SIX

Meetings

C

olavaer studied her new “keepers.”  Now that she was right in front of before the two hierastans and two elves, she could make out their genders. One female hierastan, one female elf, and the other two were males. They all stood side-by-side in a straight line; all of them at what was almost “attention.”


Colavaer had seen many elves before, so their looks didn’t surprise her at all.  Like all elves, both had long silver-blond hair, were very tall and slim, pointed ears, and both were very pretty.  The only differences between the two were the genders and that the female had green eyes while the male’s were a greenish blue.  Colavaer noted their looks as fast as she could before she could no longer bare to turn her eyes from the fascinating and breath taking hierastans.


The only hierastan Colavaer had seen had been the old man from the Liethan Clanhold who called himself an Elder and had features that were hidden by layers of wrinkles.  The two who stood before her were young, in shape and standing right before her instead of a whole room away.


The female was the one she found herself staring at in most fascination because of the sheer exotic beauty the woman radiated.  She was small, impish, with hair and wings so black they had blue highlights and a surprisingly fair complexion.  Prominent and shadowed cheekbones in a perfect narrow face with startling, sharp, pale blue eyes made her very attractive.  So attractive that Colavaer was swept away, even though she wasn’t one of those few, but not rare, which found their own sex more appealing than the opposite, called the Children of Roe, God of Love, Simple Joy and opposite as well as Same Sex Parings.  The tight fitting gear she wore showed off her slim, but defiantly not lacking, figure that Colavaer, with a good amount of jealousy, could feel strong physical attraction actually flowing in waves from Damon.  The most surprising feature was that hierastans apparently had blue blood, which colored the lips a purple blue and completed the female’s picture of perfection.


“See something you like?” she sent Damon with annoyance.  His eyes widened slightly and she felt him start.  He recovered quicker than she liked and sent an impression of a defiant shrug, which she pointedly ignored.

The male hierastan was less beautiful, but still striking.  With mischief filled brown eyes and the ever so slight smile on his sensual purplish blue lips all crowned with wavy auburn hair, he seemed to be silently laughing at the world.  He would stand only to her shoulder if she were off her horse with auburn wings rising above his shoulders only to then dip down and almost touch the earth.  Colavaer held back a triumphant smile when she felt the jealousy come from Damon this time as he felt her attraction to the other hierastan.


“See something you like?” he snapped at her.


Colavaer gave him an arrogant smile when her back was turned to the four non-humans, dismounting to greet the new members to their group.  “Yes, as a matter of fact, I think I do.”


“Humph!” 


Colavaer turned to meet her new companions.  “Greetings,” she said to them, careful to use Common Trade so the hierastans could understand her.  “I am Colavaer Baisher and this is my bonded, Sir Damon Sanoragan.”

The first to introduce herself was the female elf.  “Greetings, Your Highness and Sir Knight,” she replied with a flourished bow.  “I am Elody, daughter of Litha and this,” she motioned to the elf beside her who also bowed, “is my chosen, Collin, son of Quin.  We are pleased beyond words to be in your company on your dangerous quest.”  

Colavaer nodded in acknowledgment then looked at the hierastans, waiting for an introduction.  The both exchanged a look then the female bowed awkwardly and spoke up.

“Greetings, Highness and Knight, I am Xanthia ta Liethan, but am usually addressed as Xan.” She stammered out in an accent.  Then the male also bowed with difficulty and introduced himself.

“Greetings, H-Highness and Knight,” he got out.  “I am Thanithen ta Liethan and am called Than.”

“We are also pleased to be apart of your group on your mission,” the female—Xanthia—said with a hesitant smile.

Colavaer smiled back while asking Damon the question, “Do you think I should allow them to address me as just ‘Colavaer’?  We are going to be together for a while and I’d like to be on good terms with them.  What do you think, is that a good start?”

She felt him considering that then replied.  “Actually, I think it’s a very good idea. If they think they have to address you with your title they might think you were full of yourself and not want to converse with you.”


