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Ireland is very near and dear to my heart. So
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Felidmid Eamon

He had lived forever or so it seemed, a fey
creature of the night with the ability to change his shape at will.
Felidmid Eamon never aged but remained young, handsome, and full of
mischief. He loved to joke and smiled often. He doted on human
women, adored and loved them. As often as he could, he took them to
his bed or to theirs. It never mattered which as long as he had
them, their bodies in thrall to his. He cherished them each in
turn, but had never found one he couldn’t leave when the time
came.

Felidmid could live wherever he chose within
the boundaries of Ireland as long as it was rural. None of the fey
were made for modern cities. They were too hectic, too crowded, and
far too busy. Distractions lurked on every corner and if he
lingered, urban life leached something out of his very soul. He
preferred the wild western coast where the Atlantic Ocean stretched
all the way to distant America and where the hills rose above the
sea to touch the sky.

He could become anything, but his favorite
shapes to shift into were an old man, a magnificent stallion, and a
black dog. He might choose something else but seldom, and if he
did, there was a reason for it.

Felidmid stood better than six feet, more a
giant in ages past than now when humans seemed taller. His abundant
black hair had the sheen and shine of polished jet or satin. He
knew he was handsome, one of the best-looking men found anywhere in
his true form. His eyes were the most striking, a rich and lovely
color that could best be called gold, although humans tried to say
it was amber or even copper, but it was not. His eyes were a rich,
burnished gold, a true sign of being a Púca, one of the fey. Some
might spell it “pooka” or “phouka” or “púcaí” in Irish but he
preferred the simplest spelling.

Centuries ago, he’d coveted Deirdre, a woman
still known in Irish myth and legend as Deirdre of the Sorrows.
She’d been the loveliest woman he’d ever seen and he had wanted to
make her his but she had no interest in a Púca. She wanted Naisi
and swore he fulfilled the self-spoken prophecy. Felidmid had the
same coloring and if she had submitted to him, she wouldn’t be the
tragic figure she had become. She could have been happy for nearly
a thousand years.

Felidmid had been young then but since he
was ageless it didn’t really matter. And though he had women, many
of them, whenever he chose, there hadn’t been another he wanted for
his own until now. He’d seen her and wanted her as she strolled by
the sea and rambled through the hills of Kerry.

He had no notion of her name but her beauty
rivaled, even topped that of Deirdre from times past. Like the
famous tragic woman, this one had hair the color of russet leaves
come autumn, the hue of copper pennies blended with the deep colors
found in the flames of a good peat fire. It rambled down her back
to her waist and when he first spied her, she wore it flowing free.
Her eyes were the green of springtime, the shade of Ireland and of
emeralds. Her face was small and perfect, her lips generous and
wide with a natural deep pink color. She was not short or tall but
of a height he found ideal. Her breasts were large and well-formed
but her body was as slim as willow trees dancing in the breeze. If
she stood beside Deirdre of old she would make the legendary woman
look ordinary, he thought.

He wanted her, not just for a night or a
brief interlude but for a mate. He’d lived long enough without one
and craved her for all eternity. Being of the fey, he set out to
find her and make her his.

There were no other possibilities.


Nora Casey

The pub sat in an out-of-the-way village on
the far western edge of County Kerry, with the sea to the front and
a mountain rising behind. Built from sturdy Irish stone, it had
been in this spot for more than a century and Nora liked that. Back
in the USA, there wasn’t the same kind of history or permanence. On
her long-anticipated trip to Ireland, she’d avoided the popular
tourist spots and sought quiet places away from the hustle and
glitter. On this quiet coast, she lucked into renting a small
two-story cottage with a living room and kitchen downstairs, two
bedrooms and a bath up. She didn’t need more than one bedroom but
Nora favored her privacy so she took it and planned to stay for at
least a month. She had no return date in mind and in fact, the
longer she spent on the Emerald Isle, the more she thought she
might stay for good.

She had little to return to in mundane
Missouri, a small town where everyone knew their neighbors and
their history. There, she’d taught high school students about
literature and poetry with a heavy emphasis on the Irish. She had
almost wed but backed out two weeks before the ceremony. Nora
hadn’t been able to go through with marrying Todd Thurgood. She’d
dated him for more than two years and he was one of the football
coaches at the same school. Since she was now twenty-eight, her
family and friends had urged her to marry, telling her there was
little else in a small town.

“Marry Todd,” her mother had told her. “He
has a steady job and he’s reliable. He’ll make a good husband for
you and a provider for any kids you might have.”

