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Dedication


For my mum, a warrior more fierce than Boudica when protecting her kids. When I was growing up, I always knew she’d be in the front lines of any battle I had to face.






Book Description


Seventeen-year-old Sydney and her parents have finally found something major they can’t agree on. Hell will freeze over before they let her date Shawn. Sydney is not going to let that stop her. Even when her plans go astray and she accidentally frees Corrin, a Celtic warrior, from his stone imprisonment, she is still determined. Her and Shawn are destined for each other. Parents, ancient warriors and evil spirits will not keep them apart. Sydney and Shawn forever.  
*
This story was written by an Australian author using Australian spelling.






Name Pronunciation


Like many names there is more than one way to pronounce the following ones. These are the pronunciations used in this story. 
Corrin (koh-rin)
Lorcan (law-ken)
Orlaith (or-la)




Chapter One


Sydney’s stomach churned. Fear and excitement twisted together as they entered yet another room in the museum. She slowed her steps so most of the class was now ahead of her and Chelsea. The curator stopped in front of a life sized stone statue and the two of them stayed at the back of the group. She checked out the Dark Age display and a smile slowly formed. This part of the exhibit was perfect. She turned towards Chelsea, whose grin matched her own. 
“Here?” Chelsea nodded her head towards the statue as she spoke. She had bleached blond hair just past her shoulders, pale blue eyes and fair skin.
Sydney nodded. “In the area behind the statue. No one should see me if I hide in the shadows behind him.” Her dark brown hair fell to her shoulders, almost black in colour. She had eyes a similar colour to her hair, an oval face and light brown skin.
Chelsea linked her arm with Sydney’s. “Are you sure you want to do this? If you get caught your parents will ground you for the entire September school holidays. Two weeks of boredom. Besides, I need you to be my chauffeur. My parents said I could borrow their car when the sun no longer rises. So I’m not holding my breath. Which is unfair since your parents didn’t even ground you that time you brought their car back with a dent.”
“Yeah, but my sister wouldn’t shut up about it. Now quit worrying. I won’t get caught. Absolutely nothing will go wrong. The plan is perfect.”
Chelsea continued to look sceptical. “You say that every time.”
“You make it sound like none of my plans have worked. And they do. Anyway, this time’s different. I’ve got it all figured out.”
Chelsea sighed. “I really hope so. I want to go to the beach tomorrow. That’d be a perfect way to start the holidays.” She fell silent when their teacher rounded on them with a glare.
Sydney glanced at Chelsea and rolled her eyes before turning her attention to the curator. He’d been talking away at the front of the group, gesturing to various areas around the room where illuminated display cabinets showed different items of a long dead society.
The curator indicated the stone statue he stood near. “And now we come to the highlight of our exhibition. This Celtic warrior’s name has long been forgotten but his story is a legend that would make an epic movie. He is said to have stolen his brother’s wife. The husband, unable to kill his own brother, turned him to stone. He sacrificed his unfaithful wife to create the spell. The woman died cursing them and said the spell would one day break and she’d have her revenge. A druid added his own guarantee. The spell would only end by a kiss from a virgin, in gratitude to the stone warrior for a service he had done. Once he is human again he will remain bound to her until he completes a great service for her.”
Chelsea leaned close. “I wouldn’t mind having him come to life.”
Sydney laughed softly. “You’d be bored within a week.”
Chelsea rolled her eyes. “Once. It was only once. Anyone would think I’d never been with a guy for longer than a week the way you go on about it. Besides, you can’t talk. At least I’ve beaten your six week record.” Another look of annoyance from their teacher ended her protests.
The curator took a step towards the students who stood restlessly in front of him. “So do we have a grateful virgin willing to give this stone warrior CPR?” A twitter of laughter travelled through the group as the museum curator glanced at each of them in turn. “None?”
Sydney raised her hand. “I’ll give it a try.”
The curator smiled. “You’ll have to blow him a kiss. No touching the exhibits, I’m afraid.”
“Now where’s the fun in that?” Sydney asked.
“It wouldn’t work anyway. You have to be a virgin,” one of the boys in the class called out.
Sydney gestured towards him with her middle finger as she muttered to Chelsea, “You’re right, a week was way too long. You should have dumped him after a day.”