“Please,” she told all of them, with a reassuring smile.  “Call me Colavaer.  I just got away from all of that and I would like a few months without all that formality.  Agreed?”


The two elves grinned while the hierastans smiled shyly and they all answered, “Agreed.”


“Well,” Colavaer continued.  “Now that that’s settled, shall we?”  She mounted Windwisp while them Elves mounted their steeds and with the hierastans and Damon at the front and an elf on either side of Colavaer, they left the city gates.


“We will be taking air now, High—Colavaer,” Xanthia said once they were clear of the city.  Colavaer nodded an agreement and watched in fascination as the hierastans took fight and began flying lazy circles around the ridding party.


“They truly are amazing,” she said aloud to herself, watching the two graceful figures in the sky.


“I agree,” Elody chimed in from beside Colavaer.  “I have always wished to fly.  Truly a magnificent thing.”


“Truly,” Colavaer agreed absentmindedly.


“Well, what did you think?”  Xanthia asked of her mate’s mind while they were flying above the humans and elves.


“She seems approachable enough, he does not.  The elves are both nice enough though,” he answered then paused.  “They leak.”


“You noticed,” she said dryly.  “I wondered if you had.”


“How could one not!  They are strong Talents and their thoughts are broadcast loud and clear!  But some how it is somehow different with them.”


“I noticed that also,” she agreed.  “It is as though one hears both thoughts from themselves and from the other.  I think the male is the only Talent.  I picked up every nuisance of thought from his, but only the strong ones from the one Colavaer.”


“Yes.  I think you are right.  Maybe it has something to do with her calling him ‘bonded’.” He mused.  “Do we tell them?”


“Of course!  We tell and train them.  Unless you want to go through two months of hearing every thought those two think.  I can even hear them up hear.”  She stopped and gave the appearance on some one eavesdropping and suddenly grinned.  “He thinks I am attractive.”


“Al right, we tell them,” he agreed hastily.


Colavaer looked up curiously from were she sat in front of the fire at the two hierastans who seemed to be purposely walking towards her and Damon.  They had stopped beside a small stream after their first night on the road and set up camp.  The two elves were out somewhere in the forest, one fishing and the other gathering wood.  Damon was sitting beside her, tending the fire and watching the two approached out of the corner of his eye.

“We wish to speak with you on a matter of urgency, Colavaer and Sir Damon,” Xanthia said once she and the other had reached the two at the fire.  Colavaer motioned her and Thanithen to take a seat across from her.  Once they did, Xanthia continued. 

“Among our people there are a few born with a certain ability and they are called Talents.”  She looked from Colavaer to Damon and back again then with a deep breath continued.  “Talents have the ability to communicate with other Talents by using their thoughts, their minds and not their mouths.”

Colavaer started.  Started badly.  She had never heard of this ability in anyone other than bonded couples like herself and Damon. “Please, continue,” she choked out after a moment of recovery.

“Well, untrained Talents do a thing called Broadcasting.  Broadcasting is were they ‘shout’ out their thoughts with out realizing it and any other Talents can hear those thoughts as if you were speaking them aloud.”  Xanthia paused, looking Colavaer and Damon expectantly.

“What exactly are you getting at?” Colavaer asked wondering where she was headed with this strange conversation.

“What she is saying,” Thanithen said impatiently, “Is that we are Talents and we can hear your thoughts loud and clear.  It is very uncomfortable and we wish to help you control your thoughts.  Train you.”

“What!” Colavaer was on her feet before she knew it.  “You mean I’m one of those Talents you were talking about!”  She didn’t know if she could handle another responsibility on top of her royal birth, magic, bonding, and Foresight.

“No, no,” Xanthia cut in, hastily reassuring.  “You are not a Talent.”

“But I thought you said you could hear my thoughts.  How can you if I’m not one of those Talents.”

“I said you are not a Talent, but I said nothing about him.”  Xanthia pointed to Damon, whose head whipped up.  “He is the one and is Broadcasting his thoughts and somehow yours as well.  By the way, how is he doing that?”

