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THE SAMHAIN SOLDIER




 


It’s all fun and games until a tracker demon
comes for you...

 


Phinnius Winterbourne, a soldier in the
Summer Court of the Sidhe, has inherited his maternal grandfather’s
sword. But the Winter Court of the Sidhe now wants it and him.
Seeking help from his older brother seems like a good idea, until
he runs into a witch. And the tracker demon sent to fetch Phinn.
Not a great day.

 


Kendra MacGillivray is preparing her altar
for Samhain when she runs head-on into Phinnius and his problems.
She doesn’t have time for the arrogant fool who has irritated the
Fae. When her healing spell clashes with that of the tracker demon,
they end up in the Sidhe realm with no way home and a tracker demon
familiar. Every witch needs one.

 


Trapped in the Fae realm, they must work
together to keep the sword out of the Winter Court’s reach and get
back home again before Samhain, when the veils close for the year.
Nothing is as it seems and Phinn’s family secrets may break
everything—him included. If they don’t protect the sword, they
could lose more than a family heirloom—they could destroy the
world. No pressure.
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Chapter One




 


Phinnius Winterbourne tried to throttle the
overwhelming envy curling through him as he watched his elder
brother Darius from the trees across the creek. Darius roared at
his adoptive daughters, chasing them in the grassy clearing behind
the millhouse to gales of laughter, and Phinnius wished he could be
the one running.

I am running. The only thing wrong
came from what chased him. Nothing so fun or easy as my elder
brother.

Phinn wanted to see his brother and gather
his wisdom for the trouble he faced, but he realized he’d only
endanger Darius’s family.

I’m a little slow on the uptake.

He’d led a morgira demon, the tracking
servants kept by the Winter Court, straight to his brother’s
door.

Not that the demon was after Darius. Nope,
that’s my honor, and I’m not even a full-blooded member of the
Court.

Evidently, Winter Queen didn’t see it that
way, not with his father’s blood running through their veins.
Thanks, Dad.

Darius’s joy made Phinn’s heart ache, but he
turned to retreat from his brother’s happiness—and ran straight
into the most silent woman he’d ever met.

“By the Goddess, I’m sorry!”

Phinn managed to catch her before she fell to
the ground in an ungainly mess, but a frisson of awareness shot
through him the moment he touched her. The scents of pumpkin spice
and sunbaked leaves suffused his nose as he met a pair of eyes the
color of dark apple cider. An immediate sense of home and belonging
filled his heart with yearning, and it broke free in a moan.

“Are you all right?”

A melodious contralto voice flowed over him
and washed away some of his tension as if it had never been.
Wait, I nearly knocked her over, and she’s asking me if I’m all
right?

“Of course, mistress. Forgive me for nearly
knocking you down.” He took a step back before he released her,
curiously reluctant to let go. “I didn’t hurt you, did I?”

“Nope. It’s my fault for sneaking up on you.”
She tilted her head swathed in a plush hood. A tendril of hair the
color of autumn cattails floated in the mild breeze. “Who are you,
and what are you doing hiding in the woods?”

Phinn raised his eyebrows at her direct
boldness, but she met his gaze frankly and waited him out.

“I’m Phinnius Winterbourne, brother to Darius
Winterbourne.” He inclined his head and gave his best charming
smile.

“Nice to meet you, Mr. Winterbourne. If
Darius is your brother, why are you skulking in the woods?” The
woman raised an eyebrow of her own.

I do believe I’ve lost my touch. “I
realized I made a mistake visiting. Who are you?”

“I’m a friend of Sabrina Winterbourne.” She
raised her chin and gave him a tight smile.

“And your name is?”

“None of your business. If you’re just
passing through, it’s a good time to keep going. Samhain’s
approaching and folks around here have a lot to prepare.” She waved
her hands at him as if to shoo him off. “Off you go, now.”

Phinn gaped at her. Was he really being
dismissed by a woman no taller than his chin? He tried to regroup.
“Tell me your name first, mistress.”

 


****

 


Kendra MacGillivray had met many cheeky men
in her time, but the tall, dark-haired beauty with sapphire blue
eyes took the cake.

Or maybe it’s the big-ass sword rising over
his right shoulder that’s doing it.