Chelsea grinned. “That certainly leaves you out, Justin.”
“I’m not a girl,” Justin said.
Chelsea’s grin remained in place. “That’s debatable.”
Justin took several steps towards her. “You want-”
“Okay, calm down.” The teacher stepped in front of Justin. “No fighting in the museum.”
With a wink to her friend, Chelsea stepped away from Sydney and moved closer to Justin. “He started it.”
“And now it’s finished,” the teacher said.
The curator moved forward. “If everyone will follow me, we have several more displays to look at.”
“How can it be finished?” Chelsea demanded as she walked beside the teacher. “Finishing implies something was completed. This wasn’t. Why should he get away with saying crap like that? I never do.”
When everyone’s attention was on Chelsea and Justin, Sydney slipped quietly into the shadow cast by the warrior. She stared at the back of the cloaked figure while she listened to the sounds of her class moving away, hoping no one could see her. His hair was tied at the nape of his neck, falling below his shoulders. She wondered what colour hair the original model had. Whoever he’d been, he would have been worm food centuries ago.
When the sounds of her classmates faded, Sydney started to step past the warrior. She paused and looked up at him. A glance around the room showed it was empty and she smiled, unable to resist. Besides, the curator shouldn’t have asked who was willing if he was just going to tell them no.
“Thank you for your help.” Her hand rested on his arm as she leaned towards him and pressed her lips against the smooth, cool stone of his cheek. “Without your help my plan might have failed.” She took a step backwards. As she was about to move away, the lights went out sending the room into complete darkness. 
Sydney froze. A rush of wind swirled around her and she reached towards the statue to steady herself. Her hand met warm skin and she inhaled sharply as she wondered who was in the room with her. Had she been turned around in the dark? She was almost certain she hadn’t moved. She took a large step backwards, her hand falling away. In the darkness she heard voices call out from other display rooms. Some sounded scared, others laughed nervously and several called out for everyone to remain where they were. Another voice said the backup generator should kick in at any moment. Yet it remained dark. She kept still when all she wanted to do was run. The last thing she needed was to crash into something, or someone, in the dark. She took a cautious step backwards.
Over and over she silently told herself to remain calm as she fumbled in her pocket for her house keys, which had a slim torch on the chain. Relief filled her as she pulled out the torch, turning. The narrow beam was pointed at the industrial carpet under her feet. Her relief was short lived. She shone the light on a pair of leather boots and slowly moved the beam upwards to see woollen breeches. The figure wore a striped cloak, a long sword hung from a bronze chain on his right and his tunic was embroidered. The light caught on the brooch that held the cloak at one shoulder. The light had also caused gold jewellery to glitter on his fingers, arms, wrists, neck and ears as it had travelled up his body.
Sydney’s heart raced as she took a step backwards. Her mouth opened, but not a single sound escaped. Escape! That’s what she needed to do. There was no way a Celtic warrior could be standing in front of her. Maybe it was a terrorist attack and they’d released some kind of drug into the air-conditioning to make people see things. She wasn’t about to wait around to find out for certain. She spun and started to run from the room.
“Wait. Who are you?”
Sydney shone the narrow beam of light behind her. The warrior followed, a long oval shield held in one hand. She sped up, forcing her legs to obey. Her heart raced faster, her breath caught in her throat and she realised she was almost sobbing. Where was everyone? Why had she wanted to leave the group?
It had been a great plan. All she’d had to do was hide until her class was out of view and then head for the bus stop. Shawn was waiting for her to meet him at his place. It had been foolproof. How had it gone wrong?
Maybe her parents were right. She should forget all about Shawn. Find a boyfriend they’d like. She burst out the main doors. The bright sunlight made her blink as she stopped to let her eyes adjust while taking in large gulps of air. The noise of engines competed with the sound of cascading water from a nearby fountain.
People hurried by. No one looked in her direction. Some were sitting on benches, gazes focused on mobile phones and one leaned back on his hands, eyes closed, face towards the sun, as he listened to his music. Everything looked normal, right down to an empty wrapper being blown across the concrete in front of her.