“Me!”  Damon blurted, truly startled just as Colavaer exclaimed, “Damon!” and sat down heavily. 

“Yes, Sir Damon,” Xanthia confirmed.

“But—” Colavaer managed to get out, feeling both disappointed and relieved that she wasn’t the one with this Talent thing and a bit skeptical that Damon had something like that.  “But, then why can you hear me?”

“We were hoping you could tell us,” Thanithen voiced.  “We have no idea why he’s projecting your thoughts as well as his.”

“The bond?” she asked Damon then when she realized he wasn’t fit for talking just yet, began to think out loud.  “You said he’s projecting his thoughts.  Well, because of our bond he also feels my strong feelings and sometimes stray thoughts as well as thoughts I send to him.  So he has my thoughts and feelings in his head as well as his own.  Would that explain it?”  Colavaer was rapidly recovering from her shock, though she couldn’t say the same for Damon.  She could hear his thoughts going around in wild, chaotic circles.

“Yes!  It would!  Please, explain this bond,” Xanthia said excitedly.  

Just then Colavaer noticed the elves had returned from the forest and had curiously sat down to listen.  She shrugged to herself.  They all might as well know everything between herself and Damon, it might be important sometime on their journey.

“All right,” she began, trying to make it as short as possible.  She needed and Damon to have her whole attention on him as soon as possible.  She didn’t like her thoughts broadcast anywhere and neither did he.  “Here it is from what I know as the beginning.  There was an assassin attempt on my brother Jonas when I was six winters old.  My royal father was upset and feared for our safety.  He spoke to my mentor, the Sorceress Shirrill and she new of a magician’s spell that would bind a willing protector to someone for the rest of the protector or protected’s life.  He sent out messengers to spread the news of what he was looking for.  Not many came once they learned it was a lifetime commitment.  The ones who did were sent out to fight in the war and those who came back were the ones to be tested then bonded.  After a year, only three returned to be knighted and bonded.  Reyven, a member of the king’s personal guards, and two formal members of a mercenary group, Seth and Damon.  I was now seven and Damon was bonded to me, Seth was bonded to Elora, my sister, and Reyven to Heir Jonas.”  She looked around at her new companions to make sure they were following.  Satisfied, she continued.  “There are certain side affects to the bond that allows the protector to protect.  The side affects are; each member of the bond feels any strong emotion from the other, both can sense were the other is and you can send messages of thought to the other, which comes in very handy.”

“Wait,” Thanithen interrupted.  “So you two can communicate like Talents can, but only one of you are a Talent.”

“Yes,” Colavaer answered.  “But it has nothing to do with one or both being ‘Talents’ or not.  The effects are the same with each bonded pair.  Those symptoms I just mentioned are in both sides of the bond, the rest are only to the protector, which Damon could better explain since he got all the information from Shirrill before the bond and because he is the protector in our relationship.”  She looked over at Damon and realized his mind was still running around in circles, only now less chaotic and more rational.  “Damon!” she sent sharply, catching his attention.  “Snap out of it!  Please tell them your side affects of the bond then we can worry about your newly found ‘Talent’.”

“Hu?  Oh!  Yes. God, Kitten, I didn’t mean to—to fade out on you.  I apologize.”

“Well, apology accepted, but you need to go on with telling your part of the story instead of sitting there oblivious to your surroundings for the first time ever the in ten years I’ve known you.”

“Oh, do not worry, Colavaer, he does not look faded out on the outside,” said an entirely new voice in Damon’s head and through the bond Colavaer heard it too.  Colavaer jumped and Damon started for the second time.  She had never heard any voice in her mind other than Damon’s and it was an entirely new experience.  She looked quickly at Xanthia, since the voice was defiantly feminine, was strangely accompanied with swirls of colors, and saw both hierastans with knowing smiles.

“No, not faded out, just a bit…preoccupied,” another humorous voice agreed, this one definitely masculine.

“That’s you, isn’t it?”  Colavaer looked directly at the two amused hierastans.  “I’m talking to you through Damon?”  

