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Praise for A Piece of My Heart
Kemberlee Shortland is a pro at depicting numerous romantic moments in a stimulating, unique way that never gets boring or repetitive and evolves to a crescendo experience. The good guy/bad guy scenario unfolds in a credible manner that in turn creates a full-force reaction where one finds Flann a totally despicable character and roots for his demise, while eagerly anticipating how Mick and Kate will recover their obviously lost but not forgotten love! Ms. Shortland's style has definitely matured over the last few years, and A Piece of My Heart is terrific romantic/suspense fiction to savor and share with family and friends.
~ Viviane Crystal, Crystal Reviews, 5 stars
~ * ~
Kemberlee Shortland creates a stunning read that touches upon the heartstrings. The storytelling is at its best. The descriptions are marvelously crafted and the characters absolutely lifelike. With emotions turning faster than a roller coaster, she allows the reader to visualize parts of Ireland with romance and a bit of suspense along the way.
~ Cherokee, Coffee Time Romance, 5 cups
~ * ~
Kemberlee Shortland has written a heartwarming story that will long remain in my mind. Recommended!
~ Detra Fitch, Huntress Reviews, 5 stars
~ * ~
Kemberlee Shortland’s thorough character development and the world-rocking love scenes make A Piece of My Heart captivating, but most of all it is the long-suffering love that hides but abides, cries but never dies that makes this beautiful tapestry of a tale memorable.
~ Camellia, Long and Short of It Reviews, 4.5 books
~ * ~
This compelling foray into the hearts and minds of a young couple thrown into an unusual situation is an exciting, well-paced romantic read.
~ Donna M. Brown, RT Reviews, 4 stars
~ * ~
Dedication
With all my love to Peter, my own Irishman
CONSTANT CRAVING
by Kemberlee Shortland
Fairhill Farm, Connemara in the west of Ireland
“Mick, we need to talk.”
Those were definitely not the words he wanted to hear first thing through the door. He’d put in a full day on the farm, which included working on the new extension on the house and the fire-damaged barn. He was hungry, tired, and smelled worse than well-aged slurry on a hot day. The last thing he needed was to hear Kate needed to talk to him. By the tone of her voice, it wasn’t going to be a good talk.
“Can’t it wait, love? I’m only just in the door.”
“This is important.”
He made the mistake of meeting her emerald gaze. The look on her face pleaded with him to relent. He was already struggling to stay on his feet and her persistence pecked away at any energy he had left. Sheer will alone kept him upright—and the beckoning of a hot shower. It was like one of the Seven Deadly Sins he couldn’t deny. His knees almost gave out at the anticipation of the hot water sluicing over his body.
“At least let me shower first. It’ll wake me up and you’ll have my undivided attention. All right?”
Her shoulders slumped. She looked tired too. He wanted to gather her in his arms and stroke her hair while soothing away what had upset her. But his exhausted body cried out for soothing of its own. He wanted a shower so desperately he could almost feel it.
“I won’t be long, then I’m all yours.” He started up the stairs.
“Mick,” she called after him, but he took the stairs by twos to make a quick escape. It was an effort that nearly floored him when he gained the top step. Supporting himself with a hand on either wall, he made his way into the bathroom and shut the door behind him.
* * * *
How could he do this to her again? This was the second time this week he’d dodged her.
Kate watched him disappear up the stairs. Within seconds she heard the shower switch on. Two thuds signaled his boots were off and a groan meant he was nude and in the shower.
She would have liked nothing better than to race up the stairs after him to soap him down, but the crying coming from the kitchen reminded her the days of sharing a shower with her husband were over. The sound of his boots hitting the floor must have awakened the twins.
The familiar pain of sadness twisted inside her. She couldn’t cry now. Her babies needed her. She tried to push her feelings aside and went back to the kitchen.
Her kitchen. Her domain.
Her prison.
The entire house was her life now. She rarely stepped out of it unless the pounding of hammers and whining of electric saws drove her away. Even then, she only went as far as Conneelly Farm to see her mother.
Her lips twisted in a derisive grin. Visits to her mother had originally been to get away from construction noise. Her mother seemed to suspect something else was wrong, but Kate didn’t want to air her dirty laundry, and not to her mother—she didn’t care how close they were—yet she certainly wasn’t going to refuse a few hours of child-minding so she could get a bit of sleep in her old room. If it weren’t for this little bit of rest at home she was sure she would have gone insane by now.
Home.
Fairhill Farm was her home now, she reminded herself, not Conneelly Farm. But since the twins were born she felt anything but at home. She cooked, cleaned, looked after the babies. It was no different from caring for Mary and Donal during their illnesses while Mick was living in Dublin. Only this time, the infants were hers and this was her home now, not her late in-laws.
The continued crying meant the babies were hungry again. With great effort, she hefted a child onto each hip and carried them upstairs to their shared room.
Mick’s old bedroom had been quickly converted to a nursery while she was still in hospital. Every time she walked into the room she expected to see his familiar childhood clutter. Nowadays the sight of twin cots, a changing table, and a cabinet greeted her. Dancing bears on the walls, a chest of toys, and Mary’s old rocker. Nothing in this room reminded her of the boy she fell in love with so very long ago, and the man she still loved so deeply it hurt.
