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A Dream of New Beginning
I  

t’s coming,” Colavaer whispered.  All that was able to hear her, panicked.


“Everyone, gather around me!” Shirrill yelled, then turned to Colavaer and said, “I need your help.  I can’t hold a shield as big as the one we need all by myself.  You know what to do.” 

 Colavaer nodded.  


She gave a quick look around to make sure everyone important to her, and to Amora was there.  Luckily she and Shirrill had called an emergency meeting, so all that were important to Amora was there, and already gathered around Shirrill.  As for those she cared about, they were all important to her country, so they were gathered with the rest, and Damon was directly behind her.  Wait!  Elora.  Where’s Elora?  Colavaer looked around for her big sister.  Then she spotted Seth frantically trying to get through the crowd, and shouting something.  Colavaer followed his terrified gaze to see Elora running in the opposite direction.


“Elora, no!”  Colavaer started after her sister only to find two sets of hands grab her from behind.  She looked back to see who was holding her.  It was Damon and Shirrill.


“It’s to late, Colavaer!  It’ll be here any second!  Link with me, now!” Shirrill screamed at her.  Colavaer formed a steady flow of power that went from her to Shirrill.  She felt some of her energy draining from her body, then felt the shield go up around her.  Colavaer watched Seth out of the corner of her eye.  He had made his way to the edge of the shield and started pounding on it, screaming Elora’s name.  Then it hit.


Colavaer was blinded by a blue light and suddenly felt dizzy and disoriented.  Then it vanished.  She opened her eyes, and automatically looked to where Elora was last standing. All that was left of her beloved sister was a small pile of white ashes.  She fell to her knees and heard Seth utter a scream of pure despair.  She looked up in time to see him drawl a dagger from his boot.


“Seth!” Colavaer screamed.  He looked back at her with empty eyes and tears running down his cheeks.  He shook his head, murmured something, and thrust the dagger into his chest.  Colavaer collapsed on the floor and curled up in a ball, weeping.


“Colavaer,” she heard someone say beside her.


“Colavaer.”


 “Colavaer, wake up,” Colavaer sat strait up in her bed and looked into Damon’s concerned face.  A dream.  It was all a dream.  Goddess, it seemed so real. Elora and Seth, dead?  The very thought sent images threw her head.  Images of Elora as a pile of ashes and Seth, a bloody heap on the floor.  Before she new it she was crying for the second time that day.   Damon look at a loss at what to do then just took her up in his arms and simply held her.


“I heard you making distressing sounds in your sleep.  I tried to give you a mental touch to soothe you out of your dream, but you had all your shields up,” Damon told her.  I must look like a small child who just had her first nightmare, she realized in disgust.  She squirmed her way out of Damon’s arms and back into her bed. 

“I’ll be all right,” she assured him curtly, “It was only a nightmare.  

“Goodnight Damon.”  He hesitated, then nodded and left. 


“What happened next?” Shirrill asked, a crease forming between her brows.


“Damon woke me,” Colavaer answered.  When Colavaer showed up at Shirrill’s room for lessons the following day, she told her mentor and friend all about her terrible dream.


“It seemed so real though.  As if it wasn’t a dream at all.”  Colavaer shivered involuntarily at the though of the dream being real.


“I wonder...” Shirrill mumbled.


“You wonder what?” Colavaer curiously.


“I never thought to test you for Foretelling.  I didn’t think you’d have it.  Well I had better just in case,” Shirrill said, almost sounding like she was talking to herself.  “Come here, child,” she ordered.  Colavaer instantly obeyed and went to the other side of the table were the Sorceress was sitting.  Shirrill pointed towards the ground, and Colavaer kneeled so her head was level with Shirrill’s Chest.


“Now, I am going to test you for Foresight,” Shirrill told her, then raised her hand, stopping Colavaer from asking what Foresight was.  “Do you remember how you felt when I tested you for Potential?” at Colavaer’s nod, she continued.  “It’s going to feel like that.  A little lightheaded and dizzy.  Are you ready?”  Colavaer nodded again.  Shirrill put her hands on Colavaer’s temples.  Just as Shirrill said, she felt a wave of lightheadedness and dizziness. Then everything went black.


