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Chapter One 

 
 

      
 P’Lon Dentries, CEO of Xanton Industries, an interplanetary conglomerate of some renown 
throughout the galaxy of Valtor, settled back in his big leather chair and blew smoke rings with his big 
Kathian cigar, his grin as big as everything else in his life. 
 

“So, R’Gi?” he began in Kathian, the common language of Planet Konatha.  “What do you say?  
Will you get rid of this little troublemaker for me?” 

P’Lon R’Gi Dentries III stood across the enormous room with his arm resting on a mantle, his 
free hand holding the photograph of the young woman in question.  Young, attractive, she appeared to 
have everything going for her.  Her only problem was that she wasn’t adapting too well to her present 
situation. 

“Yes, S’lpa,” he said.  “I will do it.”  He looked at his elder, challenge written all over his 
sinfully handsome face.  “What can you tell me about this Sharina Blaithe?” 

“An exceptional employee—until we replaced her with that woman from Vaalstra.  You know 
that breed.  Can’t spell their own names most of them, even if they wanted to.  Blaithe’s replacement is 
lazy, uneducated, and dim-witted but, since she is also claiming racial discrimination, there isn’t much 
I can do but give her a better job.  Since we didn’t have any openings, we had to move somebody out of 
their role and move the Vaalstran girl in.  The Vaalstran is suing us, so what choice did I have?  I regret 
Blaithe’s job loss and backward career thrust but, like I said, the other one is suing me, even as I speak.  
Blaithe just got the bad end of the stick, is all.” 

“So now she’s upset and is threatening to blow us into the Kathian government, is that right?” 
R’Gi said, growing heated with the woman as he considered the situation.  No one in the galaxy wanted 
to clash with Kaanig Altair, their illustrious leader.  In the blink of an eye, the Altair could have their 
business disassembled and labeled as past history.  He could not, nay would not, let that happen. 

“Yes,” P’Lon Dentries affirmed with a coarse nod, thoughtfully sucking the life out of the thick 
mass between his teeth. 

“Blaithe could have a good case against us, too, S’lpa.  Sort of reverse discrimination, isn’t it?” 

P’Lon Dentries smiled broadly and took a big puff of his cigar. 

“Not if something happens to her first, R’Gi, to keep her from shooting off her big mouth.  
Then who is she going to tell, eh?” 

R’Gi gave a solemn nod.  “Like I said.  I will do it, but don’t expect this Sharina Blaithe into 
work next week.” 

“That sure of yourself, R’Gi?” 

R’Gi, a more handsome, taller replica of his father, dropped his arm from the mantle and turned 



to leave, pausing to look again at the man he idolized. 

“One thing you taught your sons is self-confidence.  Personal charm and charisma is all that 
your third son possesses all by himself in this family.” 

“I know, son.  Got that from your s'lma.  It’s also why I chose you for this little task.” 

“Don’t worry.  I can handle her.  I’ll shut her up before she decides to tell anybody.  She’ll be 
gone before anybody even knows she’s missing.” 

“Make it clean, with no implications or loose ends.” 

“As good as done, S’lpa.  And S’lpa,” he added as he waved and made to depart in search of the 
employee named Sharina Blaithe, “let’s not add any more honest, Source-fearing people to our payrolls 
in the future.” 

At his father’s grin and flick of his cigar, R’Gi wondered how he could get rid of the problem, 
even if Sharina Blaithe was the most beautiful woman he had ever laid eyes on.  Worry creased his 
handsome brow as he glanced again at her picture and frowned.  He knew the task was going to be 
more difficult than he had initially believed.  Still, he knew he had to hush the girl up before she 
decided to take action against them if, in fact, that was what she was planning.  He was not about to let 
his father down and knew he was the only one who had the daring and skill to fulfill his promise.  
Truly, the beautiful and talented Sharina Blaithe would soon be history, even if he already did feel a 
twinge of conscience over the whole matter.  Too bad he had not met her under different 
circumstances. 



 
 
 
 
 

Chapter Two 
 

  
  
 Sharina Blaithe, still single, 32, and slender, stared down dismally at the filthy water in her mop 
bucket, unwilling to believe how she had been so demoted among the ranks.  In seven scalons, she had 
finally made it to a top leadership position in engineering at Xanton Industries, only to suddenly be 
thrust back to an entry-level service position.  Even now, she couldn’t figure out why.  In only a few 
short mentas, she had managed to turn things around, leading her department in a new, more efficient 
direction for the future, among rave reviews and comments from her peers and coworkers.  She shook 
her head at the humiliation of being replaced by an incompetent Vaalstran.  It was the worst thing she 
could ever recall happening to her, and the pain of it was still stirring her to anger. 
 
 Leaning down, she wrung out the dirty wet mop by hand, then hoisted it up to hang on a drying 
peg in the utility closet before carefully emptying the heavy bucket.  Finished for the day, she sighed 
and clicked off the light.  Closing and locking the door, she wearily made her way to her locker one 
floor below, aware that she was one of the few people still in the building.  It was sixth day, so she was 
looking forward to having the next day off, to honor the Source’s special day of rest.  Her people were 
fortunate that Kaanig Altair, sovereign ruler of the galaxy, was adamant about allowing everyone a full 
day of rest each vesta, or people like P’Lon Dentries would make everyone work twelve hours or more 
every day, for their greed alone.  As she hurried down the stairs to the next level, toward the ladies’ 
locker area, an unfamiliar masculine voice stopped her dead in her tracks. 
 
 “Hey, beautiful!  Where have you been hiding all my life?” 
 
 Turning in curiosity, Sharina peered up at the handsome stranger with some surprise, blinking. 
 
 “Excuse me?” 
 
 The man moved closer and put an elbow to the wall beside her, gazing down at her as though 
mesmerized. 
 
 “Such beauty doesn’t deserve to be hidden,” he said, putting a bold hand to her arm, his attempt 
at intimacy sending a quiver of delight through her.  Having been unattached for so long because of her 
education and career goals, Sharina found that the attention of any male, particularly one so well-built 
and handsome, was enough to cause her guard to drop and her mouth to fall open. 
 
 

* * * * 
  
 Aware of his affect on her, R’Gi Dentries gave a wide grin as he deliberately ran his hand up 
and down her arm in an enticing, provocative manner, feeling her tremble beneath his touch.   
 



 “I’m Will,” he said, by way of introduction.  “Will Patara.  I’m a mechanical engineer.  Just 
started here a few days ago.” 
 

“That explains why you’re here after hours,” she said.  And why she had never seen the man 
before.  Maka, why did this gorgeous fellow have to arrive after her humiliating setback? she wondered 
sadly.  To think that every day she could have been working side-by-side with this scrumptious man,  
instead of that mean Vaalstran woman who quickly usurped her office before she barely had a chance 
to clear out her things. 

 
With each passing sclair, she became more and more unsettled by the man’s presence.  Even 

from where she stood, she could smell his intriguing scent, which made her tremble with a longing she 
hoped she was hiding from him.  When she finally forced her gaze away from his dark eyes, she  
instead focused on his large chest, visible beneath the open, casual shirt he wore.  His muscular 
physique and thick, hairy chest were clearly revealed, and she was shocked by the sudden urge she felt 
to suddenly run her hands beneath his tight-fitting shirt and mold her body closer to his. 

 
* * * * 

 
 Guessing at her thoughts, R’Gi smiled to himself, knowing his affect on women of all ages.  
The little fool appeared so love-starved that he knew it wouldn’t take much more of his charm to win 
her over.  His plan was working perfectly.  Dropping his hand from her arm, he stepped away, allowing 
her to relax.  This was going to be easy, he decided.  Very very easy. 
 
 “Do you like boating?” he asked. “X'ors?” 
 
 Sharina cleared her throat with some nervousness.  “I…I guess I do,” she answered.  “I’ve never 
actually been on one before.”  She threw up a hand to explain.  “I’m not much of a swimmer, you see.” 
 
 “You don’t need to swim to enjoy boating on a small yacht,” R’Gi told her quietly, in his 
sexiest voice.  “Care to spend the afternoon on one tomorrow?  I hear the weather is going to be 
fabulous.” 
 

* * * * 
 
“I’m off tomorrow,” Sharina said, her heart secretly soaring with excitement at the prospect of 

spending time alone with this man.  She met his gaze and smiled shyly.  “I…would like that very much, 
Will.  I really don’t have anything else planned.” 

 
 “Great!” he said, a bright smile erupting on his face and causing her heart to melt.  “If you tell 
me where you live, I’ll be over around one to get you, okay?  We can have our afternoon repast on 
board.  Oh, and wear a bathing suit.  I bet you’re a real knockout in one of those tiny Kendrans.” 
 
 “All…right,” Sharina agreed, unused to such flattery and wondering where she could purchase 
one of those popular designer suits on such short notice.  “I could use some sun, I suppose, after being 
cooped up in this plant for so long.” 
 

“It’s settled then.  I will see you tomorrow.”  He wasted no time getting her address before 
abruptly departing.  Left standing alone, Sharina wondered how all of that had come about.  Things had 
happened so quickly, the man’s amazing looks and incredible charm had just overwhelmed her to the 



point where she wasn’t thinking straight.  As she entered the locker room, she prayed she would be able 
to keep her wits about her much better when she was on the x'or with him.  There was no telling what 
was liable to happen to her once they were alone.  The fellow was too handsome for his own good. 



 
 

 
 

 
Chapter Three 

 
 

  
 As expected, the following day was bright and sunny, adding fuel to Sharina’s growing 
excitement.  Will was punctual, arriving at her door clad in a typical Kathian outfit, an open shirt, short 
white pants, and fashionable Rhenian sandals.   
 
 “I see you’re ready,” he said, eyeing her up and down in a seductive, unsettling manner.  She 
was wearing a short, yellow k'pira skirt, and her skimpy bathing attire was visible beneath the open 
striped jacket she wore. 
   
 “Yes,” she said.  She hastily stepped into her own dainty sandals and grabbed the carry-all bag 
standing ready behind the door.  “I don’t like making people wait.” 
 
 “It is a long drive to the pier,” he said.  “Almost two orons from here.” 
 
 Nodding, she stepped outside, turning to lock the door.  “I know,” she continued.  “That’s why I 
wanted to be ready.” 
 

Will led her to the shielded rallid parked alongside the curb and assisted her inside.  Stepping in 
beside her, the musky scent of his expensive cologne filled the vehicle, stimulating her already 
heightened senses at his nearness. 

 
“Ready?” he asked, giving her a sultry glance. 
 
“Y-Yes,” she stammered, uneasy beside this handsome man, eager to get to their destination.  

Too excited to eat, she knew she would be famished by the time they arrived at the docking area and 
hoped it wouldn’t take them the full two orons to get there. 

 
* * * * 

 
“You look ravishing,” he said as they drove off, hoping to set her at ease.  Even though today 

would be her last, he wanted Sharina to enjoy it. 
 
“Thanks,” she said in similar Kathian, wracking her brain for more interesting conversation.  

“Finding a Kendran suit was easier to find than I expected.” 
 
Giving her an appraising look, R’Gi said, “It suits you.  Very dainty and stylish, from what I 

can see.” 
  
 At his words, Sharina quickly glanced down at herself, then drew her jacket together in a self-
conscious manner.  Smiling at this, R’Gi turned his sights on the road, aware of how much he affected 
her.  He reached over to press a button on the main panel, and soon calming sounds mixed with music 



were filling the vehicle.  From the corner of his eye, he could see Sharina beginning to relax as she 
realized she would not have to make further conversation. 
 
 The next few orons passed pleasantly, companionably.  R’Gi occasionally directed her attention 
to points of interest, once in a while making a smooth attempt to touch her arm or her leg.  Each time, 
he could sense a spark flow through her and again knew that his mission was going to be much easier 
than he had initially thought. 
 
 “There,” he said some time later.  “There she is.  My little treasure.” 
 
 Sharina turned her head to look, a gasp of surprise erupting from her lips. 
 
 “You call that little?” she said, looking over at her companion.  “Why, it’s an enormous little 
x'or.” 
 “Yes,” he agreed, grinning.  “But do you like it?” 
 
 “It’s fabulous.” 
 
 “And are you hungry?” 
 
 “Famished.  I haven’t eaten anything today.” 
 
 “I’m glad,” R’Gi said as he drove the rallid into a parking area and shut it down.  “My chef 
should have plenty of victuals ready for our dining pleasure.”  Departing the vehicle, he helped Sharina 
out, then led her to the x'or, up the gangway.   All the while Sharina’s eyes were growing bigger and 
bigger as they drew closer. 
 
 “Wow,” she breathed.  “I had no idea it would look like this.” 
 
 “I guess I exaggerated a bit,” he told her.  “I didn’t want to frighten you away.” 
 
 Sharina choked back a giggle.  “You probably would have had I known.  This x'or is 
magnificent.” 
 
 “Come aboard then,” he said, directing her onto the deck.  “You can freshen up below, if you 
would like.  Just take those stairs, and one of my crew will direct you.” 
 

“All…right,” Sharina replied, still gaping about.  “I’ll be back shortly.” 
 

 When she returned a short while later, it was to find Will already sitting at a table on the wide 
deck with a cold drink in his hand.  While she was below deck, the x'or had been launched and was 
heading away from the shore.   
 
 “Here,” he said.  He sensed her discomfiture at the discovery of the launch and quickly handed 
her a sparkling glass of what she surmised was a very fine alcoholic beverage.  “This should quench 
your thirst a bit.  Why don’t you have a seat.  Take off that jacket so you can relax and get some sun.  
Besides, I've been waiting all day to see you in that cute little suit.  It's a shame you don't swim.  But 
I’m sure B’Ko will be along shortly with our repast, so not to worry.” 
 



 “Thank you,” Sharina said, taking the glass and slowly sipping it as she settled herself in a chair 
beside him.  “It’s just what I need.”  Will watched as she then set the drink aside, leaned forward, and 
wiggled out of the jacket.  She draped it over the back of her chair. 
 

Will nodded.  “I feel the same.”  He eyed her with appreciation, still wishing he had met her 
sooner.  She was even more beautiful up close, with her thick black hair and smooth, cinnamon-colored 
skin.   A wave of guilt passed over him as he considered a future without her, but it quickly passed.  
Staring into his glass, he grew moody as he thought about the next few orons with Sharina.  

 
 Fortunately, the food arrived to pull him from his morose thoughts.  He had ordered her a 

sumptuous last meal, but he spent more time watching her eat it than tackling his own plate.   
 

 “Aren’t you hungry?” Sharina asked when she observed where his interest lay. 
 
 He was silent a moment, before replying, “I would rather look at you, Sharina.  You are the 
most beautiful woman I have ever seen.”  
 

Warmed by his flattery, she ducked her head, as R’Gi hastily refilled his glass.  He cursed 
silently, unable to believe the way he was feeling.  Never before had his conscience entered into what 
he had to do.  That he was terribly attracted to Sharina was troubling, and he all but tossed the entire 
glass of sharlok down his throat.  Refilling his glass yet again, he pushed his chair aside and stood up. 

 
 “Will?” 
 

 “Eat up,” he urged, his back to her as he moved to peer out over the water.  The shoreline was 
no longer visible, but he knew he had to wait until darkness fell before completing his mission.  At 
length, he moved to stand behind her.  Without volition, he suddenly put a hand to her shoulder, 
drawing back her long hair to plant a kiss on her neck.  Surprised, Sharina jerked around to gape at 
him. 
  
 “Will, what are you doing?  I’m still eating.” 
 
 “Sorry,” he said, then moved back to where he had been sitting.  Why he had done that, even he 
wasn’t certain.  “I don’t know what I was thinking.” 
 
 He watched her eat awhile longer, continually keeping his glass and hers filled.  She made no 
protest, perhaps because the drink made her feel less nervous around him.  Secretly, he wanted her as 
unaware of the end as possible, and he knew this would help. 
 
 “That was delicious,” she said at last, pushing her plate back.  “Thank you so much.” 
 
 Nodding, R’Gi met her gaze, pondering his next move.  “My man will take care of the table.  
Come.  Let’s take a walk about deck.  I'll give you a brief tour.”  He rose to help her up and led her 
away from the table.  They strolled quietly, her hand tucked securely in the crook of his arm.  Directing 
her to the lower level, he gave her a complete tour below deck, satisfying her curiosity.  He could tell 
how impressed she was with the elegance of the spacious living and sleeping areas, the galley, and the 
engine room.   
 



 “This is really something,” Sharina said.  “I had no idea it would be so beautiful.”  She glanced 
at her companion.  “I bet you spend a lot of your free time out here.” 
 
 R'Gi snorted.  “When I have to,” he said, making it sound more like a tiresome chore than for 
relaxation or enjoyment. 
 
 With that, they returned topside to resume their stroll about the deck. 
 
 “We’re quite a ways out,” Sharina commented after awhile, looking about.  “We should head 
back early.  I do have to work tomorrow.” 
 

“Don’t worry,” he replied.  “As soon as dusk falls, I will do what needs to be done.  Actually, I 
want to share with you the beauty of the stars out here.  With no artificial light defiling it, the sky is 
exceptionally breathtaking.” 

 
 Sharina peered skyward.  “I never thought of that,” she said.  “Yes, I think I would like to see 
that.” 
  
 He immediately stopped walking and pushed her back against the railing. 
 
 “Will, what?” 
 
 He kissed her then.  He could not help himself.  She was so tantalizing.  No matter what 
happened, he wanted to have that to remember about her.  The fact that she did not resist only added to 
the guilt he felt.  When he finally pulled away, he knew he had done something he should not have.  
Sharina was bad news and had to be quieted. 
 
 “Let’s go get another drink.  After the stars come out, we’ll go back, all right?” 
 
 “Y-Yes,” she said, her face flushed, her expression revealing her disappointment at the kiss 
having ended so soon. 
 
 R’Gi studied her a moment, aware of the mistake he had made, but he refused to touch her 
again.   
 
 “B'Ko!” 
 
 A few minutes later the servant arrived carrying a tray of bottles and some clean glasses. 
 

 “Drink up,” he ordered, handing her a fresh glass of the more expensive T’lia Sh’kur.  “It won’t 
be long now.”   

 
 “It’s getting a bit chilly, don’t you think,” Sharina said, rubbing her arms for warmth. 
 
 “The T’lia will keep you warm,” R’Gi said bluntly, wishing he could take her in his arms and 
warm her himself.  Still, he knew if he touched her again that he would be forever lost to her.  Never 
had he grown weak over a female, and he wasn’t about to start now.  Faith, how his father would laugh 
at him if he were ever to share his misgivings and behavior with him.  How the devil had things turned 
around so badly? he wondered. 
 



* * * * 
 
 Disappointed by Will’s cold tone, Sharina shrugged, then reluctantly accepted the drink.  A 
little voice inside told her she should not be drinking any more, but it was all that Will had offered her.   
A hot cup of merida - tea - would be nice once she got home, she decided.   
 
 Gazing overhead, she moved to lean back against the railing, to admire the brightness of the 
heavens at twilight and to listen to the water playfully lapping against the side of the x'or. 
 
            “You were right, Will.  The view out here is spectacular.” 

 
 “I told you,” Will said, glad he had been able to share this with her at least.  “Sometimes I come 
out here just to enjoy it all alone.”  He moved to stand beside her, casually slipping his arm about her 
waist.  She turned, to lean against both him and the rail.  Neither spoke, merely sipped their drinks, 
enjoying just being together. 
 

 After awhile, Will abruptly and without warning withdrew his arm and walked away, much to 
Sharina's consternation.  She gaped at him as he plopped into a chair, a drink in his hand, acting 
completely disinterested in her now.  Darkness was falling more completely, and the cool wind 
blowing off the water was growing even chillier.  It matched his dark, brooding silence. 

 
 “Can we go back now?” she asked.  “I’m really getting cold, and it's still a long drive back 
home.  Can we at least go inside for awhile, where it's warmer?” 
 
 Will sat stone-faced, ignoring her.  When he finally set aside his drink and stood up to face her, 
she was taken aback by his sullen expression. 
 
 “No, to both,” he said at last. 
 
 “Well, why not?” 
 
 “Because.” 
 
 Sharina gave a nervous giggle.  “Come on, Will.  You’re being mysterious now.  Why can’t we 
go inside?” 
 
 He stood over her then, gazing down at her in the growing darkness, admiring her in the 
moonlight shining about them.   
 
 “You are indeed a very beautiful woman,” he said in a husky voice, as if still not believing it.  
He lifted a hand to brush away the hair blowing in her face, then gently caressed her cheek.  Again he 
kissed her, unable to help himself, but she returned his kiss hesitantly.     
 
 “I’m so sorry, Sharina,” he said softly, sadly, drawing away.  “But this is how it has to be.” 
 
 “What do you mean?”  Wide-eyed, she stared at this man she was growing suddenly distrustful 
of. 
 



 In that instant, she was never to get the answer she sought.  In the space of a sclair, R’Gi 
Dentries III had drawn back a clenched fist before slamming it into her jaw, knocking her out cold.  
Her head snapped back as she collapsed against the rail, and he caught her to him as her drink spilled 
from her hand, onto the deck. 
 

Ignoring the wave of guilt that washed over him at what he had done, R’Gi lifted the 
unconscious woman from the deck, gazing at her rare beauty one last time, before raising her up above 
the rail and tossing her slender form over the side of the boat.  A loud splash was all he heard as 
Sharina’s inert form hit the water and sank into its cold, clammy depths.  He waited a moment, just in 
case she suddenly revived, before turning to give the order to return to land.  

  
Staring over the side at the churning blackness of the water as the rumble of the engines 

sounded and the small yacht began picking up speed, P’Lon R’Gi Dentries III was completely unaware 
that someone in the water had witnessed his assault against the unsuspecting Sharina Blaithe. 



 
 

 
 
 

Chapter Four 
 
 
 

 Sharina awoke in a small room, on a small bed.  Artificial lighting creased her eyes 
momentarily as she struggled to full wakefulness.  Tossing aside the thin coverlet, she slowly got up, to 
sit on the edge of the bed, and rubbed her eyes.   
 

Wearing a white cotton garment, she wondered briefly who had undressed her, then was 
suddenly aware of the throbbing pain of her jaw.  Rubbing it carefully, she winced at the pain before 
rising to her feet.  

 
  Looking out into the adjoining room, she saw nothing except a small side table near the door.  
She immediately made toward the mirror hanging over it, shocked at her bruised appearance as she 
peered into it.   It was at that instant she remembered her date with Will Patara.  Backing away as the 
pain of his betrayal sliced through her heart, she drew a hand to her mouth to stifle the soft gasp that 
sprang from her lips.  Faith, she wondered, had Will done this to her?  As she wracked her brain to 
recall her last moments with him, she stumbled back to her tiny bed, realizing now that it was he who 
had hurt her.  Had he intended to kill her, she wondered?   
 

Warm salty tears erupted from her eyes as she became aware of the truth.  Will had deceived 
her.  He didn’t care about her at all.  He had only wanted her out of the way.  But why?  She shook 
herself mentally, unable to figure out his reasons for wanting her dead. 

 
As she sat rolling all of the events about in her mind, of her last minutes with Will, the door of 

her room suddenly opened, revealing a tall, darkly handsome man of some proportion.  He paused at 
sight of her perched on the bed.  He then purposely opened the door wider so she wouldn’t feel 
threatened in any way. 

 
“Hello,” he said kindly, in Kathian, noting the tears on her face.  “How are you feeling?” 
 
Embarrassed, Sharina ducked her head, raising a hand to cover her bruised face.  “A-All…right, 

I guess.” 
 
The man moved toward her, peering down at her.  He had shoulder-length black hair, black 

eyes, and a strange tattoo over his left eye.   
 
“I, uh, saw what happened on the x'or,” he told her.  “I pulled you from the water and brought 

you here.” 
 
Sharina lifted her gaze to his as he related the episode, her mouth going wider with each truth 

he spoke. 
 



 “Th-thank you,” she murmured, dropping her gaze to the hands now folded in her lap.  She 
shivered noticeably as a wave of cold memories washed over her.  Immediately the man was beside 
her, moving to yank a thick blanket from beneath a stand to drape about her shoulders.  “Thank…you,” 
she said again. 

 
“I will bring you something warm to drink,” he told her.  “Then I’ll have a hot bath prepared for 

you.” 
 

 “Clothes?” Sharina suggested. 
 
 The man gave her a warm smile.  “Of course.  Whatever you need.” 
 
 “And…do you have a name?” she asked. 
 
 The man nodded and made toward the open door. 
 
 “D’Jon’Ni.” 
 
 “I’m…Sharina.  Sharina Blaithe.” 
 
 “The pleasure is all mine,” he said charmingly, with a brief bow, then turned and departed the 
room, closing the door behind him.   
 
 Sharina stared at the closed door, wondering what type of man D’Jon’Ni was.  He seemed warm 
and friendly, but so had Will Patara.  Starting to cry again, she drew the blanket more closely about her, 
then buried her wet eyes into her hands.  She was still trembling when her rescuer returned, bringing 
with him some clothes and an older woman. 
 

 “This is Raima,” he told her, concern marring his expression as he eyed her.  “She will see to 
your needs.  She speaks Vendran, Kathian, and Kendran.” 

 
 Sharina sniffed, familiar with these three of the numerous major languages of their solar system, 
murmuring her thanks for the third time.  Rising slowly, she greeted the woman who took the clothes 
D’Jon’Ni handed her. 
 

“I will see you later, when you are feeling more…normal,” he told her.  “You are in good hands 
here, so do be not afraid.  You are among friends.”  With that, he left them alone. 

 
Sharina found Raima an efficient person who quickly readied her a hot, soothing bath in an 

adjoining chamber and brought her some comforting foods.  The woman had told Sharina she had been 
unconscious for two solarities, which explained why she felt so hungry.  Later, she helped Sharina into 
the thin brown leggings and long, belted black shirt D’Jon’Ni had provided.  He had also provided a 
pair of black boots, just her size. 

 
Raima eyed her approvingly when Sharina was fully dressed.   
 
“I will go get the master now,” she told her.  “I think you are able to move around a bit now.  

Another solarity or so, and you’ll get more of your strength back.” 
 

 “But what about my job?” Sharina asked.  “If I don’t at least call, I could get fired.” 



 
 Raima shook her head.  “I think it’s already too late,” she said carefully.  “The master will 
explain.” 
 
 Sharina didn’t have to wait long for D’Jon’Ni to return and do just that. 
 

* * * * 
 
 “I don’t believe your employer wanted you back,” he said by way of explanation when he 
returned.  “Please don’t ask me how I know this.  Just trust me.”    
 
 As he studied the disappointed expression on Sharina’s face, he sighed inwardly, wishing he 
could tell her the truth about the man who had tried to kill her.  He had recognized the son of the 
famous CEO of Xanton Industries.  That P’Lon Dentries was notorious for doing away with anyone 
threatening his success was well known throughout the galaxy, but he couldn’t bring himself to tell 
Sharina that.  He would ask her eventually what she had done to upset the big man himself, only not 
now.  Not when she was still suffering the ill effects of her ordeal.  Right now, she needed some tender 
care.  He cringed inwardly, still recalling the callous way she had been punched and tossed overboard, 
like some useless jetsom. 
 
 “Come with me,” D’Jon’Ni said after giving her the once over in a noticeably admiring way.  
“I’ll show you around.” 
 
 Nodding mutely, Sharina followed him from the room and down a long winding hall that 
branched off in several different directions.  Leading her down the center one, they came to a huge 
round antechamber.  The rounded ceiling was brightly mosaic, and the walls were a seafoam green 
color that intrigued Sharina.  D’Jon’Ni noticed her reaction but continued to direct her from the 
antechamber, down another shorter hallway, and into an enormous arena. 
 
 “This is the main courtyard,” he told her, indicating the huge bustling area, crowded with 
people, all in brightly colored outfits.  There were numerous shops, decorative fountains, neatly laid out 
gardens, and white benches all around.  Sharina’s eyes widened at the sight as she gazed about her. 
 
 “Where exactly are we?” she asked.  “I mean, I know that—” 
 

“This is my home,” D’Jon’Ni replied soberly, giving her careful consideration.  “We are…200 
korons below sea level.” 

 
 Sharina’s mouth dropped in shock as she gaped at her companion. 
 
 “Below sea level?” she repeated. 
 
 “We are in D’joha Rha.” 
 
 “D’joha Rha?” she said with disbelief.  “The D’joha Rha?” 
 
 “Yes,” he said simply, his lips half-curling. 
 
 “But, isn’t that just legend?” 



 
 D’Jon’Ni chuckled.  “To some.” 
 
 Sharina stared at him a moment, then slowly moved her gaze about the courtyard. 
 
 “It’s where the Valiants once ruled, right?  Before the War of Creosan?  Before the Altairs 
became the rulers over all of Valtor?” 
 
 “Yes,” D’Jon’Ni replied, no longer smiling.  “And that is why you can never return to the life 
you knew.  I rescued you so that you would survive, not so you could return home and tell everyone of 
our existence.  The legend must remain a legend.  Do you understand?” 
 

* * * * 
 
 Sharina gazed strangely at her rescuer, suddenly struck by the intensity of his black gaze as 
feelings unlike any she had ever experienced enveloped her.  Why hadn’t she noticed before how 
arrestingly handsome he was?   
 
 “I promise,” she said at length, “never to tell anyone about this place or… anything connected 
with it.” 
 

“See that you don’t,” D’Jon’Ni replied.  “As for your job, consider it past history.”  Before she 
could reply, he walked away, not expecting any argument.   

 
Hurrying to catch up with him, she accidentally collided with a small boy who darted into her 

path.  He was knocked down and began crying, but she was quick to make amends.  He was a beautiful 
child, dark-skinned with a thick mass of black hair about his small head.   

