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            Description

          

        

      

    

    
      Clare Hart thinks she’s a fairy.

      Not really, but she writes romances between fairies and humans, and she’ll do anything to turn her stories into real-life movies.

      On her way to Ireland, she meets a mysterious man who claims he’s over a thousand years old.

      Clare doesn’t believe him, but he’s wealthy and sexy and a wee bit daft.

      He promises to give her the money if she can use the Heart of Brigid to bring back his lost love, a powerful fairy princess.

      Clare uses her imagination to mesmerize the billionaire into believing she is the fairy princess, but her trick isn’t so funny when she finds herself imprisoned underground in a dungeon bedchamber fit for a queen—a dead one.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Praise for Rachelle Ayala

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        A fun story with some quirky characters, crackpots, and delusional minds. It is fun trying to figure out what is real and what is fantasy. It's like figuring out a puzzle, and once the pieces are together, it all makes sense. – Gina Johnson

      

        

      
        Magical story set in beautiful Ireland. – Marlys Frisby

      

        

      
        Rachelle Ayala shows us that the most beautiful and precious things in life are nothing that we can hide away and keep to ourselves. – Amber McCallister

      

        

      
        What appealed to me most about Lucky Like Love is the heart that shines through. Uniquely entertaining, irresistibly charming, with a hint of mystery. Ayala never loses her ability to charm her way into hearts. – Isha Coleman

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Welcome

          

        

      

    

    
      I invite you to explore my world of over seventy romances, from dangerous suspense to sweet family drama, featuring hot, steamy flirts, brainy, strong heroines, and hunky men with big, gigantic hearts and melty, warm hugs.

      For book descriptions, go to the Reading List with Heat Levels section or check out my Reader’s Guide at:

      http://rachelleayala.net/books/
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      Don’t forget to download my Free Books from your favorite bookstore:

      Deck the Hearts (sweet)

      Christmas Lovebirds (sweet)

      A Father for Christmas (sweet)

      Going Haywire: Sapphire Falls (steamy)

      Bad Boys for Hire - Ryker (steamy)

      Playing Without Rules (steamy)

      Broken Build (romantic suspense)

      Intercepted by Love: Part 1 (steamy)

      Hidden Under Her Heart (sweet)

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      For updates and two more free books, sign up for my newsletter at:

      http://smarturl.it/RachAyala

      To chat and read new works in progress, join my Reader’s Club at:

      http://www.facebook.com/groups/ClubRachelleAyala/

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Thanks for coming into my story world and letting me take you on an unforgettable excursion. Turn the page to begin.

      Bon voyage!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1

          

        

      

    

    
      “Excuse me while I tuck my wings,” Clare Hart said as she slid into her window seat on the red-eye flight back to Ireland.

      The man sitting next to her grunted and retracted the recliner footrest of his first-class seat while staying seated.

      Would it be too much to ask the rude fellow to step out into the aisle and let her pass?

      Instead of tucking in her feather-duster-sized wings, she let them spring back and brush across his darkly delicious face—the exact type she was susceptible to.

      Ker-choo. The man sneezed. “Don’t tell me you’re going to sit with those wings sticking out the entire flight to Dublin.”

      At least the wings kept him from checking out her behind when he forced her to step between his knees. His accent was Irish and dripping with disapproval.

      Clare plopped down on the edge of her seat and pushed her carry-on underneath the seat in front of her. “I bought a first-class ticket, so I can sit however I want.”

      She tamped down a twinge that he didn’t seem amused with her antics, unlike the Americans who loved her fairy costumes and thought she worked at an amusement park.

      She’d put them on in the waiting area to entertain a cranky child and earned the applause of the cheerful tour group who’d gone back to the coach section.

      Maybe she should have insisted her cousin not upgrade her to first class. After all, there was nothing first class about her other than failure.

      She was a writer of romances between magical creatures like fairies, or Fae, and humans, and she’d been spending time in the United States raising money to produce a movie from her stories.

      For months, everything was going well. Several American investors had eagerly signed checks to produce a movie from her first novel, Fairies Seduced My Boyfriend, and contributions rolled in to her crowdfunding accounts. But no, she’d entrusted all the fundraising to a darkly handsome, charming Irishman who’d absconded with her pot of gold. The parties and appearances dried up, and her donors threatened to sue. Her dreams, as well as her characters, were killed in a single shot, and now, she was going home with nothing but her wardrobe, wings, and wands.

      She untied the leather straps securing her ostrich feather wings to her bosom and shrugged off one side first, and then the other, making sure to fully swipe the bedraggled feathers across Mr. Chiseled Manliness’s five o’clock shadow.

      Ker-choo.

      The not-so-charming Irishman frowned but avoided eye contact with her, preferring to thumb through the in-flight magazine. His presence filled their side of the airplane, and Clare couldn’t gasp enough oxygen to calm down. Why did all the most unsuitable men have to be so fecking gorgeous?

      After stowing her wings in a plastic bag, she laid the pile of feathers against the side of the bulwark and put her coat over it.

      It was going to be a long, red-eye flight with plenty of time to rewrite her failures into success. She was going back to Ireland for a fresh start. Her fans lived there, and she could put on fundraisers, get-togethers, and book signings at the many pubs. She could also get acquainted with the local arts council and see if she could interest them in funding her project.

      The flight attendants walked the aisles and asked everyone to put their electronics in airplane mode. Clare dashed off a text message to her cousin, Jenna Davison, who’d given her a place to stay in exchange for helping out with a litter of basset hound puppies.

