Liam.

      The tyke immediately jumps up and grabs Niamh’s offered hand, Declan’s shaving brush all but forgotten. As he reaches the door to our suite, he turns around and gives me the most innocent of smiles along with a cheerful wave, always the charmer of our “little man clan.” 

      Ronin and I settle in my favorite bedroom nursing chair, the baby happy to be fed, myself grateful to be off my feet and not bending over the massive travel trunk. Although I’m excited at the prospect of returning to Salem, packing for the fall semester in the Mundane world is always a chore, made even more difficult today by the addition of a colicky baby. Peering into the tiny red face, I can’t help but smile. Ronin is the child that looks most like me and my dad, the same round head, turned-up nose, and apple-shaped cheeks that give testimony to his Mundane Eastern European background. I wish my father could have seen him before he passed. Despite the illness that took his memory, I believe with all my heart that Edmund Parker would have still recognized Ronin as his “own” through the “call of the blood.”

      That’s not to say that our newest son is a tooth fairy like his Mama. As it was with Dylan and Liam, except for a few human facial features, Ronin Alasdair Fitzpatrick Nuada falls heavily to the Sidhe side of his genetic make-up, complete with high forehead, slightly pointed ears, and, if the Houses mages are to be believed, an impressive vein of magical ability. It seems that Fate has destined me to a family experience centered on male testosterone and Fae magic. 

      It also wasn’t any kind of “plan” that gave us three children in five years. Four, actually, if you count my Tax Man’s half-brother, Oisin, who we consider as one of our “own.” Truthfully, because Declan and I “found” each other later than sooner, children were never a guarantee in our relationship. Issues with infertility have run rampant among Fae couples for at least three Otherworldly generations, and if conception does miraculously take place, it’s usually for parents under the age of 30, even those with a partially Mundane bloodline like the two of us share. We were over-the-moon grateful when Dylan was born, and doubly thrilled when his brother Liam followed a few years later. But at the ages of 40 for Declan and nearly 38 for me, ages considered to be long-in-the-tooth for Fae baby-making, we were both amazed when Ronin came to be, conceived on an anniversary trip to the Mundane Irish shore, and born earlier this Spring. No one can say that Lord and Lady Nuada aren’t doing their patriotic duty for the future population of I Idir.

      I am interrupted in my thoughts by a knock at our bedroom door. Throwing a blanket over myself and Ronin, I answer, “Come in.”

      Dylan pushes his way into the room, wearing boy-sized leather boots and little leggings coated in a thick layer of mud, with Birgit right behind him. “Look Mama,” he says with a dose of pride as he shoves a glass jar toward me, “I’ve caught two fine tadpoles! Birgit promises they will become big fat, croaky frogs someday. Please ma’ bestest Lady Mathair, ken’ I keep ‘em, least ‘til they change? I promise they will not escape. I will fix a fine home and take real good care of ‘em, Mama.”

      I look inside the jar. The poor things are very small, and if I recall a random zoology class I took during my undergraduate years, it takes about fourteen weeks for the metamorphosis to take place. We’ll be gone from the Otherworld in less than two. I break the news as gently as I can. “Dylan…Honey…it will take the tadpoles another two months or so to change into their toad bodies. We’re leaving for the Salem house in eight days.”

      Disappointment paints his little face, a younger match to my husband’s own, right down to the “Cranky Declan” look. “I would rather stay here and take care of the tadpoles, Lady Mathair. I donna’ want ta’ go ta’ the Mundane house.”

      “I thought you were excited about going to a Mundane school like your Uncail Oisin. They don’t have kindergarten here in I Idir,” I counter.

      My eldest ponders this statement. Sticking his bottom lip out further, he says, “Then I will just have to take my tadpoles with me to the Mundane world.”

      “You know that isn’t possible, Sweetie. Animals born in the Otherworld can’t survive in the Mundane. That’s why Oisin has to leave Seamus here when we return to Salem,” I explain.

      In typical five-year-old fashion, his voice takes on a whine. “But why, Mama? We are living things and we can survive in the Mundane world. Why can’t Da make it the same far’ ma’ tadpoles. Ken’ he not try some magic on them? He is LORD Nuada, after all.”