 
At his cry, D’Jon’Ni turned at the same moment Sharina picked the child up and hugged him to 

her, murmuring her apologies to the tyke.  With gentle hands, she brushed away his tears, set him on 
his feet and, once he was smiling, released him to the other children who were waiting for him.  
Straightening to watch him dash away, Sharina smiled to herself, thinking how much she would love a 
child such as that, if she ever had one.  She realized now that she had been given a second chance at 
life, to perhaps fulfill her maternal dreams, and she had her handsome rescuer to thank for it.   

 
Suddenly remembering herself, she finally turned, only to find that D’Jon’Ni had paused and 

was watching her in a curious manner.  Frowning, she made toward him, unsettled by the way he was 
watching her. 

 
 “Something wrong?” she asked. 
 
 D’Jon’Ni pursed his lips tightly and quickly turned away. 
 
 “No,” he said.  “Follow me.”  He proceeded to lead her from the giant courtyard, through 
several more maze-like hallways, past several more anterooms and finally into a larger area.  
 

“This is where many of my people live,” he said, indicating the many shell-covered apartments 
lining the area like a huge coliseum.  “There are many similar arenas here.”  He pointed straight ahead.  
“My home is there, over the waterfalls, with the two stairways on either side.  I have had Raima 



prepare some rooms for you there, until something else can be found.  The other was just temporary.  
Too small for everyday living.”  D’Jon’Ni turned to her.  “Is this acceptable to you for now?” 

 
 Amazed at the man’s generosity, Sharina kept opening and closing her mouth as she mentally 
scraped her brain for an appropriate response.  Finally, she just nodded mutely and swallowed, aware 
of how nervous she felt around him of a sudden.  Having finally pushed the vision of Will Patara out of 
her brain, she was finding this man even more disturbingly handsome and appealing than Will had ever 
been.  She wasn't sure what it was about him that made her feel this way. 
   
 “I’m sorry to be such an imposition to you,” she said in all sincerity.  “Surely the other room 
will be just fine.  I really don’t mind.  Besides, what will people think...” 
 
 He turned and gave her his full attention then. 
 
 “You are not putting me out,” he said adamantly, looking down at her, his tone authoritative.  
“My home is quite spacious.  You will not interfere with me in any way.  And if you are worried about 
your reputation, don’t be.  No one here will see anything wrong with your presence alone in my home.  
Raima will also be there, along with other of my servants, so do not be afraid that I cannot be trusted.  
If anything, my reputation as a gentleman by Valtorian standards is of the highest caliber.” 
 
 Sharina’s mouth fell open, and she stepped back, realizing she had offended him, something she 
had never meant to do 
 
 “I’m sorry.  I…I didn’t mean…” 
 
 He frowned at her.  “Yes, you did.”  Turning, he then led her across the large open space, across 
the impressive marble flooring, to ascend one of the staircases.  With a guilty look on her face, Sharina 
quietly followed him up the stairs and through the entrance of his immaculate home.  
  
 “These will be yours,” he said, indicating three separate rooms in a rear corner of his unique, 
yet spacious dwelling.  One, a large but private sleeping room, a smaller bath chamber, and then a 
sizeable reading lounge, which she knew was an extreme kindness.  “Unfortunately, your meals will 
have to be taken in my private dining area…with me.” 
 
 With that, he turned to call Raima.  After giving his servant further instructions, he bid Sharina 
a curt farewell and departed.  Feeling badly, she ducked her head and moved to sit on the bed, burying 
her face in her hands.  How on earth did she always manage to earn the dislike of such good-looking 
men? she wondered sadly.  This kind man she in no way had ever meant to insult or hurt. 
 
 “Raima,” she said, looking up at the woman who was placing clean linens into a dresser drawer.  
“What is his story?” 
 
 Raima blinked in confusion.  
 

“His story?” she said.  She stopped what she was doing and moved to put a hand on Sharina’s 
shoulder.  “Why…don’t you know?” 

 
 “Know what?”  Sharina said, clearly perplexed. 
 



 Raima shook her head and snorted.   “Men,” she growled.  “He should have told you himself.” 
 
 “Told me what?” 
 
 “Why…he is Whitelaw.  The last Valiant of D’joha Rha.  Surely, you have heard of him.” 
 
 A soft gasp escaped Sharina’s lips. 
 
 “Oh, Raima.  Of course, I didn’t know.  Oh, no.” 
 
 Raima stepped back.  “You’ve heard of him then?” 
  
 “I don’t think there is anyone in the galaxy who hasn’t heard of him,” Sharina snorted in 
disbelief.  “Why, he’s a legend.  I mean, I never thought he was alive…or even…real.” 
 
 Smiling, Raima crossed her arms knowingly and nodded. 
 
 “He is certainly real,” the woman told her.  “And it is a great honor to be invited into his home 
as his guest.  You were certainly fortunate that he was in the ocean of Loranno when your companion 
tried to kill you.  You would have drowned had he had not been there to save you.” 
 
 “Oh, Raima,” Sharina sighed.  “I owe him so much, and I’ve only just met him.”  She grimaced 
noticeably.  “And I’ve already hurt him, although I didn’t mean to.” 
  

The older woman grinned and patted her arm. 
 

 “He’ll get over it.  You will be having your evening repast together.  You can make amends 
then.  He will understand.” 
 
 “I hope so,” Sharina said, giving another sigh of despondence.  “I don’t think I like having him 
upset with me.” 
 
 “He has no life mate,” Raima said unnecessarily, studying the lovely young woman’s reaction 
to her words.  “As Valiant, he believes he has no time for such things.  He rules this place and does an 
excellent job, but he is getting older.  I think it is time for him to settle down.” 
 
 Sharina gave the woman a strange look. 
 
 “What are you saying?” 
 
 “Oh, nothing.  I just think he should join and settle down.  If he wants any children, that is.  He 
loves children.” 
 
 Sharina understood but remained silent, aware that the woman was sharing things she 
should not be telling a complete stranger. 
 
 “I’m feeling a bit tired now,” Sharina said, changing the subject.  “Will it be all right if I lay 
down awhile?  I'm still not quite myself yet.” 
 



 “By all means, pa'atay,” Raima said.  “It is best, I think.  I know you haven’t eaten well in a 
while.  I will come for you when it’s time for evening repast.  The master gave permission for us to 
dine early, for your sake.” 
 
 Barely listening now, Sharina fell back weakly onto the bed.  Finding something to lay her head 
on comfortably, she soon fell asleep.  She awoke of her own accord several orons later, hearing voices 
in the outer rooms.  Groggy, she slowly sat up.  Pushing her way off the large bed that she agreed was 
much better than the small one she had lain in earlier, she then made her way into the bath chamber to 
wash her face.  She was in the reading lounge, just sitting,when Raima came for her. 
 
 When she was brought into the main dining area of the renowned Whitelaw, it was to see him 
pacing the room with a goblet in his hand.  When he saw her, his entire focus was on her.  Nodding a 
greeting, he offered her a seat at his table. 
 
 “Uh, no,” Sharina began, before sitting down.  “First, I, uh, just want to apologize to you for my 
stupidity earlier.  Had I known who you really were, I never would have even considered anything 
improper on your part.  I’m very sorry.” 
 
 “Thank you,” was all he said, before he moved to pull back her chair.  “Let’s start again shall 
we?” 
 
 “I think it only fair that I tell you who I am first,” Sharina said, sitting down and waiting for him to do 
the same.  “Since I am a stranger in your home, I think you should know more about me as well.” 
 
 D’Jon’Ni pursed his lips and nodded.  “It is not necessary or required,” he answered, as he sat 
down.  “Still, the decision is yours.” 
 

His comment surprised her.  With a shaky hand she reached for her own goblet, now filled with 
some natural refreshment another servant had just brought in.  She waited until the man had gone 
before continuing. 

 
“Well, aren’t you curious about me at all?” she said, silently willing him to listen.  “Or 

wondering why Will tried to kill me?” 
 

 D’Jon’Ni set aside his own drink, planted his elbows on the table, and folded his hands to stare 
at her, an odd glimmer in his onyx eyes. 
 
 “You may proceed,” he said patiently, giving her his full attention. 
 
 Somewhat unnerved by the look he was giving her, Sharina stuttered in her reply.  Dropping her 
gaze to her plate, filled high with queer, yet tantalizing delicacies harvested from the ocean itself, she 
felt a quiver of fear wash over her.  Why she was so unsettled by the man’s presence was a curious 
matter, but only one she would ponder over later.  Right now, she felt a burning need to explain herself 
to this famous personage. 
 
 “I—I…had only met Will…the solarity before…he tried to kill me.  I had recently lost my 
leadership position at Xanton Industries and was sent back to the cleaning department.”  Lifting her shy 
gaze to his, she trembled again as he met and held it in a steadfast manner.  “I only just found out that it 
wasn’t because I was bad at my other job, but that someone was suing the company.  In order to pacify 



the woman, they gave her my job and demoted me.”  She raised a hand to her lips to stifle a sob that 
came out unintentionally.  “Wh-When…when I found out, I became…very…angry.”  She gave her 
companion an anguished look.  “I think they thought I was going to cause trouble because what they 
did was…illegal.  I couldn’t prove anything, but I knew the truth.”  She closed her eyes tightly and 
again lowered her head.   
 
 “I…met Will Patara the solarity before we went out.  I guess I was upset and lonely and 
misunderstood, and…when Will came along…he just seemed like someone I could…someone I 
could…” 
 
 D’Jon’Ni listened quietly as she related her sad story, but when she seemed unable to finish, he 
halted her. 
 
 “It’s all right, Pa’atay Blaithe.  You’ve told me enough.  Now, eat up.  You need to regain your 
strength.  Two solarities is a long time, and your body needs to restore itself.”  With that, he lifted a 
morsel of fish to his mouth and proceeded to eat.  Feeling more relaxed in his presence now, she was 
soon following his lead.   
 
 “Forgive me,” he suddenly interjected.  “We forgot to give thanks.”  With that, D’Jon’Ni bowed 
his dark head and proceeded to give the blessing.  Impressed by this, Sharina immediately ducked her 
head and did likewise, thankful not only for being rescued and well cared for, but also for the righteous 
man who had taken it upon himself to help her.  The prayer ended, and both raised their heads to 
resume eating.  As she considered the man and his behavior, Sharina found herself humbled and 
suddenly unable to stop looking at him.   
 

Aware of her eyes on him, D’Jon’Ni paused to stare at her in consternation.  “Is the food not to 
your liking?” he asked. 

  
“Uh, no,” she stammered, turning red.  “I’m sorry.  It’s just that…That is, I meant to…thank 

you.  For…rescuing me, I mean.” 
 

 D’Jon’Ni’s fine lips curled, his black head bobbing. 
 
 “You are very welcome, Pa’atay Blaithe.” 
 
 “Sharina,” she corrected. 
 
 “I am glad that you are all right now, Sharina, and only hope you will like living in our world.” 
 
 Returning his unflinching gaze, Sharina gave him a warm smile, admiring the way his even 
white teeth flashed against the darkness of his skin as he smiled back.  Blushing again at how beautiful 
he was, she quickly lowered her head and proceeded to finish her own meal, wondering at the 
uncommon, yet exciting prickles of heat that were pleasantly rippling through her body. 



 
 

 
 
 

Chapter Five 
 
 

  
 After evening repast, Sharina immediately excused herself and went to bed, still tired from her 
ordeal but hoping she would soon be back to her own energetic self.  Understanding, D’Jon’Ni had 
nodded his approval, but she had been unaware of how his dark eyes had followed her as she rose to 
leave the dining area.  She would have been surprised at the admiring glint in them had she chanced to 
look back as she did so. 
 
 In the morning, she learned that the Valiant had eaten early and gone about his morning rounds 
throughout D’joha Rha.  When she heard this, Sharina felt a twinge of disappointment as she sat down 
to sip hot merida and nibble the ocean fruits that were set before her.  Grown through the aquaponic 
systems prevalent in D’joha Rha, Raima had informed her when she had asked. 
 

 After morning repast, Raima told her she could explore freely.  Since D’joha Rha was a domed 
world, there was little trouble Sharina could get into, she was also told.  Still, Raima expected her back 
by nubia – noon – for her afternoon repast and made it clear that she expected Sharina to abide by her 
wishes…and D’Jon’Ni’s. 

 
 “All right,” Sharina said submissively.  “I will.”  
 

 Although she had no idea where it was she wanted to go, she soon decided she would just walk 
from the housing square and back to the courtyard she had crossed the previous day.   

 
 Perhaps she could sit on one of the nice benches she had seen, just to enjoy the gardens she had 
observed there.  Children appeared to be in ample supply about this new world, and she knew it might 
be entertaining just to watch them at play. 
 
 She made it to the courtyard without incident, and those she passed barely gave her notice as 
she strolled by.  Relaxing more, realizing how easily she fit into this queer world, she soon located an 
empty white bench in the bustling courtyard and sat down.  As she had hoped, there were children 
running about everywhere.  One actually stopped in front of her to stare at her.  A little girl wearing a 
bright red dress, with small white flowers entwined in her hair. 
 
 “What happened to your face?” the little girl asked in all innocence, her hands clasped shyly 
behind her back. 
 
 Sharina’s mouth dropped at this, for she had pretty much forgotten her injury and the huge 
bruise on her face. 
 
 “Oh, uh,” she stammered, raising a self-conscious hand to her face, “I, uh, ran into something.” 
 



 The girl continued staring.  “Did it hurt?” 
 

Sharina smiled then.  “Actually, I don’t really remember.  It happened so fast.”  
 
The little girl shocked her by suddenly reaching out both arms to her.  Hugging Sharina, the 

child planted a sweet kiss on her cheek. 
 

 “I hope you feel better soon,” she said, stepping back to turn and skip away.  Sharina was 
stunned.  The child’s behavior brought a feeling of such warmth to her soul that it also brought  
tears to her eyes.  Ducking her head, she raised a hand to rub her bruised jaw, trying to maintain control 
of her feelings.  It was how the Valiant found her in the square. 
 
 “Is everything okay?” he asked in Kendran, the dominant language there, his tone full of 
concern. 
 
 At sound of his voice, Sharina’s head shot up in surprise. 
 
 “Uh, y-yes,” she said, much too quickly.  “I was just…sitting.” 
 
 Eyeing her sad expression and the teary eyes, D’Jon’Ni gave a slight nod, quirking a curious 
brow at her. 
 
 She grinned then, staring up at him, taking in the rugged beauty of his appearance. 
 
 “Your children here…are so…wonderful,” she managed softly, by way of a compliment.  
“They just warm my heart.” 
 

A light of understanding appeared in his eyes then, and he smiled. 
 
 “Yes, they are,” he returned.  “They are free spirits.  Very secure.  Because of the protection 
that we enjoy here from the seclusion of the dome over D’joha Rha, they have little to fear from people 
from outside our world.”   
 
 Sharina nodded.  “I understand,” she said.  “It is a wonderful thing.” 
  

“It is that,” D’Jon’Ni replied, directing his attention now to the children running gaily 
throughout the square.  “I have many fond memories of growing up here myself.”  Standing with a 
hand on his hip, he turned back to Sharina, carefully changing the subject. 

 
  “After our afternoon repast, I must meet with our scientists who are studying the strength of 

our shield.  Would you…care to accompany me?” 
 
“I would love to,” Sharina said, smiling as she rose from her seat to join him.  “Analyzing 

structural integrity is sort of a…hobby of mine.” 
 

 “Very well then,” D’Jon’Ni said, giving her a wide-eyed look of surprise upon hearing this.  
“Come along.”  As they made their way back to his home, he glanced back at her.  “What did you say 
you did at Xanton Industries again?” he asked. 
 



 “I was a…cleaner,” she responded.   
 
 “No no.  What were you before that?” 
 
 “Oh,” she said.  “Well, I was just…an engineer.” 
 

“What kind of an engineer?  You never told me.” 
 

 Sharina’s lips curled, remembering all the various engineering hats she had worn while in 
leadership. 
 
 “Well, basically, I was an environmental engineer, then a mechanical engineer and 
sometimes…a structural engineer.  My brothers taught me what they knew since they are engineers too.  
It sort of runs in our family and only broadened what I already knew through my own training to be an 
engineer.” 
  

“So, you were a good engineer.” 
 

 “I thought so,” Sharina replied, frowning at her memories of demotion, “but now I’m not so 
sure.  I was actually the head of my department when I was demoted.” 
 
 D’Jon’Ni stopped in his tracks to stare down at her.  
 

“We could use someone like you to help us reinforce the strength of our dome,” he said, 
startling her.  “Would you…be interested?” 

 
 Sharina’s face softened as she looked up at him. 
 
 “I would do anything for you,” she replied softly, revealing far more through her comment than 
she had meant to. 



 
 

 
 
 

Chapter Six 
 
 

  
 “I’m impressed,” Sharina said later, upon examining the technology of D’joha Rha.  “This is 
more advanced than I would have believed.  No wonder you have survived here so long.” 
 
 The bevy of scientists crowding around her grinned at her compliment, while D’Jon’Ni stood 
aside and quietly listened to their exchanges.  The knowledge that Sharina had shared with these men 
astounded him and made him wonder how P’Lon Dentries had cast her aside so easily, so 
thoughtlessly, unless he had had no idea what an asset she truly had been to his company.  Regardless, 
Sharina  
belonged to them now, and he wasn’t about to return her to anyone, even if someone came knocking on 
their dome looking for her. 
 

 As Sharina expressed her opinions on the magnificence of their dome, he studied her in the 
way that any man would look at a woman of such loveliness and intelligence.  As fit and trim as a 
dancer, her cinnamon-colored skin was translucent and smooth, and her black hair hung in a swirling 
mass down her back, much like a flowing, rippling current.  Dressed in another tightly-belted shirt, this 
one of coral blue, black leggings and boots, Sharina was unaware of how she was affecting him and 
possibly every other man in the room. 

 
  Since rescuing her, he had thought her more appealing than any woman he had ever seen and 

for some reason couldn’t stop thinking about her.  Her most outstanding asset was her eyes.  Unlike 
other Valtorians, hers were as green as sparkling seawater, which gave evidence of her Zarconian 
lineage, and he found it difficult to pull his attention away from them whenever she looked at him.  
What bothered him the most was that he was having trouble keeping his hands off of her.  The 
overwhelming urge to taste those sensuous, tempting lips was distracting him to no end, and he was 
finding it hard to be civil to her whenever they presented themselves to him.  

  
“D’Jon’Ni,” came a voice through his thoughts.  “D’Jon’Ni?” 
 
He blinked suddenly, realizing his mind was elsewhere, and he shook himself to clear his head. 
 
“Um, sorry,” he mumbled, clearing his throat with embarrassment.  “What was that you said?” 
 
“Pa’atay Blaithe has made several suggestions that might help us strengthen the interior as well 

as the outer levels,” one of the scientists told him.  “We believe she is correct, and we would like your 
permission to carry out her ideas.” 

 
 D’Jon’Ni came forward through the crowd. 
 
 “And you all agree that this is what we should do?” he said. 
 



 The scientists, twelve in all, each older and wiser in his own way, exchanged looks of 
agreement. 
 
 “Yes,” they affirmed, glancing over at Sharina who was waiting for D’Jon’Ni to make a 
decision.  “We believe the suggestions she has made to refortify our weakest areas will be 
mandatory in the future.  We must not wait to see if cracks will occur.  We should take the necessary 
preventative steps as soon as possible.” 
 
 D’Jon’Ni paused to consider their words a moment.  “By all means necessary then,” he said, 
nodding.  “Proceed.” 
 
 The men gave a sigh of relief, unused to the Valiant taking so long to reach a decision such as 
this. 
 
 “We’ll begin immediately, Ziros,” the men said.  “No time like the present.” 
 
 Sharina darted a quick look at the scientists, then peered anxiously up at D’Jon’Ni.   
 
 “May I…remain here…to assist them?” she asked shyly. 
 
 He gave her a long, thoughtful look, his eyes gently caressing her fading bruises.  
 
 “You may help them any time,” he told her.  “Any time they will allow it.” 

 
 Her whole face lit up then, and he realized at that moment just how passionate she was about 
her life’s calling.  “I’ll check in on you later,” he said, his voice low as he watched her scurry over to 
join the men, who quickly welcomed her into their midst.  As he turned to leave, he felt a twinge of 
disappointment when no one bothered to acknowledge his departure.  Shaking his dark head, he was 
unable to fathom the various forms of emotion washing over him at this point.  Maka, was he now 
jealous of a group of old men? he wondered.  He snorted inwardly, disbelieving how this one woman 
had so quickly changed his life. 



 
 

 
 
 

Chapter Seven 
 
 

  
 “So, did you enjoy yourself?” D’Jon’Ni later asked, once he had rejoined Sharina and brought 
her home for their evening repast.  Pulling her away from what she appeared to enjoy doing was more 
difficult than he had thought.  Considering her leadership position at Xanton, he could easily 
understand how she had earned her title there.  His observations of her talents impressed him to no end, 
making him grateful that he had rescued her and brought her to D’joha Rha, where her talents could be 
utilized to their fullest advantage. 
 
 Sharina was bubbling over with excitement, and her eyes sparkled in a way he hadn’t seen 
before.  A tightening in his gut sent a chill over him as he fought to control his emotions as he observed 
her.  Never had he felt this way around any woman, and he wondered just how long he would be able 
to stand it. 
 
 “Oh, it was just great today!” she exclaimed, sharing the highlights of her afternoon with such 
brilliant men.  “I haven’t felt this useful in so long.  Thank you for letting me help.”  Practically 
bouncing up and down in her chair as she ate brought a grin to D’Jon’Ni’s lips.  It was clear she was 
feeling better.  She was much more energetic and…happy.  It briefly crossed his mind that he wouldn’t 
mind her getting that excited over him, and he was quick to squash that shocking thought, hoping she 
would never discover his growing interest in her.  Not that that would be a bad thing.  He just wasn’t 
sure he wanted a woman in his life.  He had lived without one for thirty scalons and wasn’t certain he 
wanted things to change now. 
 
 “I, uh, was thinking of going to the surface this evening,” he commented.  “I go up occasionally 
to get some fresh air and to check on things in the real world.  If you’d care to join me.” 
 
 Sharina’s expression changed from one of excitement to thoughtful consideration. 
 
 “I could use some fresh air,” she said.  “But, how do we do that?  I…can’t swim.” 
 
 He chuckled then.  “We have a special craft that can withstand the pressure of the ocean at these 
depths.  It can hold two people and contains enough air to get us to the surface and back.  Should take 
about an oron each way.”  As he spoke, he took a knife and cut into the large fish on his plate, then 
peered over at her.  “Will you be interested in accompanying me then?” 
  
 “If you’re sure it’s safe.”  Sharina was unable to hide the look of fear that crossed her features at 
thought of returning to where the ocean had nearly claimed her life. 
 

Setting aside his eating utensils, D’Jon’Ni captured her gaze, peering at her intently.  “With me, 
you’ll be safe, Sharina,” he said with firm honesty.  “Trust me.  I have no intention of letting anything 
happen to you again.” 
 



 Sharina chewed her lower lip as she considered his words, wondering at the anger she discerned 
beneath his words. 
 
 “All right,” she said at length.  “I’ll go.  I do trust you.  I have no reason not to.  You’ve been 
very kind to me.”  Lowering her eyes, Sharina fell silent, resuming her meal without further discussion 
on either of their parts.  As D’Jon’Ni studied her bent head, he wondered now if he had done the right 
thing in inviting her so soon after her ordeal.  He sighed, realizing now that he might be in for a long 
night. 
 

* * * * 
  

“Warm enough?” D’Jon’Ni asked his companion as he helped her into the hollow vessel used for 
travel within the depths of the ocean.  “There’s a blanket there if you need it.” 

 
 Sharina nodded as she settled into the small seat nestled near the bottom of the vessel.  
  
 “This thing doesn’t leak, does it?” she asked, peering about with some scrutiny at the ancient 
interior. 
 
 D’Jon’Ni smirked and shook his head. 
 
 “My personal vessel never leaks,” he answered.  “I give it a personal once over every week.”  
He glanced at Sharina and boldly patted her leg.  “Don’t worry.  You’ll be safe.” 
 
 Sharina gave an embarrassed grin.  “I’m sorry.  Nerves, I guess.”  She quietly watched as he 
sealed the exit then settled back into his own piloting seat.  “Is this how you rescued me?  In this 
thing?” 
 
 Again he smiled.  “Actually, no,” he told her.  “I was using my retro unit and I had a spare 
oxygen tank with me.”  Elaborating on specifics never came, so Sharina settled back, only imagining 
how he had managed to save her life.  Some evenings she had strange dreams which made no sense to 
her, dreams in which she felt herself floating in a semi-conscious state.  Warm hands had caught her 
arms and dragged her deeper into the cold murky depths of the ocean.  Other dreams brought to mind 
unfamiliar lips against her own, blowing life into her lungs as she was pulled deeper and deeper, 
struggling to breathe.  No matter how she tried remembering her assault-and-rescue experience, she 
couldn’t.  There were only fragments of things that might have happened. 
 
 As Sharina considered these things, she gave the Valiant a sidelong glance, studying his 
handsome profile, in particular the firm lips that she believed had already pressed against hers, albeit in 
an effort to save her life.  Still, as she focused on D’Jon’Ni’s outstanding looks, she wondered how it 
might feel to have him actually kiss her in a more romantic way.  Ever since meeting him, she had 
wondered about that, and unusual feelings coursed through her every time she thought about it.  
Considering their close quarters, the idea wasn’t so far fetched, but she quickly took control of her 
thoughts and tore her focus away from the man beside her.  Still, the question kept resurfacing in her 
mind.  What would it really be like to kiss the famous Whitelaw? 



 
 
 
 
 

Chapter Eight 
 
 

  
 The next oron proved uneventful as the small pod rose slowly, yet steadily to the surface.  
Embarrassed by the thoughts she had had about her companion, Sharina remained silent, instead gazing 
in wonder through the large port holes around them.  The many strange creatures she was able to make 
out in the murky depths inspired awe within her.  Her occasional comments about them made D’Jon’Ni 
glad that he had invited her along.  Sometimes the long trips became boring, and it was nice to have 
someone along to talk to for a change. 
 
 “Still nervous?” he asked at length, eyeing her in uncertainty.   
 
 She glanced at him and smiled.  “No, not really,” she said.   
 
 “If you start to feel sick, there’s a pocket below your seat, with some bags in it.  For...you 
know...” 
 
 “I understand,” she said, a bit embarrassed at thought of spewing into a bag, with him beside 
her. 
 
 D’Jon’Ni nodded with relief and, some moments later, brought the small craft to a halt, where it 
bobbed noticeably up and down in the water. 
 
 “Here we are,” he said, shutting everything down that was necessary.  ‘I’m going to open the 
hatch so we can look around.”  As he spoke, he carefully stood up, crouching beneath the heavy door 
above them.  Reaching out, he pressed a few buttons on a control panel located just over Sharina’s 
head, then waited as the hatchway opened.  It was a loud, unsettling noise it made.  But soon the 
opening was wide enough for both of them to stand and peer out around them, as the waves of the 
ocean calmly lapped against its sides, jostling it up and down in the water.  With his torso now sticking 
out of the opening, he extended a hand out for Sharina to join him.  The space was tight, so Sharina was 
unable to keep a distance between them, and she silently marveled at the strength and firmness of his 
solid form against her. 
 
 “Wow,” Sharina breathed as she peeked out at the dark sky overhead and at the brilliant stars 
dotting it.  “It’s just like the night that Will and I—”  But she caught herself then, realizing where her 
comment was leading.  She gave D’Jon’Ni a sheepish look.  “I’m sorry,” she said.  “I hadn’t meant to 
bring that up.” 
 

* * * * 
  
 D’Jon’Ni looked down at her, recalling as well the evening he had witnessed Dentries kissing 
Sharina, just before he had tossed her overboard.  As he gazed at her, he felt an uncommonly strong 



tightening in his chest.  Warmed by her presence so close to him, he wished more than anything that he 
could take her in his arms and kiss her, too, but he knew that that could never happen.  His attraction 
for Sharina must be squelched, he knew, before things got way out of hand.  He realized that perhaps 
Dentries had felt the same way around Sharina, which was why he decided to kiss her before killing 
her.  Still, as D’Jon’Ni watched her now, he wondered just how it would really feel to kiss her himself 
and not just blow air into her lungs, as he had done when he had rescued her. 
 

“Considering how your face still looks, Sharina,” he said at last, “it would be difficult not to 
bring up the episode from time to time.  Healing takes time, and it has only been a few solarities.” 

 
 “I g-guess you’re right,” she responded, glancing up at him gratefully.  “It will take some time 
to get over.” 
 
 “I thought perhaps we might see some activity,” he said, looking around, “but it seems quiet 
tonight.  Sometimes I see things…illegal poaching mainly.  I need to keep abreast of the happenings 
above the ocean as well as below in order to maintain our security and privacy.” 
 
 “You come up here every night?” Sharina asked. 
 
 “Usually, when I have time.  I’m normally alone though.  I’ve never brought anyone with me 
before.” 
 
 “Oh,” Sharina responded.  “So, why did you bring me?” 
 
 D’Jon’Ni gave her a long look then, unable to explain or share his real feelings with her. 
 
 “I…enjoy your company,” he said, although even that was more than he should have admitted.  
“And I thought it might be good for you to get away from your cage awhile and get some fresh air.” 
 
 “Thank you for that.  I’m glad you did.”  As she spoke, she took in a deep breath of the cool 
moist air spraying into her face as the wind blew along the water.  The consistent tightening in his chest 
made D’Jon’Ni bring a tender hand up to suddenly brush back the hair from her face.  As he did so, 
Sharina looked up and locked her gaze with his.  D’Jon’Ni merely studied her with those mesmerizing 
onxy eyes, wanting more than anything to kiss her, but he stopped himself, chiding himself for even 
touching her as he had.  Fang, but he had to learn to keep his hands off of her. 
 