      Am going to miss you, Larry, Harley, Honey, and all the sweet puppies. Thanks for everything and wish me the luck of the Irish.

      Jenna texted back. You ARE the luck of the Irish. Keep that chin up and head held high. Promise to send us tickets to your premiere night. Can’t wait.

      Clare couldn’t help but smile at how optimistic Jenna had become. After all, she’d taught her self-hypnosis and positive thinking. Writing affirmations and the attitude of gratitude. Jenna went from almost-divorce to being happily married with a baby on the way.

      Sometimes, it was so exhausting to keep her positive spirit up. Sometimes, all the fake cheer seemed pointless. Sometimes, Clare wanted to wallow like everyone else. She was on a long, boring flight. She might as well let it all out and be sad and depressed.

      No one cared; no one knew her. And no one would remember her.

      She sent one last text. I promise. Make me a new gown for premiere night, and we have a deal. Airplane mode now.

      The man next to her stuffed earbuds into his ears and put the magazine away. He closed his eyes and took a deep, cleansing breath.

      He was obviously going to ignore her, and that was okay. Since she was invisible to him, she took the opportunity to check him out.

      He looked to be a hero type, although older than the twenty-something guys she wrote about. He still had a full head of hair, enough scruff to be sexy but not messy, a prominent nose and strong jaw, and faint smile wrinkles radiating from his eyes. Dark eyelashes curled a little too lush for a man, which was a perfect description for a character in her next book.

      Once in the air, Clare took out a notebook and jotted down her observations. She hooked a glance at her seatmate, but he was as still as the dead, without even a twitch to his eyelids.

      Safe enough.

      She sketched his face, noting the details. A knife scar, a tiny mole on the curve of his lip, and the way his beard shadow rode over his cheeks. She was erasing a stray mark when he opened an eye and lifted one bushy eyebrow.

      “Why are you drawing a picture of me?”

      Clare crumpled up the paper and shoved it under her thigh. “I wasn’t drawing you. I was doodling.”

      “You were doodling me.” His gaze lasered in on her face, did the penetrating stare alpha males did, then wandered quite forcefully down to her lips before taking an intimate tour of her chest.

      Clare wished she’d covered herself with a blanket, but she was already hot underneath her leather-laced tunic and the semi-rigid plastic armor which made her breasts appear to be cones.

      “What are you looking at?” Her voice came out too quivery, and she crossed her arms, which only had the effect of jutting her pointy cones out farther.

      “I know better than to comment on those,” he said. “But why are you wearing wilted vegetables around your waist? And a belt of nuts? Are you sure you’re going to pass agriculture inspection? Hope you’re not going to start another potato famine.”

      “Are you done with the interrogation?” Clare grabbed her coat from the floor and pulled it over her wilted cabbage and romaine lettuce girdle. The leaves, which had died a natural death, had been blessings bestowed on her by a group of lettuce worshipers.

      “I’m curious, that’s all.” The insolent man refused to remove his eyes from raking her body. He pointed to a bundle of hazelnut charms. “Is that your in-flight snack?”

      “Actually, they’re fertility charms and bigger than the ones between your legs.” She twirled her eyes, hoping to loosen his gaze from the area right below her breastplate.

      “I knew it. You’re one of those nature freaks.”

      “How do you know I’m not a witch?” She stuck her tongue out at him.

      “Imagine that, a redhead witch who burns easily. Let me guess, you carry your own stake and ties.” He scoffed and stuck his tongue back at her.

      “I’ll never let you tie me up, stake or no stake.” Her face sweltered at the unbidden image of his pointy, wet tongue and the direction south her thoughts had flown.

      His eyes sparkled with glee at her discomfort. “Don’t need a stake when I’ve got an iron bed.”

      “Feck off, gobshite.”

      “Ha, ha, got your red up,” he chortled to press his advantage. “Tell me, little witch, are you going to put a hex on me?”

      “You’re not worth it, but I’ll write you into one of my books. As the knave.”

      “The knave? That’s not a word I’ve heard lately. So, you’re a writer. Guess you’ll kill me off, too.”

      “In the most horrid, grueling, and shameful way.” She narrowed her eyes and snarled.

      “Wonderful,” he said, shaking his head as if her baring of teeth was unworthy of reaction. “Too bad it won’t work.”

      “What do you mean it won’t work? I’ll put a spell on you, stick some pins into your heart, and tie you up over a slow, roasting fire. Or I’ll bury you from the neck down in the desert right over a fire ant nest. Or you’ll be captured by evil fairies who keep you alive and eat slivers of your flesh.”

      He winked as if everything was a joke. “My, my, what a fertile imagination, and nothing I haven’t tried before.”

      “What do you mean tried before?” Clare didn’t want to appear too curious, but this was one of those rubbernecking moments with a naked man standing on the rooftop of his truck, pounding his chest.

      “You can kill me six ways to Sunday, but I always wake up the next morning. I don’t die. In fact, you humans might call me undead.”

      “You’re a vampire?” She recoiled and hit her head against the window shade.

      “Tsk, tsk, tsk,” the man said. “That would be way too simple. If I were a vampire, I would have to play by vampire rules. I’d have to suck your blood. I can’t eat garlic and go out in the sun. I’d hate mirrors, and I’d sleep in a casket. You’d try and kill me with a silver bullet or drive a stake in my heart. Just warning you, all have been tried, and I still woke up.”