      If Declan were here at this moment, I’m sure he’d get a proud papa chuckle over his son’s glowing confidence in him. He’d also immediately shut down any of Dylan’s whining, an argument tactic the Tax Man has no patience for in either children or adults. And, because he is LORD Nuada, his simple “no” would have been the end of any discussion about not returning to Salem and taking tadpoles with us. But Mom was obviously the soft touch and everybody knew it. “Magic isn’t the answer to every problem, Dylan. It’s important you understand that. Your magic is a gift from the Universe, given to you to use for the good of all; not a free-for-all method of gaining everything you think you need.”

      “I must know everything about magic, Mama, if I am to be ma’ Da’s Mac Nuada” he says, his little boy chest comically puffed out.

      It’s hard not to smile at his bravado. If I ever wondered what my Tax Man was like as a boy, I have his mini me standing in front of my eyes. The two of them are so alike in appearance, temperament and personality, I contemplate if, somehow, my half of our son’s DNA went AWOL. I look up at Birgit, who is working to keep a grin off her face lest she hurt Dylan’s pint-sized pride in his heritage. “I thought Oisin was going to take him to the creek to look for tadpoles. How did you get roped into the job?” I ask. “I remember you wanted to visit your mother this afternoon.”

      “That was the plan,” the scathach replies with a shrug. “However, it seems Master Oisin has a “lady love” in the village. He promised Dylan he’d return directly after lunch, but as of yet, he hasn’t returned. The little one was growing vera’ impatient and I was concerned he’d wander off to the creek on his own, so I took him myself.”

      Puberty had hit Oisin hard. According to Doc Brannigan’s age assessment and our desire to give the boy a “real” birthdate, Declan’s half-brother had turned thirteen last December, complete with all the growing pains that come with that particular life stage. In line with Fae culture, Oisin was only a few months away from full manhood, and although as a second son he wasn’t required to partake in The Ritual, the day was considered a milestone and would be celebrated accordingly. The fact that the kid had already begun to “sow his wild oats,” literally, all over I Idir, made me a tad nervous about returning to the Mundane world with its entirely different view regarding sexuality and reproduction. I was counting on Declan to give his half-brother a good talking to on the subject before the kid embarked on a new adventure in Mundane Junior High School. 

      As if he’d realized he was being talked about (and perhaps he did; we weren’t completely sure of all magical traits the boy’s Elven DNA provided), Oisin appeared in the doorway of our bedroom suite. “There ya’ be, Dylan! I’ve been lookin’ all over the estate far’ ya’. I thought me and you was gonna’ go look for toirpini (tadpoles)?”

      “Birgit and I have already gone, Uncail,” Dylan sniffed, not bothering to hide his hurt feelings. “Ya’ took too long ta’ come back from the village.” He held up the jar to show his treasure. “We found two big ones…but ma’ Mama says I ken’ no take them with us to Salem.”

      The teenager’s face was flushed and sweaty. I didn’t want to even think about the reasons why. I’m pretty sure it wasn’t from his guilt at disappointing Dylan. “Aye, yar’ Lady Mathair is right, wee Mac Nuada. Otherworld creatures ken’ no cross the veil. ‘Tis why I must leave ma’ good boy Seamus here at Dun Siorai when we cross over, though I miss him vera’ much every single day.”

      Oisin is the only one who calls Dylan by his birthright title. Traditionally, that moniker isn’t used until the heir completes his Ritual at age 14. All children from titled House families, male or female, are awarded the addition of “Lord” or “Lady” on the event of their fourteenth birthday. Neither my husband nor I truthfully understand why Oisin is insistent on using it for Dylan at such a young age, though I suspect it has something to do with the teenager's reluctance to accept the title himself as a “bastard” son of Lord Callum Fitzpatrick. I know for a fact Declan will offer the title to the boy on his next birthday, though I have my doubts Oisin will graciously accept it.

      “Then you and I should no go ta’ Salem, Uncail Oisin. We could stay here at Dun Siorai! You could stay with Seamus and I ken’ stay with ma’ tadpoles! ‘Tis a simple fix. You are almost ta’ yar’ manhood. You ken’ be ma’ guardian.” Dylan suggests, crossing his arms with the bravado of a stubborn five-year old.

