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Damn ghost, it’s all his fault…

 

Mary Kelley gave up a successful business career in Minnesota and moved to Ireland to be with the spirit of her dead love, Sean Calhoun. After surviving a chaotic showdown with Sean’s ex-wife, she thought life would settle into something more normal.

She should have known better.

Sean is away training to be a more powerful specter, leaving Mary on her own to raise their very real, very naughty son. In the meantime, she’s trying to rebuild the Gaelic Moon pub, become a witch, and help her “sort of brother-in-law” who is terrified that he’s cursed.

How can she fix things?

Overworked and nearing a breakdown herself, how can Mary save everyone else? How can she harness the power of the Gaelic Moon when she doesn’t even know what it is or how to use it? But the magic calls to her, and she can feel its power reaching for her soul …

 


Reviews for Book 1 – Ghost of the Gaelic Moon From Amazon

5.0 out of 5 stars Captivating!

Reviewed in the United States on March 10, 2018

I stayed up reading until after 3:00 a.m. because I couldn’t put it down. There are so many twists and turns in the story, you’ll never guess the ending. You will, however, have loads of fun along the way.

There are a few tense moments, a small amount of violence, and a fair amount of woo-hooing, but nothing creepy, scary, or disgusting.

Carol is a talented writer, and I look forward to her next book.

 

5.0 out of 5 stars Surprising and Heart Warming

Reviewed in the United States on September 2, 2019

This story was not what I expected! I thought I had it figured out, but then it twisted in a way I didn’t expect. I enjoyed it very much! The ending was satisfying but left me asking questions. It had a good setup for future books.

 

5.0 out of 5 stars It’s hard to put down!

Reviewed in the United States on December 4, 2017

This book was very good. It has romance, intrigue, mystery, and magic. I highly recommend it.

 

International Review

5.0 out of 5 stars Great mystic read

Reviewed in Australia on July 29, 2018

Carol writes a fantastic story, really holds the reader in. I love the mystic side of this story.
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Chapter 1

Legalities

 

IT REALLY IS too early to be indulging in wine, Mary thought as she eyed the glass in her hand with disdain.

It was a terrible day, and she had another unwanted, though necessary, meeting in less than an hour with Lillie, Patrick, and the lawyer for Sean’s estate in Ireland. She set the wine glass down and rubbed her head, grateful she had missed the first four years of the legal wrangling while she had lived at her home in Minnesota.

The air around her shimmered and felt cool, and she couldn’t help but smile. Her ghost, Sean, was about to make an appearance.

In a moment he appeared, looking much as he had looked in life. Red hair in disarray, those damn twinkling blue eyes, and the ready smile he reserved only for her. It took a few moments for him to solidify in front of her, or at least enough to appear as a normal human. When done, he turned to her, his mouth turned up in a familiar, warm grin. “Hello, Mary.”

“Hi, Sean.” She smiled back at him.

“Long day?” he asked, seeing the wine glass in front of her.

“Yeah, something like that.”

“Have you made a decision on your job offer?” His expression was marred by a tell, a small wrinkle by the corner of his eyes that appeared whenever he was concerned.

She grimaced at him. “I don’t want to live in Dublin. I want to stay in Cullamore, but there isn’t anything that matches my skill level.”

“Aye, I doubt there’s much here suited to your business acumen.” He let a ghostly hand stray over to her hair, and she felt it lift into the air and settle back against her neck. She smothered a laugh.

“What?” he asked.

“It tickles when you do that.” Her tone was scolding, but her hazel eyes danced in appreciation.

“I love your hair,” he murmured, leaning down to smell it.

“Can you still smell things?” she asked, turning around to look at him.

Sean looked reflective. “Guess I hadn’t thought about that. Sort of. Hints of aroma, nothing else.”

Tentatively, Mary reached a hand toward him, seeking to touch his cheek. He gave her a sad smile as her fingers passed through his translucent cheek.

“Haven’t figured out how to be physical yet?”

Sean shook his head. “Not sure where to start. Being a spirt doesn’t come with a manual.” He paused. “But my telekinesis and other abilities are improving.” He gave her a charming smile. “Come on, Mary, let me take care of the lad. You won’t be gone long, and I am his father.”

“Sean, I can’t.” Mary sighed. “You’re not a physical ghost, and I have to leave him in the care of someone that is human—er, physical.”

“But Donald? He’s a ghost too.”

“Yes, but he’s able to appear as a human, thus he can watch a very human child.”

The ghost sighed and gave his partner a long-suffering gaze. “I suppose you’re right. Don’t want anything happening to the lad.” He shook his head.

“Sean, we still love each other, right? And that’s even though you’ve passed to the great beyond.” She paused and gave him a smile filled with tenderness. “All relationships take work. This one might take a bit more than normal.” She reached toward him and smiled when his hand covered hers and she felt her hand tingle.

Sean’s gaze wandered from their joined hands, and he began to play with her hair again. Mary looked in a nearby mirror and saw how her hair stood on end in disarray, and she chuckled quietly.

“I still love your hair,” he murmured.

“It’s nothing special.” She shrugged. “Born with red hair, now brown. Thick, though.”

“You were born a redhead?” He quirked an eyebrow at her.