She placed the now quiet Liam Donal in his cot, then made herself comfortable in the rocker. She settled Mary Deirdre in one arm, unbuttoned her blouse, and placed the baby to her bared breast. The baby found her nipple instantly and began to suckle. The gentle tug gave her another reminder of what she’d been missing these last few months.
A single tear rolled down her cheek and landed on the baby’s forehead. She smoothed it away with her thumb, gazing at her daughter’s perfect form.
She and Mick made these babies. They looked the same in every way but their gender. And they looked just like their father. Both had Mick’s unruly dark hair, full pink lips, and thick dark brows. There was nothing in her children hinting she was their mother. Even their names, both named for hers and Mick’s parents, gave no clue to her being their mother. It only intensified her sadness.
When the babies were fed, changed, and in their cots, Kate went searching for her husband. She’s heard him shut off the shower a while ago, so she knew he wasn’t still in the bathroom, and he hadn’t passed the nursery on the way downstairs. That meant he was still in their bedroom.
They were going to sort this out once and for all.
Hope welled inside her and a smile tipped the corners of her mouth knowing he was freshly showered and possibly naked and waiting for her in bed.
“To hell with supper,” she said aloud. She went into the connecting bathroom, ignoring the mess he’d left behind, and checked her appearance in the mirror. She pinched some color into her cheeks before creeping into their bedroom. She eased the door open.
She let her gaze linger on her husband’s perfect body on the bed—his perfect sleeping body. He looked like he’d been sitting on the edge of the bed while he tried to dress when he fell back onto the covers. A pair of Y-fronts were still in his hand. His head tilted to one side and he snored softly.
Hope died another pitiful death and tears welled in her eyes once more as she crossed the room.
“Mick,” she whispered. What was she trying to do, not wake him? “Mick,” she said louder, shaking him. “Get into bed.”
He pushed himself into a sitting position and looked up at her. “Sorry, love. I must have fallen asleep.”
She crossed her arms, staring down at him. “You think?” He was obviously exhausted, so she walked to his side of the bed and pulled back the covers. “Get in. I’ll bring supper up to you.”
“You don’t have to do that.”
“Aye, I do. You’ll end up on your head if you try to walk down the stairs in your condition.”
“I don’t deserve a woman like you.”
“No. You don’t.“ She turned on her heel and strode through the door without looking back.
* * * *
“Mick still pushing you out?” asked her mother as Kate pushed through the door with Liam Donal on her hip. “I’ll bet you’ll be glad when that extension is finally done.”
“Aye. Seems there’s always some kind of noise all day long. So much for the quiet country life.”
Her mother carried Mary Deirdre into the kitchen and sat her beside her brother in one of the high chairs she kept for their visits. Kate fell into a chair herself while her mother clicked on the kettle, gathered everything she needed for tea, and set it on the table.
“Have you spoken with Mick yet?”
“He put me off again.”
Her mother sat across from her once she filled the teapot. “You’ve got to get him right in the door.”
“I did. He went upstairs before I could stop him. He promised we’d talk after his shower. Then I found him asleep on the bed.” She added the sugar and milk to the tea her mother poured for her and took a sip. “I don’t know what I’m going to do.”
Her mother served her a slice of apple tart, adding a drop of freshly whipped cream to the top, and slid it over to her. “Are you ready to tell me what’s happening between you two?”
Her cheeks warmed. How could she tell her mother the problem with her marriage was that there had been no intimacy between her and Mick in months?
“I seem to remember having a conversation with you about men and sex this time last year,” she was reminded.
“Mam!”
“Don’t ‘Mam’ me. If you and Mick are having problems, you can talk to me. I’ve been married more years than I care to admit. Your generation didn’t invent sex, you know.”
“I know. It’s just . . . personal.” Her pulse raced. She knew she’d end up telling her mother everything and it embarrassed her to no end—forget the fact she and Mick had obviously slept together at least once. The proof was there beside her in the form of their children.
“Well?” Deirdre pressed.
She took a deep breath. “It’s not just the . . . sex. I was so happy before the babies were born. I am happy. I love them. But since we brought them home, it hasn’t been the same. I never go anywhere or do anything anymore. My life revolves around the babies, around the house. Mick is never home, and even when he is, he’s not. We never talk anymore, we never . . .” She couldn’t say it. Sex sounded too crude—making love too personal.
“Have you talked to anyone about this?”
She shook her head. “Just you . . . now.”
“I mean a professional. You could be a little depressed, pet.”
Kate chuckled lightly. “I’m not depressed, Mam.” She looked into her mother’s soft eyes. “I’m lonely.” The admission nearly stole her breath.
Her mother reached across the table and clasped her hand, squeezing gently. “There were times when I thought your father and I would never talk again. He was always somewhere on the farm and never in the house except for meals, and even then he was miles away.”
“That’s how it is with us, only I’m not sure I’m as strong as you.”
“You are, and then some. Don’t give up.”
She sighed, gazing at her children, then asked, “Why do you think after carrying the two of them for nine months they don’t look anything like me? Nine months. You’d think some of me would be in them.”
Deirdre laughed. “Love, you must be more tired than you look. Both of those babies have your eyes. And I can already see your auburn highlights in their hair. It’s my guess that Mary Deirdre grows to be the image of her mother. Beautiful in every way.”
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