      “You’re kidding me.” Clare wasn’t going to suspend disbelief in real life, especially on an airplane high above the continent. “You figure I’m a writer, so you tell me tall tales.”

      “Only a writer, not a witch.” He shook his head and snickered softly. “Too bad. I could have used your services.”

      “Who says I want you to use me?” Clare huffed. “You’re a liar and not that handsome. Quite useless to me.”

      “Ouch,” the man said. “It might come in handy to be friends with a man who can’t die. Think of it. You can send me through a fire to save something precious to you. You can use me as a suicide bomber or an experimental patient for new drugs.”

      “I’m sure I have no use for you since you’re not vampire, Fae, giant, or demigod, and you don’t follow any of the rules for magical creatures. Readers need to know the rules. Otherwise, me bringing you back from the dead for any reason whatsoever is called cheating.”

      “That’s fine with me,” he said. “Your loss. I’ve lived so long, I’ve seen it all. Frankly, I’m quite jaded. Nothing excites me. The stakes are always too low.”

      “That must make your life very dull.”

      “Duller than dishwater,” the man admitted. “But I forge on.”

      “Right, you have no choice. Suicide’s not even an escape for you. How sad. You must carry all your faults and disappointments from lifetime to lifetime.”

      The man patted her arm so suddenly, Clare didn’t have a chance to jerk her hand away. A zing of energy raised goosebumps over her skin, and sparkling heat seared her to the bones.

      “Don’t be sad for me,” he said. “I instantly forget everything and wake up as a clean slate.”

      “That’s even worse,” Clare exclaimed, not believing a word out of his mouth. He hadn’t seemed like the coo-coo type when she first boarded the plane. “To forget who you are. Do you write notes to yourself before you die? Or ask people to record your history?”

      The man unbuttoned the top three buttons on his shirt. “What do you think?”

      Clare swallowed. The well-muscled chest had a hint of a suntan, but what had her gasping for breath was not the sexiness of the man’s pectoral muscles, but an amulet in the shape of a heart—not a Hallmark heart, but bearing a rough similarity to a four-chambered human heart. It was deeply colored, dark purplish-red, and made of some type of stone or mineral she’d never seen before—a cross between a crystal and a ceramic.

      It was secured in a web of leather thongs, giving it the weird appearance of being surrounded by blood vessels. The leather net was clipped onto a lanyard, like the type used for conference identification badges.

      “What’s that?” Clare asked, her mouth dry and throat raw.

      “It’s the Heart of Brigid,” the man replied in the woo-woo tone of a storyteller. “It leads me to my true love.”

      “For each of your lifetimes?”

      “No, there is only one Brigid and one life. As long as I wear this Heart of Brigid, I shall never die.” He flashed her a mocking smirk, as if she should believe his fairy tale.

      “I thought you said you couldn’t die.” Clare caught him in a plot hole. “You always came back the next morning, poof.”

      “Right, but the Heart of Brigid brings me to my true love whenever I come back.”

      “Which must be very confusing to you since you claim you forget everything from one life to the next,” Clare said. “The rules for your mythological, deathless existence don’t make sense.”

      “I’m just telling you what silly, lovesick girls who believe in magic want to hear. I’m sure your stories are full of wimpy vampires, nice fairies who don’t play tricks, and brainless centaurs with bulging muscles and even bulgier nether regions.” He sniffed with his nose high up in the air. “Am I entertaining you?”

      “Hardly.” Clare also turned her nose up. “I doubt you even know what a true love is, and that phony piece of clay is your vapid attempt at picking up women. As if you’re dangling a sausage in front of a hungry hound in heat.”

      “You certainly have a way with words, if not fashion and style.” He pulled his shirt closed over the amulet but neglected to button it. “Who upgraded you to first class?”

      “I paid every penny.” She gave him an appraising once-over. “As for you, I didn’t know it was Upgrade an Inmate Day. Who are you, and what asylum did you spring out of?”

      “I can assure you I’m entirely sane.” The man stuck his hand out to shake. “Griffin Gallagher. I’m one of the richest men in the world, and frankly, I don’t have to make sense. Who are you?”

      Right, so rich he had to fly commercial.

      Nevertheless, a lead was a lead, so Clare shook the solid hand. At least he was flesh and blood. “Clare Hart. I’m a writer of love stories crossing supernatural boundaries. I’ve been raising funds to make my screenplay into a movie. If you’re interested, I can write you and your Heart of Brigid into one of my stories, and we can see it on the big screen someday.”

      Griffin held onto Clare’s hand a moment too long, then set it down on the console and cupholders between them. “I’m actually very rich and eccentric, but I have no need to invest in a movie when I’ve lived many love stories better than anything you could ever write.”

      “Humpf. I doubt it.” Clare turned away from the Irishman with the tongue full of blarney. “You’re villain material. No love there.”

      “You’re too young to know anything about love. Once you’ve lived a thousand years, we’ll talk.” He leaned his seat back and closed his eyes, shutting her out cold.

      I'll get money from tall, dark, and crazy before this flight is over, Clare thought while eyeing the lump under his clothing.
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      Griffin closed his eyes and blocked out Clare’s chatter by focusing on the steady hum of jet engines. He knew the type—silly women who wanted to draw attention to themselves by wearing outrageous costumes and playing with magic.

      She fancied herself an author of romance and wanted to make a movie. Imagine that. Excuse him for being just a little jaded with all of the same-old storylines being parroted and retreaded in today’s “creative” world.