Chapter Two


“Who are you?” 
Sydney spun to see the warrior who had followed her outside. She took an unsteady step away. “Who are you?”
“Corrin.”
Sydney momentarily closed her eyes. She was hearing things as well as seeing things. Now she was talking to her hallucination. She had to go. Shawn was waiting for her. She bet he wouldn’t be able to see Corrin. She turned away and hurried towards the bus stop. Maybe if she ignored him he’d disappear. Keeping her gaze on her destination, she watched a bus pull away as another one arrived.
“Wait.” Corrin put his hand on her shoulder and turned her to face him.
Sydney pulled away from him. “You’re not real.”
“What?”
A kid that was around ten-years-old ran over to them. “Awesome. Are you in some sort of medieval group? Can anyone join?” He reached out to touch the edge of Corrin’s striped cloak. “Can I join? Can I use your sword? Can you show me how to use it?”
A woman raced after the boy, one hand holding her straw hat on her head, and grabbed his hand. She muttered sorry as she pulled him away, scolding him. He didn’t go quietly.
“He saw you.” Sydney stared at Corrin.
“Why would he not?”
Sydney couldn’t answer. Instead she stared at him. He had medium brown hair tied at the nape of his neck, bronze highlights where the sun hit it and a square jaw. Confusion showed in his dark brown eyes. Across his right cheek was a faint scar and numerous ones on his hands and neck. She wondered if there were more scars hidden by his clothes. 
“Who are you?”
“Sydney.”
“Sydney?” The confusion remained in his eyes.
“Yeah, I know. Stupid name. It’s a city. But Mum thought it was cute. Her name is Victoria and Dad is Malcolm. His nickname is Mal, you know, kind of like the city Melbourne. Or that’s what my mum thinks. And she named my sister Adelaide. It’s-” She broke off as she realised she was babbling. Momentarily closing her eyes she mentally called herself an idiot. Preschoolers knew about stranger danger. “Look, I’ve got somewhere to be. Plans. Quit following me, okay?”
Corrin frowned. “Okay?” 
Sydney nodded and turned to stride towards the bus stop again. She sighed heavily as Corrin fell into step beside her. “You can’t come with me. Find something else to do.” She had no clue what was going on, but shortly it wouldn’t matter. She’d be on the bus and out of here, on the way to Shawn’s. Once she was on the bus she could forget all about this episode. 
“Sydney. Where are we?”
“Brisbane.”
“Where is this Brisbane? I have never heard of it. And this place.” His hand waved in a vague circle. “What magic is all this?”
Sydney stopped suddenly to stare at him. “There is a logical explanation. Magic isn’t real.” She wasn’t sure if she answered him or reminded herself. “Just don’t follow me. I can’t deal with this. I’ve got too many other problems.”
“We are bound together until I perform a great service for you.”
Sydney raised her hands as if to push him away. “Oh no. No way. I don’t need this.” She took a step backwards. “Just… I don’t know. Anything. Do anything. Go anywhere. Just stay away from me. Okay?”
“What is this okay?”
Sydney shook her head. “Forget it.” She turned away as she heard the bus arrive and ran towards it. Her foot on the bus step, she turned back to Corrin who had followed. There was nothing she could do for him, not if she wanted to see Shawn. “Good luck.”
“Sydney!”
Ignoring him, she paid her fare and found a seat. Behind her she heard the bus driver refuse to let Corrin board and she breathed a sigh of relief as they started to pull away. She sat in a seat by herself and looked out the window at Corrin, who stared back at her. A touch of guilt filled her. It wasn’t like he was a stray puppy she could take home. Actually, she couldn’t have taken him home even then. The last one she’d brought home her parents had taken to the RSPCA. She didn’t think they’d accept a Celtic warrior.
She leaned back on the vinyl seat and closed her eyes. Celtic warrior! What on earth was she thinking? The entire encounter had been one moment of madness after another. Maybe the stress of year twelve was getting to her. Sydney’s eyes flew open. Her skin felt like it was shrinking. She looked down at her bare arms. They looked exactly the same yet the skin felt as if it continued to tighten. Her stomach did a back flip and her head began to pound. The bus stopped and the sensation eased. When the bus lurched forward again, Sydney pressed the back of her hand against her nose as she felt it start to run. A splash of bright red blood formed on her hand. 
“Here, luv.” A woman across the aisle handed her a crumpled tissue.