Whatever it was, he wore arrogance like a new
suit and seemed as fishy as Pier 59 in Seattle. He smelled like
warm vanilla, the scent of Ponderosa pine bark baking in the sun,
and she reminded herself men didn’t like women sniffing after them
like bitches in heat.

And if they do, they aren’t worth it.

“You can call me Kendra. Now, off you
go.”

The tall warrior gave her a sardonic smile
through the sexy scruff on his cheeks, but bowed and made to move
past her. However, he tensed up and lost his smile at the sound of
something big moving through the underbrush behind her. All the
hair stood up on the back of her neck as the fetid scents of
rotting wine and old sex hit her nose. Swallowing against the gag
reflex, she shifted sideways, presenting her back to neither the
man nor whatever approached.

“Aw, hellfire.” Phinnius yanked the sword off
his back with a metallic hiss and took on a battle stance.

“What the hell is that?”

Kendra fought bile back down her throat as
she took in a creature resembling an organic version of the
cat-like thing from the movie about robot aliens who transformed
into innocuous objects. A ridge of fins from each vertebra
protruded along the back and tail, and oddly jointed limbs ended in
long, sharp claws.

“Stay back, Mistress Kendra. This demon is
here for me.”

“Oh, that’s comforting.” The demon’s glowing
green eyes shifted from Phinnius, and it just had to lick its
slavering jaws as its gaze settled on her.

“I promise I won’t let it hurt you.”

Kendra snorted and tried to settle her mind
enough to gather the life energy around her. Magic wasn’t an alien
force—it came from the living beings inhabiting the world.
Ironically, this frightening creature held some of the same energy,
but it appeared tangled or kinked, like an old garden hose. The
energy didn’t flow properly.

What’s wrong with you?

Kendra took a deep breath and built a ball of
power, focusing her mind in the direction she’d cast it. The
creature crouched, its hindquarters wiggling just like a cat about
to pounce. Kendra waited for the right moment. The spell she had in
mind wouldn’t harm the creature, but it would contain it and heal
some of the conflicting energy paths.

Phinnius moved into her line of fire and she
growled. “Get out of the way. I don’t want to hit you.”

“Hit me? With what? I’m the one with the
sword. Just stay back and I’ll protect you.” He turned his back to
her, watching the creature.

While she liked his looks, right now, she
didn’t need him to be in the way when she threw her energy casting.
Goddess only knew what a defensive spell like this would do to him.
While it wouldn’t hurt humans, he had some other sort of heritage
given his energy signature, and this magic was her own special
recipe.

“I don’t need protecting, Mr. Winterbourne. I
just need you stay back, okay?”

“You don’t know what you’re talking
about.”

“And you don’t know a damn thing about me, so
please just get out of the way.”

Phinnius ignored her and she throttled her
frustration as she shifted to his left. The demon’s eyes tracked
her movement and distracted it a moment. A gurgling growl rumbled
from its throat as she brought her hands up into position. She
cupped them as if holding a bowl, waiting for the next perfect
moment.

Apparently, Phinnius waited for the same
moment because he leapt at the creature with a yell, swinging his
blade in a keening arch. The creature snarled and pivoted, lashing
out with its tail. The spiked limb caught the man in the side and
threw him into a tree with a resounding thud.

Kendra swore and ducked as the demon swiped
at her with one clawed hand. She threw herself into a roll and
thanked her mother for making her take self-defense training.
One of the few good things about a high priestess mother.
Her shoulder slammed into a tree trunk, but otherwise she escaped
without harm.

She looked for Phinnius and found him on his
feet with the creature between them. Shit, how am I going to
clobber this thing without hitting him? She’d either have to
get the demon’s attention or move again. Her shoulder screamed a
protest, but she gritted her teeth and crept through the trees.

 


****

 


Bloody hell, the morgira demon had strength
like a juggernaut. Phinn’s teeth rattled in his head as he
staggered to his feet and scanned the clearing. The morgira twisted
its sinuous body to face Kendra, hissing and keening its
high-pitched growl. The boney tail twitched back and forth, showing
its ire as it fixated on the woman.

“Don’t let it touch you.” He didn’t know if
his voice carried to her, but the demon’s attention shifted back to
him with a baleful look.

Phinn jerked himself into a general fighting
position and ignored the stabbing pain of his ribs. Dammit,
either something’s out of joint or it’s broken. He groaned and
waved his sword to catch the morgira’s focus.

