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Prologue

Ostara, Spring Equinox
Sunrise

Three young maidens stand naked in a circle with their hands joined, performing a ritual. The 
cool water of the pond reaches to their hips. The cooing of mourning doves melds with their soft 
chanting. Their wet flesh glistens as they are kissed by the first rays of the sunrise.

They are celebrating a sacred rite of passage to sanctify their rebirth. They have recently 
crossed the threshold of womanhood. Their nubile bodies have budded and blossomed with 
magnificent beauty. The Great Goddess has truly blessed them, and so they are demonstrating 
their appreciation with this particularly significant fertility ceremony.

These three witches are sisters, not by birth but by blood oath taken years ago when they 
were merely children.

Rosalina is short and slender and always full of spunk. Her light skin is rosy and her 
dazzling eyes are the brilliant green of emeralds. Her chestnut-brown hair reaches to her small 
pert peaks, which counterbalance her adorable little apple-bottom.

Gillian has an average height and build and is the most excitable and emotional. Her tan 
skin is honey and her bold eyes are the azure of a bright sky. Her golden-blonde hair reaches 
beyond her full buoyant breasts down to her plump round rump.

Willa is tall and thin and always the most practical. Her fair skin is alabaster and her 
piercing eyes are the purple of violet petals. Her raven-black hair only reaches to her shoulders, 
falling quite short of her large boastful bosoms and taut bubble butt.

As their united voices rise in volume, bringing the rebirthing ritual to a climax, the 
surface of the water surrounding them vibrates in geometric patterns. Attracted to the magick 
energy, schools of fish leap and splash around them and buzzing dragonflies swarm above their 
heads. They raise their joined hands high while stepping closer as they sing the final verse. They 
conclude the ceremony by pressing their three pairs of lips together in a kiss.

Smiling and giggling and crying, they embrace one another with admiration and affection
and ardor. Now that they are women, they may enjoy the carnal pleasures of each other as their 
coven sisters do daily. It has been a struggle for them each, bathing and sleeping together but 
forbidden to caress or fondle one another. The yearning to touch and taste each other has been a 
mounting temptation of torment. They ache with avaricious appetite.

With a wild grin, Rosalina asks, “Should we make love for the first time there in the 
mud,” she points to the bank, “with the frogs and turtles and snakes?”

With tears streaming down her cheeks, Gillian weeps, “I want you both now, here in the 
water among the guppies!”

With a snicker, Willa declares, “We should be proper adults. We must return home to the 
privacy of our bedroom. If a wandering man were to come upon us wrestling in the mud or 
frolicking in the water, we would have to beat him off of us with a stick.”



Rosalina and Gillian concede to Willa’s wisdom with a nod. The stark reminder that 
manfolk rove the forest, foraging and hunting, hushes them into silence. While not as dangerous 
as shifters, who pillage and plunder, manfolk pose a serious threat. Only when they are needed 
for breeding, do witches convene with manfolk. Even then, they only lure in one man. And he is 
disposed of afterward with a transformation conjuration.

The three witches trudge out of the pond, clay and weeds packed between their toes, and 
don their ceremonial dresses. Simple white lace frocks that stretch halfway to their knees. Quiet 
as mice, they skip barefoot through the forest, careful not to snap a twig or step on a rock. Their 
dainty feet have never known the constraint of shoes. Witches never place a barrier between 
themselves and the ground. Their magick is derived from their connection with the earth.

Though they only pause for brief periods a few times to snack on berries or mushrooms, 
their homeward bound journey consumes most of the morning. By the time they reach the base 
of the small mountain that contains their hidden home, the sun has risen high above the forest 
canopy.

They slink through a moss-camouflaged crevice in the mountain into a narrow winding 
path that leads into a concealed ravine. Earthen huts line the walls. Vegetable and herb gardens 
fill the gorge middle where the sun shines through from above. A hot spring bubbles in the rear 
of their home.

Their coven sisters are gone. The huts have been ransacked. The garden has been 
trampled. The spring has been defiled. Bits of fur and splashes of blood mare the walls and 
ground, revealing a struggle.

Rosalina balls her small fists at the sight before them, and growls through gritted teeth, “I
will kill each and every one of the brutes responsible with my bare hands!”

Gillian falls to her knees with a gasp, and tears her frock open in grief. “How could this 
have happened?!”

Willa inhales a deep steadying breath through flaring nostrils and exhales slowly through 
pursed lips. “Someone must have been followed home after foraging. We cannot rush after them. 
We cannot act without an ironclad plan. We must scout and study and strategize until failure is 
not a possibility. Our sisters will have to endure until we are confident in our ability to 
successfully rescue them.”

Rosalina unclenches her white-knuckled fists, sinks to her knees and wraps her arms 
around Gillian. “We will get them back. No matter what it takes. We have to be strong.”

Gillian buries her flushed face in Rosalina’s nape, and sobs, “You and Willa are strong! 
But I am so weak!”

Willa crouches down and strokes Gillian’s back with tender care. “You are a woman now.
You will discover your strength within. We will help you.”

Gillian curls an arm around Willa, pulling her close, and the three of them hold and 
squeeze and kiss one another with sorrow-fueled passionate love.



Red Ravished

Litha, Summer Solstice
Midday

Warm beams of the noon sun, as well as a cool drizzling of rain, filter through the dense forest 
canopy. Scattered sunshowers are not uncommon this time of the year. Thunder rumbles in the 
distance, warning of an approaching storm.