She came to a few seconds later still kneeling on the floor with Damon supporting her back so she wouldn’t fall over.  Colavaer shook her head to clear it, and looked up at Shirrill. The sorceress was staring at nothing and flexing her fingers, deep in thought.


“Well?” Colavaer asked.  Shirrill looked down to where Colavaer was still kneeling, and studied her face for a moment.


“You said Elora and Seth die?”  Colavaer’s nod, wondering what the sorceress was getting at.  “And all who weren’t under my shield, who were in the palace died?”   Again, Colavaer nodded, beginning to feel that there was something wrong.  “Great Good Gods,” she whispered.  Colavaer felt a chill of fear run down her back.


“What is it, Shirrill?” she asked in a small voice.


“You have Foresight, child,” Shirrill answered in almost a whisper, as if she were, again, talking to herself.  “It’s when someone is able to see things that are yet to come.  It either comes to people while they are awake and they just foretell what will happen, called Foretelling, or it’ll come to people as dreams and they see what will happen, Foresighting.” 


It took a moment for what Shirrill had said to really sink into Colavaer’s head, and when it did, she realized that Elora and Seth were really going to die.  “Oh, no, no, no...”  She started to cry, but Shirrill grabbed her by the elbow and dragged her to her feet.


“I don’t have time for you to sit there an cry like a wee babe,” Shirrill said harshly as she dragged Colavaer out the door.  “We’ve got to tell the king.”


Shirrill and Colavaer were standing beside the great Rose Throne trying to convince King Andar that they were in danger.


“We are not kidding, Majesty.  This is a serious matter, and could happen at any time,” Shirrill said in an urgent voice.  Shirrill had all ready told Andar all about Colavaer’s Foresighting and they were warning him over and over while he sat there with a serious expression.


“When?” the king asked.  Shirrill looked at Colavaer.  Colavaer had no idea when it was going to happen, her dream hadn’t told her that.  All she knew is that it would be soon.


“I don’t know, Lord Father,” Colavaer answered slowly.  “All I know is that it will be here soon.”


“What is it, and what do you expect me to do?” he asked in a voice too calm for Colavaer’s peace of mind.


Shirrill answered that one.  “It’s, what you could call, and if the princess has told me right, a magical blast, Majesty.  It is cast by a magician to a certain place, and kills everything living.  It’s made of nothing but pure energy.  As for the what to do, with Colavaer’s help, I could set up a shield that would be a little smaller than this room.”


“Very well.  Do it,” Andar ordered.  Shirrill and Colavaer let out sighs of relief.


“Yes, Maj-” Shirrill started to say, but was cut of.  Colavaer looked at Shirrill, and knew the Sorceress felt it to, any magician would.  Something big and full of magic was coming, and coming fast.


Andar tensed at the sight of his daughter and Shirrill’s faces.  “What is it?” 

No answer.  

“Dammit, tell me!  What’s going on?!”


 “It’s coming,” Colavaer whispered.  All that were able to hear her panicked.


“Everyone, gather around me!” Shirrill yelled.  Just like in the dream.  She turned to Colavaer and said, “I need your help. I can’t hold a shield as big as the one we need by myself.  You know what to do.”  

Colavaer nodded.


Colavaer gave a quick look around to make sure everyone important to her and to Amora were there.  Luckily she and Shirrill had called an emergency meeting so all that were important to Amora were already there, and gathered around Shirrill.  As for those she cared about, they were all important to her country, so they were gathered with the rest, and Damon had moved directly behind her the moment she felt the wave of magic.  Wait!  Elora!  Where’s Elora?  Colavaer looked around for her big sister.  Then she spotted Seth frantically trying to get through the crowd.  Just like in the dream.  He was shouting something.  Colavaer followed his terrified gaze to see Elora running in the opposite direction, towards the door and away from the shield.


“Elora, no!  It doesn’t have to be this way!  Come back, Elora, come back!”  Colavaer started after her only to find the two sets of hands grab her from behind.  She looked back to see who was holding her, even though she already knew who it was.  Damon and Shirrill.