      Oisin looks at me hopefully. “Tis not a bad idea, Lady Sister. I could stay right here and care far’ our young Lord Mac. I’m sure the Academy Headmaster would accept me into the next level of Academy studies earlier than tradition dictates. As you know, I excel in my studies.  I would undoubtedly learn more things of importance than within a common Mundane classroom.”

      “Here now, there’ll be no stayin’ behind at Dun Siorai far’ anyone,” a male voice interjects from the doorway behind the teenager. “The Mundane school year begins in three weeks and both of ya’ lads will be there on the first day, showin’ the fortitude and hard work I expect from a son of House Nuada.”
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        The Lord States His Views

      

      

      “My Lord, it’s good to see you home so early,” I answer. “I didn’t expect your return until after dinner.”

      My husband maneuvers through the crowd at the door and bends down to kiss me. “Tis always a pleasure ta’ return home, mo Ros milis (my sweet Rose), though had I known there was a family meetin’ afoot I would have urged my harse’ ta’ gallop at a faster pace.”

      I laugh. “No family meeting. Just a friendly discussion between its members.”

      Declan stands up to address the two boys, his arms gathered at his back in lordly pose. “I hope neither of ya’ have been given’ ma’ Lady a hard time about returnin’ to Salem far’ yar’ Mundane school year. We have discussed at length the importance of ya’ both acclimatin’ ta’ the ways of Mundane culture. If House Nuda is ta’ be ready to move forward into the future, its sons must be comfortable and competent in both worlds.”

      Five additional years have done nothing to diminish my Tax Man’s physique or vigor. If anything, spending more time here in the Otherworld, where top-notch physical prowess is the expected norm for its leadership, my husband of five years and one month has packed on more muscle mass and strength than when I first met him. And though it can be said that the Tax Man looks mouth-wateringly delicious in his Mundane Brooks Brother business apparel, there’s something extra hot about the man in Ren Faire style Otherworldly garb that always gets my libido going.

      Both Dylan and Oisin look to my husband with the wide eyes of hero worship, though because he is five, my son is the first to raise his concerns, Dylan’s comfort level with his “Da” making him more at ease. He shows his father the jar with the blasted tadpoles that started this whole discussion. “I have a pair of toirpini (tadpoles), Athair. I vera’ much wish ta’ watch them change into lovely frogs. I have even given them names; Mairead and Liam.”

      All three of us fight not to laugh at the boy’s choice of names. Declan is biting his lip as he says, “I see. Those be fine names, lad, but do ya’ think it is quite proper ta’ name a pair of creek frogs after the Princess of I Idir and yar’ younger brother? They may take offense at bein’ named after yar’ water-dwellin’ pets.” 

      Dylan has a love/hate relationship with both aforementioned children. The youngest granddaughter of the Queen is our eldest son’s nemesis and has been since the day he was born. Princess Mairead seems to absolutely dote on my boy, but also works very hard to “best him” at every turn, whether it be a game of checkers, simple magical spells, or horsemanship. As for his relationship with his younger brother, when I was pregnant with Liam, Dylan was thrilled at the prospect of being a big brother. Unfortunately, the reality of having a new baby in the house wasn’t nearly as fun as Dylan thought it would be, and Liam was, and still is, a thundering mass of constant energy that drains everyone around him, while at the same time, is too young to act as a satisfying playmate for his older brother.   

      “‘Twere it me, ma Lord, I would be most chuffed ta’ know someone had named a torpini as lovely as these after me. I ken’ no see why they would take offense at it.”

      His Lordship Daddy rubs a hand over his face, which I know from experience is his way of keeping a poker face. “Perhaps ya’ are right, son. We once had a piglet that I thought was especially fine. I named him McGibbons after our barn man. The gentleman seemed quite agreeable to the honor.”

      “A piglet, Athair? He must be a fine hog by now. Da’ ya still have “Piggy McGibbons?” Can I see him?” Dylan asks in youthful innocence.

      It’s my turn to rub my face. I can only imagine what happened to the “Piggy McGibbons.” My husband circumvents our son’s question, a direct clue that I’m probably right about the history of the pig. “Oh, I was only a vera’ wee lad when McGibbons was around. Alas, the hog has passed on to the Universe many seasons ago.”

