A Remembrance of Your Love

Chapter one


Purple eyes stare at him in terror. Terrible danger assails them; something, some one is trying to destroy them.


Suddenly there is great pain and he finds himself flying through the air, the sea rapidly closing in. His body hits the water like it is solid ground , the impact literally knocking the breath out of his lungs. With and effort he makes his way  to the surface of  the blood redden waters. All around him other men scream  in agony as a swarm of greenish black creatures devour them. 


With mounting fear he  sees them approaching, their mouths agape, ready to feast on him. Taking a deep breath he dives into the water to elude them,  belatedly remembering they can breath underwater. The deadly horde advances, a formless mass caught in a  feeding frenzy.


 His heart beats like a drum with panic. He closes his eyes to dissipate the frightful image from his mind and regain some control over his thoughts.


In a last minute effort he creates a cocoon around himself by solidifying the water. When he timidly opens his eyes he finds the spell worked, the monsters can not reach him through the invisible shield.


 He feels a deep satisfaction when the creatures crash against the translucent barrier, some of them shattering their teeth as they doggedly insist on biting him; but when he gazes up he finds the ship is drifting away from him. A lone figure , long silvery hair flying in the breeze, stands at the ship's stern calling out to him. 


Those purple eyes can not see him under the water. 


A terror like he has never felt before seizes him. He is trapped, trapped by his own spell. The ship is rapidly disappearing in the distance.


 Breaking  out of the cocoon he swims towards the vessel, nothing else matters but reaching the ship. Yet it is too late , the ship is too far away ... and his beloved  is gone with it.


  He lets out a terrible scream...


" No! Come back! Do not leave me! Elris!!"


" Elris!!" He woke up with a start. Every night it was the same. He would have the dream and wake up screaming, yet not knowing what it meant. It was driving him mad


Had this really happened to him? Was there someone out there waiting for him?


His heart was still pounding in his chest. He stood up from the simple woven-grass bed and walked out into the late night air. The cool breeze calming his excited body.


All he knew was that he  had been rescued from the sea by a fishing boat. His rescuers were members of an all female tribe called Berí Ashá. 


Berí Ashá was more like a collection of villages, but  they summed up to a very impressive number. In fact it was a medium sized country. 


He was living in the very heart of that country at the moment, in what was by far the biggest and most influential of it's villages. Here resided the Manikeryta, the rulers of Berí Ashá. 


Manikeryta was the name of their  triumvirate. The one called Tayira represented the manika, the  martial power, her lover Sorai was the kery, the law and Brennind was the spiritual guide, sort of, the ta. That one was the most confusing of the three.


He had seen them a couple of times; once when he was brought into the village, and then when they were performing some sort of ritual down below, in the town's plaza.


It had taken him some time to understand their dialect and to comprehend their strange customs. He still felt a bit confused about their ways. For a culture composed entirely of women they were mighty violent and possessive, traits he had always associated with men. 


To make matters worse they were divided into strict, and sometimes very demeaning, castes. He could make out five of them so far: first there was the manika, the superior woman. Then there was the kery, the entirely military populace; that was followed by the una-kery, weapon builders, hunters and traders; then the fa-kery, mostly old women or disabled warriors. Lastly there were the ni-kery, the breeders, woman who's only purpose in life was the begetting and  the caring for of the children. This was the lowest of the low in Berí Ashán society.


So, for months now he had lived as the "guest" of these women, in fact he was kept under constant guard and forbidden to leave the healers hut, because no man was allowed to set foot on their lands. Their patron goddess, Desaly, forbid it less her wrath fall upon them. That meant he had to wait patiently for another two  or three months for a dispensation that would allow him finally, to exit the tree house.


Out of curiosity he had asked why they had saved him and they had answered that any enemy of Miahatep was their friend. He had no idea of who this Miahatep could be, though the name sounded familiar.


He gazed lazily over the familiar landscape, the darkened forest had a certain soothing effect on his soul. Hours could go by and he would not notice, entranced by the nightly beauty of the canopy. Thousands of tree dwellings, little more than covered platforms littered the forest and yet they seemed like mere extensions of the trees , not diminishing it's natural splendor. 