“You didn’t know?” She laughed and pulled up her sleeve. “I thought sure the freckles were a dead giveaway.”

“Ahh, I did notice that before. Guess I never put the two of them together,” he said, still absorbed in playing with her hair.

There was a noise from a nearby bedroom and the sound of small feet stomping into the room. Little Sean, their son, stopped in the doorway and huffed at them as he took in the scene.

“Mom, why is Dad playing with your hair again?”

“Because I like to,” Sean answered with a laugh. “Your mom’s beautiful.”

“It’s just hair.” Little Sean eyed them with skepticism and said what was really on his mind. “I’m hungry.”

Mary laughed and looked at Sean as she picked up her wine glass, marched into the kitchen, and set it in the sink. Then she picked up her purse from a nearby counter, put it over her shoulder and stopped and looked at the two of them. She chewed on her lip as she studied her ghost.

“Donald isn’t here yet.” She looked at the two sets of matching blue eyes that stared back at her. “I just won’t go.”

“Don’t be ridiculous,” Sean said, “He’ll be here soon, and I can watch our son in the meantime.”

“I don’t know…” She hesitated, torn between wanting to believe him and reality.

“You have to go because the barrister needs you to sign some papers. It took you three weeks to get this meeting set up with him and Lillie and Patrick.” He paused. “It will only be a few minutes at most until Donald gets here.”

“Mom! Let me stay with Dad.”

Mary looked at the clock on the wall and released a pent-up sigh. “All right, but if you need anything, I mean anything, you call me.”

“We will,” chorused the boys.

“He’s all yours then,” she told Sean. “Don’t fix supper until Donald gets here, unless he just wants cereal. I’ll be back as soon as I can, probably within the hour.”

“That will be grand,” Sean said with great confidence.

“Okay, then I’ll leave you two to it.”

“Sorry.” Sean grimaced. “I was trying to do a good thing by leaving part of my estate to you. I didn’t know that Maggie would be able to muck up the works so thoroughly, but I guess I should have expected it.”

“It’s okay, we’ll get through it. Be back soon,” she promised, and with a smile for the two of them, exited through the front door.
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THE THREE OF them sat around the kitchen table, its wood worn by the many meals it had served. The sound of the wall clock seemed exceptionally loud in the quiet vacuum created by the departure of the barrister as the door shut behind him.

Patrick, his handsome face twisted with a scowl, exchanged a long-resigned look with his wife, Lillie.

“Won’t Maggie ever leave us alone?” Mary lamented. “It’s so damn frustrating that she can still influence any of this. She’s in a psychiatric ward, for God’s sake!”

“Sean’s been dead for over four years,” Patrick said, with a touch of anger. “The barristers should have this fixed by now.”

“Unfortunately, Sean’s divorce wasn’t finalized when he died, so technically she’s still his wife,” Mary said, and the throbbing in her head started again. “But on the upside, it seems the county is almost ready to sign off on the will. They seem satisfied with the negotiations on Maggie’s behalf.”

“And the land where the Gaelic Moon stood is free and clear since Donald left that to me and me only.” Lillie gave the other two a puzzled look and shrugged. “Though I don’t know what good that will do us.”

Mary tried to smile, but it was more of a grimace, her hazel eyes dulled with resignation.

“Greedy bitch!” Patrick snarled.

Lillie patted Patrick’s arm and scolded him gently. “Language, husband.”

“It’s true,” he grumbled.

“I doubt anyone in the room will argue with you,” Mary agreed. “It certainly does put a crimp in things, doesn’t it?” She got up and walked around the small kitchen of her hosts, finally resting against the worn, wooden counter of the cupboard. “It would be such a help to all of us to have that money freed up. You”—she gestured to Patrick—“could stop working such physically demanding jobs, and you”—she nodded to Lillie—“could stay home as you should.”

“Táim ceart go leor,” Patrick muttered gruffly,” I’m fine.”

“As am I. Goodness. I’m pregnant, not an invalid. And there’s nothing wrong with an honest day’s work.” Lillie paused and gave Mary a questioning gaze, her brown eyes filled with warmth for her friend. “What about you? You haven’t found a job yet, and the kinds that suit you are in Dublin or Cork. Quite a way away from here.”

“I need to stay here, that’s not even a question.” Mary sighed and rubbed her hands against her jeans. “But without a job, I’m running out of money. I have limited options.” She grimaced again. “I’ve been thinking about starting a business. Maybe it’s time.”

“And what business would that be, Mary?” Patrick asked, a curious expression on his face.

“I don’t want to say yet, but if it works out, I’ll tell you. I mean, there’s no point if I can’t get a loan, is there?”

Patrick grumbled a string of incomprehensible angry words under his breath, and Mary knew the subject of his ire. She couldn’t disagree.

“And on that note, I’ll be leaving,” Mary said.

“Here, let me see you to the door,” Lillie said and got up, revealing her baby bump. She walked Mary to the door and dropped an arm around her shoulder. “It will be all right, lass, we’ll get through this.” Lillie soothed and hugged the other woman.

Mary hugged back and sighed. When she pulled back, she studied Lillie’s face. “And how are you? Everything’s all right?” She furrowed her brow as she looked at Lillie. “How far along are you?”

