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      The Sweet Versions of Two Irish Fantasy Novellas: QUEEN OF KINGS and TIMELESS VOYAGE.

      In Queen of Kings:

      As wild and beautiful as the land she rules

      All men lust for her, warriors and kings bow to her might and magic, but one champion comes forth to gift her with a white bull and true love… but can the handsome stranger best her skills and win her heart?

      In Timeless Voyage:

      Neither centuries that have come and gone nor the seas between us can keep us apart.

      As the Celtic pirate, Anwen, presses her hard iron dagger against the Roman's throat, memories of fated lovers, druids and sacrifice, stay her hand.

      Kaeso is captivated by dreams of the woman he loved in a previous life, the mirror image of Anwen. In this lifetime they are foes, Roman and Celt. Can Anwen and Kaeso steer their timeless voyage to a happy destiny or will they be robbed of love once more?
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      Off the coast of Ireland, 67 AD

      Biting down on the dagger in her mouth, ignoring the bitter, metallic taste, Anwen glared at the swan prow of the Roman ship her crew rowed toward.

      Delbaeth clutched a rowan firebrand at her side, veiling them in a cloud of dark, misty smoke, clogging her throat and stinging her eyes.

      Blinking, Anwen dug her fingers into a soft leather pouch hanging from her belt, pinched a smooth lead pellet, and loaded the leather sling. Her men stroked their paddles through the briny water until the curragh bumped the side of the merchant ship. A shudder shot through her as icy water splashed her feet.

      Delbaeth thrust the rowan torch into the Erinn Sea.

      Anwen drew in a deep breath, sighted a Roman, and took aim, twirling the leather sling over her head in a lingering cloud of misty smoke. The iron pellet embedded in the sailor's forehead, sending him backwards as he fell to his death.

      “Good shot, Captain.” Delbaeth threw his dagger at another Roman. It struck the screaming man just below his neck.

      Anwen’s heart lurched in her chest as she clambered onto the deck. A burly, bearded man rushed toward her. Grabbing the dagger from her mouth, she jabbed the blade into his belly and twisted it as he clutched her shoulders. He fell to the deck. The stench of blood mingled with the salty scent of sea mist. She let out a rush of air and leapt over his scarlet-stained corpse.

      Her neck grew hot from someone gazing hard at her, she wheeled around. Anwen spotted a shadowy figure and rushed toward him. With a flick of her wrist, she pressed her dagger against the man’s throat.

      The full moon glowed on her catch. His hair shone like spun sunlight streaming aside a stone-smooth face adorned with striking blue-green eyes, the color of the sea.

      The man gestured for her to release the blade so he could speak.

      Curious as to what he had to say, she slid the sharp dagger to his chest.

      He gazed straight into her eyes. “Assassin, I ask your name before you send me to the Elysian Fields.”

      She clutched the dagger tighter. “I am Anwen, a druid novice of Ynys Mon.”

      His full lips parted, and he let out a sharp laugh. “The old governor slew the druids of Ynys Mon. They are all dead.”

      “I survived.” She tilted her chin high.

      “Good fortune then.” He flashed a row of white teeth as he grinned. “And now you hold a cargo of wine and fish sauce.” The Roman’s smile vanished, and his eyes grew wide and moist. “Take it all. Just leave me my ship and crew. They are worth nothing to you.”

      “I think not.” She took a deep breath. “Your voyage ends here.” Clutching the blade hard, she flicked her wrist to stab him, but her arm hung heavy. Startled and shocked, she swallowed hard as she stared at him. Jerking her head toward her crew, she yelled, “Breccan, Casnar, Torna, tie up the prisoner.”

      “What say you?” Starn the Stout balked at her order.

      Her captive’s extraordinary eyes, fathomless as the sea, drew her to him. How could a Roman be so handsome?

      Thoughts swam in her head. I do not know him. Even if I did, he’s a Roman. I have to hate him.

      Laig the Dark-headed scowled. “We leave no survivors, save for the Roman slaves we set free.”

      Wheeling toward Casnar the Valiant, she shouted, “I am in command here. Keep this one. He’s my hostage.” Her voice vibrated with anger for the weakness she displayed. She’d killed Romans before, many times. Why couldn’t she slay him?