“Yes, I believe you are and always will be with Damon as a interpreter, so to speak,” Xanthia answered.


“Pardon, I hate to interrupt your conversation with my bondmate,” Damon said, sounding annoyed.  “But what do I do about it?”


“We will train you,” Xanthia answered.  “It is not difficult.  You will be completely trained by the time we reach the campsite.  Will you accept our training?”


“Of course, thank you,” Damon answered seriously.  “When do we start?”


“Now, if it is convenient,” Than answered.  “I will start your training while Xanthia can talk to Colavaer about the bond between the two of you.  Agreed?”


“Agreed,” Colavaer and Damon responded as one.


Thanithen motioned for Damon to follow him into the woods and with a dubious look in Colavaer’s direction Damon followed. 


Xanthia moved around the fire to sit at Colavaer’s side.  “Tell me please, what was it like to be bonded?” she said, getting right to the point.


Colavaer thought for a moment before speaking.  “It was, well, absolutely wonderful to be frank,” she finally answered.  “Keep in mind that I was only a child, a lonely child who loved to play swords, but could never find a playmate.  When Sorceress Shirrill, my mentor, told me that there was a new friend I was to meet named Damon and that he could play swords, very well in fact, I was… well I was ecstatic.  Then she brought me into her study were Damon was and made us look into each other’s eyes to bond our souls together, or more precisely, bind his to mine.  I will never forget that moment.”  Colavaer’s eyes glazed slightly, seeing another time and place.


“For the first time I felt him.  Knew he was there without looking.  You can even feel his presence when he isn’t even near you.  I remember feeling him with me and knowing that I would always have him as a friend.”  Colavaer chuckled.  “Then I asked him if he could play swords with me.  He was obviously taken by surprise and I remember he stammered out something like “I think you could say that.”


Xanthia smiled gently at the princess, wishing she could have such a bond with Thanithen.


Then, suddenly Damon stormed out of the bushes, dragging a small, squirming form.  Colavaer jumped up again in surprise, then her face darkened as Damon came closer.


“Yanene!” she said angrily.  “What do you think you are doing here!?”


“Apparently, human, following you,” the fairy shot back.  She began pinching then clawing Damon’s arm, trying to free herself from his firm grip.  His hand tightened.  “Let go of me you big oaf!  Colavaer, tell him to let go!”


“I thought I told you couldn’t go with me when you asked,” Colavaer stormed.  “Don’t lose your grip on her,” she told Damon and Yanene huffed in frustration.


Xanthia, who had been looking fascinated at the fairy, blurted, “You’re a fairy!”


Yanene turned her eyes on Xan and put he free hand on her cheek in mock surprise.  “For true?” she asked with heavy sarcasm.  She looked herself over.  “I haven’t noticed before.”  She put a hand over her heart theatrically.  “I do wish someone whould have told me earlier!”  

Xanthia began to giggle at the fairy, but Colavaer was not amused.  Yanene dropped the act to glare at Xanthia before returning her attention to Damon.  “Let me go!”

“Release her, Damon,” Colavaer sighed.  “There’s nothing I can do about her now, she will have to come with us.”  She turned angry eyes on the gloating fairy.  “And you,” she hissed.  “I don’t want to see you or hear your voice any time soon.  You just stay as far away as you can from me!”  She pivoted and strode away into the surrounding trees before she turned her anger on someone who didn’t deserve it.


The next two weeks consisted with the same ordinary travel.  Waking at dawn to unmake camp and head out for the traveling until nightfall, and stopping at a town if there was one.  Colavaer kept doing at least a bit of magic everyday, as Shirrill had instructed and found her self growing stronger still.  Thanithen and Xanthia took turns training Damon in his new gift and Colavaer spent most of her ridding time with the elves Elody and Collin who were teaching her a new elven type of fighting.  Whenever she was out of the saddle, she was eating, sleeping, or practicing with Elody or Collin.  The style she was learning seemed to consist of dodging in at the opponent, striking, and then running back out of reach.  It was a fighting style meant for the thin and quick, so Elody said, and both elves seemed to think Colavaer was well suited for it.  She had also become good friends with all that were in her little group, though she was still at odds with Yanene.  She found herself thinking of them as her companions, not keepers.  She got the impression that they also considered her a person who was gradually becoming a friend.