      People’s lives were dull and boring, and everyone looked for a stimulant to get them up in the morning. Chasing wealth, fame, and beauty did it for most people, but the ultimate thrill came from taking the biggest risks.

      He smiled to himself as he concentrated on the weight of the treasured Heart of Brigid resting on his chest. It was one of the rarest uncut natural diamonds in the world: shaped like a human heart with a blood-red tint.

      It was one of Ireland’s legendary relics, said to be the actual crystalized heart of a pre-Christian goddess, Brigid, of the Tuatha Dé Danann, a mythical race who fought the evil sea elves for control of the Emerald Isle. They were eventually subdued by newer invaders who forced them to retreat into the green hills and forests, living underneath fairy mounds, known as the Otherworld.

      It was cursed, of course.

      All objects of great antiquity and legend were cursed, if only to cow the meek and frighten mortal men. It had certainly played with the imagination of the obnoxious winged woman sitting next to him.

      Not that she was unattractive. That was definitely not her problem. She was intrusive, feminine in a strange way, and her wings made his nose itch.

      Wings aside, she had a clean fragrance of linen and sweet apple blossoms with a touch of the sea, and her entire presence evoked memories of the wild Irish countryside caught between wind and waves.

      She was pretty, in that peculiarly Irish way. With sea-green eyes and dark-copper auburn hair, full of flames neither red nor brown. As to why she’d want to mar her head with a crown of black thorns made of spray-painted twigs was beyond comprehension—unless she loved torture, or more likely, showcased her prickly personality.

      On a brighter side, her skin was milky, with a scattering of freckles over her upturned nose and heart-shaped face. Cute.

      He stopped at cataloging the no-doubt shapely body underneath her baggage of armor, leather, belts of berries and nuts, and the wilted vegetables she wore like handkerchiefs on her hips. Those long legs of hers were unfortunately encased in the most hideous lime-green lace-up boots made of worn suede. How long would it take to slip the ties from every one of the many eyelets?

      Stripping her naked would be a full day’s work, akin to trimming hedges and deadheading rose bushes—not to mention plucking feathers off her back.

      It could be worth it, assuming he was interested in such a fanciful creature. He was too old for her juvenile prattle about fairies, witches, and vampires.

      What did someone so young know about love stories, much less be so arrogant as to write them?

      Griffin was on his way home with the most powerful piece of magic in all Ireland. And the funny thing was …

      No one knew it, and the one person he showed didn’t think it was a big deal. True, a diamond in the rough looked like a glassy, melted, misshapen crystal, and she had no reason to believe it was anything more than a glass bauble, especially given its unusual purplish-red color.

      Neither had airport security thought anything when he put it through the X-ray. It wasn’t metal, and it wasn’t a plastic explosive.

      He suppressed a chuckle, and he resisted the urge to pat the Heart of Brigid, nestled securely between his pectoral muscles.

      He’d succeeded in getting it back from his half-crazed father, and it was going home to Ireland where it belonged.

      More importantly, this piece of Brigid would break the endless cycles of intense love and tortuous separation he endured away from his beloved fairy queen.
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      Clare remained in her seat with the seatbelt securely fastened as the jumbo jet bucked and heaved like a sea monster mating with a humpback whale. Her hands trembled as she opened the airsickness bag and rested it on her lap.

      How could Griffin Gallagher sleep through impending disaster?

      She snarled at the smug smile curling his lips and rolled her eyes at how he sprawled his large body into the area between the seats, as if he, by right, should crowd her into a corner.

      Still, he’d given her a story idea, and if he were half as wealthy as he said he was, he could be talked into funding a movie deal for her novels—if she wrote about him and his Heart of Brigid. As hard as it would be, she had to write him as a tortured hero, maybe a misunderstood villain.

      She studied him. His nose had been broken, and he had a jagged scar on his forehead. His hands were not soft and well-manicured like she’d expect for a wealthy and idle man, and he had several scabs and healing wounds on his knuckles.

      She could imagine him an adventurer or a guy into extreme sports. A risk taker, fueled by adrenaline, and a loner who didn’t suffer fools.

      He thought her beneath him and showed it with every expression on his perfectly rugged face. What gave him the right to be so superior? As for that fake bauble he called the heart of his true love?

      Pure poppycock.

      He’d underestimated her. A fatal mistake to make with a writer who could torture, mock, and kill off characters in the most degrading ways.

      She imagined Griffin Gallagher as a druid, forever trapped in an endless circle of forgetfulness and stupidity, but it got boring, so she reformed him into a duke with a castle, perched on a wild promontory overlooking a harsh and foreboding sea.

      Clare gripped the armrests for what seemed like forever before the turbulence subsided and the captain turned off the seatbelt light. The cabin sprang to life as flight attendants rolled their carts up and down the aisles, offering cocktails, tea, and coffee.

      “I’m sure this one wants a whiskey, neat,” Clare answered for her seatmate after ordering club soda for herself. She nudged him for good measure. “I figured a real Irishman wouldn’t miss a good shot of whiskey.”

      Griffin’s eyes blinked open, and he trained a megawatt smile on the flight attendant. “Make that a double, and put one on my card for her.”

      That was surprising, or was it because he didn’t think she could afford it?

      “Sure your stomach can handle it?” Clare asked after the attendant moved on.

      “I’ve got an iron stomach. You look a little queasy. Should I have ordered you ginger ale?”