“It’s to late, Colavaer!  It’ll be here any second!  Link with me, now!” Shirrill screamed at her.  Colavaer hesitated for a split second, then formed a steady flow of power that went from her to Shirrill.  She felt some of her energy draining from her body, then felt the shield go up around her.  Colavaer watched Seth out of the corner of her eye.  He had made his way to the edge of the shield and started pounding on it, screaming Elora’s name.  

Then it hit.

Colavaer was blinded by a blue light and suddenly felt dizzy and disoriented.  Then it vanished.  She opened her eyes, and automatically looked to where Elora was last standing, even though she knew what she would find.  All that was left of her beloved sister was a small pile of white ash.  She fell to her knees and heard Seth utter that scream of pure despair.  She looked up in time to see him drawl a dagger from his boot. 


“Seth!  Please, Seth, no!” Colavaer choked out tough she knew he couldn’t survive without his bondmate.  It was too late; he looked back at her with those empty eyes she saw in her dream and the tears running down his face.  He shook his head, murmured something, and thrust the dagger into his chest.  Colavaer collapsed on the floor and curled up into a ball, weeping.


“Colavaer,” she heard someone say beside her.  But this time she didn’t wake up.  This time it was real.  She felt someone touch her shoulder.  “Colavaer, come on, Kitten.”  Shirrill picked her up and lead her to her room. 


Colavaer collapsed once more, but this time on her own bed.  Shirrill came and sat beside her, rubbing her back and making soothing sounds.  No, no, no.  She can’t be gone, I need her to much!  Why did you leave me Elora!?  Why!?  


She looked up as a woman her age with black hair and dark green eyes came running in.  Karen always reminded Colavaer of a gypsy.  She just somehow fit the part of a gypsy perfectly.


“Oh, Colavaer, I’m so, so sorry,” Karen said with tears in her own eyes.  


“Karen?  I thought you were gone too!” Colavaer said through tears.  Shirrill stood up and Karen took her place to hold Colavaer while she cried.  Shirrill headed towards the door, only to ram into Yanene who was flying as fast as she could through it, making Yanene drop out of the air and land hard on her bottom.


Yanene said something in the fairy tongue that sounded like a curse as she levered herself up off the ground and back into the air.  “Out of my way, human!” she ordered.  Shirrill muttered something about “damned fairies” and moved out of Yanene’s way with a mock bow.  Yanene snorted and waved her hand as if dismissing a servant then made a soft landing on Colavaer’s bed beside Karen and hugged Colavaer the best anyone could hug someone twice their size.


“How?”  Colavaer sobbed.


“How we got under that shield in time?” Karen asked.  Colavaer nodded.  “Well, Yanene came to get me at noon and told me that we were to meet you here.  We had nothing to do, so we came early.  While we were sitting here, we heard some racket in the hall, so we took a look and saw you, Shirrill, and Stoneface running down the hall as if your life was in danger.  We followed, and got to the throne room in time to hear Shirrill shout for everyone to gather around her.  A lot of people survived, not many are gone.  The....ah....thing only affected living creatures inside the palace, not out.”


“I’m glad you two are all right.”  Colavaer started crying again.  Karen and Yanene both held her.  She couldn’t recall how long she sat there crying, but they eventually left and were replaced by Damon.  By that time she had no tears left, but still wallowed in grief.  Damon couldn’t take any of the pain away, but she could share it with him trough the bond, which she did, and it helped.  He was the only one who knew what Elora meant to her and how much she hurt.


“Get some rest, Kitten,” he told her candlemarks later.  She didn’t think she could, but she fell asleep as soon as her head hit the pillow she was deep in slumber.


Damon closed the door that separated his room from Colavaer’s.  He had a small, plain room, and few belongings.  A wardrobe with a few clothes, a bed, and a weapon’s rack was all it held.  He didn’t believe he needed anything else.  He had a roof above his head, a place to sleep, food, and a woman to protect.  He had forced himself not to want anything more.


