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  Some things to know before you read!


Please see below for some things to know before you begin reading. 
	Swearing

	Adult Situations (those of a spicy kind)

	Childhood trauma (Discussion of, as it pertains to Anya's childhood and visits to children's homes)

	Adult trauma – (Discussion of, as it pertains to Therese's children)
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  Chapter 1


“Do you have everything?” Luc asked Anya. 
“Let’s hope so,” she said, looking around. “We’re at the airfield, so it’s too late if not.”
“Are you sure?” he asked, a small smile playing about his lips.
“Luc, moye ditya, what are you trying to tell me?” He wasn’t really her child, but he was like a son to her and Declan, and in return, Luc thought of them as surrogate parents.
Luc grinned and held up a leather satchel, containing Anya’s laptop and notes for the book she was working on. “I am saying maybe you forgot this.”
“I didn’t forget it; I knew you had it.” She grabbed the case from him and patted him on the cheek.
“Uh-huh,” he replied. “Sure you did.”
She laughed. “Thank you for remembering it.”
“Of course, Anya.” She had been distracted lately, which was why Declan was taking her away for Christmas. He was hoping a little down time would help. Luc supposed that finding out you were part Fae and seeing your real mother, albeit briefly, was a good reason to be distracted. So, he’d been trying to look after her, the best he could. Everyone had. 
When Declan told her that Matthew was getting concerned about her to the point it was distracting him from the important task of falling in love, she had narrowed her eyes at her husband, knowing it for a lie. Matthew had co-signed the fib out of worry for one of his best friends. She hadn’t believed him either, but she agreed to go.
In truth, Anya was relieved to be getting away for a little while. Holidays when she was a child hadn’t really been anything special. This was her second holiday with Declan, but they hadn’t been together very long for their first one. Now they were married, and the chance to have him to herself for days on end was too good to pass up.
“Luc, are you going to be okay while we’re gone? What are you doing for the holiday?”
“I’m spending it with Jasper, and hopefully, Anton. He’s having some trouble convincing his family.”
“Do you want me to call my uncle for you?” Anton was Anya’s cousin, so a call would be easy enough for her.
Luc shook his head. “No, it’s fine,” he answered, knowing full well she’d probably do it anyway. “He’ll work it out.”
“Malysh,” Declan said, walking up to them. “Are you ready to board?”
Anya bit her lip. “I suppose so.”
“Everyone will be fine while we’re gone.”
“I know, it’s just …”
“Everyone has plans, Anya. No one will be alone.” Declan stroked her cheek, his warrior had such a tender heart when it came to her people.
She nodded. “Fine, you’re right. I’m being silly.” She hugged Luc. “You’ll call if you need us though, right?”
“Yes, Anya.” He hugged her back, then hugged Declan. “Please go, and get some rest.” He pointed to the satchel with the laptop. “I’d rather you didn’t work, but you’d make me send this to you if you forgot it.”
“You’re working!” She gave him an exasperated look.
“I’m a student, Anya. I’m always working.”
“Anya, we need to go now.” He pushed her towards the stairs to the plane. “Get on the damned plane already!”
Luc watched them get on the plane and then went back to his car; an MG convertible that had been gifted to him on his birthday by Anya and Declan. He pulled out his phone and texted Anton.
Anya is probably going to call your father about Christmas plans, even though I told her it was fine.
Anton replied quickly. It’s Anya, of course she is. Will I see you and Jasper later?
Of course you are. Finish studying though, or no treat for you.
You and Jasper are my treat, came the reply. I will see you tonight.
Luc smiled to himself. It was going to be a happy holiday. 
***
Anya sent a quick text to her uncle ordering him to let Anton spend the holiday with Luc and Jasper. She knew it would be hard for him, but it was important to her boys, so it was important to her. 
“You know,” Declan said, pouring her some champagne. “I think they can probably work this out themselves.”
“Hmmm,” she replied.
“Anya, I am going to throw that phone off the plane in a minute.”
She looked up and smiled. “Sorry, love. Shutting it off now.” She turned off the phone and put it away. She took a sip of champagne. “Is this our honeymoon?” 
“A mini one maybe. We still need to plan a full one. A tropical island somewhere. I still need to see you in a bikini.”
“Still don’t own one,” she said. “Sit next to me, please.”
He quickly moved to sit next to her as they were beginning to taxi down the runway. She put her head on his shoulder, and sighed. “Malysh, you should try and get some rest. I know you haven’t been sleeping well.” She was worried about everyone and everything right now, and it was wearing on her. He could not only see it, but since they had a true blood bond as mates, he could feel it. Could his wife be a bit of a martyr? Absolutely. But when she hurt, he hurt and so, he was willing to move mountains to make her feel better.
She moved his arm so it was around her shoulders and snuggled some before she said anything. “I love our bond most of the time, but I really can’t hide anything from you, can I?”
“Even without the bond, I can see it. So can everyone else.”
“Is that why Therese has been hovering lately?”
“It is. We all love you, and you need a break. But so do we. As your husband, I’m stuck with you though,” he teased. 
“Ass,” she replied with a smile as she stroked her finger along his wedding ring. “So, Ireland at Christmas then?”
“I thought it was time you saw where I’m from.” It didn’t matter where Declan lived, Ireland would always be home. 
“Cashel at Christmas,” she replied. “It sounds lovely. Where are we staying?”
“I have a place just outside the town itself.”
“It’s where you lived when you were mortal, isn’t it?”
“It is. I bought the land back several years ago and built a cottage there.”
“I can’t wait to see it.” She yawned.
“We have a bit over four hours until we land in Shannon, get some rest, malysh.”
She snuggled even further into him and answered, “Yes, husband.” He rubbed her back until he heard her slow, even breathing. He blew out a slow breath, leaned his head back and shut his own eyes.
He was going to make this holiday magical for his Anya. If it was the last thing he did. 