 “It’s time to go back,” he told her, abruptly dropping his arm and eyes, but not before he had 
seen the look of disappointment that unexpectedly crossed her features.  That she had wanted him to 
kiss her was apparent, and he frowned as he lowered himself inside the pod, carefully drew her inside, 
then secured the hatch. 
   
 The journey home was the longest he had ever experienced and the fact that he made no 
relevant conversation on the return trip made things harder for both of them.  He realized now that 
Sharina was attracted to him as well, but how he was going to squelch her feelings for him was going 
to be an even more difficult matter.  Fang, what had possessed him to invite her to the surface with 
him?  He should have known what would happen if he had managed to finally be alone with her.  What 
ever had he been thinking?   



 
 
 
 

 
Chapter Nine 

 
 

  
 When Sharina awoke the next morning, it was to find D’Jon’Ni already out on his rounds.  She 
was quickly learning that he was an early riser and that their evening repasts were the best time to see 
him.  So, after her morning meal, she ventured off to the dome center to offer what help she could 
there.  The scientists were very proficient and, although eager for her advice and direction, preferred 
doing the more constructive work themselves.  She didn’t mind and was, in fact, glad that she only had 
to observe.  Her self-esteem of late was making her feel rather inadequate, and D’Jon’Ni wasn’t 
helping her feel any better, especially after last night.   
 
 Although Will Patara – or whatever his name really was – had kissed her several times, she 
wasn’t certain why.  If he was so intent on doing away with her, then why had he kissed her at all?  The 
fact that D’Jon’Ni clearly was not attracted to her made her feel bad and caused her to doubt her own 
feminine attributes.  Perhaps no man would ever find her to his liking, she realized, and wondered if 
she could stand being alone for the rest of her life and in an underwater city where her options were so 
limited. 
  

As if in answer to her morose thoughts, she glanced up from where she was sitting at a table, 
going over structural improvements with two of the scientists, when a strange man entered the room 
and moved toward them. 
 
 “Ianoda,” he greeted gaily, stopping beside the man nearest her.  The scientist, Iano Mée, 
stopped taking his measurements to give the younger man his full attention. 
 
 “I didn’t think you would show up,” he told him.  “What kept you?  Did you bring the tools I 
asked for?” 
 
 “I was in the middle of writing something and didn’t want to lose my train of thought, Ianoda.  
My apologies.”  He brought forth a large cloth bag and set it on the floor beside him.   “Here’s 
everything you wanted.” 
 
 “Good,” the old man snorted, mumbling something about him wasting his talents on poetry, 
when he remembered himself.  “Ah, Pa’atay Blaithe,” he began, “may I present to you my only son, So 
Jzan Mée.” 
 
 “Hello, So.  Pleased to make your acquaintance,” Sharina said politely, taking in the man’s 
unique appearance.  More common in face and stature than many of the younger men she had met in 
D’joha Rha, So was tall and lanky, with long, stringy black hair.  He had the most incredible eyes, 
however, and Sharina blinked as she met his gaze.  She then ran her own eyes over the long, rustling 
robe he wore overtop his black leggings.  A peculiar maroon hat, much like a fez, was perched on his 



triangular head, and he wore sandals.  Most men she had met preferred boots, such as those she was 
wearing. 
 

So grinned down at her with his prominent overbite, aware that she was looking him over. 
 

 “So you are the one I have heard so much about,” he said.  “My father raves about you and the 
wonderful suggestions you have made for the dome.” 
 
 Sharina returned his smile, then shot a look at his elder. 
 
 “What have you been telling him, Iano?” 
 
 The older man waved his hand.  “Oh, nothing nothing.  I merely told him of Whitelaw’s new 
house guest and about how he rescued her from drowning in the ocean.” 
 
 “Well, after hearing that,” Sharina laughed, “I guess I do sound rather interesting.” 
 
 So peered down at her with great interest, with those dazzling eyes. 
 
 “Perhaps,” he began, extending a hand, “you might entertain me with more such stories by 
joining me for afternoon repast tomorrow.  Since you are new here, perhaps you might enjoy sampling 
some of our native cuisine.  I know a nice little café, down in the main square.” 
 

Sharina’s eyes twinkled at the charm of the man, although he was no comparison to the 
dynamic Whitelaw, and she felt a twinge of guilt as she wondered how D’Jon’Ni might react to her 
going with So.  However, she needed friends and saw no harm in just dining with him.  He seemed 
harmless enough, she decided, and since they weren’t going until the following afternoon, she would be 
able to give plenty of notice to Raima. 

 
“Why, yes,” she said at last, “I would be delighted to accompany you.” 
 

 “Wonderful,” So responded.  “I’ll be by for you around this same time tomorrow, all right?  I’ll 
meet you here.” 
 
 “That will be fine,” she said.  She returned his parting smile, then watched him saunter off with 
long strides, whistling happily. 
 
 “Just be careful he doesn’t talk you to death,” Iano warned.  “He’s more of an inventor and a 
poet than a scientist.  He always has his head in the clouds and knows nothing about the realities in the 
outside world.  He is living in his own little dream world, so be careful, Sharina.  Too much like his 
mother, that boy.” 
 
 “All r-right,” she said, biting her lip as she considered this.  “I will.  We’re only having repast, 
after all.”   
 

Iano snorted with bemusement, his attention more on the schematics he was examining than on 
the conversation. 

   
 “Yes yes,” he said.  “What could happen over that.  Most likely he’ll only bore you to death.” 



 
 Sharina fell silent then, sensing how disappointed Iano was with his own son.  But she still 
didn’t think that spending time in So’s company would be all that bad.  Besides, she told herself again, 
she really did need to make some friends, especially if she was to spend the rest of her life in D’joha 
Rha.  Although she tried not to dwell on that.  She missed her home a great deal and was still mourning the loss of her 
former life.  
 
 Later, she returned home for her afternoon meal and promptly informed Raima about her lunch 
date with So.  Taken aback at this news, Raima had turned wide eyes on Sharina.  But she said nothing, 
merely nodding that she understood.  Sharina knew it was none of her concern anyways, so didn't care 
if the woman disapproved of the idea or not.  Besides, it was only a harmless date. 
 

* * * * 
 
That evening, when Sharina joined D’Jon’Ni for their high meal, she promptly informed him of 

her intention to have her afternoon repast with So Jzan the following solarity.  But she was unprepared 
for the angry scowl that crossed his handsome features when he learned of it.  

 
“So Jzan Mée?”  D’Jon’Ni was unable to fathom the depths of his feelings over the matter and 

stared at Sharina for several long moments before continuing.  “Are you sure you want to be alone with 
this man?” he asked. 

 
 Sharina tightened her lips and shrugged, wondering why both Iano and D’Jon’Ni were so 
concerned about her having one lousy meal with So. 
 
 “Well, why not?” she countered, taking her seat across from him.  “What’s wrong with So?” 
 
 D’Jon’Ni ducked his head then, not certain what to say in response.  Was it So’s homely looks 
and effeminate manner that bothered him or the fact that she was going off with another man 
altogether?  Certainly, he had nothing to fear.  So wasn’t a man that average women swooned over, 
even if he was a hopeless romantic and spent hours writing pointless dribble he called poetry. 
 
 “Enjoy yourself,” D’Jon’Ni said at last, raising his dark eyes to hers.  “I will see you tomorrow 
evening, as usual.”  His expression was guarded, his tone flat, so Sharina wasn’t sure what to make of 
his words.  Instead, she concentrated on attacking her meal, but both remained uncommunicative for 
the rest of the night.  
 

* * * * 
 
 Feeling an unexplainable tension in the room, Sharina was quick to excuse herself and return to 

her room, although she wanted more than anything to remain with her companion.  Unsettled, she 
undressed and crawled into bed, her thoughts centered on the man she had just left, wondering if he 
was angry about her date with So.  She couldn’t understand why.  It wasn’t as though D’Jon’Ni cared 
to spend much time with her himself.  Since the first solarity in D’joha Rha he had sent her off alone to 
explore, not concerned too much about what she did with her time. 

  
Still, he always somehow managed to be there watching out for her, she realized, yet he never 

had much to say to her.  Hungering for someone to share things with, she wanted more than anything to 



be a part of his life, yet he always made her feel as though he didn’t want her around to interfere with 
his normal routine.  He left early and was rarely seen again until evening. 

 
“What does Whitelaw do all solarity long?” she had asked Raima one morning, but the woman 

seemed not to know much, only that he went throughout the city, checking on security and the like. 
 
“Sometimes he goes to the seismic center which is in the center of the city,” she said.  “He likes 

to keep an eye out for any disturbances that might interfere with our safety here.  Since D’joha Rha was 
created by a massive earthquake or a volcanic eruption eons ago, which caused the island to be flooded 
and drop underwater to its present location, D’Jon’Ni makes it a point to check each solarity to make 
sure a similar occurrence doesn’t push us back to the surface where it once was.  If that happens, the 
dome could shatter and all would be lost here.” 

 
Sharina’s eyes widened at this, thinking that the dome strengthening was all the people there 

had to worry about.  In fact, it was the seismology center that bore the brunt of the fear connected with 
D’joha Rha, she soon realized.  Aware that Whitelaw was famous for his explorations of the past, she 
knew now that he made every solarity an effort to preserve the world his ancestors had created, the 
civilization there, the dome above them, the many farms and factories existing there, all that was 
created by the Valiants of long ago.   

 
Sharina now knew that it was D’Jon’Ni’s job to care for and maintain this legendary place.  She 

also knew that it was a full time job, which probably made him feel as if he carried the weight of the 
entire world.  In that instant, Sharina reasoned that perhaps that was why he had no time to devote to 
other things.  Her, in this case.  Raima had initially told her that D’Jon’Ni had no time for women and 
perhaps this was why.  Perhaps, she thought, he might truly care for her, only he was holding himself 
back because of his commitment to D’joha Rha and the lives of its inhabitants. 

 
As she considered this in her mind, Sharina came to believe more and more that that was the 

case.  If so, then there was no reason why she couldn’t care for him.  She had the time to be with him, 
to accompany him as he did his rounds.  Even if he pretended he didn’t want her around, perhaps inside 
he really did.  Hadn’t he told her that he enjoyed her presence when he had taken her to the surface that 
time?  She smiled to herself, hoping her guess was correct.   

 
D’Jon’Ni needed friends, too, she reasoned.  As governor of D’joha Rha, he probably had little 

time for socializing and, although she had only been there a short while, she had not once seen him 
conversing with many people nor did she see him venture out at night.  His routine was like clockwork, 
and she bet her stars that she was right…about everything.   

 
Laying back on her headlay, she closed her eyes, sighing sleepily.  Tomorrow, after her 

afternoon with So, she hoped to find out more about the famous Whitelaw.  At least, it was the promise 
she made to herself.  Perhaps if she made herself more available to him, he might not mind her going 
along with him.  Only time would tell, she decided.  Only time would tell. 



 
 
 

 
 

Chapter Ten 
 
 

  
 So Jzan arrived at the dome center right on schedule.  He entered carrying a notebook filled 
with a haphazard array of papers and a wide bouquet of deep red blooms, which he immediately 
handed to Sharina.  Delighted, Sharina drew them close to inhale of their heady fragrance, thanked him, 
then followed him out to the main courtyard, located a few blocks away. 
 
 “I know you’re going to enjoy the food at this place,” So told her, taking her arm and drawing 
her close to him as he led her through the square.  “They have a sampling of the best that D’joha Rha 
has to offer,” he continued, waving his hand emphatically as he went into a detailed discourse of the 
tempting bounties that awaited them.  “I want you to sample everything so you become familiar with 
all that is available here.  And if you don’t like something, just tell me and I will have it taken away 
posthaste.”   
 
 Sharina learned quickly So’s penchant for dialogue so remained quiet as he urged her along.  
She listened to him blather on about inconsequential matters as she enjoyed the fragrance of the 
blossoms she held.  Secretly, she wished it had been Whitelaw who had given them to her.   
 
 As So rambled on and on, as she had been warned he would, her thoughts turned again to the 
man who governed the unique world she was now enjoying.  What was he doing now? she wondered, 
as So led her into the little café he had told her so much about. 

 
* * * * 

  
 From the other side of the square, D’Jon’Ni stood casually leaning against the white bricks of 
the small hardware shop there.  With arms crossed, he glowered at sight of Sharina and So as they 
crossed the square and entered the tiny eatery.  His entire demeanor grew even more rigid as he studied 
the way So’s arm slowly came up and about Sharina’s shoulders, and he wondered again what she saw 
in the homely jerk.  
 

 Unable to help himself and without volition, he suddenly found himself crossing over to the 
eatery and sticking his nose against the window to spy on them.  He was careful to remain out of their 
view but wondered belatedly how he had managed to lower himself to this sort of behavior.  He spotted 
the couple seated at a small table in the rear of the café.  So was talking, his arms expressively 
animated as he read something aloud to Sharina. 

 
“One of his stupid poems, I’ll bet,” D’Jon’Ni murmured with annoyance, still wondering what 

Sharina saw in the effeminate ass.  Anyone could tell by looking at the couple how mismatched they 
were.  Then, Maka, what was it to him who she had repast with?  He had wanted to push Sharina away, 
and it was clear he had been successful in doing just that.  

  



With a growl of despair, D’Jon’Ni tore his gaze away from the scene and headed home with 
great determination, unable to watch them anymore.  It bothered him to know that his feelings for 
Sharina had not changed and that they had, in fact, grown stronger over the past few solarities.  Fang, 
how was he ever going to squelch them when he thought about her all the time?  With an inward groan, 
he increased his pace, tromping angrily up the stairs to his home and ignoring the place setting laid out 
on the dining table.  Heading directly for the laret decanter, his heart racing with anger, his hand 
trembled as he quickly yanked the stopper from the bottle and poured a huge goblet full of the 
sparkling elixir.  He had downed one glass and was working on another when Raima entered the room. 

 
“Master,” she said with some surprise.  “I didn’t know you had returned.  I’ll bring your repast 

straightaway.”  Disappearing into the adjoining bake room, Raima soon returned with a tray laden with 
food.  She was startled to find D’Jon’Ni now sitting at the table with drink in hand.  He had shoved his 
dishes aside and seemed to be brooding over his goblet.  “Master?” Raima began, observing his 
uncommon behavior.  “Is…anything wrong?” 

 
 Scowling, D’Jon’Ni shook his dark head and glared down at the plate she had carefully placed 
before him. 
 
 “You should have stopped her,” Raima said knowingly, “if you didn’t want her to go with that 
man.” 
 

“What right do I have to do that?” D’Jon’Ni asked, sighing loudly.  “She’s not my prisoner.” 
 

 “No,” Raima agreed, “but if you have feelings for her, you could have told her.” 
 
 D’Jon’Ni gave her a perturbed look. 
 
 “I don’t want to have feelings for her or any other woman.  You know that!” 
 

* * * * 
 
 Raima, shocked by his vehement tone, blinked.  She knew that Whitelaw thought himself above 
affairs of the heart but, considering his present behavior, she secretly believed that he had already fallen 
deeply for his beautiful house guest, even if he had not intended to.  It would be interesting, she 
thought, to see how long it took for the mighty Valiant to finally admit it.  It amazed her that Whitelaw 
had only just met Sharina yet was exhibiting such strong feelings for her.  Never had she seen D’Jon’Ni 
so affected by any female, even though he had plenty of eligible females vying for his attention.  His 
extreme good looks and reputation appealed to all females, Raima knew, and she already sensed 
Sharina’s attraction for him as well, although she wasn’t about to share this information with anyone.  
Still, it would be D’Jon’Ni’s decision in the end, whether he chose to admit his true feelings to her.  
Only time would tell. 
 

* * * * 
 

“That was one of my better ones,” So said proudly, waving a sheet of green algan paper.  “Now, 
how about this one?”  Before Sharina could protest that she had heard enough, he produced another 
gloomy poem and launched it proudly for all to hear.  “Dubious masterpiece, brown ledges of ocean 
sands, how my heart fails me when exploring distant lands…” 

 



“Uh, please,” Sharina interrupted, putting up a hand.  “I…think I’ve heard enough.  I’m quite 
full and think I need to walk off all this food.” 

 
Unperturbed by the interruption, So nodded.  “Oh, course, Sharina.  We have been here awhile, 

haven’t we?  Yes, I think a walk would be in order.”  Gathering up his pile of poetry, he crammed it 
back into his notebook and stood up.  Tossing some currency onto the table, he drew back her chair and 
helped her to her feet.  “May I suggest a walk down to the tram station?  We could take a ride through 
the rest of the city.  You said you’ve only seen a small part of it.” 
 

“Y-Yes,” she admitted, although she had not intended to even take a walk with him.  Not 
wanting to seem impolite or ungrateful, she allowed the boor to lead her back through the square and 
down another three blocks, to an area unfamiliar to her.  Why D’Jon’Ni had only shown her the 
courtyard was a mystery, for she was amazed at what she saw lay beyond it.  That alone was worth 
every unbearable moment she had already spent with So Jzan.  Awed by the massive city which lay 
spread about before her, her mouth dropped. 

 
“Huge, isn’t it?” So said, noting her expression.  “Come.  You’ll see even more once we board 

the tram.” 
 
“I didn’t even know you had a transportation system here,” she told him, as they stepped aboard 

the nearest tram.   
 
“D’joha Rha spans about ten korons across and is three korons high,” he explained.  Everything 

is built on top of something else, to conserve what little space we have to work with.  It’s elaborate 
though…and solid.” 

 
Sharina gaped at the civilization surrounding her, trying her best to ignore the dialogue her 

companion was giving in some great detail.  She blinked as she became more aware of the weight of 
the city on the shoulders of one unique man. 

 
“The Valiants built all of this?” she queried. 
 
“Yes,” So replied.  “Every inch of it.  Fabulous, isn’t it?” 
 
“Magnificent,” she breathed in agreement, blinking at the world around her.  “No wonder it is 

legendary.” 
 
So snorted at her words but made no comment.  Having lived in D’joha Rha his entire life, what 

he saw was nothing extraordinary, but he had nothing to compare it to. 
 
“Let’s stop here,” he said, indicating a tall building looming over them.  “Many of my friends 

hang out here.  Perhaps we can have a drink, and I’ll introduce you.” 
 
Sharina gaped at the large saloon, seemingly covered in ancient green slime, but she agreed, 

wishing now that she had heeded the warnings given her.  She had not intended to waste her entire day 
in So’s company. 

 
 They entered the building, and immediate shouts of recognition and welcome came their way. 
 
 “So!  Hey, man!  Who’ve you got there?” 



 
 So pulled Sharina closer, in a possessive manner, then proudly introduced her all around. 
 
 “Get us some drinks, will you, H’mon,” he ordered, leading Sharina over to a table of his 
friends.  “Some laret for both of us.” 
 
 “Got some new poetry for us?” one of So’s friends asked, eyeing the notebook he carried. 
 
 So glanced down at the book as he placed it beside him on the sticky table. 
 
 “No, actually,” he responded.  “Besides, it’s too dark in here to read any.” 
 
 “Complaining, So?” the bartender commented as he set two glasses of laret in front of them. 
 
 So grinned.  “Making excuses actually.  I would rather be in the dark with my lovely companion 
here than spout her more love sonnets.” 
 
 The bartender and his comrades grinned widely. 
 
 “Ah, so that’s how it is,” they laughed.  “Think Whitelaw’s going to like that?  You trying to 
steal his woman?” 
 

Sharina gasped at the insinuation, blushing, but So merely smiled, without bothering to correct 
anyone in their assumption. 

 
 “Is that what you think?” she said to him, appalled at his lack of defense.  “That I want to be 
your girl?  I only wanted to make a new friend.” 
 
 So gave her a queer look before putting a possessive hand on her arm. 
 
 “I told you how I felt when I read you all my poems,” he said matter-of-factly.  “Why do you 
think I took you out?  I was attracted to you the moment I saw you and besides, I saw the way you were 
checking me out.  I know you’re interested.” 
 
 Flabbergasted, Sharina’s jaw dropped, and she immediately pushed herself away from him and 
the table. 
 
 “You’re deranged,” she told him.  “I am in no way attracted to you.  I just thought you were 
being friendly.” 
 
 So smirked.  “Too late, sweetness.  You’re mine now, and I doubt you’ll find your way home 
without me.” 
 
 She attempted to rise now, but So gripped her arm so tightly that she was unable to free herself. 
 
 “Sit down and finish your drink, Sharina,” he ordered firmly.  “I’ll take you home when I’m 
damned good and ready.” 
 



 A wave of fear coursed through her then, at the change in So.  As the realization of why he had 
brought her to this out-of-the-way spot came to light.  How she wanted to be safe at D’Jon’Ni’s now.  
Isn’t that why he had had her stay with him to begin with, to keep her safe?  How stupid of her not to 
have trusted D’Jon’Ni, to have listened to the warning in his voice when he had asked her about 
wanting to be alone with So.  These were Whitelaw’s people.  He knew them and knew what they 
might be capable of.  So why hadn’t he stopped her from having lunch with So?  Even when she had 
asked D’Jon’Ni, he had said nothing to prevent her from going.  
 
 Then, as she considered these and other questions streaming through her mind at breakneck 
speed, the answer came to her.  D’Jon’Ni was not her babysitter.  He provided for her only until she 
was able to care for herself.  What she did was her decision alone, not his.  He could only caution her, 
that was all.  She had gotten herself into this x'or all by herself, she knew, the same way she had gotten 
into the x'or with Will Patara.  She began to panic then.  
 
Will Patara had tried to kill her!   
 
Maka, what had she gotten herself into this time? 



 
 

 
 
 

Chapter Eleven 
 
 

  
 D’Jon’Ni Whitelaw stood outside the disreputable establishment, looking around at the slime-
covered stone walls and wondering why he hadn’t demolished the building scalons ago.  It appeared 
even more foreboding up close than it had from the tram he had stepped from not ten micron ago.  A 
chill washed over him as he considered the inside of the building, the building he knew Sharina might 
now be in, with that slime, So Jzan Mée.  Why the devil had he let her go with him in the first place? 
 
 No one noticed him when he entered.  The place was dark and smoky and crowded with the 
worst sort of people his world had to offer.  Peering through the dim haze, he easily spied Sharina, 
dressed in white, who sat cowering in a corner, at a table of miscreants.  Even from where he stood he 
could see So’s grip on her arm as if afraid she would get away from him.  He stood in the doorway a 
moment longer, until everyone became aware of his presence there.  As he was recognized, his name 
was hastily spread throughout the room, and a hush soon fell over it.  
 

Slowly, he moved toward the table where Sharina sat, his eyes fixed on So Jzan who didn’t 
seem to be aware of his presence there.  When he finally turned and saw D’Jon’Ni, he paled and shrank 
away, at once removing his hand from Sharina.  Without a word, D’Jon’Ni nodded his intent at him, 
and Sharina quickly escaped to his side, unhindered.  Still trembling, she remained beside him as he 
slowly backed away from the table to the door.  No one bothered him, all aware of who he was and 
why he was there.   

 
 “This will not happen again,” he informed everyone by way of warning. 
 
 “No, Ziros,” came numerous voices, as throats cleared nervously.  
  
 Stepping outside with Sharina in tow, D’Jon’Ni pulled closed the heavy wooden doors and 
turned to her.  Quaking and pale, tears of fear were streaming down Sharina’s face.  Pulling her into his 
arms, he comforted her before leading her over to a waiting tram.  Once inside, he sat her down and 
placed a comforting arm about her, his heart heavy as he considered what might have happened to her 
had he not arrived when he did.  Quietly weeping, Sharina kept her head down as shame washed over 
her.  What had started out as an enjoyable afternoon had quickly turned rancid.  How was she to have 
known how perverted So truly was? 
 
 The tram carried them to another part of the city, far away from the decadent parts of D’joha 
Rha.   
 “Thanks, B’Ha,” Whitelaw told the conductor some time later, departing the tram with Sharina.  
His arm still about her, he led her to the small pod that would take them to the ocean’s surface.  “Get 
in,” he told her.  “And wrap yourself in that blanket.” 
 
 Sharina nodded mutely, her face still wet with tears, and did as she was told.  Settling safely 
into her previous position in the pod, she snuggled deeper inside the blanket, waiting for D’Jon’Ni to 



join her.  Soon they were well on their way, and relief finally washed over her once she was alone with 
him.  They shared no conversation, but once in a while he cast her a concerned look.  He could still see 
her shoulders shaking as she cried quietly. 
 
 “I’m sorry,” he said at length.  “I should have prevented you from going with him in the first 
place.” 
 
 Sharina lifted her head then to peer out the port hole beside her. 
 
 “It was my own fault,” she managed.  “I’m a big girl.  I made my own decision.” 
 
 “I still should have stopped it.  I knew So’s reputation.  I just figured nothing could happen if 
you had repast at a local café is all.” 
 
 Sharina choked back a sob. 
 

“He changed as soon as we entered that…place.” 
 

 “I’m sorry, Sharina.” 
 
 Still unsettled by all that had happened, she pulled the blanket more tightly about her. 
 
 “Thank you for coming to get me,” she said finally.  “I didn’t know what those men were going 
to do to me.”  
 

“It won’t happen again, Sharina.  You have my word on that,” D’Jon’Ni said.   
 

 “I won’t do it again either,” she said, dropping her head, shame again washing over her in 
torrents.   Still crying, she furiously wiped the tears away, angry at herself and at what she had gotten 
herself into.  She shot her companion a disgruntled look.  “Well, aren’t you going to yell at me for 
being so stupid?” she said.  “For behaving like an idiot?” 
 
 He turned to her then and placed his arm about her shoulders. 
 
 “No,” he told her, squeezing her arm.  “I was stupid for letting you go in the first place.  You 
were exploring new things, new faces.  How were you to know what you were getting yourself into?  
The fault is clearly mine.” 
 
 At this admission, Sharina blinked and fell silent.  Sadness claimed her this time.  The fairyland 
she first found herself in was in no way that.  Reality had entered her new life in a frightening way. 
 

They remained companionably silent for the remainder of the long journey to the surface, yet 
surprisingly D’Jon’Ni never removed his comforting arm.  It felt good having him so near to her.  As 
she recalled the past few orons, she smiled to herself at the way he had entered that establishment and 
rescued her so easily.  His mere presence had been enough to get her out of there unscathed.  That the 
man held so much authority over an entire city was incredible. 

 
 “We’re here,” he said at last, rising to open the hatch.   
 



The cold, brisk wind from the outside blasted them with its blustery presence, and he grimaced 
as sprays of moisture pelted him in the face. 

 
 “Wrap up,” he said.  “You’re going to need that blanket.”  With that, he assisted her up through 
the opening, holding her securely back against him.  “Breathe deeply.  It will help you to feel better.” 
 
 Sharina did just that, eager for the fresh air to grace her lungs again.  The smoke-filled saloon 
she had spent the past four orons in had done nothing except give her a nauseating headache.  Closing 
her eyes, she took in great gulps of air, allowing herself the pleasure of leaning against one of the 
kindest men she had ever known.  At some point she realized he had placed his arm about her, to steady 
her, and she reveled in the strength of him as he held her.  Upon opening her eyes, she found that the 
moon was out in all its brightness this time, surrounded by a multitude of stars.  At length, she 
managed to turn into his embrace, resting her head against his thick chest.  He allowed her this, 
cradling her against him in intimate fashion. 
 
 “I’m glad I found you in time,” he admitted softly.  “I don’t know what I would have done had I 
found they had hurt you in any way.” 
 
 Snuggling against him lovingly, forgetting herself completely as she nestled against him, she 
murmured, “I’m glad you found me, too.  I was so scared.” 
 

At her words, he drew her more tightly to him, closing his eyes as he allowed his affections to 
briefly flow rampant.  Maka, what was this woman doing to him? he wondered.  And what was he 
going to do about it? 

 
 “If you’re feeling better, I think we should go back,” he said finally, although he was enjoying 
the moment with her. 
 
 Making a face, Sharina snuggled closer against him, enjoying the strength of his arms about her. 
“Do we have to?” she pouted.  “It’s so nice here alone with you.” 
 
 Her words had a pleasant affect on him and made D’Jon’Ni all the more aware of her feelings 
for him.  She was certainly making no effort to get away from him as much as he was still unwilling to 
release her himself. 
 
 “I’m afraid so,” he answered.  “It’s getting late.  And Raima is holding evening repast for us.  
She’s probably worried.”  Firmly pushing her away, he peered down at her sleepy expression, noting 
the tears still in her reddened eyes.  She had finally ceased hiccupping and sniffing, yet still he had a 
tremendous urge to continue holding her all night. 
 
 The bright moonlight illuminated the world around them as they gazed at one another, their 
eyes glimmering with something neither could put into words.  Still, D’Jon’Ni knew he could not take 
their relationship any further and was quick to rein in his overwhelming desire to kiss her.  Even 
though the setting and the circumstances were perfect for romance, he still would not bring himself to 
fan the flames, especially after what Sharina had recently been through.  No, he decided reluctantly, 
now was not the time.  

 
 



 “Let’s go,” he said, lowering himself back inside the hollow vessel.  Although disappointed, 
Sharina understood.  After one final glance at the moon watching over them, she obediently complied.  
At least she would have an oron or so alone with him in the pod.  She nearly swooned just thinking 
about it. 
 
 “I do feel better,” she told him shortly thereafter.  “My head has cleared.” 
 
 “I’m glad,” her companion said, knowing well that So Jzan and his friends had deliberately 
plied her with drink in an effort to take advantage of her.  He made a mental note to level that part of 
the city the first chance he got.  Such establishments had no place in D’joha Rha anyways, and he 
wondered how such wickedness had been allowed to prevail to begin with. 
 