      Clare shoved the airsickness bag into the seatback pocket. “I’m good, and thanks for the drink. Now that you’re awake, tell me about yourself. How many lives have you come back to, and when exactly were you born?”

      “Nosy little thing, aren’t you? If you’re so interested, look me up on the internet.” He dismissed her with a snort, picked up an in-flight magazine, and readjusted his earbuds to make it clear he was not speaking to her for the duration of the flight.

      Clare slipped her phone out of her purse and connected it to the in-flight Wi-Fi system. Within minutes, she was up to date on the mysterious Griffin Gallagher.

      Which was a big nothing. He was the grandson of a wealthy Irish duke, partied his way through college, and dabbled in several failed businesses. He was a typical wastrel, with nothing to show for, even though he was rumored to be in his mid-thirties.

      Few pictures were leaked onto the internet, but other than being an heir to a country estate, he was neither notorious nor remarkable.

      Even more telling. There was nothing about the Heart of Brigid.

      The flight attendant returned with the mini bottles of whiskey. Griffin put away his magazine and drained one of his bottles in one gulp. He smacked his lips and smiled at her. “Your turn.”

      Clare couldn’t help imagining how those lips with the whiskey tang would feel against hers, so she also poured the whiskey down her throat to banish the thought.

      Ugh. It burned straight through to her gut.

      “Found you, party guy,” she said, waving her mobile phone at Griffin. “Tell me more about this trinket you have. You made up the Heart of Brigid, didn’t you? Are you a pick-up artist or what?”

      “Do I look like I’m trying to pick you up?”

      “You bought me a drink.”

      “I can tell you’re looking for true love and you want some of my magic.” He took the so-called heart out and dangled it in front of her. “You claim to be a romance author. Why can’t you make up something like this?”

      “At least I keep my magic straight.” Clare tried not to be mesmerized by the light glinting off the semi-transparent crystal. “If you’re so forgetful, how would you know your true love if she smacked you in the face with this rock?”

      “It’s the cursed Heart of Brigid,” he intoned in a low, undertaker voice.

      “What’s the curse? That you’re unlucky in love?”

      “Too trite,” he said. “I’ll leave it to your devious mind to figure it out. Suffice it to say, I’m about to get very lucky tonight.”

      “Gross! Too much information,” Clare said, covering her ears.

      He regarded her like she was an inconsequential gnat. “Your limited worldview is incapable of comprehending what great love I share with the owner of this heart.”

      “Brigid, I know,” Clare said. “She’s either the saint or the goddess—a Fae Princess and the triple goddess of healing, poetry, and metal-working or the beloved saint we all grew up praying to. There’s nothing in the legend or lore about her heart.”

      “The best things are kept secret,” Griffin said. “I’ve spent multiple lifetimes loving her, and every time, she’s eluded me. With this heart, I can find her and keep her bonded to me forever.”

      “Sounds like she wants to be free of you.” Clare stifled a giggle. “Warning. I wouldn’t mess with a goddess if I were you.”

      He kissed the crystalline matrix and tucked it back into his shirt. “What do you know? Nothing.”

      “I know you’re cursed, because you can never be with your true love,” Clare said, making a last-ditch pitch. “I can help break that curse.”

      “You’re a writer of fiction. How can you help?”

      “How many lifetimes have you wasted not spending it with her, and then forgetting her only to have to find her all over again?”

      His gaze faltered for only a moment. Then he reset his jaw and glared at her. “This Heart hasn’t failed me yet.”

      “Must be frustrating.” Clare waved her hands with a flourishing movement, wishing she could snag the heart and whisk it away from him. “I’m a woman, a fiery female like Brigid. I even have a Brigid costume, complete with a skirt of flames, plastic flame halo, and a tunic of burning autumn-colored leaves—simulated, of course. Let me wear this heart and make your Brigid so jealous she will reclaim you and never let you go.”

      “It would never work. You are nothing like my Brigid. She would laugh at your feeble attempt at emulating her.” He uncapped the second airline-sized bottle of whiskey and emptied it, then looped a sleeping mask over his eyes and leaned back. “Now, leave me alone so I can dream about my lover of all ages.”

      Grrr… Clare let her upper lip curl and leaned back in her seat. With that kind of attitude, it served him right to lose his lover over and over, lifetime after lifetime.

      He was a liar anyway. An idle rich man with nothing to do with his money but to jet around the world in first class and insult women.

      He was probably the villain, a crooked treasure hunter who’d raided the ancient druid temple devoted to Brigid and stole her heart. Wait, he was the sorcerer who turned her heart into a rock and buried it in the slime pit of an underground river. He then brought her back to life and forced her heartless body to wander through the Otherworld, calling for her true love, a man most opposite of Griffin Gallagher.

      Fast forward many centuries. Brigid still walks, now a modern woman. She’s missing her heart, but she’s smart, educated, and has accumulated the knowledge of the centuries. She’s well able to pass through society without being noticed. Still heartless, she, nevertheless, has learned to feign the emotions people associate with having a heart.

      She’s never fallen in love, but being so beautiful, she doesn’t need to. Men fall at her feet to worship her, but without a heart, Brigid can’t respond. Instead, she uses her gift of poetry to spin love stories. She weaves magic into the strands of her multi-faceted plots and binds the very emotion she cannot feel—love—into the warp and weft of her soul.

      Even though she’s created countless love stories, the hole in her chest makes her empty. The cavity where her heart would have been rages against the evil sorcerer who stole the very core of her being.

