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To a passionate man…all women are goddesses.

In days of old, deep in the dark woods, Druidess Seren discovers a wolf shape shifting into the bare, muscular Celtic God, Gwydion. Seren's mind turns from the Samhain feast to wicked thoughts of feasting on the delights of Gwydion's yummy body. Will this new found love last beyond a Samhain tryst or will a warning of danger from beyond the grave destroy the sensual magic brewing between the wolf and the druidess?


 

​Chapter One

 

Gwydion gazed at the golden apple dangling from the leafy tree as he commented aloud, “Like Seren’s hair, dazzling in the sunlight.” The image of her long, red-amber mane burned in his mind. He plucked the apple and tossed it in his hand while heading toward the salmon pond, yearning to steal another glimpse of her.

He plopped down on a moss-covered boulder along the verdant bank as a silver salmon jumped into the air. Gwydion jerked away from the huge splash as the wise fish landed back in the water. A spicy apple scent danced in the air as he dug his teeth into the nectarous fruit. He ran his tongue across his lip catching the juice that dribbled from it.

Sunlight shimmered on the clear surface as he peered into the pond. “I beckon, lucid pool, reveal the lady I desire. Vision of beauty, appear before my eyes.”

The rippling water stilled and Seren’s image broke through. Rounded over even teeth, her full, curved lips captured his gaze. He craved a sip of the moist sweetness of her mouth, longing to press his lips to hers. His heart raced as his erection stirred, grew hard, stretched tight. He imagined Seren’s lips would taste as sweet as the juicy apple that filled his mouth. As he devoured the ripe fruit, his gaze clung to the curves of her body. He envisioned her unclad, bare, round breasts, a seductive belly button in the center of her taut waist, and a patch of tiny red curls between her creamy thighs.

He peered at her shimmering eyes and her silky lashes that dusted the upper curve of her cheekbones. His gaze shifted to her white, gold-speckled robe as she reached up with both hands and pulled the hood over her head. Walking with the chief of the Ordovices among the herd of pigs, she pointed out those to slaughter. She spread her arms, draped by the flowing sleeves of her druid robe, and he could tell she was reciting a sacred chant.

While Gwydion watched, he heard the footfalls of someone approaching him and he turned away from the pond to glance at the woman now standing above him. Tall, with a luminous complexion, and thick black hair draping from her shoulders to her hips, like a mantle. She parted her full lips, stained with lush elderberry juice.

“Happy Samhain, Gwydion.” She had a wicked gleam in her eyes. “Do you plan on seeing someone special this feast day?”

“Happy New Year to you as well, Arianrhod, and no, I am just going to earth to drink and dance with the mortals for some harmless fun.”

Strolling to the edge of the pool, she glanced at Seren’s reflection. “She’s pretty.”

“She is, isn’t she?" Gwydion didn’t care what Arianrhod thought. It was not her business who he saw or where he went. They were both gods, equal in power. He didn't care who she spent Samhain with.

“A druidess surrounded by swine.” Arianrhod peered into the pond. “She’s performing a slaughter ritual.” The goddess pressed her finger against her cheekbone. “You know who she is summoning, the pig you and your brother conceived.”

“Hydchdwy is no longer a hog. Math transformed him to human form. He’s a great champion at the god’s fortress.” Gwydion tossed the apple core to the ground. “Only you, Arianrhod, would remind me of that horrid year I lived under Math’s curse.”

“Well, what is family for?” she quipped, then glared daggers into the pool at Seren’s image. “Still, she seems beneath you.”

“Does she?” Gwydion let out a soft chuckle. “I’d like to have her stretched out beneath me, on my pallet,” he said under his breath.

Arianrhod whipped her long black hair across her back and glided away from him, back toward the huge fortress with golden doors, four turrets, and six thousand warriors guarding the walls. Gwydion shifted his gaze back to the pond and Seren.

 

* * * * *

 

The big man clad in a plaid cloak, draped over a green tunic and checkered braies, tugged on the belt at his waist, then he turned his neck, banded by a gleaming gold torque, to the druidess at his side. “We will keep the two breeding sows and do our best to get them through winter, which will soon be upon us.”

Seren nodded to Neithon, chief of the Ordovices, then circled the herd of grunting pigs with their dark-pink ears and musky, rose-colored snouts. She chanted, “I invoke one of three, a triad son, sprung from Gilfaethwy the wicked. Hydchdwy the tall, noble swine, great champion of Math, grant the life of these beasts to me and mine for winter meat to feed our tribe. Blessed pigs, we give thanks for your sacrifice.” Seren bowed to the squealing herd and left Chief Neithon and the nine warriors of Samhain to their work, while she checked on other aspects of the festival.