 Sometime during their return trip, he chanced a glance at Sharina and discovered her sleeping in 
her chair, using her armrest as a headlay.  She was still wrapped in her blanket, so he leaned over and 
gently pulled her against him, to pillow her head against something softer.  Sighing happily as she 
slept, she instinctively snuggled into his warmth, the affects of the inebriant beverages still weighing on 
her.  
  
 D’Jon’Ni’s heart suddenly lurched within him as he realized his worst fear had come true.  As 
he tightened his arm about Sharina and studied her sleeping form curled against him, he realized that, 
without intending to, he had fallen hopelessly, helplessly in love with her.  He wondered now, frowning 
to himself, what he was going to do about it? 



 
 

 
 
 

Chapter Twelve 
 
 

  
 “I want you to take Sharina and buy her some new clothes,” Whitelaw told Raima the next 
morning.  “Various every solarity items and some for special occasions.  Whatever she wants.  In fact, 
why don’t you get yourself a few things as well, Raima.  Just have the clothiers send me the invoices.” 
 
 Raima’s face lit up with excitement at this unexpected outing. 
 
 “Why, thank you, master,” she exclaimed.  “But what about--” 
 
 D’Jon’Ni put up a quieting hand. 
 
 “Don’t bother about me, Raima.  I’m giving you the solarity off from your normal duties.  Take 
Sharina shopping and enjoy afternoon repast out.  Go somewhere nice, not some little café.” 
 
 “I understand, master,” the woman replied, having been informed of all the horrid details 
regarding Sharina’s date with So. 
 
 “I’ll send a man with you to watch out for you, just in case,” D’Jon’Ni informed her.  “It’s 
something I will have to do from now on, I’m afraid.” 
 
 “Yes, Ziros,” Raima said, not one to disobey.  “We’ll leave as soon as she is up and about.” 
   

“Good.  Enjoy your solarity, Raima.  I think it will be good for both of you.” 
 
 Raima beamed at the master she so adored. 
 
 “Thank you, Ziros,” she said.  “I’m certain we will.  This is such a blessing for us both.” 
 
 D’Jon’Ni smiled.  “Enjoy, Raima,” he said again.  “I’ll see you both this evening.  But don’t 
worry about making any meals today.  I can get something down in the courtyard.” 
 
 With that, he departed to attend to his usual rounds about the city.  Later, when the two women 
made ready to leave for their little shopping trip, it was to find one of Whitelaw’s personal defense men 
waiting for them at the bottom of the stairs. 
 

* * * * 
  

They had a blast.  Venturing in and out of various shops, malls, and tram vehicles all day and, 
with no spending limit, the two females enjoyed what other women could only dream about. 

 



 When Sharina had awakened that morning to find herself in her own bed, she had quickly 
concluded that D’Jon’Ni must have carried her all the way from the pod and put her there.  Realizing 
now that she must have dozed off on the ride home, she warmed at thought of Whitelaw’s strong arms 
about her as he had carried her home.  Blushing as she thought about it, her heart swelled with such 
affection for the man that she almost started crying again.  The man who had already rescued her twice 
seemed to be taking extra special care of her and now, to go on an all-expense paid shopping trip 
throughout D’joha Rha was pure heaven.  How could anyone not love the man, she thought with 
bittersweetness? 
 
 Unaware that she had been daydreaming as she sat with Raima at a small round table having a 
cool refreshment, one of the many that lined the streets of the city, Sharina came back to reality with a 
soft tap on her arm.   Turning to look at her companion, she gave an embarrassed grin. 
 
 “Um, sorry,” she said sheepishly.  “I was just…thinking about something.” 
 

* * * * 
 
 Raima smiled and nodded, well aware of where Sharina’s thoughts lay.  Satisfied that both 
youngsters had finally found one another, her heart warmed at thought of Whitelaw’s children running 
about their home.  She could only sit back and wait for the two to completely realize their feelings for 
one another. 
 

“Care to visit another shop?” Raima asked. “Or have you had enough for one day?” 
 

 Sharina shrugged.  “I dunno.  I wish there was something I could get for D’Jon’Ni.  He has 
done so much for me.  But, I don’t have anything that I myself could give him.  I’ve no job, no 
money…nothing.  Not anymore.” 
 
 Raima grinned warmly at this.  “I’m sure you’ll think of something, my dear,” she said.  “The 
master is a simple man, with simple tastes.  It wouldn’t take much to make him happy, I believe.” 

 
* * * * 

 
 “Really?” Sharina said, eyeing her warily, wondering how anyone could think the term simple 
could describe anyone as handsome and dynamic as D’Jon’Ni Whitelaw.  He was so attractive, she was 
certain she was peering right into his heart whenever she observed him. 
 
 Raima rose from her seat and patted the girl’s hand.   
 
 “Something will come to you, Sharina.  Give it time.”  She glanced about her, smirking at the 
pile of merchandise piled beside their watchman, Gezo.  “Now then, where should we go next?” 
 
 Sharina frowned thoughtfully and decided she had had enough.  Although she had had a 
wonderful day, she found herself missing D’Jon’Ni terribly. 
 
 “I…Let’s just go home, Raima,” she said.  “I’m think I’m ready for a nap.” 
 
 “All right,” Raima agreed, suddenly yawning.  “Me, too, I think.” 
 



 Later, when they arrived home, it was to find D’Jon’Ni standing on the terrace over the 
waterfall, a drink in hand.  It was near time for their evening repast, but no one seemed much in the 
mood to eat.  D’Jon’Ni had eaten a late repast, as had the women. 
 

“Did you get everything you need?” he asked brightly, smiling at the two tired females as they 
ascended the steps to greet him.  He grinned even more broadly at sight of his defenseman struggling 
under the cumbersome weight of their many parcels. 

 
 “Oh, D’Jon’Ni,” Sharina greeted, her smile as wide as he had ever seen.  “Thank you!  It was so 
much fun.” 
 
 Raima reached the top and frowned at him. 
 
 “You don’t intend for us to model everything, do you? she asked quizzically, one eyebrow 
raised, clearly against the idea. 
 
 He chuckled then, at her expression and at the way she said it. 
 
 “No, of course not.  I can see you are all worn out.  Why don’t you just relax and go to bed 
early.” 
 

The woman nodded gratefully as Sharina scooted past her and into the house, carrying several 
paper sacks filled with wonderful new things. 

 
“After a hot bath, I intend to do just that, master.”  She strolled into the house, but turned back 

one last time.  “By the way, thank you again.  It was indeed a special solarity for both of us.” 
 
“It was my pleasure, Raima.  Good night.” 
 
When she had disappeared inside, D’Jon’Ni turned to his man, still grinning. 
 

 “Here, I’ll take those,” he said.  “Go on home now, Gezo.  You’ve done a forthright job, and I 
won’t forget it.” 
 

“Thank you, Ziros,” the burly man responded tiredly.  “It was a trying day, to be sure.” 
 

 As the older man deposited all the parcels on the terrace and trundled back down the stairs, 
D’Jon’Ni took some of them and went inside to deposit them in the main living area.  Sharina came 
dashing from her room to grab a few before giggling and hurrying back with them the way she had 
come.  Smiling at her behavior, D’Jon’Ni began to think that having women in his household was not 
such a bad thing after all.  Sipping his drink, he finished bringing in all the items before heading for his 
private den, to see to personal business matters there. 
 
 When he sat down at his desk, he was still grinning over the episode and shaking his head.  He 
could hear bags rustling occasionally in the outer room as Sharina returned for more of her parcels, and 
he was unable to believe how pleased he was with her apparent happiness over the shopping trip.  
Women enjoyed such simple things sometimes, he thought, as he forced himself to concentrate on his 
ledgers. 
 



At length, he sat back and opened his shirt to cool himself.  Ultimately, he yanked it off and 
tossed it aside, then rose to go refill his goblet.  He was just returning to his den when Sharina surprised 
him by coming from the bake room with a cup of steaming merida in her hand.  His mouth dropped at 
sight of her dressed in a short, slinky nightdress, so sheer he could almost see through it. 

 
Sharina gasped at sight of him but could do little to cover herself.  Thinking everyone had gone 

to bed, she never thought to put on the matching robe that came with her new gown.   
 

 “I’m so sorry,” she quickly blurted.  “I didn’t think.  That is…”  But she couldn’t get the words 
out for she was just as overwhelmed by sight of his thick, muscular chest.  Licking her suddenly dry 
lips, she darted past him in embarrassment and back to her room, leaving him stunned and speechless. 
   

After a moment, D’Jon’Ni snorted with amusement and returned to his work.  Man, that was 
something you don’t get to see every solarity, although he thought it might be something he could 
easily get used to.  Still, he was quick to erase the unbidden thoughts that suddenly sprang to his mind.  
Pursing his lips thoughtfully, he reentered his den and firmly closed the door to any repeat 
performances.  He had had about all he could stand for one night. 



 
 

 
 
 

Chapter Thirteen 
 
 

  
 Sharina had been so embarrassed the previous night that she cautiously crept from her room the 
next solarity, half expecting to find D’Jon’Ni waiting to lecture her about running around his house in 
such scant outfits.  Fortunately, everything appeared normal as she made her way to the dining 
chamber.  Raima soon appeared with her morning repast, smiled her good morning, then went back to 
her duties.  Yes, everything seemed normal.   Until a knock sounded at the front door. 
 
 Without thinking, Sharina rose from the table to answer it. 
 
 “Yes,” she said upon opening the door, only to start with alarm at sight of So Jzan Mée standing 
there.  “Well, wh-what do you want?” she asked, growing defensive. 
 
 “Ah, good morning, sweetness,” he purred.  “I came to apologize over our little misadventure.  
Why, I’ve even written a new poem for you.  It’s all about you.  Care to hear it?” 
 

“Not really,” Sharina said, beginning to close the door, only to have it blocked by So’s long foot 
now wedged in it.  “Please go.”  Her words were firm and polite, but So ignored them. 

 
 “Now, Sharina.  Surely we can start off anew.  Go out for brunch or merida or something.”  He 
moved closer and took her arm before she could stop him. 
 
 “No!  I want nothing to do with you,” she spouted, trying to free herself and starting to panic.  
Knowing D’Jon’Ni was on his rounds, there was little she could do now to prevent being taken away 
by So.   “Raima!” she shouted, hoping the servant would come to her aid. 
 
 So slapped her then, all kindness gone from his demeanor, in an effort to shut her up.  Taken 
aback, Sharina put a hand to her face to ease the stinging there. 
 
 “You will go with me,” he said.  “I have much to show you.” 
 
 Sharina tried backing away, fighting then to free herself from his grip. 
 
 “No!  I can’t.  I...won’t!” she blustered, her voice a near growl.  “Leave me alone!”  Tears began 
trickling from her eyes as familiar fears poured through her.  “Raima!” 
 

“Oh, stop your blithering, wench,” So ordered, moving to free her other hand from the door she 
now had it clamped on.  Forcing her away, he caught her about the waist from behind and started 
carrying her down the stairs.  “You’re going to enjoy meeting all my other friends, and this time I’ll 
make our solarity more to your liking.”  

 



“No,” she groaned, still fighting to free herself as she locked her foot around the bars of the iron 
railing in an effort to halt their departure. 

 
 “Stop it!  Be quiet!” So blasted at her, growing agitated by her behavior.  “I know you want to 
be alone with me.  You liked what you saw last time you checked me out, remember?  So don’t tell me 
you’re not interested.  If it weren’t for Whitelaw, we could have had a really great evening together.  
We might have…”   
 

But So cut himself short at sight of D’Jon’Ni Whitelaw standing on the landing, witnessing the 
attempted kidnapping of the woman he loved.  His mouth dropped as D’Jon’Ni moved with deadly 
calm towards him, stopping just above them on the steps.  Aware of the change in So, Sharina made an 
effort to turn her head, instantly overwhelmed with relief at sight of D’Jon’Ni standing there. 

 
“You’re delusional, So.  As soon as I can arrange it, I’ll put you and your disturbed friends in a 

place where you can get some help.” 
 

 So straightened, reluctantly releasing Sharina, who quickly scampered up the stairs and past 
D’Jon’Ni.  Raima stood watching from the doorway, and Sharina ran into her protective embrace, both 
eager to observe how D’Jon’Ni was going to handle their problem. 
 
 “Wh-What are you going to do?” So demanded, slowly backing away from the man he feared 
above all others.  He took two steps down, but not soon enough.  Before So could react, Whitelaw had 
plowed an iron fist into his homely mouth, then watched with great satisfaction as So Jzan tumbled 
backwards down the stairs.  By the time he had landed at the bottom, two of Whitelaw’s men were 
already there waiting to take him to a detention center.  
 

 After he was dragged from sight, D’Jon’Ni then turned back to the women.  Still trembling, her 
eyes wet, Sharina watched him as he approached her and took her into the shelter of his arms.  With a 
sob of relief, she threw her arms tightly about him, finding herself in a familiar refuge. 

 
 “You’re always there to rescue me,” she said, still shaking.   
 
 “He’ll not bother you again,” D’Jon’Ni said, aware that Raima had left them alone and 
discreetly gone back inside.  He continued holding Sharina until she ceased her trembling, then he set 
her away from him.  “It was fortunate that I hadn’t left yet.” 
 
 “Yes,” Sharina managed.  “Why are you here?  Usually you leave early.” 
 
 “I thought I would…wait for you,” he told her shyly.  “Would you…care to… accompany me 
this morning?” 
 
 Sharina’s eyes widened and her lips curled with delight. 
 
 “Truly?” she said.  “I can spend the entire solarity with you?” 
 
 “Yes.” 
 
 “I…would enjoy that very much,” she replied.  As she spoke, D’Jon’Ni gripped her chin and 
turned her face to his.  “What?” 
 



 “He hit you pretty hard, didn’t he?  Despite your other bruises?” 
 
 Sharina nodded, unable to respond to this, forgetting that So must have left a huge welt on her 
face. 
 

“Yes, but I’m sure you hit him harder.”  Giggling at the memory of that episode, Sharina 
grinned.  Tenderly brushing some hair from her face, D’Jon’Ni smiled in response, glad her sense of 
humor was still intact.  

  
 “Go in and finish your meal,” he said.   “When you are ready, we will go.” 
 
 Excited at thought of being with him the entire solarity, Sharina nodded and quickly scampered 
away.   
 

* * * * 
  
 Once she was out of sight, D’Jon’Ni turned to scowl down at the scene of the attempted 
abduction.  Maka, was it always to be like this? he wondered.  Would Sharina never have any peace?  
Turning to go back inside, he was extremely glad he had chosen that solarity to alter his normal routine.  
No doubt that was why So Jzan had arrived at his door, believing him safely out of the vicinity.  
Thankfully, the Source had arranged for him to be home at just the right time.  Despite the size of 
D’joha Rha, it was still possible to lose people within it, and he was afraid that had he not been there, 
that So might have managed to hide Sharina away from him forever.  With that in mind, D’Jon’Ni 
hastened to his prayer chamber to thank the Source more properly for His hand in the rescue. 
 

* * * * 
  
 Sharina tingled with excitement, unable to help herself.  Everything she had ever wanted to do 
with D’Jon’Ni he had actually suggested himself.  Bouncing up and down, she could barely contain 
herself as she accompanied him on his rounds.  Surely her prayers had been answered.  She had prayed 
to be closer to D’Jon’Ni, and it had happened.  How could she not be happy about that? 
 
 D’Jon’Ni observed his companion’s animated behavior and gave her repeatedly curious looks.  
That he actually felt the same way because of her presence beside him was something he took care to 
hide.  It would never do for the legendary Whitelaw to lose his self-control in front of anyone.  As it 
was, he was having difficulty keeping his hands off of her, his usual problem.  In the end, he 
compromised and finally took her hand in his as they walked along.  This in itself was a milestone for 
Sharina.  He was showing her more and more that he liked her, and her affections for the man were 
increasing daily and with such magnitude that she could barely contain her joy over it.  She felt 
so…wonderful! 
 
 “You’re not getting bored, are you?” D’Jon’Ni asked after an oron of walking about the city.  “I 
know some of this gets pretty dull, but somebody has to do it.” 
 
 Sharina shook her head.  “This is all so new to me,” she exclaimed.  “How could any of it be 
dull?  This is just something different is all.”   
 
 “Just not as exciting as your shopping spree yesterday, I’ll bet,” he said, his lips curling with 
humor. 



 
“That was something different,” she acknowledged, crinkling her nose as she thought about it.  

“I’ve never shopped in a place like this before.  It was all new to me.”  
 
Quirking a brow at the way she looked at things, D’Jon’Ni nodded. 
 

 “I see your point,” he said, leading her from the street and into a nearby tram.  “Well, perhaps 
you’ll find our next stop interesting.” 
 
 “Where now?” 
 
 “The seismology center.” 
 

* * * * 
  

Arriving there twenty micron later, D’Jon’Ni assisted her from the tram and into an interesting 
architectural wonder, situated in the center of the city, as Raima had told her it was.  Once inside, he 
led her through the security clearance unit, then into the main observation lab.  

 
 On the walls were located huge glass maps with red, jagged lines streaming across them.  

Many were illuminated, and some had large red dots on them to mark designated disturbance areas.  In 
the center of the vast room was a huge, round table map, with similar streaks and dots.  All about them 
were scientists wearing white lab coats and carrying clipboards, many of whom acknowledged 
D’Jon’Ni’s arrival. 

 
 “Ziros,” one of the men exclaimed, signaling.  “I have something that might interest you.”   
 
 “Be right back,” he told Sharina before he joined the small group of men awaiting him.  Sharina 
nodded and stood aside as he joined the men, one of whom began anxiously directing his attention to 
something on the table map.  D’Jon’Ni gave the man his full attention, his dark head bobbing as he 
listened.  His hands soon lifted to his hips as he studied the map and, with a frown, began serious 
conversation with the men about him.  Sharina meanwhile waited patiently, being content to peer about 
at the print outs and other information hanging on the bulletin boards, posted in various places 
throughout the room. 
 
 “….then inform me when I return,” she heard D’Jon’Ni telling one of the men, apparently the 
head scientist.  Moments later, she turned from the dull notice on emergency drills to see D’Jon’Ni 
heading toward her, making every attempt to mask the worry she had seen on his face earlier. 
 
 “Everything okay?” she asked, laying a tentative hand on his arm. 
 
 “Um…yes,” he replied disconcertedly.  “Everything's fine.” 
 
 “That’s good.  So, are you going to give me a tour then?” 
 
 D’Jon’Ni chuckled, once more back to his normal self.   
 
 “Um…I’m afraid not.  This is pretty much…everything I can allow you to see.  I can explain it 
all to you though, if you are really interested.” 



 
 Sharina looked up at him with serious expression.  “I am,” she admitted.  “Interested, I mean.” 
 
 “Very well,” he said, nodding.  “I will start with the table map.”  He peered down at her 
intently, as if pondering whether to tell her anything, before leading her across the room.  “This is 
where we monitor the earth’s core, to keep abreast of any seismic disturbances that may affect us.” 
 

“And did they find something?  Is that what these men were telling you?” 
 
D’Jon’Ni gave her a sharp look, realizing he could not deceive her.  “I’m afraid…that is, yes.  A 

disturbance has been registered that we need to keep an eye on.” 
 
 “Will it have a major affect on us?” she asked pointedly, glancing from him to the map with 
concern. 
 
 “Perhaps.  We are not certain at this point.” 
 
 “So you need to keep an eye on it, to be sure things don’t get worse?” 
 
 He shot her a look of misgiving and nodded.  “Yes.” 
 
 “Has this happened before?” 
 
 “Yes, but never to this extent, this magnitude.” 
 
 She paled then and reached out to touch his arm. 
 
 “Oh, D’Jon’Ni,” she gasped.  “This is serious, isn’t it?” 
 
 He took both her hands in his and stared down at her solemnly. 
 
 “Yes,” he affirmed.  “Very serious.  If there is an earthquake, it could be very dangerous for all 
of us, for all of D’joha Rha.  If the earth shifts, the dome could crack.” 
 
 “So that’s why…” 
 

“Yes,” he repeated.  “We need to be sure of the integrity.  The dome must remain intact if we 
are to survive.” 

 
Her face dropped as she considered this. 
 
“I’m sorry,” she said softly.  “I wish I hadn’t made you tell me, yet I’m glad you did.” 
 

 “Nothing is certain,” he responded slowly, wishing he had never brought her there to learn of 
this problem.  “We have had similar situations over the scalons, but nothing ever happened.  We are 
just taking preventive measures and monitoring the situation.  Nothing to worry about.” 
 

She looked up at him and nodded, forcing a smile.   
 



“I understand.  I will pray that nothing happens,” she said.  “I have only just come here.  I don’t 
want to see anything change.  Not yet.” 

 
“Then let us go so that I might show you around some more,” he said, “and hopefully take your 

mind off all of this.  If our time is short, I can at least feel better knowing you have seen all that this 
world has to offer you.” 

 
She gave a wide smile then that helped to belay his own fear over the matter.  He had no 

intention of sharing with her the real danger involved with an earthquake.  If one occurred as  
powerfully as his men were predicting, then their entire world could be destroyed and, at the least, 
thrust back to its original position to become another uncharted island in the midst of the ocean.  Such 
force necessary to do that could annihilate everyone in D’joha Rha. 
 

“I would like that,” she said, unaware of his troubled thoughts.  “Very much.” 
 
It was with a heavy heart that D’Jon’Ni led her from the building and spent the remainder of the 

afternoon showing her as much of his world as he could, keeping in the back of his mind that nothing 
lasts forever.  Although Sharina knew of the problem, he had managed not to share with her the level of 
imminent danger that awaited them.  He only hoped he could keep it from her. 



 
 

 
 
 

Chapter Fourteen 
 
 

  
 Sharina had promised not to tell anyone of what D’Jon’Ni had shared with her, but she found it 
difficult not to tell Raima about it.  It was a struggle each solarity to keep silent on the subject and yet 
maintain a positive attitude.  Still, she managed to do it and was pleased that she shared a secret 
between her and Whitelaw that few had privy to.  That he had confided in her at all gave evidence of 
his trust in her, and she loved him for it.  
  

Even so, her trust was tested when D’Jon’Ni informed both her and Raima that he was leaving 
D’joha Rha for a spell, on a business-related matter that worried both women.  

 
“Don’t worry,” he had told them.  “I will return as soon as my business is concluded.” 
 
“But…are you…leaving D’joha Rha?” Sharina dared ask him, but he merely stared at her in 

reply as if contemplating whether to tell her the truth of his mission.  Raising his hand, he gently 
thumbed her cheek by way of reply, his coal-black eyes carefully searching her face.   

 
“I’m pleased to see your bruises are almost gone,” he said softly.  Then, without another word, 

he turned and left, disappearing into his study.  It was the last the women saw of him. 
 
“Don’t worry,” Raima told her charge, who stared with longing at the closed door.  “He rarely 

shares his business with me or anyone else.  It is part of his mystery, I think.  He doesn’t like to worry 
us with important matters.  He will tell us when the time is right, if it pertains to us in any way.  It has 
happened before.” 

 
“I…love him, Raima,” said the young woman. 
 
“I know, child.  I know,” Raima replied, giving her a pat of understanding.  “But he will be 

back soon.  You will see.” 
 
Sharina peered down at her trembling hands and gave a chuckle. 
 
“I just can’t help missing him already,” she admitted.  “However did I come to feel this way 

about him so quickly?” 
 
Raima observed the young woman and shrugged. 
 
“He is a man like no other,” she said.  “How could any woman help not loving him?” 
 
“Do you think he will stay away long?” 
 
Pursing her lips, Raima said, “Who can say?  If we keep busy, the time he is away will fly by 

quickly.” 



 
Sharina turned to look at her. 
 
“Then what can I do to busy myself?  The center no longer needs my advice or assistance with 

the dome, and I really don’t care to see So Jzan’s father again so soon after So’s confinement.” 
 
Raima shook her head and shrugged again. 
 
“I suppose that is up to you, Sharina.  You can explore more of the city, find things to read, 

learn something new….I’m really not certain.  If the master did not tell you, then I can only assume 
you are free to do as you please.” 

 
It wasn’t until the next solarity that Sharina decided to go looking for work.   



 
 
 

 
 

Chapter Fifteen 
 
 

 
Sharina spent three solarities looking for a job.  Hoping to find one in the main courtyard, she 

was quick to venture into several eating establishments there.  Entering the café that So Jzan had taken 
her to, she sought out the owner of the small eatery and inquired as to whether he could use more help.  
However, at sight of her, he quickly turned away, knowing that Whitelaw would never permit him to 
hire this particular woman.  Everyone was aware of who she was and that she was still staying with the 
famous Valiant.  Since no one had ever remained with him for so long a period of time, the inhabitants 
of D’joha Rha could only assume that it was Whitelaw’s way of laying claim to the young woman, 
whether she was aware of it or not. 

 
Sharina did not expect success on her first inquiry, but she knew she had to try.  So, not put off 

by her first negative response, she proceeded into every other place she could think of that might hire 
her.  Unfortunately, the response was the same.  But only on the third solarity of her pointless job 
search did she learn the truth of why no one would hire her.  

  
“You’re wasting your time, pa’atay,” one man told her.  “If anyone in D’joha Rha were to put 

you to work, Whitelaw would have our hides.  You belong to him, pa’atay, which means you are off 
limits to the rest of us.  And none of us care to lose our businesses because we violated this unspoken 
directive.” 
  
 “But…I don’t understand,” Sharina said, blinking in dismay.  “Surely he would not be angry 
with me or you for giving me a job.  I really need to earn my keep, and this is the only way I can think 
of to repay him for his kind hospitality.  Surely he won’t begrudge me this.” 
 
 “I’m sorry, pa’atay, but that’s the way things are around here.  You may not be aware of it, but 
we are.  You will not be able to find work anywhere in D’joha Rha, pa’atay.  Give it up now 'cause 
you’re wastin’ your time.” 
 
 Sighing with rejection, Sharina nodded her understanding and left the small pottery shop.  Once 
outside, she glanced about for another prospect, not fully believing what the man had told her.  After 
four more rejections and direct inquiry as to the reason for her rejection, Sharina finally believed.  It 
seemed that Whitelaw’s power and influence in D’joha Rha was unbreachable, and so it was with a 
heavy heart that she returned home. 
 

* * * * 
 
 It had been a long trying solarity for Kaanig Dammen Altair, supreme ruler of the galaxy of 
Valtor, when D’Jon’Ni arrived at the judgment hall of Travaar, on the Planet Konatha.  At the 
announcement of his name throughout the great hall, a loud chorus of surprise and murmuring began 
spreading swiftly.  Ignoring the curious bevy of Valtorians standing about the great hall, awaiting their 



chance to be heard by the great Altair, D’Jon’Ni strode solemnly across the room to stand before his 
sovereign lord.  There was no one as powerful in all the galaxy as Kaanig Altair, yet the mention of 
Whitelaw sent a feeling of awe and humility throughout the room that had everyone immediately 
prostrate on the floor around him.  In fact, as Kaanig Altair recognized him, he was instantly on his feet 
to greet the legendary explorer. 
 
 Dammen waited patiently for D’Jon’Ni to greet him, watching silently as Whitelaw reverently 
knelt with bowed head before him.  Dressed in tall black boots, algae green trousers, and a long, belted 
black shirt hanging beneath a long, dark, blue velvet cloak, D’Jon’Ni appeared as close to royalty as 
one would expect of a man so famous. 
 
 “Whitelaw!” the Altair greeted familiarly, extending a permissive hand. 
 
 “Majesty,” D’Jon’Ni replied without inflection, rising to take his sovereign’s hand.  His 
forehead quickly touched the back of it, a sign of deep respect, then immediately dropped it and 
stepped back. 
 
 “It has been a long time,” the Altair commented, running a curious eye over the large warrior 
before him.  “What brings you here?” 
 
 “A mission of grave importance, Ziros.  A mission that involves the ultimate destruction of 
D’joha Rha.” 
 

“How so?” Dammen asked, cocking his dark head to quirk a brow at him. 
 

 D’Jon’Ni sighed, overwhelmed by the magnitude of the work at hand. 
 
 “I need your help, Ziros, in removing the populace from D’joha Rha.  I can see no other way of 
survival for my people without your help and intervention.” 
 
 At the underlying tone of desperation in D’Jon’Ni’s voice, the Altair gave immediate reaction. 
 
 “Clear the hall!” he bellowed, turning to his subordinates.  “Cancel my calendar 
immediately!” 
   
 As the attendants hurried to do their master’s bidding, Dammen directed D’Jon’Ni to 
accompany him to his private chambers.  Once the door had closed behind them, Dammen moved to 
stand behind a large desk while indicating a seat for his companion. 
 
 “So, D’Jon’Ni,” he said, his own expression one of grave concern, “how can I be of service?” 



 
 
 
 
 

Chapter Sixteen 
 
 

  
 Worn out and depressed, Sharina arrived at Whitelaw’s home, deciding only that a hot bath and 
an early night might help her to get through another boring solarity.  Informing Raima of her plans, she 
slowly made her way to her private rooms, stripped off her clothes, and stepped into the steaming tub 
of water she had readied.   
 

After napping in the tub until the water turned cold, she quickly dried herself and yanked on the 
same sheer nightgown that D’Jon’Ni had caught her wearing the night she had nearly fainted at sight of 
his well-sculpted chest muscles.  Drawing on her robe this time, she plodded out to the bake room for a 
quick cup of merida.  Too depressed too eat, she had told Raima earlier not to bother with any meal 
preparation for her, but she refused to explain her reasons.  Raima, meanwhile, had gone about her own 
personal business, realizing there was no further reason to hang about the bake room. 