After the two quiet weeks had passed, Colavaer experienced an important accomplishment in her life.


She had woken up to Damon’s call and opened her eyes, looking directly into his.  She then watched in confusion as his eyes widened and he actually gasped.  Colavaer panicked when she saw the amount of shock on his face.


“What!?” she exclaimed.  Damon visibly took a hold on himself and moved to dig around in her saddlebag.  He came back to her side with a mirror and held it up for her to see her reflection.


Colavaer took one look and screamed.


“They’re really not bad looking,” Xanthia said comfortingly from beside Colavaer and being honest.  “Neither of them do.  Truly.”


“I guess not,” Colavaer agreed.  It was getting used to the change that made her dislike them so much.  She held up the mirror again for what seemed hundredth time and peered into her changed face.


Green, not brown, eyes peered back at her.  Her face really hadn’t changed, just the eyes.  The now green and slit pupil eyes of a lion.  It could have been any number of types of feline species, but Colavaer knew they weren’t.  She now had the silver outline of a lion on her wrist to prove her right.  And her hair had a bit of red highlights to it, plus an extra bounce.


Colavaer put the mirror back down with a sigh.  “I should have been expecting something like this,” she said to no one in particular.  “Actually, I was.  But it still came as a shock.  I guess I am glad it didn’t do any major changes.  Very glad.”


She held up the mirror again.  She had a symbol now.  A symbol she had been waiting for.  She had finally reached her total power.  She was a sorceress.  She was Sorceress Colavaer.


The fourth week’s only disturbance was a band of thieves who tried, unsuccessfully, to rob them.  Damon had heard them from miles away and the hierastans had seen them even before that.  Damon and the elves made short work of knocking the lot of them unconscious and leaving them in the side of the road without letting Colavaer within a mile of them and the two hierastans with her to make extra certain she was in no danger.  Colavaer felt like a baby rapped in precious cloth and let the others know as well.  How did they expect her to fight in a war if they couldn’t rely on her to protect her self or even help them when she was quite able to do so?  They had shrugged it off as unimportant that she felt this way, she was not expendable after all.  

She fumed for about two days and was carefully avoided.


After she had overcome her anger, she finally noticed a change in mood in her bondmate.  He seemed…cheerful.  Expectant.  Even eager than she had ever witnessed before.  After a day of wondering, she confronted him.


Elody was ridding several leagues ahead of Colavaer and her bonded, while her brother was ridding several leagues behind.  Both hierastans were in the air, giving Damon a day off from their teachings.  Colavaer figured it was the perfect time to talk to Damon in case it was one of those things he felt reluctant to talk about with anyone but her.  She moved Windwisp up beside Blade and asked bluntly, “What has you so excited and cheerful these days?”


“What?” he started.  “What do you mean?”


“I mean,” she drawled out.  “You have been, I dunno, happier since we left.  You are even—bouncing—when you walk.”  She smirked at the reaction that had gotten.  “Why?”


“I guess I have,” he mused.  “Well, I read the last report on our status in the war before we left and their was a list of hired mercenaries and mercenary groups.  Among them was the Sidesteppers, you know, my old group.  I’m—excited—I guess—at seeing some old and dear friends.”


Colavaer rested her arms on the horn of her saddle, allowing Windwisp to follow Blade’s lead, as the horse was taught when there was no one directing her from her back.  “Tell me about them,” she said simply.


He raised an eyebrow at her.

“Just tell me about the ones who were closest to you.  Please.”  She gave him sad-puppy eyes and stuck out her bottom lip.

He smiled slightly, but smiled none the less.  “Were do you want me to begin?” 