      “Passed on to your breakfast plate, I’ll bet,” I tease mentally. “Bacon, anyone?”

      His laughter echoes in my head, a sound that always goes directly to my nether regions, reminding me that my Forever Mate has been gone from home far too many days. Some quality personal time later this evening is a must for the two of us. 

      I don’t bother shielding these thoughts so his laugh drops a few suggestive octaves lower. “I’ve missed ya’ too, Rosie Lass. Perhaps we ken’ squeeze in some “alone time” long before evening.”

      “Maybe someday I can have a piglet too, Da?” Dylan asks, interrupting our mental sexy talk.

      “We will see, lad, though barn animals do not make good pets. The Universe has given them other purposes. Perhaps we can find something else for ya’ ta’ care far’?” the Tax Man suggests.

      “Truly, Da?” he asks in amazement. “Ken’ I get a puppy like Seamus?”

      “One dog in the house is enough, I think. I donna’ imagine that Seamus would care much far’ any competition. I was thinkin’ ya’ might like ta’ train yar’ own hawk or falcon…when you are a bit older, of course, and have the strength ta’ handle such a bird of prey.”

      Our eldest claps his hands in glee. “A hawk or a falcon? Of ma’ vera’ own? Would he wear a little hood like the birds in the Beltane tournaments?”

      “Hoodin’ yar’ bird is part of the trainin’ far’ both ya’ and the bird. When the time comes, ya’ will learn everything ya’ need ta’ know,” Declan tells him. “Our Master Gillis is one of the best falconers in I Idir. He will guide ya’ through every step and help take care of yar’ bird while ya’ are away at school. But ya’ must understand, son, that buildin’ a connection with a bird of prey is no easy thing. Ya’ must be vera’ dedicated and work vera’ hard at it if ya’ wish ta’ be successful enough to compete in the Beltane tournaments. Are ya’ up to such a task?”

      “Oh yes, Athair! I will follow all of Master Gillis’ words and train with ma’ bird every day! I promise.”

      “That is good to hear, son. But first ya’ must faithfully attend to yar’ schoolwork, both in the Mundane world and at the Academy here in I Idir. A son of House Nuada must be ready far’ anything that he encounters walkin’ his path and a good education will be his greatest asset.”

      My little man puts his hand over his heart and gives Declan a child-like bow. It is the Sidhe gesture of love and respect an heir gives his Lord Father. I hadn’t even realized that someone had taught Dylan this traditional response. Our son’s reaction hits my mate straight in the “feels.” I know because I’m feeling it all as well through our personal bond. 

      “Did ya’ hear, Mama? I am ta’ get a bird of ma’ own when I am bigger! Da says so!”

      “Yes, Dylan. I heard. That’s very exciting. But remember, your father also said you had to do well at your schoolwork. That includes starting kindergarten on time in Salem.”

      “I know, Mama. I will be the best Sidhe boy in ma’ class. Number one!”

      “That’s lovely to hear, Sweetie, but Da and I only need you to try your very best. You don't have to be ‘number one’ all the time,” I reply, lest we turn our son into another over-the-top competitive soul like his sire.

      “On no, Mama. I am to be Mac Nuada when I reach manhood. I must be number one all the time,” Dylan says, in all seriousness. 

      Birgit apparently notices my startled expression because she jumps into the conversation and changes the subject. “Master Dylan, shall we rid ourselves of these muddy clothes and find a more suitable home far’ yar’ tadpoles? That jar seems much too small far’ such grand specimens. By the time we are finished with all that, it will certainly be time for yar’ evenin’ meal.”  

      “Aye, Birggie,” Dylan answers, using his baby name for the nanny. “You are right. This jar is much too small. Will I see you later, Da?” he asks Declan.

      “I will come to the nursery before yar’ bedtime, lad. I have been savin’ up a good tale just for tonight,” his father says.

      “Will it have pirates?” our son asks.

      “Aye…pirates and sea monsters,” Declan says with a grin.

      “That sounds vera’ fine, Da! I ken’ hardly wait! Maybe Liam will like this one and not bother us like he usually does,” Dylan replies, a reference to his younger brother’s tendency to lose interest in things and make his own fun.