 
The repast area was dark when Sharina strolled through it, so she did not observe the large 

stranger standing in the shadows, beside the dining table.  When she flicked on a light, a startled gasp 
escaped her lips at sight of the man standing only a few criminas away from her.  The man immediately 
put out a staying hand, aware that she did not know him. 

 
“Forgive me,” he was quick to amend.  “I did not mean to frighten you.” 
 
“Wh-What are you doing here?” she demanded.  “Why are you here?  Get out!  Don’t you 

know that this is Whitelaw’s house?” 
 
The man, a gorgeously arresting male of incredible stature and physique, smiled then, revealing 

a set of brilliantly white, even teeth. 
 
“I am well aware of whose home this is,” he informed her imperiously.  “However, I do not 

know who you are.” 
 
Sharina pulled her robe tighter about her and glared at him. 
 
“That is none of your concern,” she told him firmly.  “I do know that you are not supposed to be 

here.” 
 
The man grinned at her audacity. 
 
“Perhaps,” he said, his eyes shining with merriment.  “But that is none of your concern.” 
 
At his retort, Sharina flinched, uncertain as to what to do and of how to get this strange man out 

of D’Jon’Ni’s house.  Raima was probably off to bed already, she thought, so she knew she could not 
enlist her aid either.  Since she, Sharina, was already in her night clothes, there was not much she could 



do if she decided to run into the main courtyard for help.  The fact that this man stood even taller than 
Whitelaw amazed her, and she could only gape at him with wonder and awe as she tried to decide what 
to do next.   

 
When he began moving towards her, she backed away in fear, only to find herself being forced 

into the outer living area behind her.  As the man inched towards her with that stupid grin on his face, 
she found she could only move backwards.  Only when she found herself standing with her back 
against another man, did she give a squeal of fear and whip herself around to see who was behind her.  
At sight of D’Jon’Ni standing there, smiling down at her, she gave a growl of anger. 

 
“What are you doing?” she demanded loudly, giving his arm a light smack.  “Trying to scare 

me to death?”  Trying hard to ignore his humorous expression, she made to stamp away, only to have 
her arm gripped in a firm hand. 

 
“I’m sorry, Sharina,” he said.  “I only just arrived and had no idea where you ladies were.”  

Drawing her closer, he turned her to face the man who stood peering down at her from his great height. 
 
“Sharina,” he began, “may I introduce you to His Majesty, Kaanig Dammen Altair.” 
 
At this, Sharina’s mouth fell open as she gaped at the famous Altair, ruler of their entire galaxy. 
   
“So, you’ve heard of me then,” Dammen remarked, chuckling at her reaction. 
 
“Majesty,” D’Jon’Ni continued politely, “may I introduce you to Sharina Blaithe, 

my…protégée.” 
 
“You must be the young woman I have heard so much about.  The one D’Jon’Ni rescued.” 
 
“Y-Yes, Majesty,” Sharina mouthed softly, unable to pull her attention from him now.  Leaning 

against Whitelaw, she found herself unable to even move away.  To think that the powerful Altair was 
standing before her and conversing with her. 

 
“What are you doing here?” she asked, in too bold a fashion, unaware that she was being rude. 
 
“Sharina,” D’Jon’Ni scolded, as if pacifying a wayward child.  “That’s not nice.  Now please go 

about your business as I have important things to discuss with Dammen.”  He gave her a small push 
toward her room, and Sharina glanced back at him, then back at the Kaanig, before darting away.  

 
 Forget the merida, she decided frantically.  She was going to crawl under her bed covers and 

hide her face from the humiliation she had just suffered.  What an idiot, she thought, to behave like 
such an imbecile before two such gorgeous and incredible men.  And heavens, she realized, D’Jon’Ni 
was on a first name basis with the Altair.  Blushing at how she must have appeared to these men, she 
felt even more depressed than she had earlier, although her heart was singing at the presence of 
D’Jon’Ni being safely home again. 

 
Sleep was long in coming after that as she spent the night replaying her foolish behavior over 

and over again in her mind. 
 

* * * * 
 



 Following Sharina’s departure, D’Jon’Ni and the Altair exchanged humorous looks at her 
unsettled behavior. 
 
 “She’s very lovely,” Dammen commented knowingly, aware of his friend’s warm thoughts 
towards her.  “Is she yours?” 
 
 Whitelaw almost blushed at this and lowered his eyes.  “I’m fighting it,” he admitted. 
 
 Dammen snorted, his eyes crinkling with laughter. 
 
 “It’s a never ending battle, I’m afraid.  And I’m speaking from experience.”  He lifted his gaze 
as bittersweet memories filled his brain.  “I fell so hard it shocked me when it happened.” 
 
 D’Jon’Ni sighed, having witnessed the loving relationship the Altair shared with his exquisitely 
beautiful life mate, Cassia. 
 
 “Yes,” he said.  “I heard many stories about your uncommon romance with the Zarcon.  Word 
had it that you never intended to select a mate.” 
 
 “True,” Dammen acknowledged, uncrossing his arms and stepping away.  “I fought it as you 
are doing now.  Yet, when I finally relented, giving in to my true feelings, it was the most wonderful 
thing I had ever experienced.”  He gave D’Jon’Ni an understanding look.  “I have no regrets.  Not one.  
Making Cassia my life mate was the best decision I ever made, and I am very happy.” 
 
 D’Jon’Ni listened quietly, nodding as his sovereign spoke to his heart.  He lifted his gaze to 
Dammen’s. 
 
 “We’ll see what happens.  Right now I have more important things to worry over.” 
 
 “Yes,” the Altair said, moving to pat his back.  “Take me to see this seismic center so I can 
determine the situation for myself.  If what you say is true, then we need to begin immediate 
evacuations.  I can have my vessels here within a few orons, from the nearest base.” 
 
 “This way, Majesty,” D’Jon’Ni nodded.  “I’m certain we’ll be in agreement.” 
 
 Dammen nodded.  “I trust your judgment,” he said.  “I only want visual confirmation myself so 
I can see exactly where the problem lies.   Until I see the extent of what we are up against, I cannot 
decide on numbers.” 
 
 “Understood,” D’Jon’Ni said, directing his sovereign from his home. 
 
 “And Whitelaw,” Dammen began, his tone firm, “I strongly suggest that you move your 
household to Travaar, through the ga’lif, first thing.  I want them safe there before we get the remainder 
of the populace aboard my ships.  I do not want them to be your primary worry when you have so many 
others you need to get to safety.  They will distract you from your main purpose.  Move them first, and 
all else will fall into place.” 
 
 “Aye, Majesty.  I will get Raima and the others safely away.” 
 



 “And Sharina,” Dammen said, giving his companion a queer look at the deliberate slight. 
 

“Yes, Majesty,” D’Jon’Ni said quietly.  “First, foremost, and always, Sharina.” 
 

 Dammen smirked.  “That’s better.  Now, lead the way.  We’ve a world to save.” 



 
 
 
 
 

Chapter Seventeen 
 
 

  
 “Kaanig Altair has given the order to evacuate D’joha Rha,” D’Jon’Ni told his household.  
“Please gather your things.  We will not be returning here, so be sure to pack everything that is 
important and necessary to you.  Raima, please help the rest of the staff to gather my personal effects as 
well as my documentation.  All of it.  When everything is ready, let me know.  We have been ordered 
to Travaar, so we’ll be utilizing the ga’lif unit in my office.  The rest of D’joha Rha must await the 
Kaanig’s transport vessels for evacuation.  Only we are allowed to use the ga’lif, so tell no one else.  I 
will return in the oron to check on your progress, so do not delay.  I must be assured everyone here is 
safely at Travaar so I can return to assist the others.” 
 
 “It will be as you say,” Raima replied, her expression worried.   
 
 “I will tell Sharina myself.  Please begin packing immediately.” 
 
 “Yes, master,” came the reply, as Raima and her other three companions hurried away to do as 
they were ordered.  D’Jon’Ni, meanwhile, hastened to Sharina’s room, to inform her of the impending 
evacuation. 
 

Rapping softly on her door, he heard no movement, so he slowly pushed open the door and 
cautiously ventured inside.  Sharina lay asleep with her long, blue-black hair fanned out across her 
headlay.  Her eyes were closed, and her breathing was soft and even.  Her torso, outlined beneath the 
sheer nightgown she wore, caused him to react with a sharp intake of breath as a wave of uncommon 
feelings flooded his heart.  Sighing softly at her morning beauty, he moved toward her, staring down at 
her with parted lips.  How he hated to disturb her slumber with words he dreaded sharing with her.  In 
fact, the overwhelming desire to kiss her was drowning out all his attempts to waken her. 

 
 Suddenly he caught himself, aware that he had no time to waste.  With a shake, he licked his 
suddenly dry lips and moved back from the bed.  Squeezing his eyes tightly, he tried to calm the 
sudden pounding of his heart and the tightening in his loins.  When once more in control of his 
emotions, he finally leaned over to gently shake the slumbering beauty. 
 
 “Sharina…please wake up.” 
 
 Stirring, Sharina blinked open her eyes and gazed in shock at the man standing over her bed.  A 
gasp of surprise erupted, and she quickly yanked her covers up under her chin. 
 
 “I’m sorry for waking you, Sharina, but we have an important development.” 
 
 “Hm?”  
 



“You must pack everything and be prepared to evacuate within the oron, Sharina.  Kaanig 
Altair has ordered the immediate evacuation of D’joha Rha, and my household has been ordered to 
Travaar.  Please get up and get ready.” 

 
 Blinking herself fully awake, Sharina remained speechless, both at his presence beside her bed 
and because of the words he spoke.  Having been awake stewing over her foolishness before the Altair 
the previous evening, she was pretty groggy as she listened. 
 
 “Now?” she said. 
 
 “Yes,” he nodded.  “Right now.  I will be back to see you safely to Travaar, so please hurry.  
You can shower at the palace.  Do not waste time with trifles.” 
 
 “All…right,” she said, pushing herself upright, but she waited until his departure to get out of 
bed and throw on her clothes.   
 
 It didn’t take Sharina long to pack up everything.  Some of the new items she had purchased 
with Raima were still in their original packages, so that saved her some time.  Piling all of her 
belongings onto the bed, she made her way from the room to see if her aid was needed elsewhere.  She 
was still somewhat dazed by having D’Jon’Ni in her room, but she pushed her weird feelings aside, 
aware that the seismic disturbance that D’Jon’Ni had shared with her must have something to do with 
the sudden evacuation.  Considering this, she realized now why D’Jon’Ni must have gone to meet with 
the Altair. 
   

“I’m all packed, Raima,” she told the older woman, who was hurrying boxes and other cases 
into Whitelaw’s study.  The room was quickly becoming crowded with household items.  The other 
three servants were also bustling about, shoving items and papers into sacks and cases as neatly and as 
efficiently as they could.  “Can I help?” 

 
 “Just bring your things here,” Raima told her.  “We will be taking everything through the ga’lif 
portal as soon as Whitelaw returns.” 
 
 “I’m here,” D’Jon’Ni suddenly interspersed, as all eyes turned to see him striding toward them, 
with Kaanig Altair on his heels. 
 
 “Majesty,” everyone said, including Sharina, at the presence of the Altair. 
 
 “Please, everyone,” Dammen told them.  “I want one of you to follow me through the ga’lif so 
that you might collect each item as it comes through.  Perhaps you, ziros,” he said, indicating a taller 
male servant.  You are to set aside each parcel as it is handed through the system.  My people will be 
there to move them to the temporary quarters I have arranged for all of you.  This must be done 
systematically and efficiently.  I want no time delays.  We have too much to do, and the seismic 
disturbance could begin at any time.  So please hurry.” 
 
 “Aye, Majesty.”  The people needed no further urging from either him or Whitelaw.  
Immediately, the designated servant followed the Altair through the ga’lif and did as instructed.  
Within sclair, the other servants, like a bucket line, began passing parcels and boxes through to the man 
on the other side.  Sharina, amazed at the transporter unit she had no idea existed in D’Jon’Ni’s study, 



could only stand aside as she observed the proceeding.  D’Jon’Ni, having instigated the initial 
procedure, soon stepped away, content that all was going as planned.   
 
 “Do you have all of your things here?” he asked Sharina, then watched as she dashed away 
without answering.  She returned moments later, her arms laden with packages, then scooted back for 
four more trips, amazed herself that she had accumulated so much stuff while at D’joha Rha.   
D’Jon’Ni made no comment as she handed each item to him.  “Take extra special care with these 
items,” he told his people.  “Or you will hear about it.” 
 
 Nodding their understanding, the servants passed along the instruction to those on the other side 
of the portal. 
 
 Within half an oron, most of the items made it through to the other side, with only the people 
remaining. 
 
 “All of you, double check to be certain nothing has been forgotten.  Sharina, you, too.  I will 
also check.  Meet back here as soon as possible.” 
 
 As people scattered, Whitelaw made a hasty scan of his study, opening drawers and cabinets to 
be certain that nothing important was left behind.  Already he could sense the rumbling beneath his feet 
that the Altair had already sensed within moments of arriving in D’joha Rha.  Had he the powers and 
alert senses of Kaanig Altair, perhaps he could have had more forewarning of the inevitable event 
about to occur. 
 
 Shortly thereafter, everyone returned to the study. 
 
 “I think we have everything,” Raima told him.  “What now?” 
 

“Get everyone through the ga’lif, but grab those last few parcels on the way out that I’ve 
packed.  Just some documents I missed.”  He watched as his servants hurried through the ga’lif, but he 
deliberately held the women back a moment.  “Take care of Sharina for me,” he instructed Raima.  
“And please be careful.  You will be very safe at Travaar.  You are under the Altair’s protection now, 
so if you need anything, please go to him.” 

 
 “I understand,” Raima nodded, tears forming as she looked at the man she had loyally served 
for the past twenty scalons.  “Will you be joining us?” 
 
 D’Jon’Ni shook his head.  “My place is here, with my people.  Until I get everyone evacuated 
safely aboard the transport ships, I cannot leave.  It is my responsibility, and I will remain here until the 
job is done.” 
 
 Knowing it was useless to argue, Raima merely nodded her understanding, then made to step 
through the ga’lif unit.   
 
 “Raima,” he said, calling her back.  Then he embraced the woman affectionately.  “Thank you 
for everything.  I will join you as soon as I can.” Her lower lip trembling, Raima nodded again, 
sniffing.  “Oh, and here,” he continued, taking the large case from Sharina and handing it to the 
woman.  “I wish to speak with Sharina alone a moment.  She will be along momentarily.”  Glancing 



quickly at Sharina, Raima understood.  Then, taking the case, she reluctantly stepped through the portal 
and into the palace at Travaar. 
 

* * * * 
 
Sharina watched the woman disappear through the strange chamber, then gave D’Jon’Ni a 

questioning look.  He remained silent a moment, contemplating his next words with care. 
 

 “Sharina,” he began quietly as he pulled her toward him and peered down at her, his expression 
full of intent.  “In case…something happens…That is, in case I don’t make it…I, uh, don’t want you to 
go without knowing how I really feel about you.” 
 
 At this, Sharina’s eyes widened perceptively as her heart began thudding more rapidly against 
the inside of her chest.  Remaining silent, she waited for him to finish, and her own chest tightened as 
she looked into his ebony eyes.  Then instead of speaking, D’Jon’Ni shocked her by suddenly yanking 
her lips to his, capturing them ever so wonderfully until her knees almost buckled beneath her as he 
crushed her against his lean, hard form.  She trembled as the man she had so often dreamed about 
moved his lips over hers with extreme passion and skill.  She made no protest as his arms came more 
fully about her as he drew her more tightly against him. 
 
 When at last he released her, it was as if the earth had moved beneath them, as indeed it actually 
had.  Dizzy at the thrill of finally being kissed by the famous Whitelaw, Sharina gave him a dazed 
smile and sighed at the magical experience. 
 
 “Thank you for that,” she said softly.  “For telling me how you feel, I mean.  No one has ever 
kissed me like that before.” 
 
 D’Jon’Ni’s lips curled slightly, his black eyes glimmering as he lifted a finger to trace her lips, 
now slightly swollen from the pressure of his against hers. 
 
 “It has begun,” he told her, having also felt the earth move beneath them.  “I must go now and 
see to the safety of my people.”  He released her then and gave her a firm push toward the portal, his 
heart unwilling yet to let her go.   
 

“I love you, Sharina,” he whispered at last, as he observed her reluctance to step inside the 
chamber and disappear.   

 
They watched one another tremulously as she slowly stepped inside, cutting herself off from the 

legendary world of D’joha Rha…and from the one man she knew she would love for all eternity. 



 
 

 
 
 

Chapter Eighteen 
 
 

  
 “R’Gi,” P’Lon Dentries growled in fury.  “I thought you took care of our little problem four 
mentas ago?” 
 
 “You know I did, S'lpa.  So what’s the problem now?”  R’Gi  turned from the large window 
overlooking the sparkling water below and quirked a curious brow.  
 
 P’Lon rose to his feet in a huff, taking no care with the letter he held.   
 
 “This!” he bellowed angrily.  “A letter from the Altair.  He is accusing me of violations that no 
one else could have known about.  Only that little problem I told you to take care of.” 
 
 R’Gi snorted as he took the missive handed him and quickly scanned its contents. 
 
 “No way,” he reiterated.  “I watched the girl sink into the depths of Loranno.  There is no way it 
could have been her.  There is no way she could have survived.” 
 
 “Are you absolutely certain she died that night?” P’Lon demanded. 
 

R’Gi began to have doubts then.  Moving to sit down, he ran a confused hand through his thick 
locks, contemplating the matter. 

 
 “I can’t believe…That is, there is just…no….way.  It was dark.  It was cold.  We were 
completely alone when I belted her and tossed her overboard.  I watched her sink into the water.  She 
was unconscious and should have drowned.” 
 
 P’Lon settled back into his large chair and considered his son. 
 
 “If not her, then who, son?  The Altair knows things that happened at the time Sharina Blaithe 
was ousted from her position.  Who could have and would have informed him?  No one here would 
jeopardize his job by telling on us.  It was done so smoothly and efficiently that no one should have 
even been paying attention.” 
 
 “I don’t know, S'lpa,” R’Gi said in a firm, angry tone.  “But I will do some checking and see 
what I can find out.  Since I never heard any reports about Sharina missing or her body being found, I 
can only assume that it was not her.  I took care of her apartment and belongings just after the fact, 
without a hitch.  No, someone else had to have blown us in.” 
 
 “Well, you better get some facts…and fast.  The Altair could arrive here at any time and shut us 
down.” 
 



 Scowling at this information, R’Gi made instant retreat, as puzzled as his father was.  As he 
wracked his brain, replaying over and over Sharina’s final moments, he wondered now if someone had, 
in fact, witnessed the episode.  Who could have been out on the ocean and witnessed what had 
happened was beyond him.  But he was not ready yet to rule out the possibility that someone else might 
have observed the scene that night.  If so, then there would be all fi'ara to pay. 
 

* * * * 
 
 Sharina slowly emptied the contents of yet another box, neatly arranging the things in another 
spacious drawer, although her heart wasn’t in it.  Ever since D’Jon’Ni’s shocking declaration, she 
couldn’t keep her mind on anything except him.  Wishing he hadn’t waited so long to tell her his true 
feelings, she wondered now if she would ever see him again.  So worried about him now, it was 
difficult even to breathe.  Also bothering her was the fact that she never told him that she loved him, 
too.  He might die never knowing how she felt about him. 
 
 “Sharina,” Raima’s voice interrupted, drawing her from her worrisome thoughts.   
 
 “Yes?”  Sharina turned to gape at the woman, her thoughts still blurred with memories of 
Whitelaw’s incredible kiss. 
 
 “I have just been informed that Kaanig Altair wishes to speak with you.  You are summoned to 
his chambers and must accompany these men.” 
 
 “All…all right,” Sharina said, patting down the items she had just laid in the drawer and closing 
it.  Without further hesitation, she moved to join the two H’San waiting for her in the corridor of 
Travaar.  They escorted her down several hallways, up a flight of wide stairs, down another long hall, 
finally stopping before two huge doors.  After a quick rap on the thick wood and an answering 
command from within, one man thrust open the door, directing her entry.  Once she was inside, the 
man just as quickly drew the door closed behind her, leaving her alone.  Butterflies invaded her belly as 
she peered about at the grand chamber, shining with polished wooden panels and flooring.   
 
 “Welcome, Pa’atay Blaithe,” came the deep voice of the Altair from where he stood beside a 
large, boomerang-shaped desk.  “Thank you for being prompt.” 
 
 Uncertainty crowded her brain as she wondered why she had been summoned and could only 
stare mutely at the supreme ruler of Valtor.  The fact that they were alone made her nervous as to his 
reasons for wanting to meet with her alone. 
 
 “Please, sit,” he directed her, aware of her thoughts and uneasiness at being alone with him.  As 
he waited for her to be seated, he took a moment to admire her darkly attractive features, recalling their 
first meeting.  “Don’t be afraid, Pa’atay Blaithe.  I only want to ask you a few questions.” 
 
 “Questions?” she repeated, her expression pale. 
 
 “Yes,” he said, moving to prop himself against the edge of his desk and crossing his arms.  “I 
have some questions about your former employer, P’Lon Dentries.  Whitelaw has already shared a 
great deal with me, but I want to make sure I have all the facts straight on the matter.  Do you mind?” 
 
 Realizing she wasn’t going to be reprimanded or vaporized for something, Sharina began 



noticeably relaxing.  Folding her arms demurely in her lap, she gave him her full attention, trying to 
control her thoughts about D’Jon’Ni.  As she did so, Dammen’s lips curled knowingly as he read her 
thoughts.  That the woman cared deeply for Whitelaw was no secret to him. 
 
 “No, I don’t mind,” she finally answered him.  “I’ll tell you anything you want to know.” 
 
 “I would like to know everything leading up to Whitelaw’s rescue of you from the ocean of 
Loranno.  Please tell me what happened at Dentries’ company and how you ended up almost murdered 
at the hands of Dentries’ son?” 
 
 Sharina’s eyes widened in shock.  “His son?” 
 
 “Yes,” Dammen replied, aware that she hadn’t known the true identity of her attacker.  “R’Gi 
Dentries is P’Lon Dentries' youngest son.  Whitelaw recognized him when he threw you off the boat.  
It is not uncommon for P’Lon to use his son to rid himself of certain people that threaten to blow the lid 
off the illegal goings-on within his company.  Until now, we have never had a survivor who could help us bring 
Dentries to justice.” 
 
 Sharina sighed sadly, feeling so deceived and stupid now.  Dropping her attention to her hands, 
she fought the overwhelming urge to cry as the truth of the deception became clear to her. 
 
 “I will tell you everything,” she continued slowly.  “If it means bringing Dentries to justice, I 
will do anything you want.”  With that, Sharina spent the next oron laying everything out in detail that 
the Altair asked of her.  Feeling more secure in the knowledge that Dentries would not get away with 
the pain he had caused her, Sharina’s respect for the Altair grew more and more with each passing 
moment.  The more she spoke and the more he listened, the more Sharina realized that she had an ally 
and a friend in him. 



 
 

 
 
 

Chapter Nineteen 
 
 

 
 D’Jon’Ni stared pensively at the ga’lif unit as Sharina disappeared inside and stepped into the 
world of the Altair.  How he wished he had told her sooner how he felt about her.  Realizing it was too 
late now, he frowned and turned away, wishing he could have held her awhile longer.   
 
 Hastening back to the city, he quickly sounded a second alarm to alert his people to the 
imperative nature of their evacuation.  The fact that there were occasional rumblings from small 
tremors  
beneath them gave them the urging they needed to quickly pack up their belongings and head for the 
designated deportation site.  Although it had never been used since no emergency had ever occurred, 
nor one of such impending magnitude, D’Jon’Ni only hoped that his men would keep everything  
orderly and efficient.   
 

The Altair had dispatched almost two thousand airships to the vicinity, each able to carry an  
additional three hundred people, so he figured that, if everything went accordingly, the inhabitants of 
D’joha Rha could be safely away within two solarities. 

 
 “Make certain the elderly and young families get away first,” he told his men.  “Also those from 
the infirmaries.  We have laid out medical supplies and have qualified personnel aboard each vessel, so 
there shouldn’t be any problems getting them aboard and looked after.” 
 
 “Aye, Ziros,” his men said, being careful to bring everyone to the designated pad as carefully 
and quickly as possible.  The molecular deportation units aboard each of the Altair’s vessels, although 
not commonly used, were the best and swiftest way to assist in the evacuation, and D’Jon’Ni thanked 
the Almighty for providing his people such a safe and easy way to escape the coming calamity. 
 
 As he watched from the sidelines, D’Jon’Ni was aware of the panic spreading among his people 
as the increasing tremors moved the earth beneath their feet.  There was little he could do to keep them 
calm, considering the circumstances.  He could only pray that everything went as planned and that his 
people were safely away before the massive shock occurred that would no doubt destroy the great 
shield that had protected them for so many decades.  Despite his efforts to enforce the strength of the 
dome, he knew it was not enough to keep it from cracking beneath the great energy and strength of the 
shifting movements of the earth.  Once the dome cracked, that would be it, the complete end and final 
destruction of D’joha Rha and whoever was left.  He vowed not to let that happen, not wanting the guilt 
associated with his inability to have discerned and reacted sooner to the problem. 
 

“When everyone is safely away, then remove the inmates,” D’Jon’Ni told one of the men in 
charge.  “They will be placed on a separate vessel and taken to the outer realm.  The Kaanig has 
already prepared a holding area for them.” 

 
 “Yes, Ziros,” the man said.  “I will inform the others so they know where their priorities lie.” 



 
 “Also,” D’Jon’Ni continued, “I want you men immediately out of here once that is done, 
unless we run out of time.  Is that clear?  Do not wait around if something happens.  I want you safely 
away with your own families.” 
 
 “Yes, Ziros.  Thank you, Ziros.”  Aware they were not to be overlooked or forgotten in all the 
chaos, the man made it a point to inform the others of this as well.   
 

D’Jon’Ni watched his top man spring away, then again turned to observe his people.  As each 
stepped onto the platform, the molecular deportation devices were immediately set in motion, and he 
watched his people - men, women, and children - disappear beneath the white, speckled deportation 
screens.  Muttering his thanks to the Almighty Source and to the Altair, he was grateful that his world 
contained technology so advanced as to be able to facilitate their escape.  As he peered around though, 
he felt an increasing sadness that this would be the last he would ever see of D’joha Rha, the incredible 
world that his ancestors had built.  It had been a wonderful experience living there, below the ocean, 
and he knew he would greatly miss the friends he had made over the scalons.  Things were going to be 
much different in the future, he knew.  That much was certain. 

 
* * * * 

 
 “I thought you ladies might wish to learn what is happening in D’joha Rha,” Dammen said as 
Sharina and Raima were brought into the War Room, located beneath the rich splendor of Travaar.  He 
indicated a place for them to sit, keeping them out of the way of the many warriors moving about the 
area as they assisted in the evacuation of the undersea world.  All about them were flickering screens, 
monitors, computer consoles, and several communication devices were loudly sharing the voices of the 
airship commanders as well as those in D’joha Rha who were also assisting with the deportations.  
Each warrior was evidently keeping tabs on what was transpiring on each vessel as the inhabitants of 
D’joha Rha were brought aboard the transport ships. 
 
 “Is…Is Whitelaw…all right?” Sharina dared ask.  “Have you heard anything from him?” 
 
 The Altair observed her pale, worried expression. 
 
 “He checks in every so often, Sharina.  Do not fear.  Everything is under control.  He is 
supervising, making sure that everyone is removed in a timely fashion.” 
 
 Nodding, Sharina settled back nervously in her seat, hands folded together in her lap.  Raima, 
also worried about the inevitable safety of her people and the world she had known, placed a 
comforting arm about her charge, aware there was more at stake here than just the destruction of 
D’joha Rha.  She was aware of how much Sharina and Whitelaw loved each other and hated to see 
their budding relationship end like this. 
 
 As the two women watched the activities going on about them, they were amazed at all that was 
involved in the evacuation and were impressed by all that Kaanig Altair had had to do to help them.  
Granted, he was sovereign over all in the galaxy, but to observe him in action, giving orders and 
maintaining control of everything, was incredible to behold.   
 

As they were witness to this, the door to the War Room opened, allowing entrance to a beautiful 
young woman, fair, with white-gold hair hanging well below her hips.  In her arms was a large baby 



with the dark coloring of the Altair, and another child, around five, in tow.  At sight of her, Dammen 
turned and smiled warmly, drawing her close for a quick kiss.  Laying a gentle hand on the baby’s 
head, he also squeezed the arm of the other child by way of greeting.  Then he turned and directed them 
towards the two studying his companion with such awe on their faces. 

 
 “Ladies,” he said, smiling, “May I introduce to you my life mate, Cassia, and my two sons, 
Arian and Chiron.” 
 
 Sharina and Raima were overjoyed at finally meeting Kaaniga Altair and rose to greet her 
properly, bowing respectfully. 
 
 “Hello,” she greeted in return, her warmth radiating to everyone in the room.  “How pleased I 
am to meet you.  Dammen has told me so much about you and of what is happening in D’joha Rha.  I 
felt I just had to be here, to listen as well as learn.  May I join you?” 
 
 “Why…yes, Majesty,” they both chimed in surprise, quickly making room for her beside them 
on their bench.  As she sat down and adjusted her son, Chiron, on her lap, Dammen came over and 
hoisted his oldest into powerful arms, setting him comfortably in the crook of his elbow.  Strolling back 
to the control area, he easily held the boy and explained to him what was happening and how the 
project was being handled.  As Sharina and Raima watched him, they were amazed at the patience 
Kaanig Altair displayed toward his son.  Exchanging grins with Kaaniga Altair as she observed them 
watching her husband, she made no comment, already aware of how wonderful her husband truly was. 
 