      Unable to feel love, although talented at imagining it, Brigid renews herself and keeps herself young by being born every thirty years—in the body of an orphan. She grows up a normal girl, not showing her guardians any of her special gifts, while she searches for the evil being who left her without the ability to receive or give affection.

      One day, she meets a man—a proud, gorgeous ass of a man who claims he is her true love. He brags that he has her heart, except he’s turned it into a worthless bauble—a purplish-red glob of crystalline minerals.

      He makes a fatal mistake. He underestimates her and falls asleep on an airplane after taunting her with the rock he claims is her heart.

      Clare’s fingers itched as an idea rang like a doorbell in her mind. What an awesome screenplay she’d dreamt up. She could be Brigid, the heartless goddess, wandering throughout the worlds until by sheer good luck, she happened to sit next to the evil sorcerer—lying fully exposed with her heart inches away from her.

      She’d write the play and invite him to invest in it. It would be a vanity project, no doubt, but he would fund it. Maybe she could be the actress and pretend to fall in love with him.

      The curse would be broken. He’d get his happily ever after—only until he “died” and forgot.

      She’d be a runaway success with her book turned into a movie, and he wouldn’t remember her—not one whiff.

      Win-win.

      Clare thanked her stars for turning negatives into positives. What was better than a forgetful hero or villain?

      She eyed the lump underneath Griffin’s shirt. He’d left it partially unbuttoned with his tie loosened, and after his double whiskey, he was snoring gently.

      What would Brigid do if she were present?

      Clare let her mind wander as she rummaged in her bag for a lump of coal she kept for warding off naughty children. It was roughly the same size and shape as Griffin’s sparkly lump.

      Using a crochet hook and a ball of yarn, she created a net to contain the coal. It wouldn’t pass the look test, but then, Griffin wouldn’t be staring at the amulet until it was too late.

      The clip on the lanyard was no problem. Clare could see it right under his tie. What she needed was turbulence and a distraction.

      She got her chance when the flight crossed the North Atlantic on its approach to Dublin. The flight attendants braced themselves to pick up the trash, despite the captain turning on the seatbelt sign.

      Griffin was still out cold as the attendant picked up his empties. When she reached for Clare’s can of club soda, Clare lurched toward the aisle with her hand over her mouth.

      “I’m about to throw up. I can’t hold it any longer. I have to go to the bathroom.” She bent over Griffin’s lap, waking him.

      “You need to remain seated, miss,” the attendant said. “Here’s an airsickness bag.”

      “Ohhhh,” Clare moaned. She flailed her hands at the bag, missing on purpose, and flung her full can of club soda and the cup full of ice over Griffin’s chest.

      “What the feck?” Griffin lurched awake when Clare plastered herself on his fizzing chest, with ice rolling down his shirt.

      “I’m so sorry, argghhh,” she made retching sounds, all the while pawing at Griffin as if he were a life raft.

      “Here, let me hold the bag,” the attendant said. “Right here, in front of your face. Don’t miss. Please, don’t miss.”

      Clare made hurling sounds into the airsickness bag, lifting and dipping her long, messy hair so that it flung every which way. Her crown of thorns fell onto her lap, stabbing her gut as she mock-retched.

      But underneath all the commotion, her busy hands swapped the Heart of Brigid, which weighed more than she’d expected, with the hard lump of coal.

      Making one giant roar, she pretended to try and cover the stomach contents spewing from her mouth, and neatly dropped the Heart of Brigid into the bag.

      “Dear, dear, let it all out,” the flight attendant said. “We’re almost landing. Let me get you another bag. Think you can hold onto this while I unfold another one?”

      “Yes, I shouldn’t have eaten so much. Shouldn’t have drank all the whiskey, oh, no, it’s all coming out.” Clare dropped the bag onto the floor and kicked it under the seat in front while reaching for the new one. She made more disgusting noises and rolled to her side of the seat, moaning and holding her stomach until the airplane had safely landed.

      No surprise, as soon as it was time to deplane, Griffin grabbed his carry-on and elbowed his way out without a backward glance. Clare saw him pat his chest, apparently satisfied he still had his “heart.”

      She recovered miraculously as she carefully hooked the Heart of Brigid to a braided cord around her neck. Calmly, she strapped on her ostrich wings, took out her compact, and reapplied her makeup. After patting down her hair and putting on her fairy queen crown, she reached for her carry-on bag.

      A small, green, spiral-bound notebook was sticking out of the pocket in front of Griffin’s seat.

      Very interesting.

      It appeared she and Griffin were indeed fated to meet again. Casually, she slipped the green, plastic-covered notebook into her carry-on and joined the rest of the deplaning passengers.

      “Feeling better?” the flight attendant asked Clare on her way out.

      Clare put her hand over the lump under her vest. “Oh yes, my heart belongs home in Éireann.”
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      Clare’s first homecoming stop was the Blarney Bear, her favorite diner in Dublin. She called her two best friends, Maeve Malone and Sorcha O’Shea, and they were there when she arrived. It was already getting close to noon, but Clare needed a Full Irish breakfast after starving on the airplane.

      Maeve and Sorcha jumped up from the booth and skittered to her side, giggling and squealing, drawing gawks from the men lounging at the bar.

      Tall, blond, leggy, and bosomy, Maeve wore her queen of the forest huntress garb. With a quiver of hawk-feathered arrows, a yew-wood bow under her arm, and a mantle of skins hung from her shoulders, she resembled a Viking princess.