“Four months, give or take. And I’m fine.” She patted her stomach. “He’s going to be a bouncing baby boy.”

“And Patrick?” She gave a slight incline of her head to Patrick, who had wandered into the small kitchen.

“Him?” Lillie snorted. “He worries too much about me and the babe, but…” Lillie turned her head and shrugged. “He means well.”

They gave each other a final hug, and Mary turned and left the married couple to their evening.
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LILLIE LEANED BACK against the counter, crossing her arms in front of her as she regarded her husband. She still couldn’t believe that they were married. He had rugged good looks but seemed a dour sort until you got to know him. Then, he revealed he used a hard outer persona to hide his true, gentler self. Patrick, normally a good eater, picked at his food, pushing it around the plate. With a shake of her head, Lillie walked across the small space, stepped behind Patrick, and draped her arms around his neck.

“Cad Ata cearr, a grá?” she whispered. “What’s wrong, love?”

“Why d’ya think something’s wrong?”

“Maybe because you’ve hardly eaten anything.”

“Oh, that,” he said with a glance back at Lillie. “Just not hungry.”

“Mmm, you’re always hungry.” She unwrapped her arms and stood up. “So, nothing?”

He scowled but turned to look at his wife. “It’s Maggie. I thought we were done with her, and here she is still poisoning our lives!”

“She’s a bad penny, she is, that much is true.”

“Sean’s will would have been wrapped up a long time ago if not for her. You and Mary would have what rightfully belongs to you,” he grumbled.

“True, but we will get there. We’ve made progress. They just need one more signature from Maggie, or one more court appeal to finish this.”

“It’s been over four years! She hasn’t been his wife for years!”

“Technically she was, and there’s no getting around that.” She patted his hand. “It’s all right, Patrick, we’re getting by.”

He shook his head and his scowl deepened. He stood up and held out his hand for her.

“Not yet,” she said with a shake of her head.” I want to sit and read. It calms me. I’ll be there in a bit,” she said.

“All right then.” He nodded and disappeared into the bedroom.
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THE THOUGHTS WHIRLING around in Mary’s head were too much to grasp. She had somehow become ensnared in the travesty of getting Sean’s will settled, since she was listed as one of the main beneficiaries along with his sister, Lillie. She was glad she had missed the initial four years of this legal trauma.

Obviously, Maggie wanted something. It was probably her way of exacting revenge on Sean. And under normal circumstances, Mary wouldn’t have cared at all since she was used to making her way in the world, but she had used up a great portion of her savings when she moved to Ireland three months ago, two months after the fiasco that ended with Maggie being placed in a home for the mentally disturbed. Thus far, she’d been unable to find a job worthy of her skills and aptitude in the surrounding area. There were possibilities in Dublin to the east, but she didn’t want to leave Cullamore just to live life in Ireland’s largest city.

What can I do?

Without realizing it, lost in thought, her feet had led her to the charred remains of the Gaelic Moon, the pub that had once been the heart of the town.

Mary surveyed the damage with a heavy heart, unable to prevent the sadness of this place from settling around her shoulders, weighing her down with a grief that still resided in her soul. She carefully picked her way through the ruins, stopping before the ancient, fossilized pillars singed black by the fires that had tried to consume them. Still, they stood, weathering time as the world moved around them.

She looked more closely and found herself fascinated by the ancient Celtic symbols carved into the pillars in ages past, symbols which she felt she could almost understand. She could feel the power humming from within, the power that also radiated from the ground below her. And tracing the still visible blue moons on the pillars seemed to evoke an undefinable feeling within her. There was no doubt that the Gaelic Moon was a special place resting on an intersection of powerful ley lines. The energy sang to her, made her feel alive in a way she had never experienced before, made her blood feel, well, happy. She knew that didn’t make sense, but it was what she felt.

She knew her magical connection to the Gaelic Moon was strong. It was one that she could no longer deny. One she no longer wanted to deny. What she couldn’t yet discern was whether this connection was a good thing or a bad thing. She knew there were things she had to learn, things that the Gaelic Moon would teach her. The burned ruins that currently existed could only serve the spirit half of the spectrum, were of no use to the living, and somehow that made the Gaelic Moon incomplete. It needed a physical presence.

I know what I have to do. I need to rebuild the Gaelic Moon, no matter what anyone thinks. Cullamore needs it, and I need it.

With a last lingering touch, Mary ran her fingers over the faint carvings of a blue moon embedded in the ancient pillars. The power there hadn’t changed, and somehow, she knew it would never change.

The sun was just starting to set, and she needed to get home to her son and his ghostly sitter, Donald, permanent gatekeeper of the Gaelic Moon. Hoping her son hadn’t caused too much trouble, she turned toward home.
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LITTLE SEAN, NOW five, stomped into the kitchen again, dragging his best stuffed toy, a colorful winged dragon, with him. He scrambled into a chair seat and put his elbows on the table.

“Where’s supper?” he grumbled, his face scrunched up in irritation.

“Sorry, lad, we’re waiting for Uncle Donald.”

“No! I’m hungry now!” The boy stomped his foot.

Sean sighed, knowing his son was hungry and on the verge of a tantrum. He made an executive decision. “What do you want, little man?”