 

* * * * *

 

Seren strolled through the bustling village to the round feasting hall. She nodded to a woman with long brown hair, garbed in a bright plaid tunic over a solid red skirt.

“Greetings, Nyfain.” After flashing a smile at the chief’s wife, she grabbed a rosy apple from a wicker basket full of fruit and dug her teeth into it. “So sweet.” Then, she reached into a basket full of oblong, yellowish, purple-capped turnips and pulled one out to examine it closer. “Plump.” Seren continued inspecting the food for the feast. “Bless the goddess, this is the best harvest.”

Nyfain nodded. “The land was good to us.”

Seren found all the food so ripe and tempting, she had to leave before she began to feast now, rather than wait for tonight.

She walked with a spring in her step, for Samhain had always been her favorite fire festival. Coming to a sudden stop, she pressed her hand against her forehead. Her mind spun with memories of all the good times she’d had at the feasts with her mother. At their last Samhain together, her mother’s face beamed as she’d led the tribe in a dance around the roaring bonfire.

But seeing her mother again tonight, to feast together and celebrate this day without time, remained the best thing about this Samhain. Seren lifted her chin, excited for this eve, when the spirits of the dead walked the earth.

As she strolled back through the village toward the hill, Seren glanced at the wood frames hung with pigs’ hides to cure and dry. The nine maidens of Samhain worked hard, salting the meat and storing it away to see the tribe through the dark of winter.

Seren made her way up the hill and waited at the top for the warriors of Samhain, who each carried a bundle of one of the nine sacred woods.

Gwdderig, a lean, towering man with a red moustache and long hair, came forward. “Hail, willow of the streams.”

Seren took the willow logs and laid them on the ground as the first wood for the bonfire.

The warrior, Cynfarch came forward, cradling a pile of firewood against his blue, green, and red plaid tunic. His hair was nearly white, bleached from limewash, and as thick and bristly as a badger’s pelt.

Seren greeted the logs. “Welcome, hazel of the rocks.” She took the wood from him and piled it on top of the rest.

Seren welcomed the other men and the firewood they carried in turn, saying, “Welcome alder of the marshes, birch of the waterfalls, greetings rowan of the shade, yew of fortitude, elm of the hill, oak of the sun, and sweet fir.” Then, she added each pile of the nine sacred woods to the fire.

After the nine warriors made many a trek up the hill, an unlit bonfire towered before Seren. Chief Neithon handed her a firebrand to light it. The bard of the tribe came forward with harp in hand and strummed a lilting tune as the fire roared in a bright blaze.

Seren raised her hands high, twirling and chanting. “Fire sparks, veil parts, ancestors come near, feast, dance, sing with us here. Great powers abound. Circle comes round. All hail Samhain.”

The roar of the blaze, the cheering crowd, and the magic of Samhain rushed through her like an inferno. Seren slipped off her white, gold-speckled robe, which had been woven by her mother and were the last gift from her before she died. Seren longed to see her once more. She tossed the garment to one of the women to hold for her.

One of the nine maidens, Elund, beat the goatskin drum in a savage rhythm. Seren’s skin felt as hot as the fire as she moved in a swaying motion. Needing to bare her body for the gods she danced to, she untied her hemp belt and her plaid skirt dropped to the dirt. Then, she yanked her red tunic off and threw it down. The haunting twitter of the pipes and the ethereal tone of the harp joined the bodhran in the jubilant song of Samhain.

The nine warriors peeled off their clothes, leaving them nude, except for the swirls of blue woad tattoos embellishing their toned bodies and the gold torques banding their necks. The men’s bare bodies, rippling with muscles, shook as they danced around the hot fire, chanting, “Willow of the streams, hazel of the rocks, alder of the marshes, birch of the waterfalls, greetings rowan of the shade, yew of fortitude, elm of the hill, oak of the sun, and sweet fir.”

“Bright blessings upon you nine sacred trees for your sacrifice,” Seren sang with the warriors as she watched their long, limestone-bleached hair sway as they danced.

After admiring their chiseled chests, her gaze drifted to the bulging arousals bobbing between their sturdy, trunk-like legs. Seren ogled Gwydderig’s thick, hard shaft, then her gaze darted to the bounty hung between Cynfarch's muscular thighs, impressive by both girth and length. A surge of heat shot through her as she peered at Hywell’s rigid, veined cock. Seren’s most sensitive spot blazed with need as her skin grew hot from the raging bonfire. The wet warmth she felt between her legs confirmed all the warriors impressed her. She had to decide which one would stand in for the god for the mating ritual. She had to think
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