He went over to sit on his bed to brood.  He was worried about Colavaer.  She had been wallowing in grief for two weeks now.  It was not healthy.  She had gotten thinner, paler.  She still carried on with her life, but only because it was absolutely necessary for her to do so.  She was now second eldest and would have to take over her sister’s responsibilities, which were many, but she absolutely refused to take her sister’s place.  She wouldn’t even go to council meetings.  He, Shirrill, Yanene, and Karen had tried to get her out of her melancholy for those two weeks.  Nothing they tried worked.  He hadn’t been hard on her because of her resent loss, but he was beginning to think he should.  She was making herself sick and he couldn’t allow her to do that to herself.


The early hour Sixth Bell rung, breaking his line of thought.  Usually this was when he would wake Colavaer, even on her brake days but sense her sister had died, sge spent all free hours in the bed.  Today then, he decided.  It is time for her to stop this nonsense.  He rose from the bed and entered Colavaer’s room.


“Colavaer?  Wake up.” Damon said.


Nothing.


“Colavaer!” he said a little louder.  She pulled the blankets up over her head.  “Colavaer, you’re about to find out just how cold a bucket of water can be in the morning,” he warned her.  Still no answer.  He walked the distance between himself and the bed and shook her.  She remained absolutely limp.  “I am about to go get that bucket of water, and if you don’t believe I will you’re in for an unpleasant surprise.”  


“Go away.  I don’t want to get up yet,” came a muffled reply.  


“That is too bad.  You have duties to attend to.  You haven’t been to one council meeting since your sister died.”  She tensed at the mention of her sister.  “Jonas is leaving tomorrow and you don’t know anything about why he’s going with an army in his command.  Hope that nothing happens to him because you aren’t ready to take his place.  It is your job to know what to do if something happens to the heir, and you need to get out of that damned bed, learn what it is you’d have to do, and stop spending all your time feeling sorry for yourself.  You are no longer grieving; you are wallowing in grief.  I have had sympathy for you because Elora had died, but I have no more.  You should have been well into your life without Elora by now.”  


She was crying by the time he finished with his lecture, and still in the bed.  He’d had enough and couldn’t let her do this to herself.  So Damon took the pitcher of water sitting on the dresser and dumped the whole thing on the sobbing Colavaer.


Damon had reminded Colavaer off the very thing she wanted to forget with that lecture he had given her.  Her sister’s death.  She began crying again, not planning on stopping until she had cried herself out.  She thought Damon would comfort her, but when instead of comfort, she got a pitcher of icy cold water pored on her head, she forgot all about her sister for a moment.


“What the...!” she sputtered, jumping out of the wet bed.  Damon stood there calmly staring at her, but via the bond, she knew he was not happy with her.  She rose to her full height with her hands on her hips.  “I am Colavaer Basher, daughter of King Andar and—” 


“—A blubbering, selfish brat,” he finished.  She was clearly taken aback.  He had called her a blubbering brat!  No one but her father could to speak to her that way, not even him.


“How dare you!” she said with venom in her voice.  “I am the princess of Amora, you do will not ever call me such a thing as what you just called me.”


“If you were the princess, you would not be sitting in your room wallowing in self-pity while your country needs you.  As I said before, you, Colavaer Basher, are a blubbering, spoiled, brat.”


“Out!” she ordered.  “Get out of here!”  She was in a rage now.  How dare he talk to her like that?  Especially after her resent loss.  


“Why should I?” he asked in a neutral voice.  “Think, Colavaer.  You’ve been like this for two weeks.  You have your duties to this country as the princess.  I’m sorry, but you can’t do this any longer.”  He was right and she knew it.  But she was stubborn and didn’t admit it.  Even though she would not admit it, Damon knew he had won by the feelings of hers that were leaking their way through the bond and into his mind.  

“I will be waiting outside for you to join me,” he said then pivoted and strode out the room, leaving Colavaer in soaked clothes thinking of how she had gone wrong.  

She realized she was acting the brat and another realization hit her like a slap in the face.  She had been shamelessly using her sister’s passing as a way to get out of more responsibility that she didn’t want.  She truly was a fool.

Colavaer sat on the wet bed and did the one thing she could think of to apologize to her older sister.  She prayed.  Prayed to the Great Mother Reanth to tell Elora that her sister was sorry and to bless the wonderful man she had for a bondmate to make her see what she was doing.