Sydney pressed it against her nose as nausea hit her and her bones felt like they were being compressed, her skin paling before her eyes. Her skin seemed half a dozen sizes too small as she staggered to her feet, stumbling to the front of the bus. “I have to get off.”
“Two minutes to the next stop.” The bus driver didn’t even glance in her direction.
“I have to get off.” Sydney tried to contain the hysteria that filled her voice, but it was impossible. “Let me off.” She tried not to look at the bright red spreading across the tissue she held against her nose.
The bus driver continued to watch the crowded road ahead. “Sit down. Next stop is two minutes.”
“I’m going to be sick,” Sydney wailed.
The bus lurched to a stop and the door slid open. She didn’t wait, but was on the footpath in seconds, hearing several cars sounding their horns. She leaned against a metal light post, grasping the cold smooth metal. It felt arctic against her burning hand. She pressed her forehead against the coldness, a roaring in her ears making the world fade. She tried to think, but the only thought that would form clearly was, I’m going to die.
As quickly as it had begun, it started to ease until she was left clinging weakly to the light post, her skin no longer feeling like it was on fire and tightening around her bones. Her legs trembled and she was tempted to slide to the ground.
“Sydney!”
She looked up to see Corrin run towards her, blood streaking his face where he’d wiped it away from his nose. Her stomach did another back flip as her mouth dropped open. She shook her head as he came to a stop in front of her. “No. Oh no. Please no.” Still shaking her head, she took another step away from him.
Corrin reached out towards her. “Sydney-”
She dodged his hand. “No. I have plans for today. And they don’t include you.” She watched a man run into someone as he tried to give her and Corrin a wide berth. A glance around showed the crowded footpath was filled with people who eyed them warily as they kept their distance. She sighed heavily. The last thing she needed was to draw this kind of attention. What if someone who knew her parents saw her? She reached out and grabbed Corrin’s hand. “Come on. We can’t stand around here.” Not that she had any idea where to take him.
Spying a narrow alley, she led him down it, avoiding rubbish bins and crushed cardboard boxes. She leaned against a concrete wall and crossed her arms as she stared up at Corrin. He had to be close to six foot. “What am I going to do with you?” She looked down at the crumpled tissue in her hand, the blood already darkening as it dried. She struggled to accept the impossible. Her gaze was drawn to Corrin again. He was real and a hell of a lot bigger than a stray puppy. When he didn’t speak, she asked again, “What am I supposed to do with you?”
“I must serve you until we are no longer bound.”
“What does that mean?” She threw the tissue into the closest bin and wished she had a clean one to offer Corrin. She put her hands behind her back and pressed them against the rough concrete wall so she wouldn’t be tempted to clean him up.
Corrin’s hand went to the hilt of his sword. “You are more than my chieftain while we are bound. Anything you ask of me, if it is in my power to do so, I will.”
“I don’t want this.”
“Then why did you release me?”
Sydney couldn’t help laughing. “Someone told me not to. Anyway, I didn’t think it was real. Magic isn’t real.”
Corrin grinned. “Lorcan always said I would take on an army if someone said it could not be done.”
“Who is Lorcan?”
Corrin’s smile faded. “We were fostered together with our tribe’s chieftain. He was a brother to me.” Corrin turned away to face the opening of the alley, his voice dropping. “I failed him.”
“How?”
“I promised to bring Orlaith back. I never should have listened to her. I should have gagged her.” Corrin turned to meet her gaze. “She was a viper. She spoke lies like they were the truth of the gods.”
Sydney opened her mouth to ask more questions then quickly closed it. She wasn’t getting caught up in his stories. She had to figure out a way to get rid of him. And quickly or she wouldn’t get to see Shawn today. Her parents would be home at five and they’d expect her there too. “How do we get rid of this bound together thing?” Sydney pulled her phone out of her pocket and checked the time. Ten-thirty. If she wasn’t at Shawn’s by midday he wouldn’t be there. “We’ve got an hour to sort it out.” She returned her phone to her pocket.
“Performing a great service will take days or even months to complete. Unless your life is in danger and I save you.”
“Sweet. I can deal with that. I’ll run out into the traffic and you can pull me back. You let me die and I’ll haunt you.” Sydney headed for the opening of the alley.