Someone was approaching his hut over the old rope bridge. Over the months he had learned to distinguish this, his favorite guard , from all the others. Her name was Elani and she was surprisingly sweet for this race of dour woman.


There was a strong attraction between him and the blonde woman, though he new it was mostly sexual in origin. Somehow he was certain his heart belonged to the one in his dreams. 


*Who could she be?* He wondered. It was best to bury such thoughts deep inside, besides he had different plans tonight. Tonight he would finally get her to sleep with him.


She had eluded his every effort until now. Being a kery she was not allowed to have sex with men. She was even mated to another woman, a fierce redhead, tall and powerful ,called Kiery. That one would be a manika someday, he had no doubt about that. 


Regrettably, Elani  thought the same and it worried her to no end. As warriors go she was inferior, definitely not manika material, which meant once Kiery ascended in ranks their union would be forcefully dissolved. They would both be assigned new mates. 


So, obviously she was reticent to cheating on her mate with him and endangering their already feeble union.


 He sympathized with her, but he also knew he could not reign in his desires for much longer. Constantly  bombarded with images of scantly clad females as he was every single day, at every hour, here even  the older women were astonishingly beautiful, what could they expect from him. He was just a horny fourteen-year-old kid after all!


He watched as she said goodnight to the previous watchman ,or woman as was the case. She, in turn, took off at a run as soon as she was relieved from duty. This had become the routine ever since he nearly roasted her with a lightning bolt during one of his nightmares. The poor girl was terrified of him.


" Goodnight Antianne!" They had told him that was his name, yet they were reluctant to explain how they knew that. He had a hunch they knew everything about him, but they were not going to tell him. "Drania told me you had another nightmare."


He shrugged, not wanting to talk about the subject. Instead he gave her one of his sexiest smiles. The way she narrowed her eyes told him she was wise to his plans. He pushed on anyway.


Lifting his head (she was quite a bit taller than he) he looked into her dark blue eyes. But then they changed in color to a beautiful purple blue shade. He gasped out loud as a powerful pang of pain caught him in its grip.


Elani stared at him as he sank to the floor . Antianne was beyond caring, all that he knew was that he had lost those beautiful purple eyes , lost them forever. And so he hugged himself and cried as he had never done in his life.


Much latter he became aware of her arm draped around him, his face resting upon her breast. Gently she stroked his hair all the while whispering soothing remarks.


It felt good to be held this way, with such tenderness, it drove the loneliness away. Her skin was warm and soft compared to his own , it was so inviting. He wanted to forget, to never feel the heartache again, and if it was in Elani's arms so much the better.


His fingers traced the contour of her face, of her lips. How he wanted to taste those rosy lips, to kiss the golden freckles on her cheeks. Strange the way they made her look, ageless and fresh,  not a woman and yet not a child either. She was a mystery to him, with the gentle soul of a mother and the hardened body of a warrior .


He needed her, not for her body , but to feel some measure of love, to  know that someone needed him, that someone cared that he was alive, to drive away the longing for something he could no longer possess, just to put an end to his horrible loneliness.


His lips rose to hers taking her in a delicate little kiss, merely a brushing of their lips, and yet it sent tremors of pleasure through them both. He showered her face with soft feathery kisses before claiming her mouth again. 


Their tongues touched lightly sending sparks of passion along their bodies and awakening their lust in full. Her hands moved restless over his arms, while his own hands held her tight against him. Both yearning for more.


Antianne licked his way down her throat , over her collarbone to the deep cleft between her breast. He savored the taste of her, the smell of her, all of  her beneath his lips.


*Almost as sweet as Elris.* He thought , not knowing who this Elris was.


Elani's eager moan brought him back to attention. The young woman was lost in the throngs of passion, all her objections plainly forgotten.