“Over here, you scaly menace.”

The morgira snarled at him, its lips pulling
back from teeth more at home in a mako shark’s mouth.

If a mako shark had six-inch tooth
crowns.

The green eyes flashed malice, but the demon
swung back to Kendra when she moved back the other direction. Phinn
swore under his breath and sheathed his sword, groaning with the
added pressure on his ribs. The bastard isn’t leaving her
alone.

The demon crouched again, its hindquarters
wriggling as it prepared to leap. Phinn gathered his strength to
tackle the beast. Not his first choice, but he wouldn’t let it take
Kendra. The morgira’s ears swiveled toward him, but it kept its
focus on Kendra.

“Mistress Kendra, get behind the trees.”
Phinn braced himself.

“Just stay out of the way, Mr. Winterbourne.”
Her expression intensified while her hands cupped something he
couldn’t see. Little flashes illuminated her face, and she dropped
her gaze to them, just as the beast leapt.

Phinn hurled himself at the morgira to throw
it off course, plowing into the beast with a move reminiscent of an
American football tackle. The demon shrieked, dragging Phinn with
it as it slammed into Kendra with its shoulder. It snapped at
Phinn, sharp teeth tearing at his arm.

Pain bloomed in his shoulder and side as the
air filled with a curious metallic scent. The world lit up in
brilliant golden light and the demon’s shriek mixed with a feminine
battle cry. Phinn closed his eyes against the brilliance and tried
to wrench the demon away from where he’d last seen Kendra. A
hollow-sounding pop echoed through the trees, and something tugged
at his whole body. He held onto the demon with all his strength as
he slammed into a hard surface, and the darkness swallowed his
consciousness.

 


****

 


Kendra screamed when she threw her spell as
the demon leaped at her. She hadn’t expected Phinnius to attack the
beast as it collided with her. The spell exploded over all of them,
lighting the world in a fireball of light, and Kendra went down
under the mass and stench of the creature Phinnius held.

Gasping, Kendra sat up and struggled to
understand where she rested. The world wore a mantle of snow and
ice, crystalline water dripping in stalactites from empty tree
branches. A thick blanket of powdery snow draped over her and the
ground around her.

What the—

Something whimpered beside her, sounding much
like a distressed dog with an overly musical voice, and warm breath
smelling of rancid meat filled her nose as a hot muzzle nudged her
side. Kendra turned her head and met the green-gold gaze of the
demon.

Oh, sweet Goddess.

The demon whined and nudged her again,
flattening its ears in a good impression of submissive
supplication. Kendra blinked. It was submitting to her? She leaned
back, trying to make sense of her new situation.

Phinnius lay on his side in the snow, his
arms splayed out in front of him. Dried blood stained one sleeve
where the demon’s claws had ripped it, but her healing spell must
have stopped the blood flow. She scrambled up and staggered to his
side to check if he breathed. Small puffs of steam showed in front
of his nose and mouth, and relief cascaded through her as she
crouched beside him. Thank the Goddess.

“I have to get him out of the snow.” Kendra’s
voice startled her, but not quite as much as when the demon sat
beside the man, its oddly feline expression expectant.

“And just what do you want?”

The demon whined again and huffed a sigh in
Phinnius’s direction before getting up to head-butt her shoulder,
as if begging for reassurance. She stared at the beast, its
short-furred hide gleaming asphalt-gray in the wan light.

“Hey, what happened to your bones?” Taut skin
covered the demon from head to tail and its tail tip curled and
twitched like thoughtful cat’s, no longer boney. The beast thumped
her with its forehead again. “And why aren’t you trying to rip my
throat out?”

The demon mewled a strange sound and sniffed
at Phinnius, before returning its green-gold gaze to her. Its ears
twitched and she caught other odd sounds echoing through the snowy
woods. Kendra scanned the snowy expanse and the hair on the back of
her neck rose in visceral awareness. Something headed their way,
and she doubted it would be pleasant.

“Come on, Mr. Winterbourne. We gotta get out
of here.” Kendra leaned over Phinnius’s head, trying not to enjoy
the warm vanilla scent of his clothes and hair. “Mr. Winterbourne.”
She shook him and he groaned. “Great.”