Chapter Three


Corrin grabbed her arm and pulled her back to him. He shook his head. “It does not work like that. That would not be saving you. That would be preventing you from something you wish to do.” 
“But I don’t want to kill myself.” Sydney frowned. “Hang on. Preventing me from something I wish to do? You mean you’d let a friend kill themselves?”
“Better to die by your own sword than be captured by the enemy and tortured.”
“You’d kill yourself?” Sydney shook her head and held up her hand. “Forget it. I don’t want to know. Well I do, but we don’t have time. What’s the quickest way to deal with this?”
“There is no quick way.”
Realizing Corrin still held her arm, Sydney drew away from him. “This is impossible. I can’t take you with me to my boyfriend’s place. And I certainly can’t take you home. My parents would kill me.”
“I would not let them.”
Sydney frowned until she realised Corrin had taken her words literally. “Not kill me as in dead. But, well ground me or something. I’d be in a lot of trouble.”
“Once you explain they will understand.”
Sydney laughed, no humour evident. “Yeah, and then they’d cart me off to the psych ward. Just what I need.” She eyed his sword and shield. “Do you have to carry those around? Can’t you get rid of them?” She gestured towards the sword and shield.
Corrin looked shocked. “A warrior goes nowhere without his weapons.”
“Not in this century. Warriors are obsolete.”
“Obsolete?”
“No longer in existence. Extinct. Gone. I don’t know. Get yourself a dictionary or something and read it.”
“I cannot read.”
“Really?” Sydney stared at him for a moment. He didn’t seem bothered by that fact. “I guess things were different in the Dark Ages.” She took a deep breath and slowly let it out. “Forget all that for now. You keep getting me sidetracked.” She held up her hand when a look of confusion crossed his face again and he started to speak. “Forget it. All I want to talk about is how to deal with this mess. And stop giving me that ‘I wouldn’t have a clue’ look. It’s starting to annoy me.”
“If more of your words made sense I would understand what you were saying.”
Sydney glared at him. It wasn’t her fault he came from some dead century. “How far apart can we be? Was that simple enough for you?”
Corrin slid his hand inside his cloak and rested it high on his left arm and muttered, “Epona give me patience.”
“Who is Epona?”
“My goddess. She is the protector of horses.” He slid the edge of his cloak back, drawing up the short sleeve of his tunic to reveal a tattoo on his upper arm. The swirling geometric design included a stylised horse.
Sydney started to ask him another question then stopped and glared at him. “You’re doing it again. Stop sidetracking me. Now how far apart can we be?”
“I do not know.”
“If it’s not far you better get used to nosebleeds because I’m not sharing a bathroom with you.”
“What-”
“Quiet.” Sydney pulled out her phone that was vibrating. She glanced at the screen before she answered it. “Chelz! Please tell me no one has noticed I’m missing.”
“No. Oh Sydney, you can’t imagine what’s going on here. There are police everywhere.”
Sydney swore. “I should have thought about that. He’s going to have to ditch his shield. It’s like asking people to look at us. No one carries a shield around these days, do they? And it’s over a metre long.”
“Ah, Sydney, are you okay?”
“No. I’m not. I planned this out perfectly. No one in their right mind would think of factoring in a Celtic warrior.”
“You know? How did you find out the statue was stolen? The backup generator didn’t work. It was dark for ages and no one could use their phones. Everything failed. No electricity, no phone coverage, not even security cameras. Only torches. Then all of a sudden it was all working again.”
“Chelz can we forget about all that for a minute? I still need to get to Shawn’s.”