He smiled lowering his face unto her breasts. With maddening slowness he kissed and nibbled at the pliant skin making her gasp in pleasurable surprise before taking a hardened nipple into his lips. She hissed ,as he sucked and pulled slightly at it, currents  of delight invading her brain .


Antianne was doggedly trying to involve himself in their lovemaking,  but broken memories kept appearing before his eyes, confusing him in their mad rush. They were fragmented and scattered , not enough to trigger a flash of recognition in him. Yet , they were so many that they formed a jumbled , layered mass  within his brain.


Even now, when he looked at what he knew was a perfectly round and sizable woman's breast, he beheld a man's flat chest and was certain that he had lavished it  with as much affection as he did this one.


With a shudder he closed his eyes and envisioned a pale graceful form. Tall and slender, the body that writhed beneath him, with skin as soft as any woman's. A man, no doubt, taller than he and older, though completely submitted to him. 


His body felt detached, mechanical as it moved in an incessant rhythm within the young girl, while his mind was lost in a haze of memories.


When he thrust deeper into her, it was that other body he felt enveloping him, warm and tight , with a masculine scent . Even the impression of those impossibly long legs upon his skin came back to him. The feel of Elris haunted him.


" A remembrance of your love!" He whispered as he felt his passion rising to its peak.


In a daze he glanced down into Elani's face , but it was the other he saw. Long elfish features greeted him and a pair of purple eyes beckoned to him, while those soft pink lips called out his name, a whispered promise of love twining around his heart. 


He thrust then with abandon, dreaming it was Elris he held in his arms, Elris he was devouring with his kisses , Elris tight little butt he was ravishing. 


With a last powerful push he came inside his lover, crying out his name, but when he looked down it was Elani's angry face he saw. In a fury she pushed him aside. 


He fell beside her, no longer caring for anything but the deep ache in his soul. 


Elris was gone, and without him life was not worth living.

Elani covered herself hastily, her teary eyes staring in disbelief at the huddled form on the floor.

At the height of her passion she had felt him hesitate, a dark expression in his eyes, but then he had increased his rhythm and she had lost all cohesive thought amidst her pleasure.

Yet, even as she experienced that ecstasy she felt shame. Shame for betraying her beloved Kiery. She told herself that he wanted her, maybe even loved her and that he was special, and then when he came... 

He had cried out his name! It had been Elris he had wanted all that time. How it hurt to know he had been dreaming of a man when he held her in his arms.

She could not look at him anymore, before she had cared for him, but now she loathed him. Loathed him for using her like a whore. Barely containing her tears, she ran out of the room looking for the one person who she knew could give her some measure of solace. Kiery!

Kiery jumped in surprise when Elani burst into their room. She was supposed to be on duty. Had something gone wrong with the prisoner? Why was she so disheveled? 

Quickly she stood up, her eyes assessing Elani for any signs of injury. Once she had verified her well being she attacked the other concern pressing on her mind.

"Why are you here, and who is watching "the man"? The last word was spat out like a curse. 

" I... I..." She stammered unable to explain herself. How could she explain "that" to Kiery? Instead, she buried her face in Kiery's buxom, no longer sobbing though a few stray tears still wet her cheeks.

What had gotten into Elani tonight? She would never show such weakness; she was always trying to impress Kiery by showing her how strong she could be. Kiery knew it was a show, Elani's heart was as soft as a dandelion. She had known her since childhood and she had loved her precisely for that reason. But, now something was wrong. Her little dove was hurting and she needed to know why.

" My love what's wrong, tell me. " Her only answer was a sad little shake of her head.

Kiery sighed. Elani could be a bit pigheaded at times, best to let her be.

" Very well... Let's see if " the man" is all right."

" No!" 

The vehemence with which Elani uttered that single word astounded and frightened Kiery. Where had this sudden anger come from? More importantly, why was she so angry?

" What of your duty?"

" I do not care! I am not going back, ever!"

Kiery narrowed her eyes; she was slowly loosing her temper.  

" Very well, if you will not guard him I will find someone else, but know this is not the end of this conversation. Your actions tonight damage my reputation as well as yours."