She rolled him onto his back, crossed his
legs one over the other at the ankles, and grasped him under the
armpits. She wished she had gloves as she used her strength to drag
his inert body deeper into the trees. Kendra stopped and crouched
behind some thick shrubs with the demon beside her just as riders
on impossibly slender, tall horses jogged past.

Each rider wore a helm with snowflakes
imprinted in the metal and pointed ears stuck out from beneath
flaxen hair. Kendra swallowed hard and glanced at her creature
companion.

“I don’t know who they were, but I don’t
think we’re in Colorado anymore.”


Chapter Two




 


Kendra took a deep breath and waited a long
time after the sounds of hoof-beats had diminished. They might
have a rear guard or scout with them. The demon beside her kept
its gaze on the road, its ears swiveling from time to time.

Despite waiting another twenty minutes, no
one appeared on the trail and she stood up to relieve her knees.
Thank the Goddess I was wearing my thick winter coat today.
The air around her had turned frigid and her breath steamed in a
pearlescent plume. But her coat wouldn’t help much when the sun
set.

“Do you hear anything suspicious?” She had no
idea why she talked to the demon, but she couldn’t help it.

Next thing you know I’ll end up naming
it.

The demon whined and nudged Phinn’s still
form.

“I know, we need to find a place to take care
of him.” Kendra looked around the white winter landscape. “What we
really need is an abandoned cabin to hole up in.” She snorted in
amusement. “And while we’re wishing, maybe it could be fully
furnished and stocked with supplies like herbs and food.”

The demon tilted its head as if considering
her words, then coughed. Or barked. It was hard to tell which as it
clamped its jaws around Phinn’s collar.

“What are you doing?”

The creature sighed and dragged Phinn down a
game trail she hadn’t seen when they ducked into the bushes.

“Hey, where are you going?”

The demon warbled an encouraging sound and
waved a clawed hand in a way that suggested it wanted her to follow
it. I’m completely nuts. But she went after it, dodging
low-hanging snow-covered branches deeper into the woods. Phinn’s
bootheels left obvious drag marks in the snow, but it couldn’t be
helped. Maybe it’ll snow more to disguise them. She’d lost
her marbles. She wanted it to snow more?

Hell, I’m talking to a demon who’s dragging
a man I barely know into the woods for which I have no map—I’m
certifiable.

Despite her disbelief, the demon pulled Phinn
into a clearing containing a few snow-shrouded stumps and a cottage
with a thatched roof and a well-stocked woodpile. A steel chimney
poked out of the thatching and smoke curled out the top just as
they reached the door.

Kendra peeked in the windows, but the
interior remained too dark to see anything.

“Think anyone’s in there?” She glanced at the
demon, but it only nudged the door with one clawed hand. “You want
us to go in?” When it whined, she sighed. “Okay, but it better be
safe.”

The door easily pushed open and a blast of
warmer hair stung her cheeks. Kendra’s body moved inside before her
mind could catch up, and the demon crowded in behind her, towing
Phinn.

A cheery fire crackled in an open woodstove
and lit the fairly large one-room cabin. Despite blankets laid out
on the double bed and the floor clean of debris, the cabin didn’t
look occupied. Kendra closed and latched the door as the demon laid
Phinn on the floor beside the bed.

“You’re going to have to help me lift him.”
She gave the demon an expectant look. “He’s too heavy for me.”

To her surprise, the creature sat back on its
haunches and picked Phinn up in its powerful forearms. It laid him
on the bed, boots and all, and looked over its shoulder as if to
check if it had done correctly.

“Yeah, that’s good. Thank you.”

It nodded and sat back out of the way as she
tugged Phinn’s boots off his feet. Kendra shook her head. I’m
seriously losing my marbles talking to a demon. She shot a look
at the feline-like creature, but it just sat there and watched her
tend to Phinn.

Phinn said it’s a tracker demon. Maybe it
can find my marbles for me.

“There. He should rest better that way.”

Kendra swung her gaze around the cabin.
Canisters marked with foreign symbols lined the shelves near the
fireplace over a washbasin. A pump handle jutted from the wall,
suggesting they could have some running water, and a tea kettle
rested beside the basin.

“I’m going to make some tea if we have some.
Want some, Marbles?”

The demon cocked its head at her words, its
ears flagging forward. It wuffed an agreeable sound while its tail
tip flexed with cat-like contentment.