      The dark-haired, dark-eyed Sorcha was an exotic mixture of unknown origin. Her Irish mother left her few clues, leading her to believe she had a spot of Chinese, a smidgen of Barbary pirate, and a splash of Persian sultan. Slim, with her long, black hair wrapped around her head in multiple braids, Sorcha’s legs were encased in reptilian leather boots. Multi-colored glitter shimmered on her body-hugging, iridescent sea-serpent bodysuit, mesmerizing every male eye in her vicinity.

      By comparison, Clare in her bedraggled black-feathered Morrigan costume looked positively normal—an auburn-haired, pale-skinned, green-eyed, average-sized Irish lass. Her crown of black twigs had been broken in the turbulence, and she’d thrown out her wilted lettuce leaves before going through customs. Not to be outdone by their attention-attracting welcome, Clare spread her ostrich wings and let them flutter as she jumped up and down to hug her two besties.

      “How was America?” Maeve asked after Clare folded her wings and slid into the booth. “Did you score a movie deal?”

      “Who’s going to play the fairy boyfriend?” Sorcha asked. “Will we get to meet the actors?”

      “Yes, yes, tell us.” Maeve’s bright-blue eyes gleamed with curiosity. “Did you get lucky? Did all of your affirmations and intentions come true?”

      “Let me order first.” Clare waved off their questions. Things hadn’t exactly gone her way in America, especially since she’d gotten fleeced. But she’d already thrown away her losses and swatted off all negative energy with a single “bad, bad, begone” incantation. Nothing would disturb her newfound good luck of running into Griffin Gallagher and his blessed Heart of Brigid.

      “Well, well?” Both Sorcha and Maeve bounced in their seats after Clare gave her order to the waitress who set the default pot of tea on the table.

      Aware of their impatience, Clare took her time pouring her tea. The aroma was strong and bold, and it prepped her mind for the announcement of her good news—make that awesome news.

      Two sets of eyes watched her expectantly, because after all, Clare was their inspiration and guru—the one who made things happen by believing in them.

      “Mmmm …” she hummed after taking a long, bittersweet sip and set down her mug. “I have an investor who’s going to fund an entire mini-series. It’s going to be a blast working with him.”

      “Is he hot?” Maeve asked. “I’d like for him to do a little investing with me.”

      “I want to know which actors you’ve lined up,” the more practical Sorcha demanded. “Can’t wait to meet them.”

      “Can you get parts for us, too?” Maeve added her petition. “Kissing parts, absolutely.”

      “We’d better get the costume-making contract.” Sorcha was being her bossy self again.

      “I want to kiss all the superheroes in the entire mini-series.” Maeve made a smooching sound. “Which series? Is it the fairies ate my boyfriend one?”

      Sorcha and Maeve were Clare’s first backers, and Clare felt like she was in a business meeting instead of having a late breakfast with her besties. They definitely had skin in Clare’s writing and movie business.

      Maeve was her editor, and Sorcha dealt with research and fact-checking. After the three of them left the orphanage at Bronagh Abbey where they grew up, they’d headed for Dublin. Clare worked as a barmaid in the Temple Bar District. Maeve became a librarian for the Old Library of Trinity College where the famous Book of Kells was kept. Sorcha, ever the academic, took college classes and worked part-time researching the archaeological finds at the National Museum of Ireland.

      Both of them had followed her journey in America through frequent updates and social media, although Clare had gotten cagey near the end when her main investor, a man she’d gotten too close to, had absconded with all the money she’d raised.

      Clare simply stirred cream into her tea and held the cup to her nose, inhaling to calm her nerves. She wasn’t exactly lying. Oh no, she wasn’t. But at the same time, she couldn’t disappoint them and let them know her entire trip to America was a failure.

      Scratch it. Failure was not in Clare’s vocabulary. She was a positive thinker, and whatever she believed hard enough would come true. It had always been this way, and she would not allow anyone to drag her down with negative energy.

      Yep, that was what had gone wrong—not that anything was wrong with the publicity she’d gotten with all the parties and social media interviews she’d given. She’d simply learned a lesson not to trust anyone who would raise money in her name and take off with her crowdfunding account.

      This time, she would approach it differently. After all, she had a fabled fairy heart in her possession.

      Slowly and with much flourish, she unlaced her vest and pushed aside the feathered cape which covered her shoulders. She flipped her hair back and slid a finger underneath the braided leather thong around her neck.

      “It’s going to be a brand-new series,” she said as she lifted the amulet from between her breasts. “Behold, the Heart of Brigid, also known as the Heart of Éireann.”

      The dull, crystalline rock lay in the palm of her hand, heavy with what felt like a pulse. It was warm from her body heat and seemed to glow under the pendant light hanging over their booth.

      “I’ve never seen anything like this,” Sorcha gasped, reaching out to touch the precious curiosity. “It’s not a real petrified heart, is it?”

      “Who knows?” Clare said. “It’s supposed to be cursed. The man who showed it to me says it always leads him to his true love. Except the poor guy is so forgetful, he wouldn’t know if he actually found her.”

      “Did he give this to you?” Sorcha asked, eyeing the amulet as if it would start beating and squirting blood at any moment.

      “I sort of filched it while he was out drunk,” Clare said. “But here’s the deal. He’s wealthy and out of his mind. Says he dies, but always wakes up the next morning with no memory. All I have to do is write a movie for him using this amulet. We hire an actress to be his fairy princess. He has this wondrous reunion with her, writes me a check, and forgets the next day.”