Are you still here? Where abouts are you? I’m in the bathroom. Should we meet up? Why aren’t you on your way to Shawn’s place?”
Sydney groaned and leaned back against the concrete wall. She closed her eyes so she didn’t have to look at Corrin who was busy checking out one of the compacted cardboard boxes. She swore again. “You are not going to believe a word I say, but seriously, it wasn’t my fault. Well, maybe it was kinda. But magic doesn’t exist. Does it Chelz?”
“Ahh… no?”
“See. Even you know.”
“I do?”
“Yep. So why does it?”
“It does?”
“Of course it does. So how do I get rid of him?”
“You know, Sydney, it’d help if you started from the beginning. I have no idea what you’re talking about.”
“Never mind. I’ll figure it out.”
“Just don’t get grounded. I want to go to the beach tomorrow. Remember?”
Sydney eyed Corrin, trying to imagine him in board shorts. She quickly emptied her mind and reminded herself of Shawn. “I’ve got to go. I’ll call you later, Chelz.”
“Okay. But don’t go doing anything stupid.”
As Sydney slid her phone into her pocket she thought it was probably too late for that advice. The image of Corrin in board shorts just wouldn’t leave her mind. That was it. She needed real clothes for him. That was why she kept thinking of board shorts. She pushed away from the wall. “We’ve got to buy you some clothes. And ditch the glitter and weapons.”
Corrin frowned at her. “I am not leaving my things in a ditch. They would be stolen.”
“Not a ditch. Just somewhere. You know. Drop it off. Put it somewhere.” It was Sydney’s turn to frown. “Oh never mind. Wait there.” She strode to the end of the alley and looked around. She spotted a discount store across the road. It would have to do. She turned back to Corrin who had followed her. “Wait here. How much more simple can I say that? Don’t move from here. Okay?”
Corrin nodded and crossed his arms over his chest as he looked down at her. “You will be back?”
“As if I have a choice,” Sydney muttered as she hurried out of the alley before glancing up and down the road. The light at the corner was red so she ran through the stopped traffic, barely making the opposite footpath in time. Her skin tightened and she looked back to where she’d come from. All she could see in the alleyway was shadows. But he had to still be there. She didn’t have a nosebleed yet.
It was an effort to concentrate on what she needed to buy. She gathered a black backpack and an extra large t-shirt since she didn’t know his size. After grabbing two large striped plastic bags, and a travel pack of tissues that she opened when she reached the other end of the store, she headed for the checkout. Tucking the bloody tissue into a pocket of her jeans as she fished out her coin purse, her foot tapped as she waited for her turn at the checkout. She grunted in answer when the checkout operator asked if she was having a good day. She was tempted to answer absolutely awful, but kept her mouth shut and used her keycard when the items were tallied up. It was a relief to run back across the road and into the alley.
“Here.” She handed the green t-shirt to Corrin and pulled out a tissue for him. “For the blood,” she said when he stared at the white square. “And put all your jewellery in this.” She held up the backpack.
He eyed the item she still held. “All of it?”
Sydney’s gaze roamed his body. “Most of it at least. Give me your shield and sword so I can put them in the rainbow bags.”
“You will not leave them in a ditch?”
Sydney shook her head and took the items Corrin reluctantly handed her. “And your cloak too.”
He watched as she packed his sword, shield and cloak into the red, blue and white striped bag. She slid another one over the top since his gear protruded from the bag. “What are you going to do with it?”
“Can you hurry up? Take your shirt off and put that one on. I haven’t got all day.” Sydney pulled her phone out and looked
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