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Colavaer, House of Baisher, highest ranking princess in Amora, magician of Domni rank eased her sore self into her over stuffed chair and waited for the three new pupils to settle themselves.  The two twin girls, Lisal and Laural, sat side by side on the floor in front of her while Season took over her bed.  All three of them had anticipation accompanied with a fear in their eyes, which was expected, being in the company of a Domni.


“Well, as I am sure beyond a doubt, you all know I am Domni Colavaer.  What I want to know is how you came about coming to me.  Season, start.”  


The black-haired girl gave a start and visibly calmed herself before beginning.  “I was born here in Reinington and just after my sixteenth birthday this year strange things started happening, my lady,” she said softly.


“Colavaer will suffice,” Colavaer interrupted sharply.  “What sort of things were happening?”


“Um, I would go to bed and then wake up late and all the things in my room would be in different places.  I would stare at the ground and it would start shakin’.  After it stopped shakin’ I felt really tired.  Like I had run a long way and through water at that.  Then the Palace Sorceress, Lady Terril, she came by and had a look at me.  She looked at me real hard and made my head feel real funny and then she made me come here with her and that was when she turned me over to you.”  


The twin sisters had similar stories and Colavaer tested all three of them.  Season would eventually earn the rank of Magician and Lisal and Laural had the potential to become Sorceresses with minimum power.  None of them, as usual, had enough magic power in them to become Domni.  Colavaer sent them away.  Sorceress Terril would probably train the two twins and turn Season over to a capable Magician.  Colavaer could teach them but she had decided long ago that her only pupil would be the one who would replace her as Domni and receive her life experiences, knowledge, and her symbol.  

She sighed and got out of her chair with a moan.  She should not have run after that stupid boy.  A boy that old should have known to watch for horses in the street before running across.  A broken bone or two would have served him right, but Colavaer’s reflexes made her run, tackle the lad and throw him and herself to the other side of the road.  Me, a ninety-two year old running out and saving people!  Really!   Colavaer, you should know better, she thought to herself then had to admit that even though she was over ninety, thanks to the magic that sustained her, she didn’t look or feel like it.

Her bondmate and husband, Sir Damon came through the door and sat down on their bed.  Colavaer smiled at him.  He was as young looking as she and was nine years her senior.  Somehow her magic had sustained him as well through their bond of magic that attached him to her.  Her magic symbol, the lion had also changed him when it had marked her and his green-gold eyes with slit pupils and sharp canine teeth, matched her own.

“How did the testing go?” he asked.

“How do you think?  I’ll never find my successor!”  Colavaer limped over and sat beside him.  She had been looking for two years now.  Looking with no success.

“Colavaer, why are you so eager to die?” he said in a quite voice, looking worriedly at her.

“I…I’m not,” she said.  At least she didn’t think she was.  She didn’t know what she wanted anymore.  The search for the Domni to replace her was something to do.  After she drove the people of the Unknown Lands back over the mountain, repaired the damage done to Amora, then united the Known Kingdoms with treaties and by befriending people and repaired the damage done to them, she had become bored and had the feeling of uselessness.  She used finding her successor to occupy her time.  She hadn’t thought of what finding that person would mean. 

And she wouldn’t let Damon know her reason, so she came up with one that was truthful because if she lied, Damon would know by the strong emotions of hers he felt as well as a side effect from their bond.

“I can’t let the knowledge be lost as it was with the Domni before me.  As you very well know three hundred years passed before I was born and was lucky to have so much power to realize I was more than a mere Sorceress.  Plus I had a teacher whose mother realized what I was.  I was forced to struggle along with no idea how to use the power I possessed and teach myself all because that Domni before me didn’t manage to pass on his life, knowledge, and bloody symbol.  I can’t let that happen again.  What if I hadn’t realized what I was?  Amora and her fellow kingdoms would no longer exist all because that Domni didn’t find one person who qualified.”  Colavaer put her head in her hands, suddenly tired of it all.

Damon took her face in his hand and turned her head until her eyes met his. “You’ll find the next Domni before it’s too late.  Hell, Sorcerers live for hundreds of years, imagine how long a Domni would live with the amount of power you posses.  Shirrill lived for two hundred and thirty years.  Ulna lived for three hundred and fifty-five!  You’re only ninety-two.  You have many years left to find the one who is to be Domni after you.”  He let go of her face and looked away from her.  “Mean while, you’re depressing me.  I don’t like to think of the end of our life together.