“Don’t call me that!”

“My, aren’t we grumpy this evening.”

His son crossed his arms in front of him and glared at his father.

“Would you like some SpaghettiOs?” The apparition of his father hovered nearby.

“Don’t want it. I want breakfast,” the boy mumbled.

“But it’s supper time,” Sean said.

“Don’t care,” the boy grumbled.

“I could get you cereal?”

“No. Breakfast.” The boy folded his arms in front of him.

Sean gave his son a thoughtful look and glanced around the kitchen, calculating his energy expenditure versus what he wanted to do. He turned back to his son with a smile. “I can make you a breakfast-type of supper.”

“You can’t cook.” The boy pouted.

“I’ll have you know that I’m a very good cook.”

His son remained unconvinced.

“I used to cook all the time when I lived here, when…”

“When you were alive?” Little Sean sighed and made a face. “You can’t do that anymore, so I have to eat SpaghettiOs. Or cereal. Again.”

Exasperation set in, and Sean loomed over the table. “What do you want?”

“Eggs and sausage, but no blood pudding. Blech! Can you make breakfast?” the boy asked, and Sean saw the challenge in his son’s eyes.

“It shouldn’t be too hard.” Sean grumbled and turned to the refrigerator. A bit of telekinesis could go a long way, he thought. He would show the lad.

Little Sean watched his father with a dubious expression.

Sean motioned with his hand, and the burner obligingly lit under the frying pan. The boy’s eyebrows rose in surprise as he watched his father. Then Sean opened the fridge and floated the butter container, setting it on the stove. A butter knife floated out of the silverware drawer to the butter container, sliced a bit of butter and put it in the pan.

Pleased with himself, Sean grinned at the boy, who smiled back, fascinated with the show.

Sean concentrated, realizing that all this focused activity was starting to make him tired, but no matter, he would soldier on. He wanted to impress his son with his abilities.

The refrigerator door opened once again, and a container with sausages was deposited on the table. The cover was removed, and it dropped the last inch to the table.

“Yay, Daddy!” Little Sean clapped in glee, and Sean’s heart warmed with feelings that he was certain no ghost should experience.

“Told you that I could do this,” Sean said to his little man.

He hadn’t thought about the fact that the sausages were linked; that under normal circumstances, he could simply pick up a knife and separate the ones he wanted to use. He concentrated on the round bread board and bringing it over to the table. He was more than a little surprised when it flew at them at an alarming rate of speed. Little Sean yelped and dove under the table. Distracted by his son’s actions, the sausages that were floating out of their container began to wave around wildly, as the round bread board flew past them in the guise of a deranged Frisbee. The knife that he had just extracted from the drawer trailed behind its flying cohort.

It was at that precise moment that Mary entered the kitchen.

She had one moment to laugh at the sausages which were dancing ridiculously in the air, before the killer wooden Frisbee took aim at her, and she ducked out of the way. The round breadboard hit the frame of the door and fell harmlessly to the floor. The knife, just behind its flying partner, stuck itself into the wooden doorframe with a resounding twang, missing Mary by a few inches.

Mary blinked up at Sean, trying to understand what had just happened as their son laughed gleefully, emerging from under the table.

“That was cool, Dad! Can we do it again?” His son scampered over to stand in front of him.

“Not right now,” he said and appeared next to Mary. “Are you all right?” he asked.

“What the hell was that?” she asked, getting off the floor.

“I was… making supper,” he said lamely.

Mary glared at the two men in her life, hands on her hips, and they shuffled nervously in front of her.

“He did it,” her son said at last, pointing to the image of his father that wafted between them.

“Thanks for the support,” Sean muttered.

Mary looked at her ghost. “What were you thinking? And where is Donald?”

“That the lad needed supper, and… he never showed up.”

“But he has SpaghettiOs,” Mary reminded him.

“He didn’t want it.”

“Blech!” Little Sean made an exaggerated face of disgust.

“So, I offered to cook,” Sean said in his best persuasive voice.

“So, you?” Mary looked around her, torn between amusement and anger, but settled on anger as she looked at the bread board that lay at her feet and the knife embedded in the wood of the doorframe next to her chest. “Sean, you could have hurt someone.”

“I was just trying to help. You told me to fix him supper.”

“Which means cereal or heating up the SpaghettiOs. You still need some work on multi-tasking.”

“Says who?” Sean folded his arms across his chest.

Mary gave him a look of frustration and indicated the mess around them. “Please don’t help until you’re better at this.”

“But how do I get better if I don’t practice?” He raised an eyebrow.

“Then don’t practice with such dangerous items.”

“A breadboard is dangerous?” He scoffed.

“If it’s flying through the air at a hundred miles an hour! And the knife most certainly is.”

“But he was helping,” the boy wailed, coming to his father’s defense.

“Sean Murray Kelley, you be quiet. This doesn’t involve you.”

The boy crossed his arms in front of him and stood next to his father, who likewise had his arms crossed. They looked like duplicates.

“Mom, not fair!” he screeched.

“To your room,” she said to her son, and pointed the way.

Flashing her an angry look, he stomped away, back to his room.

The silence between them lengthened as Sean and Mary stared at each other.