      “How can we collect a ransom without bringing attention to ourselves?” Delbaeth asked. “Captain, you swore this would be our last raid.”

      Her gaze clung to the Roman’s clear, vibrant eyes. She felt like rising steam, light, floating high in the air.

      Turning away from him, she met the accusing and bewildered stares of her crew. “I meant slave, not hostage. Someone will pay a lot for this Roman. Is he not worthy of our last raid?” She turned away, ashamed of her contrived excuse.

      “We free slaves.” Fingen folded his arms across his barrel chest.

      Anwen shook her head. “We free those enslaved to Rome but Romans can be held as slaves by Celts.”

      When all they gaped at her, she knew how crazy she sounded. Still, she couldn’t kill the Roman. “I gave an order, get to it.” She commanded, “Man the oars. Back to shore. Torna and Laig, follow with the curragh.”

      Standing at the helm as her crew rowed forward, she rested her gaze on the waves lapping at the boat. In torchlight, she could make out the colors of the sea, dark to light shades of blues and greens, the hue of the Roman’s eyes. On the Erinn coast, the ship docked beside the foreign vessels she’d captured long before, in previous raids.

      Riona waited on the shore, six roan braids adorned with gold balls on the ends whipping about her face in the cool night breeze. She had saved Anwen from the massacre of Ynys Mon, when the Romans raided the learning center in Britannia and burned the druids alive in the oaken groves.

      Riona stared, eyes wide, as two pirates dropped the Roman into her wagon. “Trussed up and hauled about like a stag tethered to a stick.” Her brows arched. “Anwen, who is this?”

      “I am Titus Rufius Kaeso, a merchant of Rome.” The captive tilted his muscular shoulders back and lifted his firm chin.

      Torna the Mystic cupped his chin. “He is her slave.”

      Riona rubbed her lips together as she peered at Anwen. “Did one of the Romans strike you on the head?”

      “Not on the head, but the god the Romans call Cupid might have struck her with that magic arrow they speak of,” Fingen the Fair quipped.

      Thoughts swirled in Anwen’s mind. How can he fathom that? Do they all know? She turned her head toward Riona. “Don't bother making a place in your wagon for me, I will walk to the rath.”

      “Good.” Riona folded her arms across her chest. “You need some fresh air.”

      The crew's chuckles burned Anwen’s cheeks. She’d had a lack of attraction to men since she’d been attacked at Ynys Mon by the soldiers, who had left her for dead. Rage pulsed through her body even now. Every pore of her being screamed as she recalled hiding in a bog and breathing through a reed for days, until she sensed the legionnaires had left. When she climbed out of the peat bog, covered in slime, she spotted Riona. The druidess helped her into an ox hide coracle, which they rowed to Erinn. The druids of Teamhair offered sanctuary. There Anwen waged her own war, capturing Roman trade ships, slaughtering the crews, and freeing the slaves—until tonight.

      After the legionnaires had raped her, she thought she would never desire a man the way other women did. What had changed? An image suddenly pierced her mind. All about her, in the dark, scattered around a fire, couples embraced and entwined, rocking to and fro in the rhythm of love. Her mind burned with the images and sounds of Beltane Eve. Bare women leaped gracefully around the bonfire, as nude men with hard-muscled bodies danced with them.

      In this daydream, by the light of the flames, she peeled off a loose tunic dress and stood nude before her Beltane lover. He stood in all his glory adorned only with a brazen gold neck ring. Tall, with broad shoulders, his chest rippled with muscles, tapering to a perfect abdomen.  His eyes smoldered, flashing with a fire that entranced her. Though he could have had any woman, he wanted her, and she wanted him.

      Save for thick red hair, spiking like a badger’s bristles, her Beltane lover looked exactly like the Roman. She felt hot, flushed, as she recalled his arms encircling her as he crushed her against his broad chest. While holding her, he buried his face against her neck and kissed the pulsating hollow at the base of her throat. Her body tingled as she recalled the sultry heat of his lips searing a path up to her mouth and hungrily covering it. The kiss created a shock wave through her entire body. He lowered her to the fertile earth. The fire of their passion seemed to swallow them whole. Her heart pounded as she recalled this had been more than coupling around the towering Beltane blaze for fertility rites—she loved him. They burned for each other, entwined as one. As memories flooded her mind, she felt hot, her breath quickened.