Colavaer got up and sighed, reasonably ready to face her new life.  So, she gathered what was left of her pride and dignity and got ready for the day. 


Colavaer got to the council meeting a tad late and when she entered everyone stopped and stared.  Colavaer walked in and took the seat that was her sister’s beside Jonas.  She looked around hesitantly, the councilors looked nervous and seemed unusually jumpy.


“Nice of you to join us, Lady Colavaer,” Lydiah said sarcastically.  “As I was saying, Majesty, I agree with the heir.  We should send Shirrill, or another magician with him to help out.  Ocianna certainly will have magicians, or worse.  We already know they have some sort of magical help because they sent that thing here.  They could even have necromancers!”


Half the councilors, including Colavaer tensed at the mention of necromancy and Lord Aldo of the Northwest cast his eyes towards the ceiling as if asking for a silent plea of patience from the Gods.  “What insane person would hire a necromancer for help!?  The evil thing would probably kill his employer just for the pleasure and power it gets from death,” he said.  


“Well, I personally know that only a human would hire such a filthy creature,” Lydiah with a mocking grin.


“Be thankful, fairy,” he growled back.  “If it weren’t those unfortunate humans who hire the necromancers, half the fairy population would not get jobs and would retreat into a sorry state, waiting for the end of their long, worthless little lives,” he retorted.


“And just what is that supposed to mean?”


“Guess,” he told her, a wicked smile forming on his lips.


The fairy produced growling sound deep in her throat and began shape-shifting until she was taller than Aldo.  Fairies were the only beings Colavaer new that the whole species could change there size, though their true size was usually half the size of an average adult human.  “Fairies do not need jobs to survive like you humans do!”


“Enough!  I. Have. Had. E-nough.” The king said, biting of each word and making all the councilors, including Colavaer who was slowly understanding what they were discussing, jump.  “This is ridiculous!  We are getting nowhere.  We haven’t gotten anywhere in two weeks!”  Andar took a deep breath and made a visible effort to calm himself down.  He addressed his son, “Now, Jonas, do you think you should have magical help of some kind?  I believe this is a choice for you to make.”


The heir gave one last rub to his left hear, the one the king had yelled in, before answering.  “I believe I will need such help, Father.  As Lady Lydiah said, they have proven to have magical powers.  In fact, I have already asked the Lady Shirrill for help, but,” he shook his head in sadly, “I am sorry to say she refused.  I also asked my dear sister, but she also has refused.”  All eyes went to Colavaer.  


“Colavaer?” her father inquired harshly.  Colavaer groaned and wanted to shrink.  Some new day this was turning put to be.


“Lord Father, by your orders I am being taught by the Sorceress Shirrill,” Colavaer said carefully. “I had my reasons to say no to Jonas.  First of all, I have not finished my training and would be of no use.  Second, I am just not prepared to fight if my powers are taken from me.”


“But that bodyguard of yours will, yes?” Lydiah asked.  “That is why he is always with you, isn’t it?”  She favored Colavaer with an accusing look.  “I think those are just excuses.  What’s the real reason, Lady Colavaer.”


Colavaer glared at the fairy.  “I don’t know what you’re talking about.  Those are my reasons.  Sir Damon cannot always be there to guard my back.  I have to be able to defend myself.”


Andar looked thoughtful for a moment then grabbed a nearby page.  “Go find Sorceress Shirrill and bring her here,” he told the boy.  The page stood there for a moment, then sketched a bow and hurried out the room.


“A page just ran out of there in a flurry and you are angry and agitated.  What’s going on in there?”  Damon asked her.


“It’s that damn fairy again,” she told him, then filled him in on all of that had happened.  He sent her chuckles when she was done.


“You know you actually could make it without me.  I’ve taught you everything I know.  All you need to do now is practice every day and in a couple of years you would be able to beat some of the worst offenders.”

She saddened at the thought of Damon ever leaving her.  They had been together so long.  “Maybe,” she told him.  “One day I might even be able to beat the pants off of you,”

He gave her a mental snort.  “The hell you would!  ‘You can be trained to the point that you are the best alive, but you can never beet the trainer who taught you to be the best’” he quoted from somewhere.  She felt his attention going elsewhere for a moment, then returning to her.  “Shirrill’s here,” he told her just before Shirrill burst through the double doors leading to the council room.