“What do you have to say for yourself?” She asked him at last, some of the anger leaving her tone.

“Two things. I was only trying to help,” he paused, “and I still hate that you named him Sean Murray Kelley.” He wrinkled his nose at the name.

“Are you all right?” Mary asked, noticing that Sean was beginning to flicker.

“I need to recharge. That was a lot of work in this world. Don’t be mad, Mary. We have to figure it out, but it will work.”

She blew air out of her mouth in exasperation, causing a long lock of hair to blow across her face.

Sean, with a tender smile for her, gently tucked the offending hair behind her ear and placed a feather-like kiss on her forehead.

“You’ll be at the Gaelic Moon tomorrow?” she asked.

“Yeah, I need to find out if Donald has any assignments for me.”

“All right, we’ll touch base later,” she agreed.

He smiled, winked, and blew her a kiss.

“Damn ghost,” she muttered, staring fondly at the space he had been, then turned to clean up the kitchen.
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THEY LAY TOGETHER, limbs entwined, content within each other’s arms.

Patrick rubbed Lillie’s back as he held her close to him, marveling at how soft her skin felt beneath his fingertips. This was what he had been missing all his life, what he hadn’t even realized that he wanted. This was the woman that he worshipped, the woman that he would spend the rest of his life with, God willing.

Lillie stirred and opened her eyes to grace him with a loving smile and he thought his heart would stop in his chest.

“How long have you been awake?” she asked, sleep still apparent in her voice.

“Just a wee bit.”

“What were you doing?”

“Watching you sleep,” he said.

“Why?” Her face wrinkled in confusion.

“Because you’re so beautiful, mo grá.” His face filled with emotions that he couldn’t express, words that he couldn’t speak.

“Patrick.” She ducked her head against his chest, blushing for a moment before she looked back at him. “I’m many things, but beautiful is not one of them. Pretty, perhaps?”

“Lillie, you underestimate yourself. You are the most beautiful woman I have ever seen.”

“I think it’s fair to say that you are an eejit.” She laughed at him, and the sweet notes of her laughter fell on his welcoming ears.

They smiled at each other and shared a tender kiss.

“Why did we wait so long, Lillie?”

“I thought we both agreed that the past is the past, and we will let it be.” She sighed. “Do you still think of her?”

“Maggie?” He paused and shrugged. “I do, sometimes. She is my past, but I wonder about her. I wonder if she is all right, I wonder if they are taking care of her, I wonder if she will ever be sane, and I wonder if she is gone for good out of our lives.” He shook his head.

“Why so pessimistic?” Lillie asked, intertwining her free hand with his.

“I don’t trust her, she’s nothin’ but trouble.”

“If you’re worried, we can ask Sean to stop in and make sure she is still there. It’s not like anyone will see him.”

“But he doesn’t want to do that, and I can’t blame him.” Patrick grimaced.

“What are you worried about, then? She’s gone.” Lillie said with a yawn.

Patrick remained quiet, but he hadn’t forgotten Maggie’s last words to him: You’ve always been a dog, so a dog you will be, see what your new love thinks of that. He was afraid that Maggie had cursed him, though he hadn’t shared that thought with Lillie. After so many months, it was probably nothing.

“Patrick?” Lillie was in his face, literally, and he blinked in surprise as she kissed him quite thoroughly, which in turn began to elicit another physical response from him. “I love you. Now do your husbandly duties,” she murmured, moving against him.

“Gladly,” he said, as he began to nuzzle her neck with great enthusiasm.
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LITTLE SEAN SAT on his small bed and stared out the window, unhappy with his present circumstances. All he wanted was supper, and it wasn’t his fault that his dad had screwed up. Though he supposed everything must be harder when you’re a ghost. He looked up as his mother entered his room and knelt by his bed. He squirmed as he waited for her to speak.

“I didn’t do anything wrong,” he blurted at last.

“I know, I’m sorry I got so mad at you.” She ruffled his curly hair.

Little Sean chanced a cautious look at his mother. “Why did you, Mom? I only wanted breakfast.”

“It’s complicated,” Mary said with a deep sigh.

“Is it because of what Dad did? Is it because he’s a ghost and can’t do things the way we do?” His blue eyes stared into hers, and she knew she would always see Sean in the eyes of their son.

“You’re too smart for your own good. You know that, right?”

The boy grinned at her. “Yup,” he said and laughed.

“Come here, you!” Mary grabbed him and flipped him on the bed, tickling him until he surrendered to her.

“Mom! That was mean!” He said but grinned at his mother. “You aren’t mad at Dad anymore, are you? He was only trying to help, even though he didn’t do it very good.”

“I know, honey, I know.”

The boy shifted uneasily, clearly struggling with something. “Mom, I wish he could hug me.” His young face reflected his sadness.

After a moment she ruffled his hair. “I bet you’re still hungry?”

“Yeah.” The boy nodded.

“Then how about I fix supper for us?”

“Yes!” Little Sean gave her a quick kiss on her cheek before running out the door of his room. Mary laughed and stood up, a grin on her face as she followed him.
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LILLIE LAY BESIDE Patrick, settled into a deep slumber. He regarded her fondly and gently touched her cheek, careful not to wake her. In his world, there was none as beautiful as her. He smirked quietly as she shifted and let out an unladylike snort, not waking in the least. His wife was a deep sleeper once she fell asleep, and at times like this, he was grateful for that.