“Yeah, you probably don’t drink tea.” She
shook her head, more at herself than the demon. “Just goes to show
how much I know.”

Kendra filled the kettle and hung it over the
fire on a hook built into the fireplace. Marbles sniffed at the
kettle and settled beside the fireplace like a big scaly cat. She
snorted and retreated to the bed to unbuckle the sword scabbard
from his torso. Wrestling it off him took some effort and she
groaned as she pushed him off the leather.

Damn, it sounds like I’m having sex with
him.

Just the thought of that made her pussy
clench and a grimace tightened her lips. The last thing she needed
right now was encouraging a man for sex.

Phinn moaned as he rolled onto his back and
opened his eyes just as she tucked the blankets on the bed up to
his chin. His sapphire gaze held her attention more than any bird
or flower had during her fieldwork for her master’s thesis. The
primal part of her growled and put up an emphatic demand.
Mine.

“Look who’s awake. About time.” She grumbled
to remind herself what a jerk he was and keep any lusty ideas at
bay. “How are you feeling?”

His brows lowered as he opened his mouth to
speak, but only a dry croak came out. He cleared his throat and
tried again. “Groggy and stiff. Where are we?”

Kendra shook her head. “I don’t know.
Wherever we ended up, it’s winter already and Marbles led us to
this cabin to get you out of the snow.”

“Marbles?”

“Yeah.” She shot a look at the dark cat-like
demon lying in front of the woodstove. “The tracker demon.”

Phinn jerked and tried to sit up, grunting in
pain. “The tracker demon is here? And you named it?”

“Yes. What else was I supposed to do when she
helped us avoid the mounted patrols?”

He shook his head. “You’ve lost your
mind.”

“No, I’ve lost my marbles, and she can track
them down for me. Which is where she got her name.” Kendra sighed.
“Look, if it weren’t for the two of you, I’d be home getting ready
for Samhain. Instead, I’m here, nursing you back to health, and
Marbles has done nothing but help me. So, you’re just going to have
to get over it.”

“I’ll get over it. Oh yeah.” Phinn’s eyes
narrowed as his hands slid behind his back, then they widened with
concern. “Whoa. Where’s my sword? What did you do with it?”

“Relax. It’s here beside the bed.” She held
up the scabbard out of his reach. “But you don’t need it right now.
You need to rest. Would you like some tea?”

“No, I don’t want tea. I want to get away
from that f—” He stopped himself when Kendra shot him a challenging
look. “Morgira demon. Sweet Goddess, these things aren’t pets and
they’ll turn on you the moment you give them an inch.”

“Tell you what. You sit there and stew in
your animosity toward Marbles and I’ll enjoy the tea with her. Let
me know if you want some.” She retreated from the bed to sit with
the demon near the fire. The heat felt good and the morgira gave
her a welcoming purr as she settled down like a tiger, her head on
her forelegs.

“How the hell did we get here, wherever here
is?” Phinn sat up gingerly and rolled his head on his neck.

“Magic, I suspect.” Kendra let her gaze rest
on the fire instead of on his rather beguiling physique.

“Magic? Why would magic bring us here?”

She shrugged. “Maybe it came from Marbles,
here. You said she’s a tracker demon. Do they do retrieval
too?”

He nodded as he looked at the cabin around
them. “Did you cast a spell to get us here?”

“Nope.” She shook her head. “I cast a healing
spell meant to fix whatever was wrong with Marbles.” She patted the
tracker demon’s head and it rumbled a happy purr. “Seemed to work.
Unfortunately, I suspect Marbles cast another spell, something to
bring her and her query back to this world, and that’s how we all
ended up here.”

“Shit.”

“No—Magic. And for the moment we’re safe. The
patrols that passed earlier didn’t notice us and Marbles found us a
place to stay until you’re at full strength again.” Kendra smiled
with amusement as he scowled. “She really has been very helpful.
She even dragged your ass here and helped me toss you into that
bed.”

“Why the hell do you think the morgira is a
she?” Phinn waved at the demon on the floor beside her.

Kendra glanced down at the contented
creature. “Because she never gave up and she helped get you to
safety even while you threatened to kill her. I’d say that
definitely makes her female. A male would’ve let you die out there
in the snow.”

Marbles rumbled what sounded like a
laugh.