      “I believe even our Liam will love this story,” their father answers.

      Happy with Declan’s promise, our son scuttles over to hug his father and kiss me before joining the nanny at the door to our suite. “Will ya’ be wantin’ afternoon tea, ma Lord?” the scathach asks my husband.

      “That would be perfect, Birgit. Tell Cook that I’d prefer a heavy afternoon tea here in our quarters rather than a formal evening meal in the dining room. We are no expectin’ any guests at Dun Siorai this evenin’ and after a day’s hard ride, I am mostly lookin’ forward ta’ a quiet evenin’ with ma’ Lady and our family,” his Lordship advises. “If she has already prepared a grand table, tell her to share it among the staff. I should not want any food ta’ go ta’ waste.”

      “I will let her know, ma’ Lord,” the nanny says with a ghost of a smile, knowing full-well that Declan has been away for several days and that the two of us want time alone together. Our passion as bonded mates is no secret at Dun Siorai and I’ve long gotten over being embarrassed by it. Most couples would be green with envy over what my Tax Man and I have together. I remain forever grateful to the Universe for matching us, and five years later, I’m still head-over-heels in love with the man, as I believe he is with me.

      Birgit and Dylan exit the room, leaving us alone with Oisin. “How fare thee, brother?” Declan asks. “Have you finished your summer session at the Academy yet?”

      “I am well, ma’ Lord. The summer session ended a week ago. I expect a most satisfactory review from my Master Mages,” the teen-ager says. Oisin shifts position and looks away, a tell-tale sign that I’ve come to learn means he has something to say that he knows one or the other of us will take issue with. Declan sees it too.

      “Is there something on yar’ mind, brother?” my husband asks.

      The boy shifts position again. “I was hoping I might convince ya’, ma Lord, ta’ let me stay at Dun Siorai this fall and winter instead of returning to Salem.”

      Even though the boy has already brought this idea up, it shocks me that he continues the discussion after Declan’s negative response. Not only is it unusual for him to counter his brother’s agenda, it’s odd because Oisin has always loved his time spent in the Mundane world. After the hard-fought treaties finally allowed us the safety of returning home, Declan’s half-brother became a number one fan of the technology and freedom from Fae protocol that Salem offered. He’d done amazingly well education wise in the private Fae grammar school in which he’d been enrolled and seemed to have a normal amount of peer socialization among both his Fae classmates and human friends. I wondered if this unusual request had something to do with his new beginnings at Salem’s large, public high school, though Oisin himself had been the one begging to leave the security of the Fae private school for a public education along the lines of what Declan and I had experienced.

      “Does this have anything to do with starting at the public school, Hon?” I ask. “There’s no shame if you don’t feel quite ready to attend an entirely Mundane school. There’s a private Fae junior high school in Swampscott. You’d have to take the bus there every day, but maybe you’d be more comfortable within a school of Otherworldy kids.”

      The thirteen-year-old gives me one of those adolescent eye rolls that began about the time he turned twelve. “My Lady, you insult me by your insinuation that I am fearful of mingling with Mundanes. It is a ridiculous statement.”

      Apparently, my Tax Man doesn’t like the tone his younger brother is taking with me. He raises that one damn eyebrow and in full Lordly voice declares, “I might suggest you lose that disrespectful tone with ma’ Lady, Master Oisin. You are fully aware that your Lady Sister has only your best interests at heart. It is she alone that you should thank for getting you to this point in your education.”

      Oisin flushed a deep red. The boy worships Declan and to be scolded by his Lord and brother cut him deep. “I meant nothing rude toward ma’ Lady Sister, ma’ Lord.” he turns toward me and takes my hands in his. “Truly, dear Rosie, I mean no disrespect. I am just frustrated that everyone at Dun Siorai continues ta’ treat me like a child when I am only four months from manhood.”

      “If that’s what you feel I am doing, Oisin, then I am sincerely sorry. I suppose the mathair in me is finding it hard to let the little boy in you go. That doesn’t explain, though, why you’ve changed your mind about returning to Salem with us,” I say. “You’ve always seemed so…so happy there. Why the sudden change?”

      He turns a deeper shade of pink. “I have found a Lady of my own. I believe she is ma’ ‘one and only.’ Ma’ true love.”