Reliable meant boring to Nora and she
craved much more. She had dreamed since she was a little girl of
someone dark and handsome who would sweep her from her humdrum
existence. Because he was short, not quite as tall as she, with the
thick set build of a former high school quarterback and a neck that
sat on his shoulders, she had thought of Todd as Toad for a
long time. It had been before they dated, to be true, but even that
had been a joke. Bev Williams, her best teaching friend, had dared
her to say yes to Todd’s offer to take her to Branson, to visit
Silver Dollar City. Somehow, that single date had become the first
of many until he popped the question after a homecoming night
victory. Feeling as trapped as a bird in a snare, Nora said yes and
he put his ring on her finger. She’d said yes to the dress too and
made plans for a late spring wedding.

Then she woke up one day and realized she
didn’t love Toad and didn’t want to be his wife. Nora ended the
engagement with a few harsh words and then booked a flight to the
country of her dreams, Ireland. The savings she’d planned for the
wedding and honeymoon became her travel money and on the day she
landed at Shannon Airport in Dublin, she felt as if she’d come
home.

Dublin didn’t suit her well, though, for it
was too cosmopolitan, too urban, and not quite what she sought. She
rented a car and set out on the roads, driving on the left until
she discovered a likely little village in the west. That was when
she found the cottage and booked it for a single month. That turned
into two and she stayed, close to a decision that she would remain
here if she could find a livelihood to keep her.

By day she walked the coast or the hills,
venturing into the high ones that some called mountains. At night,
she often visited a pub that was no more than a short walk from her
rented cottage. It had been there for more than a hundred years,
owned and operated by the same family. She developed a taste for
dark Guinness port and the occasional jar of fine Irish whiskey.
Sometimes the pub had entertainment, singers and bands who were
local or at least Irish, and she loved the music. Nora had decided
she would pursue a lifelong ambition to write and started a novel,
set of course, in Ireland.

Nora found the windswept and rugged beauty
of the Irish coast in Kerry to be the most beautiful she had ever
seen. The Ozark hills in Missouri paled in comparison and even if
they hadn’t, the sea would have cinched the victory. She came to
truly love how the waves broke against the pier just outside the
pub. The musical brogues appealed to her and everyone had been
friendly despite the fact she was a Yank and couldn’t hide
that.

She’d met more than a few men, slept with a
few, but without any major fireworks. Most were red-haired or
brown-headed, not the silky black she’d long found sexy. One fine
morning in late June, Nora exited her cottage for a ramble along
the sea but halted when she found a man seated to the right of the
door.

“‘Tis a fine and fair day, lady,” the
stranger said.

If he hadn’t been so good-looking and sexy,
Nora would have ignored his brash greeting and walked away, but
instead, she paused. “It’s a lovely day,” she said, cringing at her
broad American accent that seemed so flat compared to his. “I don’t
believe I’ve met you.”

If she had, she would have remembered.

“Ye’ve not,” he said. “But now ye have.
Might I accompany you?”

“You don’t even know where I’m going.”

“Aye, and it doesn’t matter. The sea is it,
or the hills?”

“I planned to walk along the ocean.”

He offered her his arm. “Then we shall. I’m
Felidmid Eamon.”

“Nora Casey.”

They strolled along the edge of the sea. It
was more rocky than sandy, far different than the beaches she had
visited back home in California and on the Gulf Coast. Nora
preferred it, though, and favored the wildness of it. This was not
a seashore dotted with sunbathers or surfers or hot dog stands, but
an ancient ocean yet to be tamed.

The man at her side had a wildness about him
too and she liked it. In many places, they had to walk on the edge
of the hills overlooking the Atlantic. After a half hour, they
stopped for a rest and sat down on large rocks facing the sea.

Although they’d talked as they walked,
nothing of much importance had been said and she didn’t feel she
knew him any more than in those first moments outside the
cottage.

Nora wanted to ask him what he did for a
living, if he lived in the area, or if he was also on holiday. She
parted her lips to pose the questions but he drew her close and
kissed her.

His lips burned with unholy fever, a fire
that lit and kindled but never quenched. Nora yielded to him
without protest and kissed him back, even as her body shivered with
unbridled delight and her muscles went weak. Felidmid cradled her
close yet still managed to undo the buttons on her blouse, then
unfastened the front-closing bra beneath it. Her breasts tumbled
free and he caressed them, his hands sure but gentle. He fondled
each nipple in turn then took his mouth from hers to suckle one,
then the other.

Nora all but ripped his shirt from his body
and ran her fingers over his bare skin, marveling at
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