
  
    [image: Samhain Goddess]
  


  
    
      Samhain Goddess

      
        Daughter of Winter

        Book 5

      

    

    
      
        Skye MacKinnon

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Peryton Press]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Samhain Goddess © Copyright 2018 Skye MacKinnon

      All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher.

      This is a work of fiction. Names, places, characters and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to any actual persons, living or dead, organisations, events or locales is entirely coincidental.

      

      Cover by Peryton Covers.

      Published by Peryton Press.

      skyemackinnon.com

      perytonpress.com

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Blurb

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Ghosts, Gods and frilly dresses...

      

      

      
        
        Wyn may be a Goddess, but even she is a little confused by the rumours of ghosts in her palace.

      

        

      
        It gets even stranger when one of them appears in her bedroom, begging for forgiveness. For wha? Wyn has no idea.

      

        

      
        Can she solve the ghost crisis before it ruins the Samhain celebrations? And will she find a moment to spend time with her four yummy Guardians?
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      They're waiting for me to take off my clothes. Pity, they're going to have to wait a while longer.

      "You look beautiful, Wyn," Crispin says with a wide smile. "The orange really suits you."

      I grimace. "It makes me look like a pumpkin," I reply. "An oversized, frilly pumpkin."

      Frost laughs. "A cute pumpkin though. Never seen a pumpkin this cute."

      "Could we stop talking aboot pumpkins? It's making me hungry," Arc complains in his broad Scottish accent. He's sprawled out on the bed, his kilt has shifted upwards and I can almost see underneath it. Almost. It's very tempting to take a closer look.

      "Well, it's at least another hour until we can eat," I tell him, frowning at myself in the mirror. This dress is an abomination. I'm not going to wear it to the ball, no way in hell. This may be the end of my already frayed relationship with the head seamstress, but this isn't a costume party. I'm not supposed to look like a vegetable.

      "Maybe you should take it off," Frost suggests with a wolfish grin. "We could even help you."

      I sigh in exasperation. "I appreciate it, but we really need to get going. They're waiting for me."

      "You're the Queen. Keep them waiting," Storm says lazily, leaning against the wall, his formal uniform hugging his perfect body. Oh, how I wish I could take it off him. I'm rather hormonal tonight. Maybe it's because I really hate balls, or because this is the first important one I'm hosting as the Queen. Before, it was always my mother who organised these things, but now that she's gone, it's my task to do so. The people expect this Samhain to be just like the last, even though they have a new Queen. For the past few months, the Realm has been in mourning, but now, people are desperate for some entertainment. I didn't have a choice but let this ball happen. Worst of all, they expect me to not only attend, but also to dance in front of everyone. Dancing is just as bad as wearing dresses. Even though my body seems to know how to do it, I still feel like an elephant amongst prancing horses.

      A short knock on the door is all the warning I get before Tamara bursts into the room. She's the only person in the entire Realm - except for my Guardians, of course - who's allowed to do that. Officially, she's the Head of the Household, but in reality, she's our spy mistress as well as my friend.

      "Everyone's waiting!" she huffs, out of breath. "But what in the Realms are you wearing?"

      She's ogling me as if I'm dressed in rags. Which comes fairly close to the truth.

      "Well, we can't have that. Let me give you something better."

      I sigh in relief. Tamara is an angel in the disguise of an old woman. She shuffles over to my wardrobe and looks inside.

      "No... no... no... this might work."

      She pulls out two dresses, then, to my great excitement, rips one of them into two pieces. Even though I'm the Queen, I'm far too scared of our seamstress to do something like that myself. That woman is a beast who likes to prick me with needles. She would do well as a torturer, but I don’t have need of one. Yes, there are dungeons in the Palace, but we treat our prisoners well.

      Tamara takes the black sash from the ruined dress and wraps it around the waist of the other one. She uses a bit of magic to merge the two dresses. One day, I need to learn how to do such magic. I'm a Goddess; I'm sure I can somehow figure it out. I still don't have a clue about how extensive my powers are now. I was born as a demigoddess and I never knew I was going to change into something more powerful. When it happened, it was a bit of a shock, but I've got more or less used to it by now. Teleporting is kind of handy, and as everyone's scared of me, things get done rather quickly. Okay, maybe not scared. I guess it's a very healthy respect.

      "There you go," Tamara says with a smile and hands me the new dress. It looks a lot simpler than the weird pumpkin gown I'm currently wearing. Thank the Gods. I couldn't deal with any more frills today.

      She helps me change while the guys watch me without an ounce of shame. Guess they've seen me naked often enough already. It's almost a year now since we first met, since they helped me control my magic and led me to this Realm. Does that mean we should celebrate our anniversary? No, that seems a bit strange. I don't even know if people here do that kind of thing. Most Guardians don't have one permanent relationship; they change partners rather often or are with several at the same time. When you're immortal, life can get boring very quickly.

      "Much better," Tamara grins and makes me turn around, presenting my altered dress from all sides.

      "I liked the pumpkin look," Crispin complains and I shoot him an evil glare.

      "You can wear it, if you want," I tell him sharply and he holds up his hands in mock horror.

      "I'm not a dress person," he mutters, making me smile. One day, I need to force him to wear a dress. All of my guys. Now that would be a funny sight. Of course, Arc always wears skirts, although he'd kill me if he knew I was calling his kilt a skirt in my mind. He's very proud of his Scottish identity, and kilts are a major part of that.

      "I think we've wasted enough time. Everyone's waiting. Shall we go?"