      “I see,” my husband replies. “Findin’ yar’ soul mate is no small feat, brother…especially with so few years behind ya’.”

      The teen interrupts before Declan can finish, something he rarely does which is testament to how passionate he feels about the situation. “I know ya’ believe I am too young ta’ have such strong feelins’, ma’ Lord. Yet, I swear ta’ ya’...what I feel far’ Laoise is the real thing. We are both mad in love. She lives in the village. Her father and brothers are metal workers.”

      The Tax Man, ever blunt, asks, “Have ya’ laid with this girl, Oisin?”

      The kid looks at me and then at my husband, mortified that his brother would ask such a personal question about sex in front of me. Unfortunately, sometimes Declan can be…well…Declan. “There is no reason ta’ be embarrassed over this conversation, Oisin,” he says. “The joinin’ of a Fae couple is as natural as breathin’. ‘Tis the will of the Universe. Besides, we are all family here. What ya’ say ta’ me ken’ be said ta’ ma’ Lady as well. We are Eternally Bonded and have no secrets between us.”

      At this point, I’m pretty sure the poor kid wants to be anywhere but here. “No, ma’ Lord,” he mumbles into his chest, too embarrassed to look anywhere but the floor. “We have yet to join.  Laoise believes it is best ta’ wait until I reach the age of manhood and am eligible for handfastin’ Then she says we will make a sound decision about ar’ feelings’ far’ one another.”

       Laoise sounds like one smart cookie. I like her already. Still, I hope with every maternal bone in my body that my mate doesn’t ask the kid what I think he’s going to ask him. “Don’t you dare ask him if she will be his ‘first,’ Tax Man. He’s mortified enough!” I hiss at him in his head. 

      “Duh,” He responds. It always throws me off a bit when his Lordship uses modern Mundane slang. It’s so out of character with the Otherworldly Fae Lord personae he takes on when he is in I Idir.

      “I respect yar’ honesty, brother, and I have no doubt that what ya’ feel far’ Laoise consumes yar’ every thought’,” he tells the boy. “Still, yar’ education needs ta’ be yar’ life’s focus. Ta’ be able ta’ study within the Mundane world is a fleetin’ gift, and you, months away from your manhood and yar’ title, should understand that yar’ first responsibility lies with I Idir and yar’ House. You will travel to the Mundane world with yar’ family and begin yar’ secondary studies as planned. If this girl shares yar’ feelin’ as ya’ say she does, then she will wait ta’ see ya’ at Samhain.”

      Oisin opens his mouth to protest, but then abruptly closes it. Anyone who truly knows Lord Declan Fitzpatrick Nuada is fully aware that once he’s made a decision, he will never change his mind, and to try and force a different outcome means taking on the risk of incurring “Cranky Declan.” “As ya’ wish, ma’ Lord,” the teenager says, then gives my husband and I a curt bow before stomping out of the room.

      “Well, that went well,” I say with sarcasm.

      “‘Twas no reason ta’ sugar coat ma’ answer, Lass. No doubt the girl will be his first, and I wad’ guess sooner than later if Nature has its way. ‘Tis simply the will of the Universe. He will forever remember her, but I still hold to the belief that she is not his ‘one and only.’ And if I am wrong, and she is exactly that, then the two will find each other no matter what transpires in between. Ya’ know as well as I that this ability to travel back and forth between the two worlds could change at any time. The treaty is a fragile promise, especially with my athair working covertly behind the scenes to cause mayhem.”

      Under the shadow of the blanket, Ronin has finished nursing and fallen into his late afternoon nap. Of all of my three, this wee boy is the one who is most happy on a set schedule. You could set your watch by when Ronin is hungry, sleeping, or pooping. I get up and lay him in the family cradle near our bed where I guarantee he’ll snooze peacefully for a good two or three hours before needing another feeding.

      Declan has slipped off his shirt and locked the door to our bedroom in anticipation of some “alone time” for he and I. “You do realize they’re going to deliver the tea tray you ordered,” I tease.

      He grins as he kisses the back of my neck and begins to undo my braid, one of his favorite foreplay activities. “Aye. And they will note the locked door and leave the tray outside
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