Shirrill hastily gathered herself and glided before the king.  She inclined her head the smallest amount, murmuring, “As I was summoned, I do come.”  Andar graciously inclined his own head in acknowledgment.


“Take a seat over there, Sorceress Shirrill,” the king ordered.  Shirrill obliged and sat in a chair at the far side of the table.  Colavaer gave her a small nod of greetings and Shirrill returned the nod accompanied with a small but genuine smile.  The sorceress was obviously glad to see her apprentice up and about.


“Now,” the king continued, “we were discussing some things about the war with the heir.  He says he wants a magician there with him.  I think he has a good idea and that it should be carried out.  Jonas also said he had asked you and the princess to go with him to help fight and win this war.  Both of you refused.  Am I right?”  


Shirrill nodded slowly, saying, “Yes, I refuse.  I will not help to destroy lives.  I took an oath, Majesty, to never take the life of one that is not a practiced necromancer or not trying to personally kill me.  Those are the only time I will kill and I plan to have Princess Colavaer take the same oath before her goddess.”


King Andar sat back for a moment, staring at his hands.  Colavaer was feeling very uncomfortable.  If her father ordered her to go she would have no choice in the matter and if she disobeyed, she would surely be sent to prison for a time, princess or not.  She glanced over at Shirrill, who looked perfectly serene and cool, completely unruffled, but Colavaer knew it was just a cover for what the sorceress felt inside.  Shirrill had been training Colavaer to be the same way in bad situations.


“Then Sorceress Shirrill cannot go,” the king said quietly.  He turned his attention to Shirrill.  “How close is she to finishing her training?” he asked.  There was no question that “she” was Colavaer.


“Around a year,” Shirrill answered smoothly.  “She will be on her own and I will stay a few more years to help her copy some things down before I go and she replaces me as Palace Sorceress.”


“Fine.  I have a plan then.”  He turned to the page that had fetched Shirrill.  “Send in that young man bonded to Colavaer.  Um, Damon is his name.  Sir Damon.  He should be right out in the hall.”


Colavaer tensed as soon as her father mentioned Damon’s name.  What could he possibly want with Damon?

“Damon,” she sent to him.  “Father just sent for you.  I don’t know why, but I don’t have a good feeling about it.”


“Me?” he responded, “What do you mean he—” His attention moved elsewhere for a moment then she felt a flash of surprise from him and he turned his attention back to her while she felt him coming closer to her position.  “You weren’t kidding.  Well, here I come.”

The double doors opened again and Damon strode in followed by the page.  Damon bowed to the king then walked around to stand behind Colavaer, refusing the chair that was brought for him.


“How much more do you need to teach Colavaer of weapons and fighting?” Andar asked him.


“A few more moons, and she will know all I know of fighting, but she still has a way to come.  She will know what to do, but she must yet train her body to do what her mind tells it.  And that, Sire, will take a few more years.”


Andar nodded and looked thoughtful.  “Then this is what I have decided,” he said, while Colavaer tensed father.  “Shirrill, you will teach her all you can every day from noon until she drops.”  Colavaer’s jaw dropped.  He couldn’t mean that, it might just kill her.  Shirrill started to protest, but Andar ran right over her.  “Sir Damon, you will teach her of weapons and fighting from dawn ‘till noon where she will go directly to a quick—quick, mind you—lunch then to Shirrill.  I want her ready for battle in three weeks, no less.  She can have a rest day every five days and I don’t want any excuses.  If either of you wont do it, you will be sent to prison faster than you can blink and two others will take your place.  She starts tomorrow.”  Andar slowly got out of his chair and, flanked by healers, limped out of the room.  Stunned silence followed.


After a few moments Jonas stood up, looking very smug gave her a pat on the head and walked out followed by the rest of the councilors.  Only Damon and Shirrill remained with Colavaer, both looking at her with blank faces.