      Tamara takes my hand and leads me out of the room before I can even protest. She's the least respectful person I know, and that's why I love her. With her around, I'll never become an arrogant, self-absorbed Queen.
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        * * *

      

      The ball is as bright and garish as my pumpkin dress. The Great Hall is dressed in autumn colours, the reds and yellows far too extreme for my taste. It looks like a child threw paint at the walls without caring about the results. Next time, I might take more of an interest in the ball preparations, so I can avoid a sight like this.

      At the dais, a host of important guests are already assembled. All of them are Gods and Goddesses from other Realms, including Dewi, the Goddess of Autumn. She waves at me, happily ignoring court protocol. She's not always an easy person to be around, but she's refreshingly normal. Just like me, she used to be a demigoddess and grew up on Earth, except that she lived among dragon shifters while I was adopted by a human family. I look around the hall for my adoptive father. He's not there. I sigh inwardly. He's become a bit of a hermit, spending all day in the Palace Library. My mother's death has changed him, has changed all of us. I might see if I can persuade him to join us later. If I have to endure the torture of the Samhain ball, then he has to, too.

      A herald standing by the main doors blows his trumpet, then shouts, "Please stand for Queen Wynter of the Winter Realm, Goddess of Winter, Slayer of the Morrigan and her demon army, Bringer of Peace, our benevolent and beloved Queen!"

      Everyone in the hall rises, staring at me. Oh, how I hate this kind of thing.

      I walk through the hall as fast as possible, followed by my Guardians. Tamara has disappeared somewhere along the way; she doesn’t like being in the limelight. Just like me, except that I can’t escape it.

      There are cheers and claps, but I ignore them, a smile plastered on my face, hopefully looking slightly natural. I should at least pretend that I’m enjoying my own party.

      I reach the dais in record time and sink onto my throne with a sigh of relief. It’s no longer the icicle throne my mother used, but a more comfortable, soft version that I had made for me. As much as I admire my late mother, I’m not her and I’m working hard on letting people know that I’m my own person. I grew up among humans and that’s influenced the way I think. Slowly, I’m trying to loosen some of the old-fashioned traditions that have been part of court routine for centuries, or longer even. There’s resistance, of course, but I can handle that.

      My men take a seat below the dais, with some of the other officers. I wish they’d sit up here with me, but today, I have to be surrounded by other Gods and Goddesses. Luckily, only the nice ones are sitting here with me, the others are further away. I must thank Tamara later for organising the seating order. Looking at what other Gods have turned up, I’m very lucky sitting between Dewi and Thor. The God of Thunder is busy talking to his brother, so I turn to Dewi.

      “You look lovely,” she says with a laugh. The Autumn Goddess is wearing a snug dress that reminds me of leaves sewn together. Not everyone could pull that off, but Dewi certainly can. She could wear a woollen blanket and still look stunning.

      “I trust you had a pleasant journey?” I ask and she snickers.

      “Are you trying to do small talk with me?”

      I shrug. “Worth a try. I’m still working on the whole diplomacy thing.”

      “Keep it for the other Gods,” she suggests. “You know I don’t care for small talk. Besides, we have more important things to discuss.”

      Her smile wavers and it suddenly seems forced.

      “What’s wrong?” I ask, lowering my voice.

      She locks eyes with me. “Do you believe in ghosts?”

      I almost laugh out loud. “Ghosts? Seriously?”

      She doesn’t smile. “Yes. Ghosts. Do you believe in them?”

      “No, I don’t believe in ghosts. What’s wrong, Dewi?”

      “I saw someone who’s dead,” she whispers. “He died in battle but this morning, on the way here, I saw him.”

      I can’t help but frown. As much as I live in a world full of magic and unicorns, ghosts aren’t supposed to be part of that. I’ve never heard of ghosts existing in the Realms, nor anywhere, really. I’m pretty sure they’re just stories.

      “Could it have been someone else?” I ask, trying to keep the scepticism out of my voice. “A relative of the man who died, perhaps?”

      “No, it was him, no doubt about that. And he was translucent. Like a ghost.”

      “What?”

      “He. Was. Translucent,” she repeats as if I’m deaf. “A ghost. A wraith. Whatever. I have no idea, but I don’t like it.”

      “Did he talk to you?”

      She shakes his head with a look of regret. “No, he disappeared before I could say something.”

      “Who is he?”

      To my surprise, she blushes slightly. “A former lover. From before I met Agierth.”

      “What was his name?”

      “Kragon. I met him on Earth in the dragon shifter colony. We were together for two years…” She sighs and takes a sip from her wine glass. “He died in the Dragon Wars shortly after we split up. I don’t think he ever quite got over me ending it.”

      “So now you think he’s haunting you?”

      “Haunting?” a deep voice suddenly asks from my left. “Is my beauty haunting you?”

      Thor grins and leans over, presenting his thick muscles. As always, he’s wearing a sleeveless leather tunic and black leather trousers that are far too tight for a man of his stature. Golden warbands are curving around his biceps and his wrists. He’s very masculine and – even I have to admit – rather sexy, but I’m completely happy with my four Guardians, and besides, he’s married. I think flirting is his hobby; he doesn’t actually mean it. He’s loyal to his wife and daughter, even though most women in the universe would happily go to bed with the God of Thunder.

      “Shut up, Thor,” Dewi tells him in annoyance. “This is serious.”

      “What’s going on?” he asks and she sighs.

      “I’m being haunted by my ex. Do you have any experience with ghosts?”
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