      “I can’t believe you robbed a man on the airplane,” Sorcha said. “He’ll come after you with the Garda, and you’ll be rotting in jail instead of making a movie.”

      Clare cupped the amulet in both hands. “The Heart of Brigid deserves its very own story. Do you two want in on this or not?”

      “Of course, we want in on it,” Maeve said, wiggling her shoulders. She flung her wispy blond hair. “Can I be the fairy princess?”

      It figured beautiful Maeve would automatically assume she would be the star of Clare’s new story.

      “Better not make me the warty, brainy sidekick.” Sorcha pushed her horn-rimmed glasses up her nose. “Superficial beauty is overrated these days.”

      “Blondes have more fun, just saying.” Maeve sniffed. “Besides, I’m the editor in this gig.”

      “I do all the research into the fake science Clare needs to make her stories work,” Sorcha argued. “Just because I wear glasses doesn’t mean I’m not sexy.”

      “Stop, stop, stop.” Clare set the amulet on the table between them. She leaned back as the waitress put her full breakfast plate in front of her. The aromas of the baked beans, bangers, and fried tomatoes mixed enticingly. She cut pieces of the food and spread them to her friends’ teacup plates. “His lover is Brigid, the triple goddess of the Tuatha Dé Danann. We can all be faces of Brigid.”

      “Wow, yes, what fun!” Maeve squealed. “What were the three things she’s goddess for?”

      “You mean you don’t know? Oh, I forgot, you’re only the mere editor,” Sorcha said, cracking her knuckles. “Brigid is the goddess of healing, poetry, and metal-working.”

      “I get healing.” Maeve raised her hand and pumped her fist.

      “Why?” Sorcha challenged. “It takes brains to be a doctor.”

      “Not if I’m a magical healer,” Maeve retorted. “All a man has to do is look at my face and he’ll be healed.”

      “Ugh, how can you stand yourself in the morning?” Sorcha twisted her lips and rolled her eyes. “Clare should be poetry, since she’s the writer. That leaves me with the metal-working, the badass part.”

      “Which one of us is he going to fall in love with?” Maeve wondered. “I bet I can heal his broken heart.”

      “Oh, sure, go for his heart. I’m going for his wallet,” Sorcha said, making karate-shaped hands and swatting them around.

      Clare’s gaze ping-ponged back and forth between her nutty friends as gales of giggles bubbled from her belly. They were too funny and always eager to try out her schemes.

      “If you’re going for his heart.” She pointed at Maeve, and then at Sorcha. “And you’re going for his wallet, I guess that leaves his schlong for me.”

      Sorcha almost choked on her tea, and Maeve slapped the seat of the booth, while Clare doubled over.

      After Clare regained her faculties, she cut a piece of fried blood sausage, her favorite part of coming home.

      Maybe her luck had finally changed. Sure, she was the positive thinking guru, and she’d preached that making affirmations of success and stating intentions, as well as believing they will come true, would bring good luck. Not that her friends believed her prattle, but hey, it was better than being a disbelieving grouch.

      Sorcha pointed at her with a fork. “Let me guess. Once you finish with his willy, this rich, but forgetful guy will submit to all your schemes and do whatever you say. Did I get that right?”

      Clare nodded with her nose in the air. “Absolutely. No problem at all. The movie is practically a done deal.”

      “Can you imagine if it’s the real heart of St. Brigid, or even a piece of it?” Maeve picked up the heart and examined it. She spoke too loud, and her voice drew the sharp attention of the waitress who swapped the teapot and two men in business suits who peeked out from behind their newspapers.

      “It could be a relic of the saint,” Clare said in a lowered voice. “But I think it’s the original Brigid—goddess and queen of the Fae—immortal, who chooses to walk the earth in the form of a mortal. Who knows? She could be among us.”

      Maeve rubbed the amulet as if for good luck. “Do you think we’ve met her?”

      “I wouldn’t be rubbing that thing if I were you,” Sorcha twisted her lips. “Who knows where it’s been?”

      “You dork.” Maeve kissed it. “It’s obvious, you’ll never get anyone’s heart, wealth, or flute.”

      I would get it all, Clare thought silently to herself. Because I think and therefore, I am Brigid.
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      Home for Griffin was his grandfather’s castle perched on a bluff in the northernmost peninsula of Ireland. It was remote and wild, timeless like the ancient mists when Ireland was ruled by chieftains and druids.

      Griffin didn’t breathe easily until his family butler opened the door of the Rolls Royce Silver Shadow limo he was riding in.

      The airplane ride had been annoying, especially seated next to that bubbleheaded woman who wore outlandish clothing, claimed to be a witch and a writer, and then capped off the flight by threatening to vomit over him.

      These days, lowlife like her were allowed in first class. Her leather-like vest had patches of superglue on it, and her bootheels were worn rounded. The carry-on bag she kicked under the seat in front of her was of cheap canvas and fake suede, and she didn’t even have the grace to barf quietly and discreetly.

      Who’d paid for her ticket? Or perhaps she’d gotten a free upgrade by flirting with one of the pilots.

      Too bad she was attractive underneath her gaudy makeup, feathers, and salad fixings. If he could pluck out her pinfeathers, pick the thorns from her hair, and throw the hazelnuts and vegetables down the garbage disposal, she could be worth getting naked with. Or, perish the thought, getting her pregnant with a cabbage patch baby?
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