He slid out of bed and pulled on a pair of grey sweatpants and a dark blue t-shirt, and with a lingering look at his sleeping wife, he left the room.

A few minutes later, he was walking the dark streets of Cullamore. It was after midnight and quiet. Small halos of light pooled at the base of the streetlights, and the lighted pavement disappeared into the shadows of the night. The darkness was somehow comforting, and he walked along the road that led out of town, enjoying the view of the countryside by moonlight.

After walking for a time, removed from the few lights of Cullamore, he stopped and looked up at the nearly full moon. Raising his face to it, he closed his eyes, basking in its light. Why was it so comforting?

He gasped at the abrupt coldness that seemed to snap in the air around him, drew in a quick breath and opened his eyes, expecting the worst. Seeing nothing in front of him, he felt the hackles rise on the back of his neck, and he turned around, feeling dread fill every fiber of his being.

Maggie stared at him from across the clearing, red hair gently moving with the slight breeze that made it seem like a living entity, green eyes alive with fire.

Patrick shuddered.

He swallowed with difficulty and stared back at her. “What d’ya want, Maggie?”

She stepped toward him, and for just a moment, he saw her as she wished, beautiful and desirable beyond measure. Then, he shook his head and broke the spell of her illusion, seeing the woman that Maggie was.

“Why do you think I want anything?”

“You always want something,” he growled.

“Hmm. Maybe I just wanted to see you. To find out how you and your wife are doing?” She offered a malicious smile and Patrick shivered.

“Go away! Leave us be, you Cailleach!”

“Witch? Hmm, appropriate.”  She sauntered into his space and ran a finger across his cheek; he had to struggle to remain in place. “I want all of you to suffer, but I think I’ll start with you.”

“What does that mean?”

“Oh, Patrick,” she cooed, “I’m sure you remember. And if you don’t, you will.”

Patrick’s eyes narrowed. “Leave us be.”

“I will, but first I’ll have some craic with you.”

Patrick swallowed again. “You can’t do anything to me,” he said, mustering his courage.

“Oh, mo grá, it’s already done,” she said, eyes glittering with hatred. “All I have to do is this!”

She snapped her fingers…

…and Patrick woke up in his bed in a cold sweat, his wife by his side. What the hell had just happened? What had Maggie done?


Chapter 2

Talking to Ghosts

 

THE NEXT MORNING, as Mary awoke, she felt an annoying tickle on her nose and flinched away. It returned moments later, moving to her neck, then her breasts. She squirmed and brushed it away, determined to continue sleeping. The tickle continued to travel around her body as her conscious mind began to awaken, and she cracked open an eye to look around but saw nothing.

“Sean, stop it.”

“Aww, Mary, do you really want me to? You used to like when I did this,” the disembodied voice answered.

“Yes, but you used to be able to do more for me.”

“That’s because we were coming up on a Blue Moon,” he said, and appeared beside her on the bed. “It seems that the closer we get to one, the more physical things I am able to do.”

“Well, it was rather… delicious.” She yawned and gave him a coy smile. “And not many women can say that they’ve slept with a well-endowed ghost,” she sighed and stretched, showing off her well-toned body. Sean hummed in approval.

“What did you just do?” she laughed.

“Nothing, why?”

“You hummed.”

“I did not.”

“But you did. It was when you were watching me. Is this the sound that a horny ghost makes?” The corners of Mary’s mouth crinkled into a smile.

He scowled in mock disapproval but finally grinned back at her.

“I don’t know, maybe? There’s still so many things that I have to learn, and I can’t seem to do it fast enough.” He ran a hand through his hair in frustration. “And touching you, holding you again is at the top of my list.”

“Does that include making love to me?” She gave him an impish smile.

“The very top of my list,” he promised, and unable to help himself leaned in and brushed his ghostly lips across hers.

She shivered and felt just the lightest, cool brush of sensation, coupled with the feeling of love and adoration, and she sighed, looking into the opaque blue eyes of her beloved ghost. “What am I going to do with you?”

“I can think of several things I’d like you to do with me.” He raised his eyebrow in suggestion, and Mary laughed, a happy sound that seemed to linger in the air.

“God, I love when you laugh.” He grinned at her and sighed. “But there’s something we need to talk about.”

“Really? And before coffee?” Mary raised a skeptical eyebrow at him.

“I know how much you love your coffee, but I thought it would be better before the lad gets up. Fewer distractions.”

“Go on,” she said and sank back against the pillows. He took the other side of the bed and appeared to rest against that pillow.

Sean frowned, his blue eyes narrowing down in unhappiness. “Our son’s name.”

“What? You don’t like Sean? I thought you were gone, like forever, so I named him after you.” She frowned, not understanding what he was getting at.

“Sean Murray Kelley?” His eyebrow arched to his hairline.

“What’s wrong with that?”

“Murray?”

“It was my grandfather’s name,” she said defensively.

“But not a good name for a little boy.”

“But we call him Sean.”