“Your parents,” she supplied promptly.  “You never have told me about them.”

Damon sighed.  “Well, I guess it couldn’t hurt.  I had never told you about them because I guess I wanted to spare you the knowledge of what things can happen out of the safety of the palace.”  He smiled again when he saw her glare.

“Both my parents were in the Sidesteppers, as I believe I have told you.  They meet in the group and became lovers, though they never married.  And no body thought they really should, I suppose.  No body cares about legal doings in a mercenary group and that’s why I have my mother’s name and not my father’s.  I never knew my father, Ithen, because he was killed in battle before I was born, fighting a band of brigands.  A big band of brigands.  Kistol, my mother, said I looked like him and acted like him all while I was growing up.  She got pregnant again five years later and Seth was born.  She was killed scouting a supposedly safe area when I was ten.”

“I’m sorry Damon, about your parents and Seth,” Colavaer whispered.  “You and Seth were really brothers.”

“Half brothers.”  Damon shrugged and continued on with his story.  “From then on we were raised by the rest of the group.  Our main caretakers were two twins, Lisal and Loral, Lex, and Rudell and Sarah.  Lisal is a joker.  She has a great sense of humor and is a real man hunter.  She must have had three or more lovers per year and clamed to love everyone of them.”  He gave a very small and almost soundless chuckle.  Colavaer smiled in return.  “Every thing she says also passes right over her sister’s head.  Loral is big on honor and she’s very serious.  No sense of humor in her that I could ever see.  Strange how they look so alike and are inseparable but are completely different in every sense of the word.”  Colavaer sensed fondness for these people coming from him as he spoke.  “Lex was more or less our main trainer, though everyone pitched in now and again,” he continued.  “He taught me almost all I know of fighting.  Rudell was probably the fiercest women I’ve ever met.  She is a Child of Roe and her lover was Sarah.  She and Sarah were a big part of our lives until I was thirteen and Sarah died.  A sword in the stomach, tearing her insides up.  It took her five agonizing days to finally die, bless her, all the while begging Rudell to just finish her off painlessly.  Rudell couldn’t do that; none of us could, not to someone as close as Sarah.  Rudell took her death hard and retreated into herself a bit.  She stopped taking care of us, but by then we could pretty much look out for ourselves and were already fighting with the band.  That is how I grew up.”

Colavaer nodded thoughtfully.  She speculated Damon’s childhood for a while until Damon interrupted her thoughts.

“You have been acting different also,” he told her, giving her a brief glance before his eyes turned back to the road ahead.

“How?” she asked, not knowing what he meant.

His eyes turned back to her to look her over with a slight frown.  “You have become a leader.  Or at least part of the time you act as one.  You sometimes show knowledge, wisdom that you shouldn’t yet have.  I cannot explain it, but it is there.  The others have seen it also.”

Colavaer’s eyebrows rose in surprise.  “For true?  I do—”

“Colavaer!”  Xanthia’s shout from ahead interrupted Colavaer.  “Colavaer,” she repeated, waving her arm in the air and flapping her wings slightly.  “There is someone ahead.”

Xanthia ran up to Colavaer’s mount, then matched paces with it.  “Than spotted someone up the road.  I informed Elody and Collin and went with them to investigate.”

“Well, who is it?”  Colavaer motioned impatiently, sitting up strait in her saddle and taking control of her mount.  Alert and ready for danger.

“An elf, or Elody called it a half-breed, but he is accompanied by another badly injured elf.  Elody and Collin know them personally as friends and have stopped to help.  He is wounded and Collin says he needs your help.”

Colavaer nodded.  She motioned for Damon to follow, who would have followed with or without summon, before galloping down the road to give her aid.  Colavaer wondered at the feeling inside her as she moved with her horse.  It felt as something important was about to happen.  As if the next moment was a major deciding factor in her life.  She shrugged it off as unimportant as she and the ever present Damon dismounted behind the hunched forms of Elody, Collin, and the stranger.  Walking over to join them, she assessed the situation to see what she could do.
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