“He can’t be serious,” Colavaer whispered.  She looked at Shirrill.  “He can’t,” she told her.  “He wouldn’t do that.  Not to his own daughter.  He wouldn’t be so hard on her.  He would care.  He wouldn’t send a woman, especially his daughter into a war.  Really he wouldn’t.”  Tears started leaking down her face, but she started laughing, laughing with a hint of hysteric in it.  Shirrill got up and moved to her side, haling her up and gently leading her to the door.


“Come on, Kitten,” she said.  “Lets get you into the bed.  You have a long couple of days ahead of you.  A long couple of days.”


Damon paced the length of his room, punching his fist into his hand.  It had been a long time since he had been this angry before.  The last time he could and did do something about it, but the last time didn’t involve royalty and a king.  He couldn’t just kill the king as he killed the other man that was the source of his anger.  Killing the king would only result in himself dying and Colavaer unprotected.  He could be of no use dead.


A soft knock on his door stopped his pacing.  “Come in,” he said quietly, so not to wake Colavaer, who had just fallen into sleep.


The door opened and Sorceress Shirrill entered soundlessly.  Damon didn’t know she was still in Colavaer’s room.  She had told Damon she would take care of the devastated princess and put her to bed, but that was half a candlemark ago.


“That damn man!” Shirrill cursed.  “The poor girl’s in shock.  She can’t possibly remain sane through anything of the sort of things her father ordered.”


“She will survive the experience fully.  She will not let hard tasks and a few bad experiences ruin her life,” he told her.  Shirrill snorted and started pacing the same rout he had.


“I’ll tell you this,” she said and turned to face him with a raised finger, “you are not going to exhaust the girl to nothing and neither am I.  We will have to work her hard to get her prepared for going of in a war, but not as hard as her father wanted.”


“Of course.”


“How could any man send his daughter into battle.  A helpless girl surrounded by those harsh soldiers and men out for blood,” Shirrill said as she started pacing again.


“I assure you, Sorceress, she is far from helpless and I will be with her at all times.  Believe me when I say I am not an easy man to kill.”


“That you aren’t, that you aren’t,” she murmured before slipping silently out the door.


The next few weeks were horrible on the student and her teachers.  Damon hated exhausting Colavaer, but she was rapidly improving.  At the end of every day of the first week, Damon carried Colavaer to her room, followed by Shirrill who helped her undress and wash up.  On the fifth day, Colavaer stayed asleep the whole day and night without waking once.  


The first week was hard on Damon as well.  At the end of every day, after making sure Colavaer was asleep and well, Damon would have just enough energy to pull down his sheets and crawl in them before he was instantly asleep.  It was also hard for him and Shirrill both to watch Colavaer radically change.


After the first three days, Colavaer stopped complaining and kept up with the time and her own schedule.  Day after day she would change into a new, harder Colavaer.  Gradually she became more silent, speaking only when spoken too or when she had something important to say, not like the outspoken, complaining princess Damon had watched grow up.  She was also becoming adept to hiding her emotions most of the time as Damon did.


By the second week, she had lost the joyful bounce in her step and sauntered around with her sword always at her hip and her knifes hidden about her.  She began wearing dull brown leather clothes meant for battle and her soft brown, knee-high boots constantly.  Damon no longer heard her laugh or saw her smile as often as he used to.  At the end of the days, she refused any help offered and did everything by herself.


The beginning of the third week was when the backup hierastans, fairies, elves and dwarfs began to arrive to be tested and get last minuet training.  Throughout the week, Damon sent fake assassination attempts on Colavaer, sending the king’s personal guards to attack her at random.  Everyone Damon sent at her, she defeated.  On the second to last day before leaving time, just as he finished breakfast and was about to go back to Colavaer’s room and start the days practicing, Damon received a notice from a page that Andar wanted his daughter to come to the council meeting.  Saying he had some news she should hear.


As Colavaer learned in her three weeks of training, she woke the instant Damon touched her.  She sat up and looked at him questionably.  It wasn’t quite time for her to get up yet and she didn’t think Damon would want her to miss any of the few candlemarks of sleep she got.


“Your father wants you at an emergency council meeting right now,” he told her, simply.