 “Majesty,” came the resonant, familiar voice of D’Jon’Ni Whitelaw over the main 
communication terminal. 
 
 Dammen shot a quick glance at the women before responding.  “Go ahead,” he said, facing 
them as he spoke. 
 
 “So far so good.  Both our teams are very efficient in their handling.  I’m hopeful that we will 
be out of here by tomorrow afternoon.” 
 
 “Update me on the seismic disturbances.  Any tremors?” 
 
 Silence came in answer, for the space of a sclair, as static filled the room. 
 
 “Whitelaw?” 
 
 D’Jon’Ni’s loud sigh was heard by everyone. 
 
 “They are, uh, increasing, Ziros.  In frequency and intensity.”  
 

 “Can we pick up the pace at all?” 
 

 D’Jon’Ni paused as he considered his reply. 
 
 “No, Ziros.  We have to proceed as planned.” 
 
 “All right, but keep me informed.” 



 
 “By your command, Majesty.”  With that, Whitelaw signed off, leaving a fearful silence 
hanging over the entire chamber. 
 
 Sighing himself, the Altair ran a tired hand across his face as he contemplated the matter before 
setting his son back on his feet. 
 
 “Go to s'lma,” he told the boy, who instantly obeyed.   
 
 As Arian settled beside his mother, Dammen made another communiqué.  “Jeiel?” 
 
 “Ziros?” came the instant reply, from his second-in-command. 
 
 “Keep your sensors on Whitelaw, if you can find him in D’joha Rha.  If something happens that 
prevents us from completing our mission, I want to make certain that Whitelaw is transported safely 
out of there.  At my command.” 
 
 “Understood, Majesty,” Jeiel Vernier replied.  “I will locate him and place a lock on his 
coordinates.” 
 
 “Very well.  I will keep you advised.” 
 
 Dammen turned to study the shocked expressions on the women’s faces. 
 
 “Cas,” he said, focusing on his life mate.  “Please take our guests to our chambers for some  
refreshment.  I believe they have seen and heard enough for one day.” 
 

“All…right,” Kaaniga Altair replied, fully agreeing with her husband.  Rising, she gave her  
attention to her companions, both of whom were more than ready to accompany her.  “Come, ladies.  
I’m certain that a hot cup of merida is just what all of us need about now.” 

 
 “Yes, Majesty,” they both affirmed, rising to follow her from the room, but only Sharina turned 
back to thank the Altair for having invited them to begin with.   
 
 “Thank you, Ziros,” she said.  “It was most informative.” 
 
 Dammen gave her a quizzical look, aware of her trepidation over what she had just heard. 
 
 “At least you know where things stand, pa’atay.  I only wish I could offer you better news.” 
 
 Smiling, she gave a slight nod.  “You are doing your best, Ziros, and I do appreciate that.”  
 
  As she departed, Dammen studied her retreating form, aware now of why Whitelaw was so 
attracted to the young woman.  She was intelligent and sensitive, and she played no games.  He truly 
hoped he was able to bring D’Jon’Ni back safely, for her sake.  The woman deserved a man like 
Whitelaw, and he vowed to make every effort to bring the two back to one another, come hell or high 
water. 



 
 

 
 
 

Chapter Twenty 
 
 

  
 “Come on, So Jzan.  What’s happening out there?” 
 
 From his perch by the barred window, So Jzan was observing the throngs of people lined up 
outside on the deportation platform.  It was fortunate he had such a view from his jail cell. 
 
 “It appears that everybody is leaving,” So Jzan finally answered, still with his forehead resting 
against the cold iron bars.  “Don’t know why though.  Unless it has something to do with the rumbling 
we’ve been feeling under our feet.” 
 
 “You think we’re in for a major quake?” his cell mate asked. 
 
 Pursing his lips thoughtfully, So Jzan could only nod as he considered the matter.  “I wouldn’t 
be surprised,” he said.  Jerking his head back to peer at his comrade, So Jzan jumped off his perch and 
moved to the outer cell doors. 
 
 “Hey!” he shouted at one of the jailors.  “What’s going on out there?  Is everybody being 
evacuated?  Come on, Gatekeep!  Answer me!  We have a right to know.” 
 
 At the questions being put forth, numerous other disgruntled and curious voices began chiming 
in from various cells. 
 
 “Yeah,” another man sounded, “What’s going on?”  
 

“When’s our turn?  If we’re being evacuated, how come we’re still here?” 
 
 “They’re gonna leave us here to rot, that’s what,” another voice blasted with intensity, fueling 
the growing rage among the other inmates. 
 
 “Come, Gatekeeper!  Tell us what’s happening!” 
 
 More shouts and growls raised to a blended, over loud pitch, the raucous noise echoing within 
the cell block, finally drawing the reluctant attention of the man in charge. 
 
 “Pipe down!” he bellowed at them.  “You’ll get your turn.” 
 
 “What’s going on?  Are we really being evacuated?  Is there gonna be an earthquake?  Is that 
why?” 
 
 “Be quiet!” the jailkeep repeated, strolling up and down the aisles, trying to maintain order.  
“When Whitelaw gives the word, then we’ll get you out of here.  Everybody has to wait their turn.” 



 
 Disgusted by this, more grumbling was heard as the men returned to their bunks.   
 
 “We’re not important enough to go first, are we?  We always have to go last 'cause we’re 
second class citizens.” 
 
 “Quite your bellyachin’,” the jailor continued.  “If you wanted to be first, you shouldn’t have 
broken the law.  There are perks, you know.” 
 
 “Bah!” came more disgusted voices from the population.  “We forgot that Whitelaw’s the only 
law here.  He’d just as soon see us all rot than make sure we’re all safe.” 
 

The jailor came sauntering back down the aisle, his fury evident as he verbally accosted those 
under his watch. 

 
 “The Altair is the one giving the orders here, you idiots!  Whitelaw is the one who told him of 
the problem and is trying to save our necks.  So why don’t you just shut up and relax.  You know we’re 
in good hands, with Whitelaw running things.” 
 
 At this news, the inmates grudgingly fell silent, with some pacing their cells anxiously or 
sulking on their bunks.  Each knew that they deserved to be where they were and that Whitelaw would 
indeed get them to safety when it was time.  Whitelaw had a reputation for fairness and mercy, even to 
those who had fallen as low as they had.   
 
 So Jzan smirked as he listened to the comments and inmates settling down.  Having been dealt a 
heavy blow by Whitelaw, he was in no way going to submit to his authority, if he could help it.  He 
was still hoping to escape and rekindle his courtship of Sharina Blaithe, and that was what he fully 
intended to do.  Knowing Whitelaw, Sharina had probably been the first person he had safely removed 
from D’joha Rha.  He only had to figure out where she had been taken.  Once he did that, and once he 
got away from the fanged prison, So Jzan knew he was going to locate her posthaste.  Then he was 
going to make Sharina his, in every way he knew how. 

 
* * * * 

 
 “Nothing, S'lpa.  I keep running up against dead ends.  Nobody seems to know anything about 
the leak.”  R’Gi Dentries dropped a wadded up piece of paper, then drop-kicked it angrily across his 
father’s elegant, spacious office. 
 
 “Hang in there, son,” P’Lon told him, his favorite stogie hanging out of his mouth.  “Somebody 
must know something.  Perhaps we can throw a little celebration event, with free imbibements.  That 
should loosen somebody’s tongue.” 
 
 R’Gi stopped his futile pacing.  “That’s a good idea.” 
 
 P’Lon agreed, nodding.  “I’ll leave it in your hands then.  Invite everyone in the building and 
anyone that our little problem had any contact with.  Every customer, every vendor, every staff member 
or employee…anyone.  One of them should eventually drop the ball, if we’re careful how we do 
things.” 
 



 R’Gi gave a wide smile as ideas began formulating in his head.  “I’ll get right on it, S'lpa,” he 
said, growing excited.  “I think tha—” 
 
 But R’Gi was never given a chance to finish his statement…or his plans.  He had no sooner 
uttered the words his father wanted to hear when they were suddenly shocked by a loud disturbance 
coming from the outer office.  Sclairs later, the doors to P’Lon Dentries’ office were forcefully battered 
down and flattened to the ground, with a thunderous cracking noise.   
 

Greatly startled, both P’Lon and R’Gi gaped at the bevy of armed H’San warriors swarming 
into the room.  With no choice but to throw up their arms in abject surrender, both men soon found 
themselves slammed down onto the floor as they were handcuffed and dragged away by the Altair’s 
men.  Both Dentries knew that their reign over Xanton Industries was indeed over then, and they also 
knew who it was that they had to blame for their predicament.  Their little problem child, Sharina 
Blaithe.  If ever they saw her again, both vowed that they would take care of her once and for all, in 
every way they knew how. 



 
 

 
 
 

Chapter Twenty-One 
 
 

  
 “Keep an eye on them,” Whitelaw said to the guard standing watch over the inmates now being 
lined up in front of the deportation platform.  “Since we have to remove their shackles in order to 
transport them aboard ship, we need to keep tighter security about them.” 
 
 “Understood,” the sentry said, his dark eyes skirting across the hundred and more inmates 
standing about the landscape. 
 
 “We can only move six at a time, so keep no less than that amount of security about the 
platform, just in case any of them decide to make a break for it.  Of course, only a witless person would 
even consider escaping now, considering what is happening.” 
 
 “Aye, Ziros,” the man acknowledged, motioning six of his men to surround the inmates now 
being led to the platform.  He well understood the danger of transporting the men with shackles on 
them.  The metal, being of different substance than the carbon-based life forms, had been known to 
cause serious injury to persons being placed under the evacuation shield while wearing them.  It was 
safer to remove the metal before transporting the inmates. 
 

Satisfied that all was in order, D’Jon’Ni stood aside to watch the first group of inmates 
disappear beneath the blinding light before turning to scan the area for stragglers among the normal 
populace.  He was unnerved by the sight of  D’joha Rha, no longer an active, thriving metropolis.  
Gone were movements of trams, other vehicles, and people, as well as the sounds of the many children 
normally playing everywhere.  There was no longer any movement, no life, no activity of any kind.  A 
twinge of great sadness washed over him as he considered the world he had known, yet he was glad he 
had been able to safely remove so many already.  Even now the tremors beneath them were growing 
more violent, and the shaking was so strong as to make one nauseous at times.  Turning back to survey 
the lines of anxious, waiting men, he knew it might be another few orons before he could get them all 
safely away. 

 
 A sudden shifting beneath his feet almost upset him, and he struggled to maintain his balance, 
as did the inmates and guards.  A noise above them startled them all and they looked overhead, 
squinting up at the dome.  The rumbling of buildings being moved was loud and unsettling and pieces 
of glass and stone began trickling down noisily, like thousands of pebbles all around them, as the 
buildings swayed like a current.  Growing agitated at the speed by which they were being evacuated, 
many of the inmates began grumbling aloud at their predicament.  Afraid they would not make it out 
alive, they began shouting fearfully at Whitelaw, needing to blame someone.  Ignoring them, D’Jon’Ni 
immediately addressed his d’lab’r, summoning the Altair.  

 
“We’re running out of time, Majesty,” he told him as calmly as he could.  “The quaking is 

already affecting the dome, and we still have hundreds of inmates to evacuate.” 
 



 Kaanig Altair did not respond right away as he considered the situation.  “I…understand,” he 
told him.  “Give me a moment.” 
 
 At this, D’Jon’Ni got angry and slapped a hand to his leg, rubbing it as he tried to remain 
patient.  Then, as the ground began heaving, he fell to his knees, and the inmates just making it to the 
platform began bellowing fearfully as they lost their footing as well.  Only one, however, decided to 
make a break for it and, once back on his feet, headed determinedly in Whitelaw’s direction.  As the 
earth shifted again, a great cracking noise was heard, a sound unlike any they had ever heard before.  
Just as D’Jon’Ni lifted his head to peer up at the dome, the inmate was on top of him, punching him in 
the face.  Intent on drawing blood or worse, So Jzan Mée made ready for another attack, only to be 
violently shoved away by an enraged Whitelaw. 
 
 Quickly righting himself, D’Jon’Ni balanced himself awkwardly on the pavement beneath him, 
which was slowly crumbling and cracking as the floor began dancing and rearing and rolling like 
waves on a rough sea during a squall.  
  
 “What are you doing, So?” he demanded loudly, trying to ignore the shifting pavement and loud 
shouting and grating noises around them.  “Don’t you think this is a stupid time to be looking for 
revenge?” 
 
 So smirked at his competition. 
 

“Perhaps,” he snarled.  “But either way, I’m gonna take you out.  You’ve been a thorn in my 
side for far too long.  Sharina belongs to me, and I intend to have her.” 

 
 D’Jon’Ni couldn’t believe what he was hearing and shook his head, still tasting the blood So 
had managed to draw from his mouth. 
 
 “We’re going to die if you don’t let me finish this evacuation!” D’Jon’Ni blasted at him, his 
fury evident.   
 
 “I don’t care, Whitelaw.  You’re dead already anyways.” 
 
 As So made toward him, D’Jon’Ni could see that his men were hastily trying to evacuate 
the many remaining inmates.  Fearing for their lives, no one had bothered to make an effort to assist 
Whitelaw or stop the deranged lunatic who had dared attack him during such serious circumstances.  
Knowing there was little left for him to do now, Whitelaw faced off with the man who hated him, 
aware that there was little chance for anyone’s survival now.  The dome was cracking, so it was only a 
matter of time before it shattered and the ocean flooded D’joha Rha.  Dear Source, he thought silently 
as So lunged at him with bared fists, please take care of Sharina. 
 
 Dodging away from So, D’Jon’Ni retaliated by whipping around to grab So from behind, then 
plowed his fist into his face, knocking him out with his first punch.  Just as he dropped the unconscious 
poet to the ground, a massive heaving of the ground beneath ruptured the pavement covering it.  Losing 
his footing, D’Jon’Ni landed with a painful thud onto his arm, twisting it unnaturally.  Grimacing in 
pain, he peered over at his men, valiantly trying to save the lowest of the low.  Then, as the earth began 
rolling up and down with incredible energy, much like a Zarconian roller coaster, he slowly made it to 
his feet.  Favoring his injured arm, he moved toward the deportation platform, bellowing for his men to 
evacuate themselves instead, at the same instant the dome shattered.  Glancing upward, D’Jon’Ni knew 



it was over.  Ducking his head, he stood his ground, waiting for the tons of glass shards to pierce his 
body. 
 

“No!” came a sudden shout from behind him.  Turning, D’Jon’Ni recognized So coming at him 
again.  Faith, was the man never going to get over it? he thought, just as Kaanig Altair gave Jeiel 
Vernier the order to lock in on Whitelaw and transport him safely away from the legendary world of 
D’joha Rha. 
 

* * * * 
   
 “What took you so long?” D’Jon’Ni asked jokingly, once safely aboard Jeiel’s prized vessel, 
Kaljha'me, the Annihilator.  He peered over at the cambra with a pained expression on his face.  
Favoring his injured arm, he moved slowly across the control deck, lowering himself carefully onto a 
nearby bench. 
 
 “Well,” Jeiel said, turning his glance from him to glare at So Jzan Mée who now stood in 
shackles beside them, beneath the careful watch of one of his men.  So Jzan had jumped onto 
Whitelaw’s back just prior to his rescue, getting caught in the energy stream used to bring them aboard.  
“We were only ready to bring one man aboard, not two.  Your coordinates kept changing, so I had 
trouble figuring out where you were.  My apologies.” 
 
 “I’m grateful,” D’Jon’Ni told him.  “A sclair later, and it would have been too late.  As it is, I 
lost some of my own men along with the remaining inmates.” 
 
 Jeiel shot him a look of grave understanding. 
 
 “It could not be helped.  We got to you as soon as we could.  It was hard, considering that the 
quake was difficult to determine.” 
 
 D’Jon’Ni nodded.  “That it was.  Had I recognized the signs sooner, perhaps I could have gotten 
everyone out.  It is I who must take responsibility for those we lost.” 
 
 “The Altair understands.  Do not worry over it.  We all did the best we could.  There was no 
hesitation.” 
 
 “You should have died, Whitelaw!” So Jzan blasted at him, trying to struggle free of the man 
restraining him more firmly after his outburst.  “If it weren’t for you, I would not have even been in 
that fanged hole you put me in!” 
 
 Jeiel shot So a foul glance.  “Silence him!  And hold him until the Altair calls for him.  He will 
be detained at Travaar and sentenced accordingly for his attack against the Valiant.” 
 
 “By your command, Cambra Vernier,” the guard answered, forcefully dragging So Jzan away. 
 
 “What’s his problem?” Jeiel wanted to know, once So was out of hearing range.  
 

“He wants my woman,” Whitelaw responded, savoring the uncommon words.  Never had he 
thought to claim any woman as his own.  “I refused.” 

 



 Jeiel chuckled then, his shoulders shaking.  “I understand.  Truly,” he said.  “She must be some 
woman for a man to go to such lengths to fight you for her during a massive earthquake.” 
 
 D’Jon’Ni considered this and gave a slow nod.  “She is.  Quite a woman, I mean.”  Falling 
silent, he pursed his lips as memories of Sharina’s rare beauty came to mind. 
 
 “Shouldn’t you get that taken care of?” Jeiel said, nodding at D’Jon’Ni’s injured arm. 
 
 “Yes, I suppose I’d better,” came the reply.  As D’Jon’Ni moved toward the door, heading for 
the infirmary, he turned back to the Imperial Commander of the Valtorian Forces.  “Thank you for 
saving me, Jeiel.  I won’t forget.” 
 
 “You would have done the same for me, Whitelaw.  Of that, I’ve no doubt.” 
 

D’Jon’Ni stared at Jeiel a moment as he blotted at his bloody mouth and forehead with a cloth 
someone had given him once he was on board.  Unable to come up with a suitable reply, he merely 
nodded, knowing the man was right.  He would try to save him just as he had tried to save his own 
people.  Feeling the weight of guilt at those he had lost to the massive undersea earthquake, the famous 
explorer, D’Jon’Ni Whitelaw, last of the Valiants of D’joha Rha, turned with his customary humility 
and departed, wondering how long it would take him to ever feel normal again. 



 
 
 
 

 
Chapter Twenty-Two 

 
 

  
 So Jzan Mée was growling with fury when the guard tossed him into the holding tank below 
Travaar, right next to the one containing both P’Lon and R’Gi Dentries.  At his arrival, both men gave 
him considerable scrutiny, finding So strangely dressed and somewhat hard on the eyes. 
 
 “Who are you?” P’Lon asked, once they were alone.  “What are you in for?” 
 
 Still angry, So Jzan peered over at his mates with queer regard, maintaining his silence as he 
perused the duo in kind.  After a moment, he straightened and stood away from the corner he had been 
leaning against. 
  
 “I am…So Jzan,” he said at last.  “And what do you care why I’m here?” 
 
 At the attitude he delivered them, P’Lon frowned angrily, not used to anyone speaking to him 
with such disdain, at least not to his face. 
 
 “Well,” P’Lon said, moving to stand across from him, the impenetrable, Rhenian-made, laponic 
iron bars between them the only thing separating them.  “I thought that perhaps we might be of 
assistance to one another.” 
 
 So smirked at the older man, at the fancy clothes he wore. 
 

“How?” he growled.  “In what way?” 
 

 P’Lon pursed his lips thoughtfully, half curling them as he looked at So. 
 
 “To escape, what else?” 
 
 The man had So’s full attention then, and he moved closer to the bars. 
 
 “And how might we do that?” he asked with deep sarcasm, not forgetting where they were. 
 
 “Share what you know, and we’ll share what we know.  Then we’ll decide on a plan that might 
be acceptable to all of us.” 
 
 “Hm,” So snorted.  “We’ll see.  And just who are you anyways that I should tell you anything?” 
 
 P’Lon exchanged amused looks with his son, who joined them. 
 
 “You’ve heard of Xanton Industries?” 
 



 So shrugged, unwilling to share his ignorance because of having lived beneath the ocean these 
past thirty-three scalons. 
 
 “I am P’Lon Dentries, CEO, and this fellow here is my youngest, R’Gi.” 
 

“Should I be impressed by this?” So said in his snide way, stepping back to scrutinize the fellow 
with a practiced eye. 

 
 “So why are you here?” P’Lon repeated, not replying to his remark.   
 
 So’s lips curled as he snorted again and moved to lean against his cell door, surveying the men 
from a safer distance. 
 
 “I tried to kill somebody,” he told them, but withheld further details. 
 
 At this, both men chuckled and glanced from him to one another.  
 

“Us, too,” P'Lon said.  “Anyone important?” 
 

 “Yes.” 
 
 “Hm.” P’Lon moved away to the center of his cell to consider this.  He contemplated the tall, 
skinny man, wondering what had provoked the man to attempt the murder of an important person.  He 
didn’t seem to be the type. 
 
 “And you,” So said, watching him.  “Who did you try to kill?” 
 
 “Some nobody,” R’Gi spoke at last.  “Nobody as important as the person you tried to kill, I’m 
sure.” 
 
 So couldn’t resist this time.  Turning, he faced the two men, grinning widely. 
 
 “I tried to kill the last of the Valiants,” he admitted, completely proud of himself, at the effort he 
had made. 
 
 A long whistle followed this admission as P’Lon’s thick brows raised with definite surprise. 
 
 “Whitelaw?” he said.  “You mean he’s actually still alive?” 
 
 “Unfortunately.  I tried to remedy that, but failed.” 
 
 “Why did you even try?” R’Gi asked, curious now. 
 
 “He stole my woman,” So said, the lie coming easily to his lips.   
 
 Both men laughed then, wondering how anyone as homely as So could even get a woman. 
 “She must have been a beauty if Whitelaw wanted her,” P’Lon said, studying So’s reaction to 
his words. 
 



“She is,” So stated, suddenly lifting his head to gaze off into space as he thought about 
Sharina’s lovely features. 
 
 “What’s her name?” R’Gi asked curiously, always interested in another female conquest. 
 
 “Sharina,” So told him.  “Sharina Blaithe.” 
 
 At this, both men’s mouths dropped with shock, realizing now that what they had feared had 
happened.  Their little problem was still alive and the reason they both had been incarcerated by the 
Altair. 
 
 “Maka, that little troublemaker!” P’Lon blasted, clenching a fist and pacing furiously about the 
small cell. 
 

“You know her?” So asked, surprised by P’Lon’s sudden fury. 
 

 “Why, she’s the one we—” 
 
 But P’Lon was quick to silence his son, not wanting So to know that they wanted his woman 
dead. 
 
 “She’s a…former employee of mine,” P’Lon said.  “She’s no longer with the company.” 
 
 “Whitelaw found her in the ocean and brought her home with him,” So offered unnecessarily.  
“Once I began courting her, he got angry and tried to get me out of the way.” 
 
 P’Lon Dentries had a sudden brainstorm then. 
 
 “Perhaps we can help you get her back,” he told So, a plan formulating in his evil, self-serving 
brain. 
 

“You think so?” 
 

 “We’re sure as fi'ara going to try, once we find a way out of here,” P’Lon said confidently.  
 
  “What do you have in mind?” So wanted to know, moving to huddle closer to the Dentries. 

 
 P’Lon spent the next oron telling him. 
 

 * * * * 
 

 “The people of D’joha Rha have been successfully removed and resettled to various areas of our 
system,” Jeiel informed his sovereign.   
 
 “And what of Whitelaw?” Dammen asked, his deep voice tinged with concern and a hint of 
anxiety.  “Is he safe?” 
 
 “Aye, Majesty.  We got him out in time.  Just barely.  And I’m taking him to Adoniah.  He 
hasn’t slept in several solarities.” 



 
 “That’s fine, Jeiel.  Then bring him to Travaar immediately.” 
 
 “Yes, Majesty,” Jeiel said obligingly.  “Once he feels sufficiently recovered.”  Signing off, the 
cambra then contacted his man, Sajak, at his home on Planet Azor. 
 
 “Prepare one of the guest rooms,” he ordered, “in a quiet area.  Provide the room with a bowl of 
fresh fruit and plenty of ice water as well.  I will be home by midday.” 
 

“Yes, master,” the older man said over the communication device.  “Everything will be in order 
when you arrive.  We will have your repast as well.” 

 
 “Thank you, Sajak.  See you in a bit.” 
 
 By the time Kaljha'me had landed at the command base on Azor, it was nightfall.  Taking 
D’Jon’Ni under his wing, Jeiel led him across the huge landing strip, into the command center, then to 
the ga’lif unit which took them both to Jeiel’s spacious home, Adoniah.  Stepping from the unit, the 
men were soon walking through a large closet and into an elegant bedchamber which, Jeiel explained, 
he used during times of war, since it was closer to the command base.  Finding this interesting, 
D’Jon’Ni nodded mutely and followed the cambra from the room and down a wide flight of stairs, 
leading to a large foyer. 
 
 “Sajak!  I’m home!” 
 
 At the words, a flurry of footsteps was heard scrambling from behind the bake room door as 
two middle-aged women and an older, thinner man came dashing out. 
 
 “Master!” they chimed happily by way of greeting, bowing. 
 
 Jeiel returned their smiles of greeting, then indicated his companion. 
 
 “This is Whitelaw,” he said.  “He will be staying with us for a few solarities.  Give him every 
courtesy.” 
 
 “Aye, master,” they replied, eyeing the famous legend with awe on their faces.  “Very pleased 
to make your acquaintance, Ziros.” 
 

“And I yours,” D’Jon’Ni said politely, trying to keep the weariness from his voice.  Then, once 
the pleasantries were taken care, Jeiel quickly led him through the house, down a long corridor full of 
tall windows, then up another wide set of carpeted stairs.   

 
 “Which room, Sajak?” Jeiel asked the older man trailing them up the stairs. 
 
 “Down at the far end,” Sajak responded.  “Third on the left.” 
 
 “Good choice,” Jeiel affirmed, opening the door and directing his guest inside.  Looking about, 
he gave his man a satisfied expression.  “Everything appears in order, so D’Jon’Ni, I guess I will leave 
you now to rest.  If you need anything, just summon Sajak.  There is a com unit beside the bed.” 
 



 Whitelaw gave a weak smile, too tired to really care, but he thanked both men gratefully for 
their hospitality.  Aware of his fatigue, Jeiel quickly ushered Sajak out, following behind him. 
 
 “You may stay as long as you need to,” Jeiel told D’Jon’Ni.  “When you are ready, I will take 
you to the Altair, who is expecting you.  Sleep well.” 
 

* * * * 
  
 At D’Jon’Ni’s nod, the cambra then turned and departed.  Glad to finally be alone, all Whitelaw  
wanted just then was some sleep.  Blessed, peaceful sleep.  After securing the door against any 
unnecessary interruptions, he quickly stripped, tossing his clothes onto a chair, then fell into bed with a 
grateful moan.  
 
 Sleep came quickly, and it was almost three solarities later when Whitelaw finally awoke, 
dressed, and made his way from the chamber, feeling refreshed and…hungry.  Making his way to the 
bake room, he nearly collided with a beautiful brunette who was just coming out.  Surprised by her 
large, rounded belly, he stepped back with a quick apology.  Amused by his expression, the woman 
smiled up at him, then introduced herself. 
 
 “I must have been napping when my life mate brought you home,” she said.  “Did you sleep 
well?” 
 
 Whitelaw nodded mutely, taken aback by her beauty, before remembering his manners. 
 
 “You are Jeiel’s life mate?” he asked. 
 
 “I am,” she said, still grinning at him, at his nervousness.  “I’m Jenny.” 
 
 “Thank you for letting me stay here,” he said.  “Is...is your life mate around?” 
 
 “Actually, no,” she said.  “He had an errand to run for the Altair, but he should be back soon.  
Meanwhile, are you hungry?  It’s been almost three solarities, so I imagine you must be famished.” 
 
 D’Jon’Ni shook his head.  “I am,” he admitted.  “But…I don’t want to be a bother to you.” 
 
 “You’re no bother at all,” she told him honestly.  “We knew you would be hungry when you 
awoke, so we are ready whenever you are.  Come on.  I’ll take you to the main dining area and have 
Sajak bring in your repast.  We have a lot of food ready, so please, eat all that you desire.  You need to 
regain your strength.” 
 
 “The fruit and water helped,” he said.  “It was kind of you to provide it.” 
 
 Jenny smiled at him again, and D’Jon’Ni believed then that she was always smiling, unable to 
imagine her in any other state.  Jeiel was certainly a lucky man.  As he considered this, as Jenny led 
him to the dining chamber, his thoughts instantly returned to Sharina.  It was the first time in solarities 
that he had allowed himself to even think about her.   
 
 Jeiel returned just as D’Jon’Ni finished his third helping of food and had downed his sixth 
goblet of quilok.  Sated, D’Jon’Ni was lounging back in his seat when Jeiel came in to greet him. 



 
 “Feeling better?” he asked, grinning broadly.  “I brag that I have the best chef in the galaxy.  I 
hope you agree.” 
 
 Trying not to belch, D’Jon’Ni put a hand to his mouth and smiled in satisfaction. 
 
 “I cannot at this point find it hard to disagree with you,” he said, although he wondered what the 
Altair would say about his own culinary people. 
 
 Jeiel drew out a chair and sat down. 
 
 “I see you met my mate,” he said.   
 
 “Yes,” D’Jon’Ni said, meeting Jeiel’s amused grin.  “She is quite charming.” 
 
 “When you are ready,” Jeiel said, changing the subject, “the Altair wishes to see you.” 
 
 “I’m quite ready now,” D’Jon’Ni answered, pushing back his chair and rising.  “Lead the way.”  
 

Jeiel also rose and did just that, leading his companion back to the ga’lif unit.  Once inside, it 
wasn’t long before they were stepping from it and heading across the corridor to the War Room of 
Travaar. 



   
 

 
 
 

Chapter Twenty-Three 
 
 

  
 “So, it’s true then?” D’Jon’Ni said, glumly staring at the monitor with arms crossed. 
 