Phinn shot the demon a look. “You’re not
needed in this discussion.”

Marbles snorted and closed her golden-green
eyes with an amused sigh.

“Damn demon.”

“Yeah, well, she’s my damn demon now and you
can try to be nice to her. She did save your ass twice today.”
Kendra poured herself some more tea.

“Yeah, but we wouldn’t be here if not
for…her.”

Kendra smiled at his acceptance of the
demon’s gender. “Maybe, but it’s too late to go back now. We’ll
just have to make the best of it and go from there. You want to
tell me where you think we are and why we would’ve been transported
here?”

He shot a look out one of the frosted windows
and shivered. “My guess? The morgira was sent by the Fae Winter
Court to return me to the Winter Queen. I suspect your spell
and…her spell competed and now we’re in Winter, but not where…she
meant to take me.”

Kendra nodded as she held her tea in both
hands. “So we’re in the Fae realm. I’m pretty sure humans don’t do
so well here, and I know the Sidhe aren’t very appreciative of
witches. The thing is, I don’t do dimension travel, so I have no
idea how to get us home. Do you?”

He grimaced as he pulled the blanket up to
his chin. “Technically, I am home.”


 


Chapter Three


 


Kendra blinked then her eyes narrowed. “What
do you mean by that?”

Phinn grimaced and wished he could go back to
sleep, or at least take the words back. She’s not going to like
the answer. Hellwinds, he didn’t like the answer.

“Phinn? What the hell do you mean by saying
‘you’re home’?”

He sighed and tried to get comfortable. His
ribs made breathing comfortably a challenge, but at least his arm
no longer burned from the demon’s strike. “I don’t know how much
you know about the Sidhe Courts, but there’s only one way to get a
surname of ‘Winterbourne.’ You’d have to be—”

“Born from Winter.”

“Yeah.” He nodded. “I’m pretty sure Dad was
someone in the Winter Court slumming it with my mother. She was
part of the Summer Court, one of the long-lived humans who’ve
served Summer for millennia. Dad swept her off her feet and married
her, swearing up and down that he loved her.” Phinn scowled as the
old anger rose. “He made sure she got three sons before he up and
disappeared. We aren’t really sure why he seduced her in the first
place, but apparently he didn’t get what he wanted so he left.”

Kendra rubbed her thumbs over her tea mug.
“Is that why they sent a tracker demon to bring you back to
Winter?”

He shrugged. “Maybe. I don’t know for sure
why they’re after me, but that’s my first guess.” He shot a look at
the sword beside the hearth. “But I also suspect they’re after my
grandfather’s sword.”

“The sword? Why would they want it?”

Phinn let his gaze drift to the fire as he
sifted through the memories and family legends associated with the
gleaming hunk of steel. Granted, it had killed many enemies and
dark Sidhe in the service of the Summer Court, but he didn’t think
it was any more special than any other weapon. Why they’d be after
this particular sword escaped him.

“I don’t know, but Dad was always interested
and tried to learn more details about it. He had a weird
fascination with weaponry, but always kept coming back to the
stories of that sword.” Phinn repositioned his body to ease the
pressure in his side. Broken ribs were horrendous. “It wasn’t part
of our immediate family when we were growing up and it wasn’t
handed down to my older brother Darius until he became the
Chamberlain to the Summer Queen. He was in his late twenties by
then and Dad was long gone.”

Kendra sipped her tea. “How did you get
it?”

“Darius met a witch the Summer Queen needed
to perform the High Beltane Rituals—”

“Sabrina?” Kendra raised her eyebrows.

“Yes, Sabrina, and he fell for her. He’s
happy and didn’t need the sword, so it was passed to me.” Phinn
shrugged. “It makes more sense for me to have it. I’m the soldier
of the family.”

“Isn’t it a bit archaic? I mean, battles
haven’t been fought with those kinds of weapons for at least a
century.” She stroked the morgira demon’s head and the damn thing
purred with what sounded like contentment.

Too bad she’s not stroking me.

The thought made him groan and she mistook it
for physical pain.

“How are you doing? Are you hungry at all?”
Kendra rose gracefully and poked through the small kitchen area.
“There’s a little here that we could make into a meal, though it’s
mostly hard tack bread and dried meat, but it’s something.”