Rosalina pulls her red cloak tight around her white tunic, which hugs the slight curves of 
her small pert peaks and adorable little apple-bottom snuggly. The hood is drawn, shielding her 
rosy cheeks from the rain and hiding her chestnut-brown hair tied in a ponytail. Her dazzling 
emerald-green eyes scan the hilly woodland terrain, while her bare feet pad the moist earth as she
patters toward the corrupted portion of the forest in silent haste.

The boundary of the shifters’ land is guarded by werewolves. Their patrols are perpetual 
and follow an established schedule, which she has committed to memory. Her primary objective 
is to cut through the perimeter wall. Her mission is the first of three, the second is to be led by 
Gillian, and the third by Willa.

Rosalina’s personal magick is stronger on this specific day than any other. She was born 
under a zodiac sign associated with the element of fire, which is the same element associated 
with this holy holiday.

Rosalina skids to a halt as she arrives at an unnatural barrier of towering thorn bushes 
with crows roosting atop. She has reached the border. The malignant magick that permeates this 
land curdles her blood.

From a sheath on her hip, she draws a dagger. It looks like a short sword in her small 
hand. The blade magnifies her magick. If it did not, she would be unable to cut through the tough
spiny shrubs. It also cauterizes the stems so they do not regrow. Therefore, they all can enter 
swiftly for the following missions. Rosalina pumps her slim bicep, sawing through stem after 
stem with frantic speed as the beady-eyed birds caw in annoyance. The longer she remains in one
spot, the greater the chance she will be discovered. These tangled thorn bushes may be the death 
of me!

The wind shifts directions as the skies begin to darken. The storm is moving in much 
quicker than she anticipated. A sustained howl cries out from downwind of her position, hushing 
the crows and firing a chill up her spine. She has already been detected. This will not end well. 
Fear urges her to turn back before it is too late, but she ignores the impulse and continues to saw, 
cutting her way through the spiny shrubs with mounting dread.

The drizzle soon becomes a downpour and the dirt below her feet turns to mud. Finally, 
she makes it through the thorn bushes. A booming crack of thunder, like the sky is being torn 
asunder, startles her and she drops the dagger into the muck. The blinding blaze of lightning that 
immediately follows illuminates a hulking beast cresting a hilltop beside her, his eyes smoldering
with magick. The werewolf will be upon her in moments.



Hoping to lose her murderous pursuer in the chaos of the raging thunderstorm, Rosalina 
dashes into the thick wood, mud splashing with each stomping footfall.

The cold air brought in by the storm blankets the forest floor in a fog that reaches to her 
knees. Unable to see where she is stepping, her foot snags a root and she stumbles and falls into 
the muck. A snarling growl incites her to roll over in fright.

The pouncing brute lands beside her, where she had fallen. He is larger than any 
werewolf that has haunted her dreams. If he were standing upright, he would be twice her height.
And he is easily three times her weight.

She thrusts out her hand and the cape of her cloak glows with her magick as it slaps the 
beast across the snout, drawing blood. Shocked and disoriented, the wolf staggers backward a 
moment as Rosalina scurries to her feet. With a wave of her palm, she smacks him with her cloak
a second time. Then a third and fourth. On her fifth attempt, he snatches it between his sharp 
fangs and steals it away, yanking it off of her. She twirls her hand and the glowing cloak wraps 
around the wolf’s head, blinding him.

As he struggles with the cloak, Rosalina darts into the fog and rain and lightning. It will 
not hold long. Without her dagger and cloak, she has no remaining weapons. She should circle 
around and escape the way she entered. Her secondary objective, to scout ahead, is not nearly as 
important as was her primary. Scouting is of no use if she fails to return. The storm crippled her 
mission. She will not be blamed. It is time to flee!

Rosalina begins to circle back, but the sight of a second werewolf stops her short. She 
rushes off in the opposite direction but trips and plops into the muck. A flash of lightning reveals 
the burrow of a werefox ahead. Crawling forward, she dives headfirst into the dark hole and 
shimmies through the muddy tunnel, soiling every inch of herself.

A snuffling and then a barking echoes from behind her. The passage is barely wide 
enough for her, so the wolves will never fit inside. But that does not mean that she is safe here. 
They will return with werefoxes. Rosalina continues to wriggle forward, praying the wolves do 
not know where the tunnel exits.

Shuffling on her elbows and knees, she eventually traverses the entire length of the 
burrow and climbs out into the ruins of a stone building. Three of four walls are standing, half of 
the wooden roof is intact, and several pieces of rotting furniture remain. It appears to be a 
military base from before the collapse of the old world. She was told stories about Vampire 
Courts that built great strongholds before the shifters rebelled. This must be an outpost, which 
confirms Willa’s notion that a castle dwells at the heart of the corrupted land.

As Rosalina climbs to her feet, a large hand closes tight around the back of her neck and 
hefts her into the air with a grisly bellow of malicious laughter. Kicking her muddy feet and 
clawing at the hand, she squirms and screams in fear. As she is carried across the room, her tunic 
is torn off, stripping her nude. She is tossed onto a long table and smacks her skull against the 
stone wall with a yelp of pain.

The werewolf towering over her is in his middle wolf-form. He has the body of a 
muscular man, coarse fur covering his bulging muscles, and the head of a wolf, his eyes 
smoldering with magick. A hairless phallus, as long and thick as her forearm, sways between his 
muscled thighs. He is a beast to behold. A creature of nightmares.

His snout is unscathed, indicating he is the second werewolf. Which means the first is 
still hunting for her now. In his riled state, he is likely to tear out her throat. Being caught by this 
wolf may be a blessing from the Great Goddess.
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