 “Yes, I’m afraid it is.”  Dammen gave his friend a look of sympathy, reluctant to share this 
news.  “It is as we suspected.  D’joha Rha has been pushed back to its original position.  It is now an 
island, although we cannot consider it uncharted.” 
 
 Sighing half-heartedly, Whitelaw uncrossed his arms and stepped away. 
 
 “It will take awhile for it to dry out, that’s for certain.” 
 
 Dammen watched D’Jon’Ni, knowing well how he was feeling.  In a matter of orons, Whitelaw 
had lost more than just his homeland.  The explorer had also lost all that was familiar to him.  Granted, 
he had lived there for over twenty scalons, having put aside his galactic explorations to continue what 
his ancestors had started, yet it was as though a part of him had died with the destruction of the 
undersea world he had governed for so long.  That Whitelaw had enjoyed being a legend in a legendary 
world was apparent, and Dammen secretly knew that it was up to him to remedy the situation.  He had 
to find something else for his friend to do in order to help him get through the dark depression he 
appeared to be sinking into now. Whatever he decided upon, he knew it had to be soon.  Whitelaw did 
not appear to be handling his situation very well, and it concerned him. 
 
 “Don’t worry,” the Altair said, watching Whitelaw from across the room now.  “I will notify 
you of any new developments.” 
 
 D’Jon’Ni turned with wide eyes, dropping his hands to his side. 
 
 “I intend to return there,” he said.  “I want to live there, to eventually raise a family there.  That 
has always been my plan.” 
 
 “I understand,” Dammen told him, “but let’s be realistic.  Things will never be as they once 
were.” 
 
 “I know that, but…it’s been my home for so long.  I can’t imagine living anywhere else.” 
 
 “Until then,” Dammen continued, “I intend to find you something to occupy your time here.  
Will that be acceptable?” 
 
 D’Jon’Ni stared blankly at his sovereign as uncommon feelings of failure and uncertainty 
washed over him. 
 
 “Aye, Ziros.”   Sighing, he frowned and ducked his head.  “I will await your decision.”   



 
 “I will have my man take you to your quarters,” Dammen said, his own lips creased into a 
worried frown as he indicated the H’San standing by the door.  “The rest of your household is just 
down the hall from there.  You may see them whenever you wish.” 
  

“Thank you,” D’Jon’Ni said, turning to follow the guard, his heart weighing heavily in his 
chest.  He nodded slightly at Jeiel as he left, the cambra having been standing quietly aside during the 
men’s discussion. 

 
 As the door closed behind him, Dammen exchanged glances with his top commander, his lips 
still creased in indecision. 
 
 “Whitelaw’s ship,” he began, drawing Jeiel’s full attention.  “Is it intact?” 
 
 “The original vessel, Ziros?” the cambra asked, his brows lifting in surprise. 
 
 “Yes,” Dammen said.  Crossing his arms, he moved to lean back against the console behind 
him.  “The one we put in the storage dock all those scalons ago.” 
 
 Jeiel’s lips curled in acknowledgement.  “I believe so.  I have a man give it a once over every so 
often, just to make sure.” 

  
The Altair nodded, a plan forming in his highly intelligent brain as he considered the matter at 

hand. 
 
“I want it fully operational within 72 orons, Jeiel.  I want it made to look as new and shiny as 

the day it came off the assembly line.  Whatever needs to be repaired or repainted, do it.  And I want it 
loaded with enough fuel and supplies to last at least a scalon.” 

 
Jeiel smiled again and nodded. 
 
“I understand, Majesty.  It will be as you say.” 
 
“I want that ship outfitted with a full crew, and they must be ready to leave within five 

solarities.  Can this be done, Jeiel?” 
 
“Aye, Ziros.  I will get on it immediately.  A few of my men have been itching to get away 

lately, so I’m sure they’ll be glad to go.” 
 
“Then get busy, Jeiel.  The time is short, and I want Whitelaw back out into familiar territory.  

While he’s out there, he can decide then what he wants to do and decide where his heart truly lies.” 
 

* * * *  
 
His eyes glimmering with excitement at the job that lay before him, Jeiel bowed reverently 

before his sovereign, a knowing grin on his face.  It appeared that Whitelaw was not to lose his title or 
his reputation.  It seemed, in fact, that a new legendary tale might actually spring forth from all that had 
already occurred.   And Jeiel was anxious to see how things turned out.  Turning, he hastened from the 
War Room, eager to see the prized vessel of the famous Whitelaw, one that had been carefully and 



deliberately preserved by the Altair for over twenty scalons, for just such a time as this.  A wide smile 
on his face as he stepped inside the ga’lif, Jeiel knew at this point in time just how wonderful it was to 
be alive. 



 
 

 
 
 

Chapter Twenty-Four 
 
 

  
 Whitelaw gazed out the tall, mullioned windows of his new chambers, his expression brooding 
as he considered the beauty of the garden below.  For the first time in scalons, he had nothing to occupy 
his time, no responsibilities to worry over.  He had no clue what he should do right now.  Waiting for 
D’joha Rha to dry out was going to take mentas, if not scalons. 
 
 Turning from the window, he berated himself for not checking on his household staff sooner, 
although he knew that everything must be in order or the Altair would have told him otherwise.  Biting 
his lip with indecision, he struggled now with venturing the few steps down the hall to Sharina’s 
chamber, hoping to see her.  He now had all the freedom he needed to be with her, to court her if he so 
desired.  Only now, he had nothing to offer her, nothing to give her.  Sharina was now under the 
protection of the Altair, not him, and the thought truly bothered him.  He had no idea what to say to 
her, yet his heart ached for her.  He owed her better than to just ignore her.  He had no regrets about 
kissing her, but now things just felt…awkward.   
 

It took another ten micron of pacing about the room before he finally decided to seek out the 
woman he loved.  Venturing reluctantly down the hall, he rapped lightly on one of the doors, surprised 
that when, after a second knock, no one answered.  Not put off, he slowly turned the knob, grateful to 
find that the door opened easily to allow him entrance.   

 
Inside the elegant room, he found everything in order, yet no one was there.  Stepping into the 

room, he carefully closed the door and began his exploration, something that came naturally to him, but 
was disappointed to find the entire suite empty of human life.  Running a curious hand over a few items 
he recognized as belonging to Sharina, he considered them a moment before leaving the room.  She 
couldn’t be far, he decided, and he had nothing better to do just then anyways. 
  
 He went to knock on the door of the next room, believing it to be Raima’s, yet received no 
response there either. 
 

“Any idea where the ladies from D’joha Rha might be?” he asked a guard posted down the hall, 
indicating their rooms. 

 
 “Perhaps in the garden,” came the reply.  “They take frequent walks there.” 
 
Nodding at the suggestion, D’Jon’Ni thanked the fellow then returned to his own quarters, 

wondering why he hadn’t considered that possibility.  He knew how much Sharina loved flowers.  
Soon stepping out onto his own balcony, he went off in search of her. 

 
* * * * 

   
Raima peered down at her charge with dismay. 



 
 “I think we should go back, Sharina.  It’s starting to rain.” 
 
 Lying on her back beneath a tree, Sharina smiled and cushioned her head with her arms.  “I 
know,” she said, “but I don’t care.  I’m going to stay here until I get drenched.  It’s so warm, and the 
cool drops feel so good.” 
 
 “Suit yourself,” Raima said, “but I’m going back inside to order some refreshment.  I’m getting 
too old to be lying about like a wet lilamar.” 
 
 “I’ll be in in a bit,” Sharina promised, chuckling at thought of the Kathian slug the woman was 
referring to.  “Don’t worry.”   
 
 As the older woman departed, Sharina smiled to herself again and closed her eyes, enjoying the 
wet droplets splashing against her bared appendages and face.  It was only a sprinkling, so she wasn’t 
too concerned.  As she lay there, she listened to the wind blowing gently through the trees and the soft 
patter of the raindrops hitting the leaves over her head.  Lying only a short distance from the small lake, 
she could hear the gentle rippling of the water as the rain sprinkled over it like small grains of sand.  It 
was so pleasant lying there alone in the garden, with the smell of the summer rain blowing in her face. 
 

 She must have dozed for the next thing she knew she was being startled awake by a familiar 
male voice above her. 

 
* * * * 

 
 “I’m sorry to disturb you, Sharina.  You look so comfortable,” D’Jon’Ni said, smiling down at 
her reclining form.  Dressed in a short pink dress, she reminded him of a lovely flower, and he took 
care to guard his expression at the sight presented him.  Her legs and feet were bare, and she seemed 
like nothing more than a carefree nymph, an ethereal beauty.  The fact that she was lying in the rain 
asleep intrigued him. 
 
 “D’Jon’Ni!” she gasped, fully awake now.  “You’re back!  You’re okay!” 
 
 “Yes,” he said, helping her to her feet.  “I thought you’d like to know.” 
 
 “Oh, yes!” she exclaimed, throwing her arms about him happily.  “I’ve missed you so much.” 
 
 “And I you.”  D’Jon’Ni pushed her away and looked down into her wet face.  Then, unable to 
resist, drew her against him and kissed her with all the pent-up emotion in his heart.  Her soft moans 
did not escape him, and he increased the pressure of his lips against hers, enjoying the taste and the feel 
of her against him.   
 

* * * * 
 
 Sharina was lost to him, surrendering against his solid strength, almost crying with relief that he 
was all right and hadn’t died in the earthquake that hit D’joha Rha.  Granted, his arm was in a sling and 
his face was bandaged from some injury he had sustained, but it appeared that nothing was interfering 
with the force of his kiss.  Sighing inwardly, she knew she wanted to remain in his arms forever, but all 



too soon it was over.  Releasing her, D’Jon’Ni stepped back to look at her again, then slowly brushed 
the wet hair from her face. 
 
 “I like kissing you in the rain,” he said, his lips curling affectionately as he studied the rising 
blush on her cheeks. 
 

“What…took you so long to come back?” she asked, feeling hurt that he hadn’t sought her out 
sooner. 

 
 “I was…recovering,” he explained, gently rubbing a thumb across her cheek.  “I went to Azor 
for awhile, after Cambra Vernier rescued me.  I slept for three solarities.” 
 
 “Oh,” Sharina said sadly, ducking her head as she considered this. 
 
 “Then I had to see the Altair and get the update on D’joha Rha.” 
 
 She squinted up at him then, blinking at the raindrops still falling on them.  “Is 
everything…gone?” she asked, truly concerned. 
 
 He frowned then and threw his head back, wondering how to answer her. 
  
 “Pretty much,” he told her after a moment.  “D’joha Rha is now an island in Loranno, and it 
will take some time to become habitable again.” 
 
 “Oh, D’Jon’Ni,” Sharina breathed, aware of how much he loved the undersea world.  “I’m so 
sorry.” 
 
 “Yeah, well, things happen, don’t they?”  Moving away, he glared into the wind, a hand on his 
hip. 
 
 Sensing his anger now, Sharina fell silent, realizing there was nothing she could say that would 
make him feel better.  Watching him, she empathized with his feelings and wished there was more she 
could do for him. 
 
 “Well,” he said, half turning, “I just, uh, wanted you to know I was all right.  I’ll catch up with 
you later.” With that, he quickly departed, leaving a perplexed Sharina in his wake.   
  

A tear fell from her cheek as she watched him hurry away, as if he couldn’t stand to be with her 
another moment.  She had missed him so much that she had hoped he would spend more time with her 
once he returned.  What she hadn’t considered was the deep anger he was harboring at the loss of 
D’joha Rha.  It was as if a part of him had been destroyed along with the undersea world.  Already she 
missed what had been and could only hope that the change in him wasn’t permanent.  The fact that he 
had kissed so tenderly told her how much he cared for her, but it wasn’t enough.  She wanted his time 
and presence as well. 

 
Sighing sadly and brushing away the tears from her rain-moistened face, she hastened to 

retrieve her discarded sandals, then slowly made her way back to her suite, wishing she could relive the 
last few moments she had had with D’Jon’Ni.  His kiss had made her heart sing.  Yet, at mention of the 



destruction of D’joha Rha, it was as if a light had gone out inside him.  His whole attitude and 
demeanor had changed. 
 

She wondered again just what it might be like to have a normal relationship with a man like 
him, and she knew she would wait a lifetime just to find out. 



 
 
 
 
 

Chapter Twenty-Five 
 
 

  
 It was still dark when D’Jon’Ni tossed aside his bedcovers, realizing it was going to be another 
sleepless night.  Frustrated by feelings of helplessness, boredom, and need, he rose up and crossed the 
room to the glass doors leading to the balcony outside.  Shoving them open, he stepped outside, 
heedless of his lack of attire, then leaned his arms over the wall to peer about the immense garden 
below.  The sky was overcast, but he knew the sun would rise soon enough and chase away the gloom.  
Considering his state of dress, the cover of darkness was actually a blessing, and it made him feel more 
comfortable while brooding.  
 
 Lifting his head, he breathed in the fresh air, enjoying the cool breeze blowing in his face.  Still, 
it had no effect on the guilt he felt over his inept handling of his meeting with Sharina.  He had not 
wanted any physical contact with her, but that had lasted all of two sclair, after he saw her lying asleep 
in the rain.  Then he had callously left her standing there as he had strode off to nurse his angry wounds 
over the earthquake incident.  He hadn’t meant to react that way, but he couldn’t help it.  At least it had 
given him a reason to escape the situation.  Now that he had nothing to offer Sharina, he saw no reason 
to continue their relationship.  
 

 It had been wrong of him to even share his feelings with her, but he truly had believed he 
would not survive the calamity that had befallen D’joha Rha.  As it stood now, he just wanted to  
forget he had ever been involved with Sharina.   What bothered him was that he had kissed her into 
believing that there was something lasting between them, and he regretted it deeply.  Still, the thought 
of her in some other man’s arms was greatly disturbing, and he ran a fierce hand across his jaw and 
through his tangled mane as he considered this. 
 

His troubling thoughts and guilty feelings eventually led him back inside, just as brilliant rays 
of sunshine began trickling gently through the garden.  Frowning at the sight as he attempted to rub 
away a growing headache, he reentered his suite and made for the conditioning chamber.  He needed 
God’s wisdom in the matter of Sharina Blaithe and his future with her and knew that his morning 
devotions would help.   

 
Later, all his morning rituals behind him, D’Jon’Ni headed for the main dining area to break his 

fast.  Prayer had helped him somewhat, but he was still depressed.  He was also anxious about running 
into Sharina again.  He had no words to say to her and, although everything in him wanted to see her 
again, to hold her, he knew he could not.  He had to stop his relationship with her before things became 
too complicated. 

 
“Whitelaw,” Kaanig Altair greeted him jovially as he approached the table where were seated 

the royal couple.  “Just the man I want to talk to.” 
 

 D’Jon’Ni gave his sovereign a puzzled look. 
 



 “And why is that, Ziros?” 
 
 “I want to show you something.”  Sipping some fresh fruit juice, Dammen smiled at some 
private thought as he considered his friend.  “But please, have some repast first.  Would you like 
something to drink?” 
 
 “I’ll have whatever you’re having, Majesty,” D’Jon’Ni replied, not really hungry but not 
wanting to offend the man who had already shown him every courtesy.  Taking a seat, he politely 
greeted Cassia Altair who merely smiled and nodded at the famous explorer.  Dammen had spent an 
oron one night sharing the experiences of Whitelaw, and she was as much in awe of him as she was her 
own husband. 
 
 A short while later, D’Jon’Ni found himself trailing the Altair across the wide landing strip near 
Travaar. 
 

“Are we going somewhere?” D’Jon’Ni dared ask as Dammen led him to the farthest corner of 
the airstrip, to the designated launch site.  At the interrogative, Dammen glanced back at him, his lips 
curling in a secretive manner. 

 
 “You’ll see,” Dammen murmured evasively.  When he stopped short, D’Jon’Ni wasn’t paying 
attention and almost walked into him.  “Sorry.” 
 

Exchanging grins, the men chuckled at the humor of the incident, just as Dammen stepped away 
and indicated the huge ship resting on one of the platforms, one D’Jon’Ni hadn’t yet paid any mind to 
since his mind was still troubled and weary from lack of sleep. 

 
 “So, what do you think?” Dammen said, eagerly watching Whitelaw’s reaction. 
 
 Glancing from Dammen to the large vessel standing like a sentinel before them, D’Jon’Ni’s 
mouth immediately dropped and his eyes widened with shock and disbelief.  After darting a quick look 
at his companion then back to the ship, he took a step closer. 
 
 “Why…I’m not sure,” Whitelaw replied, casually observing the vessel standing in readiness 
before them. 
 
 Moving still closer, he peered up at the ship’s underbelly as if contemplating the reality of it.  
Raising a hand up to touch it, he felt of the cold steel hull, running a flat palm along its familiar 
contours.  Satisfied with his initial inspection, he stepped from underneath it, critically examining the 
rest of the ship.  He snorted softly in disbelief when he caught sight of the wording on the side of it. 
 
 “E'kata,” he read aloud in Kendran, a trace of doubt still in his tone.  “I can’t believe it.” 
 

“Believe it,” the Altair said, now standing beside him.  “It’s your vessel.  The Ecliptic.  It’s been 
contained in a safe holding area all these scalons.  I had Cambra Vernier bring it up to par and ready it 
for your immediate use.” 

 
 Whitelaw turned to gape at his sovereign, as if needing further confirmation that the vessel was, 
in fact, real...and his.  
 



 “But…why?” he asked.  “Why would you hold it for me for all this time?” 
 
 “For just such a time as this,” Dammen replied, his eyes glimmering with amusement as he 
studied Whitelaw’s befuddled expression.   
 
 “Can we...go in?” 
 

“By all means,” Dammen said, directing him.  “The ship has been equipped with a full, 
competent, and ready crew, and I have had it readied with enough supplies to last you at least a scalon.  
There is enough fuel to carry you through about six mentas to a scalon as well, depending on which 
fueling station you dock at.” 

 
 Unable to believe what he was seeing and hearing, Whitelaw moved with leaden-like feet 
to the boarding platform and entered the ship.  His heart swelled as a long dormant feeling of 
excitement awoke within him, and the depression he had felt up until then slowly dissipated.  Never 
had he expected Kaanig Altair to do something like this for him.  He had thought his ship long ago 
destroyed or placed in a museum for posterity’s sake.  He had never been able to discover E'kata’s 
whereabouts once he had given up exploring, but that was another story. 
 

Once inside, Whitelaw immediately felt comfortable and at peace with his surroundings, 
something that had long been missing from his life.  Although D’joha Rha was a home he had loved 
and nourished, it had never been able to replace the love he felt for his exploration vessel.   

  
* * * * 

 
As Kaanig Altair watched Whitelaw and read his thoughts, learning the extent of his feelings 

about the ship, he knew he had made the right decision. 
 
“I thought it best if you just resumed where you left off,” Dammen told him. 
 

 D’Jon’Ni turned with a wide grin. 
 
 “You mean I can actually go exploring again?” 
 
 “Don’t patronize me, Whitelaw.  You know exactly my intentions.” 
 
 “Yes, Ziros.  Forgive me.”  D’Jon’Ni wandered through the huge, six-story vessel, admiring the 
renovations, considering the crewmen who already had everything up and running in an efficient 
manner, before stopping to gaze out the large view screen on the bridge of the ship. 

 
Dammen accompanied him as he toured the vessel, examining everything with practiced ease, 

remaining silent as he considered his friend and his thoughts.  When Whitelaw finally turned to voice 
his own intentions, there were no surprises. 

 
 “With your permission, Majesty, I would like to leave as soon as possible.” 
 

“I had thought you might,” Dammen replied.  “Just tie up any loose ends with your people here, 
then you are free to go.  Any place special in mind?” 

 



 D’Jon’Ni ducked his head and gave a chuckle.  “Not yet, but I’m sure something will come to 
me soon enough.” 
 
 “I’ve had the men implement new star maps into your system for the new discoveries we’ve 
made over the past two decades.  Feel free to move in any of those directions and beyond, Whitelaw.” 
 
 “Thank you, Ziros.  For everything.” 
 
 “Just call me if you need me.” 
 
 “I will.” 
 

* * * * 
  
 With that, Kaanig Altair departed the ship, leaving the famous Whitelaw to begin preparations 
for his newest adventure.  The only troubling part was that Dammen had discovered too late that one of 
the reasons Whitelaw was so eager to depart was because he was anxious to remove himself from 
Sharina Blaithe’s company.  This bothered Dammen since he could not figure out why Whitelaw didn’t 
want to take the girl with him, when he was going to be gone for so long.  Instead, it was up to him to 
figure out what to do about Sharina, and he knew it wasn’t going to be an easy decision.  His main 
problem was on how to handle the problem without upsetting her. 
 
 As Dammen moved across the landing strip, he turned and stopped, staring back at the 
impressive vessel, a frown marring his handsome face as he hoped that Whitelaw never came to regret 
leaving behind the woman he loved. 



 
 
 
 

 
Chapter Twenty-Six 

 
 

  
 The plan was simple really.  Just wait until the guard arrived with their afternoon repast, then 
punch him in his nether region in order to drop him to his knees.  Then, when he was down, knock his 
lights out so they could steal the cyberkeys.  The plan was foolproof, so long as no one else was 
around.  If they only had to deal with one sentry, then there should be no problem.  There wasn’t.  By 
mid-afternoon, both P’Lon and R’Gi Dentries, along with So Jzan Mée, managed to escape their 
holding cells below the palace of Travaar. 
 
 “What now?” So Jzan wanted to know, once the three men were free of their cages. 
 
 Idiot, P’Lon thought to himself as he considered the ugly dolt.  “We’re going to walk out the 
back door, the service area door where they bring in all the supplies.  If we look presentable enough, 
nobody will pay any attention to us.” 
 
 So Jzan gaped at the man, incredulous.  “That sure of yourself?” 
 

“Aye,” the older man said.  “If we’re lucky, we can hide in one of the empty haulers.” 
 

 As it was, the men ended up waiting awhile, hiding behind some unused shelving and crates in a 
corner of the loading dock.  They were fortunate in that they had a good view of the main supply 
entrance, so they were able to figure out their next move.  They were also lucky that no one had found 
them missing as yet or else they might never get away.  
 
 After watching the emptying of two or three haulers, some of the drivers wandered away with 
their comrades to take a short break.  This made it easy for the three cellmates to duck into the back of 
one of the vehicles and hide in a dark corner where they would not be spotted easily.  There were 
several wooden crates there, so they hid behind those.  Since sentries were posted outside the main 
door, no one observed the three men sneaking from the building and into the supply hauler.  They had 
easily and quickly taken care of the other H'San they had happened upon while making their way to the 
dock. 
 
   Later, when the drivers returned from their breaks, they quickly pulled the back doors shut on 
their vehicles, unaware of the stowaways, hopped into their cabs, and proceeded to drive away.  
Relieved, the three men in the back relaxed a bit, biding their time until the hauler reached what they 
hoped was the edge of the city of Zaratan below.  Unfortunately, due to the lack of windows in the 
hauler, they were unable to see where they were when the vehicle stopped. 
 

Waiting nervously, the three men were startled when the back door of the hauler was suddenly 
yanked open.  Afraid they would be caught, they dropped closer to the floor as the driver began tugging 
one of the heavy crates from the back.  Once he was gone, the three men immediately left their 



crouched positions and moved to peer out the open doorway.  They were shocked to find themselves on 
the landing strip outside Travaar, a good koron from the palace.  Not believing their luck, they quickly 
hastened from the hauler.  They observed the driver lugging the huge crate up the gangway leading 
inside a large vessel to their right.  One that was apparently being readied for departure. 

 
 “Come on!” P’Lon Dentries said, checking to be certain no one saw them.  “If we hurry, 
we can stow away in that ship and get away.”  As he spoke, the other two men followed him across the 
tarmac a short distance, quickly ducking beneath the underside of the gangway platform so the driver 
didn’t spot them when he reemerged from the ship. 
 
 Being taller, So Jzan peered around their shield and squinted into the vessel, hoping no one was 
visible there. 
 
 “I think the coast is clear,” he said.  “We just need to wait until that supply driver is gone before 
we sneak inside.”   
 
 After five more trips into the ship, the driver eventually closed the back of his vehicle and drove 
away.  Immediately, the three escapees then hurried inside the huge vessel, clumsily stumbling up the 
gangway, grateful that no one was about as they entered.  Once inside, they quickly found a 
companionway leading to the huge cargo area below and hid themselves there, hoping their presence 
would not be detected.  Not one of them had any idea whose vessel they had boarded or where it was 
headed, but they didn’t care.  Having observed all of the supplies filling the storage area, they realized 
they could survive there a good long while. 
 

* * * * 
 
 By the time D’Jon’Ni had informed his household of his intentions to leave Travaar, it was 
dusk.  Having successfully avoided Sharina, he took the easy way out and left a message with Raima to 
give to her.  He still felt guilty over his cowardice in doing this, but he knew he would be sorely 
tempted to bring Sharina along with him if he saw her again.  He had to break free of her once and for 
all, and going exploring was the best way to do it.   
 
 “She’s in the garden, if you wish to see her before you depart,” Raima had told him, but his 
excuse was lame, even to his own ears. 
 
 “I have to go, Raima.  The Altair will take care of you from now on.  Until I return.” 
 
 “And when might that be, Ziros?” Raima asked, shocked that Whitelaw would pawn them off 
on the Kaanig so he could go exploring. 
 
 D’Jon’Ni ducked his head, giving a guilty sigh.  “I, uh, don’t know, Raima.  It could be more 
than a scalon before I return.” 
 
 “That long!”  Raima was aghast.  “But, what are we to do until then?  And what about 
Sharina?” 
 

At this, his dark head shot up, and he finally braved meeting her horrified gaze. 
 



 “Like I said.  Kaanig Altair will see to your needs, Raima.  Once I clear my head and decide 
how I want to proceed with my future, I will come back and take you under my wing again.  Until that 
time, however, you will do as you are told.”  He frowned down at the woman he was so fond of.  She 
was more a friend than a servant to him.  “I’m sorry, but it has to be this way.  As for Sharina, she is 
now a ward of the empire.  The Altair will decide what to do with her.” 
 

* * * * 
 
 Unable to believe what she was hearing, Raima could only gape at the man she thought she 
knew better than anybody.  Never had she heard such cold words come out of his mouth.  Truly, she 
had thought that Whitelaw loved Sharina as much as Sharina did him, and she knew that Sharina was 
going to be devastated by this news. 
 
  As Raima studied D’Jon’Ni’s handsome face, it became suddenly clear to her how much he had 
been affected by the destruction of D’joha Rha.  As she considered the pain in his expression, the 
tension on his face, she realized now that perhaps he really did need to get away for awhile and free 
himself from all of his responsibilities.  She only hoped that Sharina would come to understand this as 
well. 
 
 “It will be as you say, Ziros,” she told him at last.  “I will make things as easy as I can for 
Sharina.  It’s just that she loves you so much.” 
 

* * * * 
 

At these words, D’Jon’Ni’s expression fell.  Even though Sharina had never voiced the words to 
him, he knew in his heart that she did love him, and this was what bothered him the most about leaving.  
He was being cruel, but it couldn’t be helped.  Everything in him yearned to get away, back to what he 
craved doing. 

 
 “Good bye, Raima,” he said, never glancing back at her as he departed the room.   
 

* * * * 
 
 Watching him in uncertainty, Raima sighed helplessly as tears of great sadness filled her own 
eyes.  Moving to sit on her bed, she ducked her head, crying at not only the loss of a wonderful world 
but of one of the greatest legends that world had ever known.  Faith, she wondered miserably, what 
ever was she going to tell Sharina? 



 
 

 
 
 

Chapter Twenty-Seven 
 
 

 
 Sharina was moping about the garden when Dammen found her.  He had expected as much, 
considering how easily Whitelaw had cast her aside.  For the life of him though, even now he could not 
figure out why he had.  Sharina was beautiful, sensitive, and intelligent, admirable traits for a woman, 
traits that made her a perfect match for D’Jon’Ni Whitelaw. 
 
 She was at the outlook, leaning against the wall overlooking Zaratan.  Unaware of his presence, 
he took a moment to watch her, trying to piece together the puzzle that had been thrown into his lap.  
Frowning, he shook his head, then strolled toward her.  No, he decided as he observed her great beauty, 
there was no reason for Whitelaw to have done to Sharina what he had. 
 
 “Hello, Sharina,” he said, drawing her attention at last.  “May I join you?” 
 
 Shrugging noncommittally, Sharina was quick to turn back to her solace wall.  Staring mutely at 
the damp hankie crumpled between her hands on the wall, she remained silent as the Kaanig positioned 
himself beside her. 
 

“I assume you have spoken with Raima,” he said.  At her sad nod, he paused, wishing he could 
give this task to someone else.  “I have given her and the rest of Whitelaw’s household positions about 
Travaar until D’Jon’Ni returns.” 

 
* * * * 

  
 As he spoke, Sharina kept her head down as another wave of sadness washed over her, which 
threatened to manifest itself in a volley of tears at any moment.  Why, oh, why did he have to go? she 
wondered for the hundredth time that day, unaware that her companion was reading her every thought.  
What had she done to frighten him away? 
 

* * * * 
  
 “I…am to blame for his leaving, Sharina.  I readied his ship and sent him away.” 
 
 “Wha-aat?” Sharina said, turning to gape at the Altair.  “But…why?” 
 
 At this, Dammen turned to peer down at her, noting her sad expression and reddened, puffy 
eyes. 
 
 “He needed to reconnect,” he explained.  “Whitelaw is a special man, with special needs and 
talents.  He has been living in a surreal world for over twenty scalons.  When D’joha Rha 
was…changed…from the one he knew, he fell into an unhealthy state of mind that needed rectifying.  



