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      In a land of three warring kingdoms, a centaur huntsman and a warrior priestess might be the only hope for peace. If the two enemies don’t kill each other first, they might even find love.

      Seira of Blackstone has fought in many border skirmishes against the centaurs of the lowlands, but when she comes upon a massacre, it’s soon apparent the centaur and human dead weren’t fighting each other. They were fighting together against a third, unknown foe.

      Toryn, a centaur huntsman, is following the trail of a group of soul-mages when he encounters Seira, the most exquisite female he’s ever beheld. She’s majestic, battle-hardened, strong-willed, and her sharp tongue fires his blood more than any other female he’s ever met.

      While Seira’s natural instinct is to kill the horseman, she’s also swift to see they have a better chance of success if they work together.

      But there is more danger than just an unknown enemy. As they come to depend on each other, Seira secretly admits she has growing feelings for her centaur partner.

      That’s a problem.

      As a warrior-priestess of the Moon Goddess, Seira has sworn vows of obedience, loyalty, and chastity in exchange for her magic. As such, her body, heart, and soul can never be shared with another. Not even a noble centaur with equal parts desire and tender longing in his eyes.

      But centaurs are renowned for their stubborn natures, and Toryn plans to claim Seira’s heart even if he risks having the warrior-priestess bury one of her blades in his chest for his troubles.

      Author’s Note: The Huntress vs Huntsman world is a series of fantasy romance novellas.

      Huntress vs Huntsman Reading Order:

      Master of the Hunt

      Night Huntress

      Dragon Archer

      Soul Mage
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      The river flowed high and fast from recent rains. At last, the sun was out, the day warm and promising to help dry the saturated ground. It had been a wet fall, which made hiding her tracks and the location of her camps more difficult than usual.

      Of course, the same conditions had been making it just as difficult for her rival across the river. She grinned suddenly, a rare spark of mirth threading its way through her.

      Finding the location of his new camp today had almost made all the rain worthwhile.

      Tomorrow, when he headed out for his daily patrol, she’d sneak back across the river and steal something else from his camp. The last time she’d found it two moon cycles ago, she’d stolen his bloody big bow.

      It was so large and required such strength, it took everything she had to draw it. But she soothed her pride knowing that she could even without a centaur’s size or musculature.

      Gazing back across the river, she decided this time she’d steal something more useful than a bloody big bow. She’d always admired his battle-ax. It had a deadly kind of grace to it, and she’d seen him use it enough times—sometimes even against her—that she knew he was proficient with the weapon and would miss it greatly.

      Besides, she’d always been curious about the designs she’d seen at a distance. The few times she’d seen it up close, the etchings were nothing more than a blur as she deflected a blow.

      Another grin was just spreading across her lips when the sound of an arrow parting the air currents reached her ears. The shaft hissed past her nose a moment before it embedded itself in a tree trunk to her left.

      If her pace had been just a bit quicker, she would have stepped right into the line of the arrow’s trajectory. Her gaze locked on the quivering shaft. She recognized it—one she’d made herself only this morning.

      Eyes narrowing, she turned and fearlessly glared across the river. Her rival was an excellent shot. If he’d wanted her dead, she’d be dead now.

      But even though they were enemies from two sides of a very old conflict, she didn’t fear he’d kill her. After all, he’d made it clear by his actions over the years that his life would be much too dull without her.

      Reaching blindly, she curled her fingers around the gently quivering arrow, then she snatched it out of the tree and inserted it in her quiver in one smooth, unhurried move.

      That she was putting one of her own arrows in her quiver could only mean the industrious centaur had already found her new campsite and had stolen back his favorite bow.

      She scanned the opposite bank for him, but he wasn’t yet ready to show himself. Wise. She might use the same arrow to put a hole in his pristine palomino hide. Not that she really wanted to harm him. But sometimes he just needed a little warning to put his arrogance in its place.

      She’d been sure she’d managed to hide her comings and goings even with the rains. Goddess above! Hadn’t she spent more time in the trees than she had on the ground?

      And for what?

      To have her camp invaded by that horse’s ass from across the river?

      She grunted her displeasure.

      It wasn’t the first or even the hundredth time that there had been such an altercation. There had been many such run-ins in the past.

      It had started seven years ago when the old centaur huntsman had not returned to take up his post after a long winter. His replacement was the young palomino. And shortly after sizing each other up, she and the new centaur had both decided the other was a prime specimen of the opposite sex, worthy of starting the next generation.

      Her reasoning back then wasn’t utterly foolish. The centaur huntsman from across the river was a virile looking specimen. And even seven years ago the matrons of Seira’s home fortress of Blackstone had been hinting that it would soon be time for her to surrender her territory and the duty of guarding this section of the border to another, younger woman and begin the journey of motherhood.

      But that required a male.

      And males had been in short supply since the time of Seira’s great, great, great grandmother when the soul-mages had created and released a plague upon the five kingdoms. In a span of seasons, that plague had decimated the male population of Seira’s people. The centaurs were not unscathed either, having lost many of their females.

      To the best of her knowledge, no kingdom was spared by the plague. The losses were terrible.

      But the priestesses of the mountains were not willing to allow the soul-mages the opportunity to enjoy their victory. Seira’s ancestors went to the other races and forged alliances where before there had been only rivalry and distrust. Then with the help of the newly allied kingdoms, they defeated the soul-mages.

      Unfortunately, the population imbalance created by the mage’s plague wasn’t so easily defeated.