  
  Chapter 2


Marchand had just settled down with a beer and a book when someone knocked at his door. He let out a frustrated sigh, and got up to answer it. 
He pulled the door open just as Therese had her hand raised to knock again. She looked startled for a moment. “Oh, hello,” she said.
“You sound surprised, Therese. Did you not want me to be home?”
“I did. I just didn’t actually think you would be. May I come in?”
“Of course.” He stepped aside for her. “Do you want a beer?”
“Sure, that sounds good.” 
“Have a seat, while I get it for you.”
What the fuck was she doing here? He knew Anya and Declan were headed to Ireland for the holiday, and had given their core people the holiday off for the most part. He had expected that Therese would do, well whatever it is that she did when she wasn’t working. 
Was she ever not working though? He came back in, handed her a beer, and sat. “What do you do in your free time?” he asked her. 
She gave him another startled look. “What?”
“I assume you have some every now and again, what do you do?”
She took a drink and raised an eyebrow at him. “Pretty similar to what you do, read and have a beer I guess.” She shrugged. “I write in my journal, watch movies. Normal shit.”
“Interesting,” Marchand replied.
“Is it Petyr? Is it really?”
She sounded so irritated, he had to smile. “It is. I never think of you as being off duty. And then I just assume you’re always cleaning your weapons.”
“I mean, I do clean my weapons. It’s important to take care of them.” She shook her head. “Why aren’t you working?” She needed to change the subject.
“I have the holidays off. Perks of being a senior detective.”
She nodded slowly. “Do you have plans? Are you going home?”
“As it happens, no. My mother decided she and my father should go on a cruise, so they’re away. Why?” He narrowed his eyes at her.
Therese bit her lip, jumped up and went over to the window. Shit this was hard, she thought. Normally, she might ask Dougal or Donovan but they’d chosen to work over the holiday, and Gwen had gone home to visit family. But the truth was that she wanted Marchand to go with her. And it pissed her off. “I was wondering if you might want to go on a road trip with me.” 
“Therese, look at me.” She turned to look at him, clearly uncomfortable. “Thank you. I just wanted to see your eyes. What kind of road trip?”
“I am taking gifts and supplies to a number of children’s homes, and I could use the help.” She shook her head. “No, I’d like the company. Your company specifically, if you’re free.”
He stared at her for a moment. This was big, important. She was admitting she wanted to spend time with him. “If I had been working?”
“I’d have asked if you could take the time off to go with me.” 
He smiled, and it was so devastating that Therese’s knees may have gone a little weak. Though she’d rather die than admit it. “When do we leave?”

      [image: ]Anya looked across the road at the large church. There was a graveyard attached, and all the stones looked old. She smiled. She loved old graveyards. As a kid, she liked to roam around them and make up stories about the names on the gravestones. She knew a lot of people found them spooky, but she found them peaceful. No one in her family ever bothered her when she was in one.
Declan opened the door to the cottage and she stepped inside. “I have a caretaker for the property,” he said, bringing the bags in. “And he stocked the fridge and made sure everything was working.”
Anya made a slow circle, looking at the wide beams and taking in the rustic feel of the cottage. “It’s lovely in here. But it’s hardly a ‘cottage’, Declan. It’s big!”
“I’m glad you like it,” he said, walking down the hall. “It is bigger than what you might think of as a cottage, but smaller than our place in Paris. I need to check the bathroom.”
“Why?” 
“I had a tub installed for you. I got
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