Colavaer gave him a short acknowledging nod and climbed out of the bed as he left the room so she could change in private.  After she changed and bound her hair back, she meet Damon and the hall and they started in the direction of the council room.  Also as part of her training by Damon, her movement dawn the hall made no sound, if she wished, she could make no one in the same hall notice her.  She rested her hand on the hilt of her sword, which had become a permanent part of all her outfits.  She somehow she felt as if she was partly naked without it and her precious knifes.


She learned a great deal over the three weeks, though it was pure hell to go through.  She was glad it was practically over.  The trip to Amora’s army camp would take two months to reach and she was looking forward to being away from the castle and all the troubles it held.  Out on the road with Damon meant she didn’t have to be a princess and didn’t have to worry about silly protocol until they meet up with Jonas.


They reached the outer doors of the council room and were ushered in by a waiting page.  As she walked in she looked at each councilor.  All of them wore faces of surprise; she even saw the widening of her father’s eyes before he resumed his usual expression of serenity and coolness.  It took her a second to realize they were all surprised at her, or at her appearance.  I guess I really have changed.

She walked over to the chair reserved for her and sat down, putting her hands in her lap and waiting for her father to tell her whatever she was supposed to hear.  She felt uneasy under all the stares of every being in the room, but didn’t let a bit of it show.


“Well, well.  Look at the little warrior princess.  My, doesn’t she look stunning,” Lydiah said with her hand pressed to her chest in mock shock.  Colavaer gave her an icy, hard stare and, surprisingly, Lydiah showed a bit of true cowardice and fright beneath it.


“Yes, she does at that, doesn’t she?” Andar murmured, then said, loudly, “Princess Colavaer, tomorrow you will pack and get ready to leave.  When you do leave the next day, it will be early in the morning.  Everything will be ready for your journey tomorrow.  You and Sir Damon will ride until you are passed the city gates.  Yesterday, most of the newly recruited troops headed out.  There will be four fighters at the guard station just outside the city gates.  You will meet with them and they are going to be with you until the war is over and you are safely back here.  Sir Damon is receiving the same directions right now.  When you get to the camp, Jonas will be waiting to give you instructions.  You are to do what he tells you.  That is all, you may leave.”


As Shirrill had been teaching her, Colavaer showed none of her anger or shock at his words.  She was finally going to be free for a while and he attaches four strangers to her back.  


“Is it really necessary to assign four people to go with me?  Between Damon, and me, I’m sure I’ll be—”


“You will follow my instructions, princess,” Andar interrupted harshly.  “I don’t want to hear any more.  You are dismissed.”


She stood stiffly, with one hand griped on her sword hilt.  “By your leave, Majesty,” she said, calling him what she had never called him before, and deeply bowed to him, something she also had never done before.  With satisfaction, she saw his eyes widen again.  Calling him “Majesty” and deeply bowing instead of an inclination of her head, were the signs that she would no longer acknowledge him as her father, but as her king and nothing more.


She turned and swiftly walked out, ignoring the bowing pages and servants and flying by Damon, who had to quicken his steep to catch up with her.


“I trust it didn’t go well,” he said, cautiously.  He could sense the anger and hurt in her and obviously didn’t want to set it off in his direction.  “Lady Lydiah?” he guessed.


“No, it’s father.  He’s getting harder, more grouchy and meaner every year,” she said.  King Andar wasn’t always hard.  Colavaer remembered him coming to her room to tuck her in at night and scaring away monsters that haunted the shadows.  She always called him Papa and as he began to change, Papa turned to Father and to Lord Father when she was thirteen.  Now she would greet him as her king and nothing more.  He had ruined what was left of their relationship.  In spite of herself, she hoped she had hurt him.  She hoped he felt like he had lost his last child.  In a way he actually had.  Jonas had never really thought of Andar as a father, Elora was literally gone, and now Colavaer would be forced not to acknowledge him as her father.


With a sigh, she turned her thoughts to the journey that she was about to make and began to discuss the trip with Damon, who was, as always, at her side.  And instead of feeling annoyed at his presence always looming over her, she was relieved.  At lest she had someone in her life that would always support her and stand by her side.
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