      She recalled that he’d gazed in her eyes and said, “We shall wed at Lughnasa.”

      As joy filled her, she remembered answering him excitedly, “Yes, we shall marry at the Lughnasa feast.”

      Her body jerked, startled. She shook her mind free of the strange musings. How could she have loved this Roman, Kaeso, in a previous life?

      Another thought pierced her mind. This has to be the work of that trickster sea god, Mannon. Anwen met the druidess’ gaze. “I’m going to the sacred grove on the hill instead.”

      “To pray to the gods?” Riona’s eyes grew wide and sad. She cupped her chin. “Now?”

      “Yes, I need perform a ritual to Mannon Mac Lir.” Anwen stomped off toward the narrow path and up the green hill. “The sea god and I need to talk.”
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      After stopping along the dirt path to gather two generous handfuls of lush, green grass, she entered the copse of ancient oaks. Clutching a bundle of grass in each hand, she faced the oldest gnarled oak. Ancient wisdom vibrated from the tree, energizing her. Like branches reaching for the sky, she stretched her arms high.

      She shook her fists full of green grass, chanting, “I invoke your name, Mannon, Mannon, Mannon Mac Lir. I summon you to me. Mighty magician, son of the sea, Mannon appear.” Anwen leaped to the rhythm of her chant. Clicking heel to shin, she danced in a circle before the oak, shaking the blades of grass. “Mannon Mac Lir, heed my call, take your offering.” Dancing feverishly, she twirled around as the wind lifted her hair. “Mannon Mac Lir, as I give to you, give to me.” She opened up her fist and laughed in rapt happiness, spinning faster and faster as the wind tossed the green blades high in the air and blew them out to sea for the god. “Bless you for accepting my meager offering, Son of the Sea.” Anwen chanted, “Mighty magician, you brought a man to me.”

      The howling wind, the god’s voice whistled the words, “You mortals think we do all for you.”

      “Do you say you did not bring him?” Her skin prickled as a chill coursed through her.

      “You summoned him. By craving a past lover, you called him forth to be born again.”

      “What?” Dizziness overcame her. “No.” She shut her eyes and tried to still her spinning thoughts. “I could not have loved the Roman in another life.”

      “Why do you keep calling him Roman?”

      Her eyes flew open. “He is.”

      The wind whispered, “He is Roman in this life only.”

      She rubbed her forehead. “It cannot be.”

      “Yet, it is so.”

      A chill ran up her spine as the eerie, breathy wind continued to speak for the god.

      “Though neither of you knew it, the real reason he traveled across the dangerous sea was to find you. And you, Anwen, began raiding Roman ships for the chance to meet him.”

      “No.” Anwen didn’t like the shakiness in her voice, but this revelation shook her to the core.

      “Yes. You sought him out and here he is. Be happy.”

      The wind stilled. An overpowering hush filled the air. The god had accepted her offering, shared his wisdom and had now departed.

      “In another time, the Roman and I swore to be together again, in a new life.” Anwen hung her head. “This life.”
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      Focusing on the shadowy shapes surrounding him, Kaeso’s eyes adjusted to the dark. He found himself in a dreary southerrain, as they called it, after two pirates shoved him down a ladder. Then after yanking up the rickety ladder, they’d shut the hatch.

      “By Mars. A female pirate from Ynys Mon,” he said to himself. Flame red hair, eyes of emerald shards, and a face as fair as Venus’, filled his mind. His thoughts turned to her breasts jutting beneath that drab, mannish tunic and her ample hips and plush rear straining against her unbecoming braies.

      He pounded his fist on the table in front of him. If he hadn’t gawked, moon mad at her, captured her gaze, he could have slain both those men and escaped. Kicking over the table, it crashed to the floor with a bang. His foot throbbed with pain. He failed the crew of his merchant ship. Now he was but a plump pig on the priest’s sacrificial block.

      Think, think! The captain and her men were arguing. I can use that, along with her attraction to me, to my advantage. She did seem to like me. Oh, I cannot think of that now. Those are the type of thoughts that got me here.

      The windowless chamber reeked of a musky odor, yet he could smell the aromatic scent of fresh baked bread from above. So, I’m below the hearth. Well, if I do escape, I know where the hatch
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