“And I’m Sean, which creates some confusion. We can’t call him Little Sean for much longer because I’m sure he’ll resent it.”

“Junior?” she blurted as a solution, then realized she hated the sound of that.

“Not in this lifetime.”

“You really have to stop saying stuff like that.” She scowled at him. “But you have a point. I don’t suppose Murray would work?” she queried.

He shook his head. “He’ll be teased mercilessly, and I’ll not have him deal with that.”

Mary sighed and looked at Sean, and leaning over, tried to brush her lips across his and once again felt the cool tingle on her skin and warmth in her heart. Then she got out of bed and smiled at him.

“I need to get ready so that I can get the small one up. Let’s both think on the name thing.”

“Agreed,” he said and watched in appreciation as she made her way to the bathroom, only to hear Mary laugh. She poked her head out and looked at him. “You’re humming again. Please tell me this isn’t going to be an embarrassing ghost thing?” She laughed again and returned to her morning bathroom routine.

Concerned, he listened to himself but could detect no sound. If what she said was true, he would have to add this to the list of things to work on. It seemed more and more like he needed someone to mentor him along in the spiritual realm where he now resided.
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THE GAELIC MOON Pub stood where it had always stood and seemed to belong, its well-worn stone and wood exterior appearing the same as Mary remembered it. She reached out, touching the rough stone and woodwork and marveled that she could still feel it beneath her hand despite the fact she knew it now belonged to the ghostly realm where Sean existed.

Mary started, shaken out of thoughts by the sound of a dog barking. She looked around and saw a scruffy-looking terrier running in the grass nearby. It stopped, sniffed the air, and looked at her. With a wag of its tail, it cautiously approached her.

She bent down and held out her hand, and the small dog licked it as she examined the neck but found no collar. “You seem friendly enough. Who do you belong to, little guy?” She scratched the dog’s back a couple of times, and he sidled up to her, tail wagging at a happier pace. She laughed at the delight expressed by the dog. “You’re a Cairn Terrier. I used to have one like you.” The dog growled in response, its manner non-threatening. “You’re really cute, but I have somewhere to be.”

Mary regarded the dog fondly, gave it a final pat, then turned back to the Gaelic Moon. Taking a deep breath to prepare herself for her entry into the spirit realm, she entered through the scorched doorframe into the pub itself.

Crossing into the spirit realm of the Gaelic Moon was like stepping into the past. It appeared as she remembered it when it had been in the physical world. Wooden columns stood inside the pub, the tops which had splintered over time looked like fingers reaching to the ceiling. The ancient columns were rumored to be laden with mythical Celtic magic, and they had stood within the old pub as a monument of sorts, they remained in place to keep the myth of the Gaelic Moon alive.

She looked around at the inhabitants and saw more spirits than usual, some with some interesting clothing, which was no doubt period clothing from their respective times. One was dressed in the robes of a Shaolin monk, and he was speaking with someone that looked like a Middle English Fop. And a Japanese Samurai in the corner was scowling at a tittering Parisian woman that talked incessantly.

Mary smiled in wonderment. Every time she entered the pub, she saw more spirits, and she wasn’t sure whether that was good or bad, only that it was. When she looked over at the bar, she saw Sean sitting in his usual spot, talking with Donald. Taking her usual spot, she slid onto the stool next to Sean, and waited for the two men to look at her.

“Mary?” Sean asked.

“Something we can help you with?” Donald asked, his manner cheerful as always.

Mary regarded the spiritual bartender with a frown. “What happened to you the other night? You were supposed to be my sitter because I had to see the barrister.”

Donald had the grace to chafe uneasily. “My apologies, lass. Occasionally spirit emergencies occur, and I need to respond. Besides, I knew Sean was there.”

“But he can’t be corporeal, and that’s a problem. I have a little boy in the physical world. His sitter needs to be physical as well.” Her hazel eyes were dark with annoyance.

“Ta bro norm. I’m sorry.” Hopefully Sean will learn to be corporeal soon, and that will alleviate the problem,” Donald said in a soothing voice.

Mary gave Sean a questioning look, and he shrugged.

“I have another question,” she said, turning back to Donald. “Why can I be here? I’m guessing I’m sensitive to seeing spirits, and I can accept that, but how is it that I can see the Gaelic Moon, a pub that doesn’t exist anymore? How is it that I can sit on an imaginary barstool?”

“What are you afraid of?” Donald queried.

“Well, I wondered”—and Mary looked around the pub but couldn’t see outside of it—“does anyone from outside the pub, anyone in the real world see me?”

Sean hooted. “What are you afraid of, mo grá?”

“Do the others see me sitting in mid-air?” A worry line creased her brow.

“Or on your arse!” Sean grinned at her.

“So funny.” She scowled at him, then turned back to Donald, expecting an answer.

“It’s hard to explain,” the barkeep said.

“Try.” Mary crossed her arms in front of her.

“You are a medium of sorts, a spirit talker. There is no real term to describe your abilities or potential. You have a special ability to interact with spirits, both old and new. Most will not be able to hide from you, even if they try. And as for the pub, well, you can enter the spirit realm and interact here as well. You have an affinity for the Gaelic Moon.” Donald wiped his hands on a bar towel and smiled at her.