He almost denied being hungry when his
stomach growled.

“Yeah, I guess that answers that.” Kendra
smirked as she put together a small meal. “So now that we’re here
with the sword, what are you going to do?” She eyed him as she
brought the plate full of food. “You’re going to keep it away from
Winter, aren’t you?”

He raised an eyebrow. “I’m gonna do my best,
but I’m not exactly in fighting shape after your pet morgira
swatted me with her tail. There’s no telling when they’ll find us
and take it.”

She nodded slowly. “Yeah, that’s what worries
me. When any of the Sidhe go to this much trouble for something,
it’s never a good thing.” She settled down beside the bed. “We need
to find a way to get our asses home to our world where the Fae have
less power.” She handed him the plate. “Here. Eat. And let’s figure
out how to keep the sword, archaic as it may be, out of the hands
of the Winter Court.”

He grabbed a piece of dried meat and sucked
on it. “Keeping away from them isn’t likely, given we’re in their
realm. I’m surprised you managed to avoid the patrols so far.
Eventually, they’re going to find us here. We won’t be able to
outrun them, and we can’t hide forever.”

“Can’t we?” Kendra sighed at his raised
eyebrow. “Yeah, okay. Wishful thinking. Getting spelled into the
Fae realm isn’t what I expected when I set out to prepare for
Samhain.” She shot a look at the demon. “Do you think the holiday
has some sort of significance for this? I know Samhain is one of
the Big Eight, but do you think it had some significance for the
Winter Court coming after the sword now?”

Phinn chewed contemplatively, trying to
ignore his ribs. “It might. Or it might be because the sword was
recently passed to me. Changing hands is a relatively big deal in
the Sidhe courts and I’m sure word got to Winter that it had
resurfaced. Maybe they thought I was more vulnerable or malleable
than my other family members. Like they could coerce me to give up
the sword.”

“Are you? More vulnerable or malleable?”

He shrugged. “I wish I could say no, but
lately I’ve lost my sense of purpose. I’m tired of war, which is
not a good thing for a soldier.”

“I don’t think that’s true. Or rather, I
think a lot of soldiers feel that way, especially in recent years.”
She rose and poured tea for them both then returned with two
steaming mugs and handed him one. “Drink that. It’ll help with the
pain.”

“How do you know I’m in pain?” He tried not
to grimace as he repositioned to drink the tea.

She shot him a dry look. “It may be the
groaning and moving like a man three times your age.” She tilted
her head. “Or it could be that I saw Marbles toss you into a tree
trunk and figured no one does well with that. Are your ribs
broken?”

He nodded. “Yes, I’m pretty sure they
are.”

“Hmm.” She set down her mug and leaned closer
to him.

“What are you doing?”

“Just hold still a moment. I want to check
something.”

She laid her hands on his side and closed her
eyes. He didn’t feel anything different, so he took the moment to
study her.

Her hair had been tied behind her head with
some sort of binding but a few silken, mahogany-colored strands
fell around her face in gentle waves. A straight nose with the end
slightly upturned sat above her full lips, the lower fuller than
the upper. He wanted to lean forward and kiss them, but his ribs
prevented him from moving.

And I don’t want her to slap the daylights
out of me.

Instead, he let his gaze slid over her
elegantly sharp brows and the long lashes against her cheeks as she
continued her magical perusal. At least, he assumed they were
magical. Otherwise, she simply sat there holding his side with her
hands.

After a few more moments, she sighed and
opened her eyes, pulling back.

“That’s the best I can do for now. I’ll try
again later.”

He frowned. “I don’t feel much different. Did
you do something?”

She nodded. “I tried but your energy doesn’t
respond to my healing very well. I might have to take a different
approach. But I need some time to recuperate a little.” She picked
up her tea again. “So, tell me more about how you’ve lost interest
in war. I assume that’s what you meant. What would you do if you
weren’t a soldier?”

He shrugged and grimaced as it pulled on his
ribs. “I don’t really know. That’s all I’ve ever done. All I know
how to do. The problem is, I don’t want to do it anymore.”

She tapped her chin. “Have you heard of
Sun-Tzu and The Art of War?”

Phinn shook his head.

Kendra rested her mug





















































cover.jpg
S/ lhe Sindiali
“SOLDIER &

A

14

. . awardgwin
310 "@]