      Yet the matrons of that era had discovered their new centaur allies were capable of shapeshifting into human-looking forms. After peace was restored, the matrons soon set out to discover if a centaur was capable of siring a child on a human woman.

      They were. So too were a few of the other races. But the centaurs were the next closest kingdom.

      In the first year after the soul-mage plague, the new alliances looked like they might survive and benefit all five kingdoms, but old rivalries soon stressed the treaties, and when sufficient numbers of the opposite sex couldn’t be gained by diplomatic means, the most desperate among the various kingdoms turned to less honorable ways.

      Widescale raiding exploded along the borders, and soon larger, bloodier wars threatened to break out. Yet the memory of the plague, and how the soul-mages rose to power while the other kingdoms fought amongst themselves, was still fresh in the minds of the victims.

      Knowing war would destroy them, the centaurs and the priestesses of the mountains both withdrew deeper into their own lands and eyed each other balefully from afar.

      After that, there was no more war, but there wasn’t true peace either. Both sides knew they needed members of the opposite gender to continue to procreate, or both species would fade and vanish.

      But neither species was willing to become subservient to the other. And the newborn trust that had been gained during the short war with the soul-mages failed to bridge the divide between Seira’s ancestors and the centaurs of the lowlands.

      Peace and diplomacy ultimately failed a second time, and all five kingdoms prayed to their gods for guidance.

      And the gods answered.

      It seemed there was one way to stave off extinction.

      Bloodless raids.

      As strange as it might seem, ritual raids soon became a way of life. Once a year, at the end of the warm season, parties of hunters would venture into enemy territory and attempt to capture prime specimens in their peak breeding years.

      Thus, the season of ritualized raiding began, honed over the next two hundred and fifty years as the priestesses learned more about their opponents’ way of life.

      And seven years ago, Seira had embarked on her first unofficial raid. It had been a disaster from the moment she engaged the palomino centaur in battle.

      The ensuing three-day skirmish had nearly given them both heart failure as they tried to overcome and capture their opponent, but they were perfectly matched, two opposing forces, neither willing to surrender or admit defeat. In the end, it turned out to be impossible to take the other alive.

      And neither of them had wanted to kill their opponent.

      Stalemated, they concluded they were too evenly matched to capture the other without the aid of a hunting party.

      And needing someone else to help take down the arrogant centaur lacked the appeal of capturing him all by herself.

      “Now who’s arrogant?” she asked herself with a little chuckle.

      From that day, mutual admiration had grown for the other’s tracking and battle skills. Though they were still enemies.

      Seira grudgingly admitted the few glimpses she got of the centaur across the river made her daily patrols more interesting. And over the years, catching glimpses of him, or better yet, finding where he’d set up camp, had become a game.

      The most recent version of the ‘game’ was likely the reason she’d just had to pull one of her own arrows out of a tree.

      As things do, their game had escalated over the years. At first, it was merely things like sneaking into the other’s camp and stealing their evening meal. Soon a simple meal turned into filching arrows and daggers and bows.

      Just then, movement on the opposite shore snapped her out of her thoughts. She homed in on that slight flash of color. A moment later, her centaur rival pranced out of the trees and into the shallows.
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      She could see his grin from across the river. Presently, he wasn’t doing anything more dangerous than enthusiastically waving a large bow above his head as he shouted something at her. Likely an insult, but the roar of the rapids in this section of the river drowned out his words. She could guess them well enough anyway.

      When he was done saying his piece, he saluted her.

      Her eyes narrowed upon the length of cloth tied around one of his biceps.

      “That looks suspiciously like one of my breast bands,” she growled. Her grimace in place, she saluted him in return, flicking her fingers insultingly back at him. “And next time I find your camp, I’m going to steal that bloody damned favorite ax of yours and geld you with it!”

      She stormed back to her camp without attempting to hide her trail. There was no point now, anyway. He already knew her camp’s location.

      Five strides into her well laid out camp, and she knew he’d been busy. There was one deer already dressed, waiting for her. What looked like a second deer’s worth of meat hung from her smoking racks.

      “Cocky bastard. Probably hunted in my territory, too.”

      This was just another of their games that had developed over the last two years. She was as guilty as him of crossing the border and hunting in enemy territory, only to later leave her kill in his camp as an insult, saying in a wordless manner that she didn’t want to see him return to his herd empty-handed.

      After all, it would be a great shame if some of his herd mates starved before spring, thus reducing the pool her people would have to pick from at the end of the next warm season.

      However, it was much less fun when he was the one to have found her camp and messed with her things. From past experiences, she knew she’d now be missing some items. She might not even know what they were right away, not missing them until she needed them.

      With a huff, she decided she needed a better way to hide her camp from the relentless centaur huntsman.

      One thing was certain—and it hurt her pride to admit it—the centaur was the better tracker.

      Grumbling, she stomped toward her tent. After tossing aside the flap, she immediately spotted all her clothing and personal items pulled from their bags and scattered around the floor.

      “Bold bastard!” A quick inventory showed that one of her breast bands was missing. A bit more hunting revealed one of her loincloths gone as well.

      “That perverted horse’s ass. I really am going to steal his damned ax next time.”

      With jerking motions, she hastily shoved her items back in their proper bags. She was just tying one shut when her gaze landed on the rolled blanket that acted as her pillow.

      Two cloth-wrapped bundles rested on it. With a
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