With that she left the room. The silent reprimands floating between them. Kiery had taken a great risk by assigning Elani to safeguard Antianne.  She had given her the chance to prove herself before the rest of the kery and now she had blown it.

There was a sickening feeling in the pit of Kiery's stomach. She had a vague idea of what might have happened and it was eating her inside. Kiery had sensed the danger the instant he had laid eyes on her mate. It had been there, that chemistry that occurred between lovers, she had felt it. Yet, she had forced herself to ignore it. She had been so certain of Elani's virtue...

She hastily put all thoughts aside it was her duty to protect him, regardless of how she felt for him.

Bringing a man to the village had been a stupid idea to begin with. "Men" where dangerous and untrustworthy. He might be safer here, but she was not so sure they were safe with him around.

It was weird how the laws forbid men's feet from touching the sacred ground and yet, forced them to rescue anyone in danger, even men.

For a moment she hesitated before the door, not wanting to have proof to her misgivings. A set of hurried steps behind her set her to action. It would not do to act like a frightened child in front of her subordinates. 

The girl, Drania, was half asleep having been unexpectedly recalled to duty. She had merely rested about half an hour and was none too happy to return to sentry duty, especially if it was to watch over “him”.

Kiery left her outside and went inside to check on Antianne. He was asleep on the floor; all his clothes scattered about the room. The sight obfuscated her mind; she had to get out of the chamber.

Suddenly an object caught the light beneath the young man's body.  Curious she bent down beside him. It was a tiny brooch in the form of a dove pinned to a piece of cloth. She recognized the pin and the skirt; they were Elani's.

She backed away from him with a hiss, her fingers tightening around the hilt of her sword. He had dared... he had dared to claim her treasure, her beloved! She would kill him for that! 

Kiery lifted her sword, but stopped in mid-strike.

* What am I doing? If I kill him all will know my shame, and Elani ... I would be sentencing her to death as well. I ...* Languidly she stood up, sheathing her sword.

* I would never hurt you little dove even if you have broken my heart! * Without looking back she signaled for the girl to stand watch before heading to the rooms she shared with Elani. 

Calmly she entered their residence, a place that until tonight she had equated to love, happiness and trust, not anymore. Her mate was lying on the thick fur they used as a bed her face a study on misery. She advanced until she stood a few feet away from here, peering down at her hushed form.

 " He was asleep, were I suppose you left him." Elani opened her mouth to protest, but she ignored her and carried on her monologue. " I will tell no one about this, you need not fear that from me." Her voice sounded so cold, the sound of it making her feel dead inside. 

A mirthless silence enveloped the room, broken only by the soft crinkling of leather as Kiery undressed and the soft hiccuping sobs muffled by Elani's pillow.

Kiery lay down next to Elani, the slow rhythm of her cries lulling her almost to sleep. Discreetly her eyes searched her face, as if trying to find some visible change in the all too familiar features. Aside from the puffiness around her eyes and nose everything else was the same. The same pointy nose and luscious lips, dark freckles spotting her cheeks, soft golden hair and laughing blue eyes... They were sad now those beautiful eye. Unhappy tears brimmed over her long lashes, and there was a sad little pout on her lips as well. 

Little more than a child her Elani, in all the humdrum of their lives Kiery had forgotten how young Elani really was. She herself was only five years older, and she was twenty, which meant Elani was barely fifteen.

The boy was even younger and more reckless than she was. 

A hopeless sigh filled the silent chamber. How could someone feel so much pain and yet live?

The gentle pressure of Elani's head settled on her shoulder, her hand playing idly with the silver chain dangling over Kiery's breasts. Out of habit she reclined her head against the blonde's.

" I really messed things up, didn’t I? Would it matter at all if I told you that I do not love him, that in fact I hate him? "

" Perhaps someday my little dove, for now just hold me. Time will take care of the rest."

They held each other in a tender embrace that spoke more for the strength of their love than a thousand words. All they needed was time to heal the wounds, but time was the one thing they did not have.