“Do people from the physical world see me when I am here?” She sighed. “I don’t want people to think I’m totally crazy, even if my significant other is a ghost.”

Silenced by the reality of her words, Sean shut his mouth and listened.

“No lass, not to worry, when you step through that door you enter our realm. No one from the physical world can see you. So, you won’t appear too very crazy,” Donald said with a kind look for her and an amused smile.

“Well, that’s something,” she said. “Do you think that I’ll actually be able to have a drink in here any time soon?”

“Sorry, but no.”

“Damn! I don’t like the Emerald Isle.”

“Unpleasant,” Sean agreed.

“I’ve been thinking about that,” Mary said.

“What? That you don’t like the Emerald Isle?” Donald asked.

“Yes, it’s sort of an indirect segue into something I wanted to ask you about.”

Sean and Donald looked at each other, and Donald shrugged. “And what may that be?”

“It’s about this, the Gaelic Moon.”

“What about it?”

“I want to rebuild it, here, in the physical world.”

Donald looked surprised, then pleased. “Lass, is that what you want to do?”

“Why not? Everyone misses the place, and I could rebuild it and have my own business.”

“It’s a lot of work,” Sean said dubiously.

“I know that, and I don’t care. I can do it.”

Sean frowned at her. “What about our son?”

Mary scowled at him. “I raised him just fine by myself for four years in Minnesota.” She put her hands on her hips, her eyes turning dark with anger. “What? You think I’ll abandon him just because I have a business?”

“Well, no, but...”

“But nothing. That won’t be an issue.”

Donald waited until she turned to him again. “Are you sure about this? Rebuilding this will require specific… modifications.”

Mary bit her lip, displaying a flash of nerves. “I’m hoping that you’ll help me? I’m guessing it will have to involve some sort of Celtic magic?”

“Oh, aye. And more than a little.” He rubbed his jaw and nodded. “Come back later this week, and we can discuss it in depth. I can give you more information so that you can decide if rebuilding this is really something you want to take on.”

“That would be great.” She offered Donald a warm smile. “Thank you.”

“Ahh, think nothing of it. It will be something interesting to discuss for a change. I’ll look forward to it,” he said with a wink and turned away to assist other patrons calling for him.

Sean regarded Mary for a long moment and realized she wasn’t meeting his eyes. Something felt off with her, and he wondered if this was a new ability he was developing or maybe just a better understanding of her.

“Mary?” he queried and was surprised when she seemed startled by his voice. “Are you okay?”

“I’m fine, why do you ask?”

“You seem a bit… off.” He studied her. “What’s wrong?”

She sighed in frustration. “It’s nothing.”

He gave her a knowing look and stared at her until she threw up her hands in exasperation.

“I’m frustrated.”

“By what?”

“Nothing, everything. I want us to be a real family, but I know we can never really have that. At least nothing normal.”

“I’m sorry,” he said and tried to project the depth of his feelings at Mary.

She flinched and quickly looked back at him. “Did you just do something?”

“Something? I, ahh, just tried to convey how sorry I am that I can’t change that.”

“Stop it!” she snapped. “I feel bad enough on my own, I don’t need your version of sad.”

He was shocked by her accusation, but closed his mouth and remained quiet, allowing her to collect herself. “How’s the little one?” Sean asked.

“He’s fine, quite put out with me because I reprimanded him on his behavior, but other than that, just fine.” She sighed. “Which reminds me, I have to go.”

“Why? We can talk, can’t we?”

“No, I have to go. I can’t keep the sitter any longer, and just like you, I can’t spend much time in the realm that isn’t mine. It drains me. Not my place, you know.”

Sean studied her sadly and nodded as she slid off the barstool.

“Bye, Sean.”

“Bye, Mary. I’ll find you later,” he said as Mary left the pub.
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THE AIR FELT cool as Mary stepped out of the ghostly pub and into the physical world once again. She paused, and stretched, her body weary from the time that had passed in the spirit realm. The place wasn’t her own, and it took its toll on her body. She rubbed her neck as she stepped through the ruined doors, only to see one of the Cullamore residents, an elderly woman, stop and stare at her.

Mary raised a hand and awkwardly waved at her and in return received a tolerant smile before the woman nodded and began to walk away.

So much for the town thinking I’m sane, Mary thought with a shake of the head. No matter, time to get home to my boy.

Cautiously, so that no one else would spot her, she hurried away from the pub and down the street that would lead her home.
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IT WAS TIMES like this Sean hated being a ghost and longed for the all-too-human quality of drinking too much and getting ossified. He was pissed at himself, Mary, and the world in general. He had failed miserably in trying to prepare breakfast for his son, and he felt his ghostly abilities should be better developed by now. Donald frequently reminded him that he was doing extremely well considering the short time he had been dead, but it was a backhanded compliment at best.

Still, he supposed in the grand scheme of things and in the world of his afterlife, he was new to this type of existence.

Perhaps he was trying to rush things, perhaps he was pushing too hard, but he was determined to be actively involved in both Mary’s and his son’s lives. That meant he had to be as human as possible as quickly as possible.

He finished his whiskey and glared at the offending glass, again wishing it had more of an effect on him.

“Now what has
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