
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
[image: tmp_17532a6db5b291ec5c44ccc013e668c8_QXjGTQ_html_m555b38b6.jpg]





The Warrior Within

By J.T. Marie




Published by JMS Books LLC

This story is included in the print book

Bones of the Sea and Other Stories by
J.T. Marie.

Visit http://www.jtmarie.com for
more information.




Copyright 2010 J.T. Marie

ISBN 978-1-93575-352-0





Cover Photo Credit: vladgavriloff

Used under a Standard Royalty-Free
License.

Cover Design: J.T. Marie

All rights reserved




WARNING: This book is not transferable. It is
for your own personal use. If it is sold, shared, or given away, it
is an infringement of the copyright of this work and violators will
be prosecuted to the fullest extent of the law.

No portion of this book may be transmitted or
reproduced in any form, or by any means, without permission in
writing from the publisher, with the exception of brief excerpts
used for the purposes of review.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters,
places and incidents are solely the product of the author’s
imagination and/or are used fictitiously, though reference may be
made to actual historical events or existing locations. Any
resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely
coincidental.

Published in the United States of
America.

* * * *


The Warrior Within

By J.T. Marie




For Skye




When I leaned down to wash my face, I saw
her reflection above mine in the pond a moment before I felt her
staff strike my ribs. I rolled away from her attack, reaching for
my own staff, but it was gone. She struck again. I held up an arm
to ward off the blow.

“Never underestimate a fallen opponent,”
Makena said through clenched teeth, bringing the staff down hard on
my forearm. The crack of wood on flesh resounded loudly in the
quiet afternoon.

I let my arm fall limp and bit my lower lip,
the pain bringing tears to my eyes. Instantly Makena’s harsh
expression softened—she bent down, reaching for my arm. “Oh,
Jhyssa!” she cried. I let her inspect my arm, gingerly feeling for
broken bones. “Are you all right?”

I grinned. Twisting her staff, I flipped her
onto the ground. A hurt look replaced the surprise in her eyes. I
stood over her and rapped the staff on her forehead once, twice.
Smiling, I repeated, “Never underestimate a fallen opponent.”

She smiled back. I offered my hand, helping
her to her feet. I brushed the wisps of her fiery hair from her
face. “Well done,” I commended. “You truly are a Warrior, even if
the Order of the Soul is disbanded.”

Shyly, she ducked her head. “I don’t
know.”

“You know the Tenets, you know the moves.” I
gathered up our weapons and we headed back toward my cabin. “You
came to me two years ago wanting to become a Warrior, and you have
completed the training. There is nothing more I can teach you.”

“Maybe the rebellion will reach us here.”
She motioned to the surrounding forest with a sweep of her arm. It
was hard to imagine the trees alive with the cries of war, but I
smiled to hear the excitement in her voice. “Maybe I’ll get a
chance to fight alongside you, instead of against you.”
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