Sending him back to reconnect with his greatest passion was the best way I could find for him to 
reconnect with us and with himself.”  Dammen studied her carefully.  “Do you understand?” 
 
 “He didn’t leave…because of me?” she said, looking up at him questioningly. 
 
 Dammen smiled at this, then reached over to squeeze her hand.  “No,” he told her.  “He did not 
leave because of you.  He just needed…time away to…readjust to the situation he suddenly found 
himself in.” 
 
 A sob of relief escaped her then, and she hurried her hanky to her lips as tears fell unbidden 
from her eyes.  Ducking her head, she managed to stifle another hiccupping sob, only to find herself 
suddenly with the Altair’s comforting arms about her.  Giving her a squeeze of encouragement, he told 
her softly not to worry, that everything would be all right soon enough.  
 

When she finally drew away, Sharina stared up at the most powerful man in the galaxy and 
blinked. 

 
 “So, what should I do…until he returns?”  
 
 “I’m not certain just yet,” he told her, releasing her.  “However, Cambra Vernier’s life mate is 
almost ready to give birth.  I thought perhaps you wouldn’t mind being her companion for awhile since 
Jeiel is as busy as I am most of the time.  You might be a good friend for her.  And perhaps you might 
help out with the baby once it is born.  You won’t be offended by this offer, will you?  I know you are a 
more technical sort, what with all of your education.” 
 
 Sharina smiled through her tears.  “No, not at all,” she said in a weak voice.  “I would be very 
happy to do that.” 
 
 “Then it’s settled.  Later, if you are still bored, come to me and we will work something else 
out, all right?” 
 
 “Yes,” she said, sniffing happily.    
 

“Now come,” he said, taking her arm and leading her from the wall.  “I will take you back to 
your room.  I want you to lie down awhile, have something to eat.  Then, when you are feeling more 
refreshed, Cassia and I will take you to meet Jenny Vernier so you two can get acquainted.” 
 
 “All right,” Sharina said, feeling much better.  “I will.” 
 
 “Good.  Now come along.  And when you are ready, just let my man at the door know, and he 
will notify me.” 
 

* * * * 
  
 Nodding, Sharina’s spirits lifted as Kaanig Altair led her back to her suite,  and she silently 
prayed that the solarities would pass quickly so she could see Whitelaw as soon as he returned.    
 

Unfortunately, what Dammen hadn’t told her was that D’Jon’Ni might choose not to return for 
a good long while.  Once exploring, it was known that Whitelaw could be gone for more than a few 



scalons at a time, not just one.  But Dammen didn’t want her to know that.  Not yet.  His only hope was 
that the trusting relationship he had established between himself and Sharina would not be destroyed 
because of what he had not told her.  In fact, he hoped as much as Sharina that Whitelaw would return 
sooner than expected. 
 

* * * * 
 

It was dusk when E'kata – The Ecliptic - finally left the airbase at Travaar.  Within orons, Planet 
Konatha, home of the Kaanig Altair, was barely visible on Whitelaw’s view screen.  From that point 
on, it hadn’t taken D’Jon’Ni long to realize that everything on his ship was in perfect working order, as 
the Altair had promised. 

 
 Departing under cover of night was Whitelaw’s favorite time to begin his lengthy periods of 

exploration, and this time was no different.  Refreshed and alert, he was more ready than ever to begin 
what he hoped would set off a new wave of intergalactic discoveries for Valtor.  His exploration of two 
other galaxies early on had brought him and the many Valiants who had gone before and with him 
renown such as they had never dreamed of.  

  
“Maintain our present course,” D’Jon’Ni told his new helmsman.  “I just want a few orons to 

enjoy this before I figure out our destination.” 
 
The helmsman flashed a grin at the man he was now serving, completely understanding the 

Valiant’s need to reacquaint himself with space travel and exploration.  
 

 “Aye, Commander,” he said, turning back to his control monitor. 
 
 Watching the younger man, Whitelaw relaxed back in his piloting chair, confident that Cambra 
Vernier had selected from among his best men for this assignment.  The fact that the new crew wanted 
to serve with him was apparent, and he made a mental note to thank Jeiel personally for his selections 
the next time they met.  From all he had observed, the crew was more than capable and ready to assist 
him.   
 

Still, despite the adequate preparations for this journey, the well-trained crew, and the blessing 
of the Altair to leave all that he knew behind, there was still a nagging feeling of guilt that he was hard 
pressed to squelch.  Even light years away from Sharina in pursuit of new adventures and discoveries, 
he realized too late that he had made a mistake in leaving her behind.   

 
 He couldn’t get her out of his mind, no matter how hard he tried.  And he realized now that it 
might very well interfere with his efficiency in running his ship and carrying out his mission. 



 
 

 
 
 

Chapter Twenty-Eight 
 
 

  
 The baby’s soft mewling drew Sharina’s attention from her seat by a large window.  Rising, she 
immediately crossed the room to peer around the corner at the new parents, both lovingly tending to 
their newborn son.  As she observed the way Jenny and Jeiel fawned over their child, tears came 
unbidden to her eyes.  How often she had dreamed of marrying Whitelaw and having a child with him.  
Unfortunately, she doubted that would ever happen.  D’Jon’Ni had been gone for over five mentas 
now, and no one had heard from him since the day he had departed the planet.  Still, considering what 
he was about, she wasn’t surprised.  He was the famous Valiant after all…and doing what he loved 
most. 
 
 “Sharina,” Jeiel Vernier said, observing her in the doorway.  “I will be gone a few solarities and 
wondered if you still wouldn’t mind helping Jenny out with the baby.  He grinned, almost blushing.  
“We’re both…kind of new with this sort of thing yet.” 
 
 “Of-Of course,” Sharina replied, although she didn’t want to remind him that she was new to it 
as well.  Still, she and Jenny could learn together.  “I would be honored to continue helping to care for 
your son.  He’s beautiful.”  
 

“Thank you,” he replied, pride in his child apparent in his countenance. “And thank you for 
keeping Jenny company for me.”  Then he turned back to his life mate.  “I’ll check in when I can,” he 
told her, moving to kiss her goodbye.  Feeling like an intruder then, Sharina ducked her head and 
quietly exited the room as the cambra lingered a moment over his family.   When she had heard the 
door close behind him, she reentered the room. 

 
 “I think he’ll be asleep awhile,” Jenny said, smiling down at the sleeping infant.  “Perhaps we 
can get one of the kitchen staff to watch over him awhile, so we can take a walk outside.  Would you 
like that?” 
 
 “Yes,” Sharina replied, glad to be able to get some fresh air.  Even now, after mentas below sea 
level, she enjoyed nothing more, although she did miss the times she and Whitelaw had ventured to the 
surface just to breath in the cool evening air.  It was this and other bittersweet memories that helped her 
to survive through another day without him. 
 

“You’ve done a wonderful job helping us out,” Jenny said as the two strolled companionably 
along the walkway bordering the main drive.  “Jeiel and I really do appreciate it.  I’m sorry if it’s a bit 
more boring than what you are used to.  I’m sure engineering is much more exciting.” 

 
 At this Sharina grinned.  “It can be boring sometimes.  Your son, however, is a joy to be 
around, and I can think of nothing more exciting and wonderful than being a new mother.” 
 



Jenny gave her an understanding look, having known for a while of her interest in Whitelaw.  
Kaanig Altair had been quick to inform Jenny of why he had asked Sharina to assist her with the baby.  
Since Jeiel had later confirmed this after Whitelaw had mentioned to him how So Jzan Mée had tried to 
steal his woman, he was able to quickly ascertain that Sharina was the woman in question.  Since Jeiel 
was as willing as Dammen to keep Sharina’s mind and hands busy so she wouldn’t dwell on Whitelaw 
overmuch, he was eager to accommodate the Altair with this endeavor. 

 
 “My brothers are engineers,” Sharina explained.  “I guess since I am sort of what the Zarcons 
refer to as tomboy, it was only natural that I follow them.  They’ve taught me a great deal about various 
aspects of the field, more than I would have learned in school.” 
 
 “That’s nice, having brothers share their knowledge with you.” 
 
 Sharina’s lips smiled as she considered her family.  “Yes,” she said, gazing off into space.  
“They took good care of their baby sister.” 
 
 Amused by her statement, Jenny shared her own lack of siblings.  “My mother had problems 
giving birth to me, so I was the one and only.” 
 
 “I’m sorry,” Sharina said, meaning it.   
 
 “I went to college and became a language instructor.”  She gave her companion a sidelong 
glance.  “Nothing as glamorous as being an engineer.” 
 
 Sharina shrugged.  “It’s not so glamorous, but I do enjoy it.  Allows me some creative outlet. Or 
it did.” 
 
 “Jeiel said that Whitelaw made use of your knowledge in an effort to strengthen the dome shield 
of D’joha Rha.” 
 
 At mention of D’Jon’Ni’s name, Sharina fell silent as a familiar wave of longing washed over 
her.  “Yes,” she replied, “but my attempts were futile.” 
 
 Rather than dwell on the negatives, Jenny hurried her friend away from her sad thoughts 
of D’joha Rha.  “When did you last see your brothers?” she interjected quickly.   
 
 Lost in thought, Jenny slowly lifted her head.  “My…brothers?  Um, it’s been awhile.” 
 
 “Perhaps we can arrange a visit,” Jenny went on.  “Would you like that?” 
 
 “I don’t know.  They live halfway across the galaxy.” 
 
 Jenny shook her head.  “Why so far away?” 
 
 “They were offered a job three scalons ago, to design and build a new transportation system in 
the Omega quadrant.  The pay was so good that they jumped at the offer.  They wanted me along, but I 
had just been promoted at Xanton Industries and didn’t want to jeopardize my new position there.” 
 
 “So you stayed behind?” 



 
 “Yes.”  Sharina ducked her head, again feeling sad.  Had she gone with her brothers, no doubt 
the Dentries would not have tried to get her out of the way.  Then again, she never would have met 
D’Jon’Ni either, she realized.  She knew she would not trade her feelings for him for anything in the 
galaxy.  “I stayed behind by choice, thinking I had a good future at Xanton.” 
 
 At the sadness in her tone, Jenny was quick to place an arm about her and hug her. 
 
 “Perhaps the Altair can still arrange a visit,” she cajoled.  “Are your parents still living?” 
 
 “Only my father,” Sharina said.  “My mother died when I was very small, so my brothers pretty 
much helped my father raise me.” 
 
 “And where is he now?” 
 
 “With my brothers currently.  But we lived on Rhenia.  On the Gambita Plains.” 
 
 “Is that where you were raised?” 
 
 “Yes.  It is a fairly isolated area, but with my brothers around, I never really seemed to notice.  
They shielded me from a lot of things.” 
 
 “They sound nice,” Jenny observed candidly. 
 
 “Yes.  We are very close, and I miss them a lot.” 
 
 “Then it’s settled,” Jenny said, patting her back in a friendly, understanding manner.  “I’m 
going to have the Altair arrange for you to visit them as soon as possible.  No wonder you seem so sad.  
Everyone you care about is light years away from you.” 
 
 Sharina brightened at this, although secretly she wished she had kept her feelings to herself. 
  

“It would be nice to see my family again, Jenny.  If it can be arranged, I would like that very 
much.” 

 
 “I’ll discuss it with Kaanig Altair next chance I get.  I promise.  And don’t worry about the 
baby.  My father and Talaya are due for a visit soon.  Perhaps they can come at the same time you’re 
away, so I won’t be alone here.” 
 
 “That sounds like a good plan to me,” Sharina remarked happily, her mien lighter now as she 
thought of seeing her brothers and father again.   
 
 “Then come,” Jenny said, taking Sharina’s hand and leading her toward Adoniah.  “Let’s 
see if I can get hold of my father before I talk to Dammen.”   
 
 “I don’t think I can stand the suspense now,” Sharina said.  “I really would like to know if he 
will approve this visit.”  A smile lit her features.  “I actually feel like I have something to look forward 
to again.” 
 



 “We’ll talk to Cassia first,” Jenny told her.  “That should make it easier.” 
 
 “Okay, but don’t be upset if Dammen still says no.” 
 
 Jenny laughed then, knowing that the Altair never told his wife no.  Cassia had her life mate 
wrapped all the way around her little finger, even if she wasn’t aware of it. 
 

* * * * 
  
 “Explain this,” Whitelaw said, glaring down at the data logger he held.  “Why are our supplies 
dwindling so quickly?  Kaanig Altair said we had enough for at least a scalon.” 
 
 “I...truly don’t know, Ziros,” the seryon said, nervously shifting his weight.  “My calculations 
should be accurate in accordance with what we started with, yet our supplies seem to be disappearing at 
an alarming rate.”  He dropped his gaze then, biting his lip with uncertainty.   “I…cannot explain it.” 
 
 D’Jon’Ni shook his head and gave a loud, futile sigh.  “Very well then.  Let me give this some 
thought.” 
 
 “Aye, Ziros,” the younger man said, feeling thoroughly admonished, even without Whitelaw 
having actually placed any blame on him.  Whitelaw had that presence about him that made any man 
feel small beside him.   
 

It did not take the man long to gratefully hurry away.  Staring after him, Whitelaw could only 
frown before he turned, slapping the data logger angrily against his leg.  Fang, why did this have to 
happen now, when they were nearing the new star system that Dammen had had charted for his 
exploration?  Without necessary supplies, he would have to cut his trip short and return home.  
Venturing into new territory gave him no information that might help him to replenish the rapidly 
depleting supplies.  Funny though, it was only the foodstuff that was disappearing, not the fuel.  
Rubbing his neck, D’Jon’Ni shook his head again, pondering the situation.  Like it or not, it seemed 
that he was going to have to investigate the matter himself. 



 
 

 
 
 

Chapter Twenty-Nine 
 
 

 
Myriads of color dotted the vast skies of the Omega quadrant.  Streaks of riotous, rainbow-like 

waves danced across the frothy cumulus clouds dangling overhead, casting shadows across the desert 
patterns beneath them.  At that level was a massive frame of steel, which straddled the landscape in 
parallel lengths, forming a bridge of immense proportion.  The setting sun of the planet shone brightly 
from off of it in shining splendor and cast streaks of dissipating light across the isolated avenues 
located there.  Desolate, the desert was not a convenient place for any man to dwell, unless he was 
there on a mission. 

 
A hundred or so tent-like structures were scattered haphazardly a good distance from the work 

site.  The small compound was necessary, yet transportable once the need arose for it to be moved, as 
the work on the bridge progressed.  Desert temperatures ranged from staggering heat each day to frigid 
cold at night.  Still, the eleven men hired to oversee engineering operations on the massive 
transportation project found little to complain about.  They were being well compensated for their 
efforts, although they knew the project would take a good ten scalons or more to complete.  Still, since 
none of them had life mates or children, there was nothing to prevent them from fulfilling what they 
had set out to do.  Having been given free access to supplies, manpower, and machinery, as well as 
creative right over the system designs, the men were more than content with their present employment 
situation. 
 
 The setting sun was beautiful this time of night and, as each weary laborer settled about the 
evening campfire to partake of the evening repast and swallow down a few man drinks, his dark eyes 
peered with common admiration at the sight spread before him. 
 
 “I’d say it’s almost time to move along, don’t you?” one man, the oldest of the group said after 
awhile, settling back on his forearm, a mug of potent Derbok ale in his hand.  “I think we can finish up 
that lateral portion by nightfall tomorrow.” 
 
 The man nearest him took a handful of cold water from a nearby bucket and splashed it over his 
face, enjoying the pleasant sensation of the cool liquid flowing in rivulets down his taut cheeks and 
along his large bull neck.  With a snort of satisfaction, he took another handful and tossed it decidedly 
over his bared shoulders as well. 
 
 “Aye,” he responded.  “We strengthened that one girder earlier, so I think it will hold a good 
long while.” 
 

“I want you to notify the crew that we’ll be moving the equipment out to the next designated 
site the day after tomorrow.  We should be able to resume work by the end of this vesta.” 

 
 As the others of the group listened, each nodded his understanding then resumed eating.  Bone 
tired, it only took a few more cold drinks to satisfy their basic needs before each sought his own tent, 



eager to retire.  Unfortunately, their longed-for rest was quickly disturbed by the soft hissing sounds of 
the descending mechanism of a large vessel as it made to land on the planet. 
 

  Snapping awake, the group of men hastily yanked on their work pants and crawled from their 
tents to witness the vessel’s careful descent.  Casting curious looks at one another, their expressions 
made it clear that no one recognized the ship in the encroaching darkness.  Only a large circle of bright 
blue-white lights framed the bottom of the vessel as it came to rest on the desert floor.  Without a word, 
each man hurried to retrieve a weapon from his tent before cautiously going to greet whoever was 
aboard that ship. 
 

* * * * 
 

By the time the men arrived at the ship, three people were observed disembarking to stand 
beside it.  It wasn’t until the men got closer that recognition fell across four of the faces as they 
observed the smallest of the passengers, a female.  Overcome with surprise, the men immediately 
dropped their weapons and hastened toward the ship with arms wide. 

 
 “Sharina!” they yelled, their joy at seeing their little sister clear to all.  “Sharina! Sharina!”  
  
 At the familiar sound of her brothers’ voices, Sharina gave a shriek of happiness and bounded 
towards them, jumping into the arms of whoever was closest. 
 
 “Arnon!” she whooped, as the brawny man easily hoisted her up and twirled around and around 
with her in his arms.  “Oh, how I’ve missed you, my brother!” 
 
 Laughing together, they held each other tight before Arnon finally released her to the other 
joyful and exuberant hugs and greetings from the rest of her family.  At length, her other seven brothers 
released her, and she immediately turned to face the eldest among them. 
 
 “S'lpa,” she whispered happily, hurrying to secure herself within his affectionate embrace.  
“I’ve missed you so much!” 
 

Crying unabashedly, Sharina’s father kissed her face and crushed her against him. 
 

 “I never thought I’d see you again,” he told her.  “Never.” 
 
 Her own face wet with tears at the longed-for reunion, Sharina finally drew away and wiped her 
face with the back of her hand. 
 
 “The Altair had me brought here,” she said by way of explanation.  “He and I have 
become…friends.” 
 
 “The Kaanig?” her father said with disbelief.  “How ever did you meet him?” 
 
 Sharina breathed a laugh.  “So much has happened, S'lpa,” she said.  “I’ve so much to share 
with you, but first…”   She turned toward the two men still standing outside the ship, witness to all that 
was happening.  “You may go now,” she told them.  “This is my family.” 
 



 One of the men peered at her doubtfully, clearly disliking the idea of leaving Sharina alone with 
a group of gruff-looking men. 
 
 “You are certain, pa'atay?” he said, a frown on his lips as he surveyed the men standing about, 
each one alert to any sign of trouble against them.  
  
 “Yes,” she assured him.  “I know this seems strange, but these are my eight brothers and my 
father, who raised me.  I am safe here.” 
 
 Pursing his lips as he considered this, the man finally nodded.  “Very well then.  I will relay this 
to Kaanig Altair.”    
 
 The H’San warrior, although still wary of the odds against her, brought forth a small disk and 
handed it to her. 
 
 “If you need anything,” he said, “please do not hesitate to contact us.” 
 
 Sharina smiled at the man, aware of his concern for her.  “I will.  And thank you.  Please assure 
His Majesty that I am in good hands here.” 
 
 “Summon us when you are ready to leave.  Just use the disk.” 
 
 Sharina nodded and reached out to give the man a pat of reassurance, much to the surprise of 
her family.  To be so connected to the Altair wherein she felt safe to even touch the arm of an imperial 
warrior stunned every man present. 
 
 They watched as Sharina stepped away, waving at the men, then the ship as it departed the 
planet.  When it had finally disappeared from the dark sky, she turned and made off toward the camp, 
with her family surrounding her in a protective manner. 
 
 They were up all night listening to Sharina’s tales of rescue and intrigue, but not one of them 
was upset.  Their baby sister had returned to them safe and sound, and that was all that mattered to 
them. 
 

* * * * 
  
 D’Jon’Ni ventured into the storage area of E'kata, flanked by two of his men.  Never the fool, 
he refused to enter the containment area without protection, even if it wasn’t necessary.  Pulling forth 
his data logger, he began inspecting the contents of the space there, a large area containing three 
separate rooms.  Two orons later, he verified that his man’s information was correct.  Supplies were 
missing, although he wasn’t certain how or why.  Instinct told him, however, that something was amiss 
and that until the puzzle was unraveled, he could not venture forward on his mission. 
 
 He turned to the men with him. 
 
 “We will be landing on the nearest planet in this sector that may have supplies for us to 
purchase.  Please ready the guards against any untoward situations that might arise at this time and 
following our descent.” 
 



“Yes, Commander.  It will be as you say.” 
 

 Satisfied, D’Jon’Ni watched the two men hurry away to inform the other crewmen before he 
made to return to the command deck.  It was strange how things were disappearing so quickly and right 
out from under their noses.  Still, the items must be replenished or they might all perish out in the 
nether regions of uncharted space.  That much he knew.  He also knew that he must place a guard on 
the remaining supplies for the rest of the voyage.   
 
 Turning, he left the storage area, disgusted with the whole episode.  Just as he reached the 
command deck to relay his orders to the rest of his crew, the three stowaways below deck crept unseen 
from their hiding place to make certain he had gone and that no one else was about. 
 
 “He’s getting wise to us,” So Jzan said, turning to his two companions.  “What are we going to 
do?  I don’t think we can hide out forever.” 
 
 “Why don’t you just go back to writing some more of that drivel you’ve been forcing us to 
listen to,” P’Lon sneered at him.  “Had I known this was not a transport mission but an exploration 
mission, I never would have boarded this fanged vessel.” 
 
 “Well, how by Meldon’s sceptor was I supposed to know?” So Jzan snapped at him.  “We all 
decided it was a good idea at the time, didn’t we?” 
 
 R’Gi Dentries shook his head, grimacing at his greasy locks as he ran a hand through his matted 
hair. 
 
 “I thought we were looking for Sharina Blaithe,” he reminded them.  “Or have you forgotten?” 
 
 “No no, haven’t forgotten,” P’Lon told his son.  “She’s just been put on hold for the time being.  
We need to get off this fanged vessel.” 
 
 “Well,” R’Gi said.  “We all heard Whitelaw say that they were going to land soon, so I’d say 
that that would be the best time to make our escape from here.” 
 
 So Jzan pursed his lips and snorted angrily. 
 
 “Well, what if we land someplace that we don’t want to be?” 
 
 At that point, P’Lon Dentries lost his self-control and, taking his large forearm, suddenly pinned 
So Jzan Mée up against the wall of the storage area, forcing him to struggle for breath. 
 
 “Listen, you faggot!” he blasted at So Jzan.  “I’ve had enough of your whining and 
complaining.  You’d better come down to reality real fast, or you’re definitely going to find yourself in 
a situation you don’t want to be in.  Understand?” 
 

“I…Yes…Yes,” So managed hoarsely as he struggled to free himself from P’Lon’s arm against 
his throat. 

 
 “We need to get off this ship as soon as we can, then find another way off the planet we will be 
on in order to get back to Konatha.  We cannot afford to go on an exploration mission.” 



 
 “Y-Yes,” So continued, clearly afraid now.  “I…understand.” 
 
 “Good,” P’Lon said, slowly releasing the grungy man.  “Now, let’s get back into hiding.  And 
take a few things to eat with us, in case we are prevented from getting more food.  If I know Whitelaw, 
he’ll be posting a guard down here soon enough.” 
 
 Hastening to obey, both R’Gi and So Jzan did as they were told and returned to their hiding 
places, in the overhead ventilation system.  Each of them knew that no one would ever consider 
looking for them there, at least not yet.  Hopefully, by the time a search was made of the entire storage 
area, they would be safely away on another planet. 



 
 

 
 
 

Chapter Thirty 
 
 

 
 The E'kata arrived on the small planet of Dothan with little fanfare.  Located along the outskirts 
of Valtor, in the Omega quadrant, Dothan was sparsely populated.  It was teaming with mineral 
deposits but rarely entertained visitors, despite its acceptable oxygen levels.  Whitelaw had hoped to 
land close to a populated area, but the overall barrenness of the planet made it difficult to pinpoint 
many large cities.  Skirting the atmosphere of Dothan at the time of his decision to land and procure 
supplies for the continuation of their voyage just seemed the most logical thing to do at the time.  It 
would have taken many more mentas to proceed to another planet in that quadrant, and it was time the 
explorer did not have to waste. 
 
 Disembarking his vessel, D’Jon’Ni scanned the landscape, frowning at the difficulty he 
anticipated in trying to find someone who might help him.  Turning, he bellowed an order to the men 
waiting inside.  Within moments, a loud whirring sound occurred as the men released the small vessel 
located in the bowels of the ship, a small, Delta-model canvas module that would enable them to 
explore the planet, across any type of terrain.  E'kata was equipped with six such modules, for just such 
a time as this.  After the successful release of the first module, the men also released a second. 
 

“Our sensors detected movement about four hundred koron in that direction,” Whitelaw said to 
the men now standing in the entryway, indicating an area beyond a massive structure seen in the 
distance.  “I do not intend to return tonight, so secure this area until I do.  Janus is in charge until that 
time, so if you have problems, let him know.” 

 
 “Aye, Commander,” the men said, just as seven others exited the vessel to accompany him 
across the terrain.  The modules had been readied earlier with needed supplies, so all they had to do 
was climb aboard, four to a module, although they could accommodate at least ten normally.  
 
 It was late afternoon at the time of their departure.  Confident all was in order, Whitelaw and his 
men set off in the direction he had mentioned, none particularly thrilled with the idea of spending a 
night in the desert of Dothan but all knowing the importance of their mission. 
 
 After an oron, E'kata disappeared from view as the canvas modules slowly made their way 
across the hot sand, ultimately coming across a massive structure that inspired awe in all of them.  
Clearly a magnificent bridge of some proportion, it was evident there was a need for such a roadway in 
this desert area.  Based on earlier findings and speculating where the bridge might end, in the midst of 
some major city, the eight men determinedly followed its serpentine path, hoping their guess was 
correct. 
 

* * * * 
 
 R’Gi Dentries peered through the open door of the storage area, not believing their luck.  The 
guard that Whitelaw had posted there had not been replaced following the departure of the  



canvas modules, an oversight clearly, which gave the three stowaways the chance they were 
waiting for. 
 
 “Look!  There’s only three of them,” R’Gi told his companions, at sight of the H’San now 
standing guard outside the ship.  “If we each take one, we should be able to get away. 
 
 “Yeah,” So began, “but those are imperial warriors.  How are we supposed to take them?  We 
are unarmed and clearly no match for them.” 
 
 P’Lon was sick of So’s pessimistic attitude and shoved his way past him to peer out the door.  
Turning to his son, he frowned thoughtfully as he considered how they could take advantage of the men 
standing guard.  They were so close to freedom from their fanged storage cage that he could taste it.  
They could not let the three men stop them from finally freeing themselves. 
 

“There,” he said at last, pointing toward a corner where technical supplies were located.  “Those 
nandar sprays.  We can use the container to incapacitate the guards.  We can hit them over the head.  
Then we can spray the stuff into their faces.  It should paralyze them for awhile, neutralize them.  By 
the time they recover, we should be long gone.  And if they don’t have time to call for backup, we 
should be able to pull this off.” 

 
 R’Gi nodded along with his father’s plan. 
 

“I like it, S'lpa.  I’m game.”  As he spoke, he proceeded to the boxed containers, tearing open 
the cardboard packaging and unwrapping the nandar spray containers with gleeful anticipation.  So 
Jzan stood aside, watching, hoping that the plan would work.  “Here,” R’Gi said, tossing So one of the 
containers.  He carried another across the room to his father. 

 
 As P’Lon studied the cautionary warnings on the label, a smile tugged wide on his lips. 
 
 “These seem heavy enough to really damage somebody’s head,” he remarked casually, slapping 
it against his other hand, at the feel of the potential weapon in his hand.  “I think this might work.” 
 
 “Do you think we should wait until nightfall?” So asked.  “It might better our odds of attack and 
escape.  We could hide better under cover of darkness.” 
 
 “As anxious as I am to escape this hole,” P’Lon said, “I think you are right.  We will make our 
move then.” 
 
 With that, the three men grabbed some more food supplies, shoving some into a few sacks they 
had found for their anticipated getaway, then returned quietly to their hiding places to wait a few more 
orons.   

 
* * * * 

 
 Sharina yawned sleepily, then crawled toward the entrance of her tent. Well, actually her 
father’s tent, but he had gladly abandoned it to her and found a place elsewhere to sleep.  Pushing the 
tent flap aside, she squinted as she peered out at the blinding brightness of the midday sunshine, 
shocked that she had slept so long.  Despite the time that she and her family had finally gone to bed, 
she knew the men had been already back at work for the past several orons 



  
Feeling guilty for the fatigue she knew they would be feeling already, she hurried into some 

clothes and made her way toward the water containers.  Drawing forth a few ladles full into a small 
bucket she found lying in a pile of camp dishes, she quickly threw some water on her face and over the 
back of her neck.  Even now, the temperatures were scorching.  After dumping the remaining water 
over her head to cool herself, she hurried to make herself useful.  She had no intention of being a 
burden to her family or the other hundreds of men working at the construction site.   

 
Drawing back her long wet hair, she tied it with a long leather strap she had found.  She then 

sorted through the camp supplies to see what she could provide the men for their evening repast.  She 
knew they had had their lunch orons ago, and it irked her that no one had bothered to wake her.  Still, 
she knew her family was concerned for her, so left her to rest.  After all she had been through since the 
attempt on her life by R’Gi Dentries, she knew the last thing her family wanted to do was cause her 
further heartache by harping on her about her behavior.  To them, this was a vacation for her, and she 
knew they didn’t have a care about what she did at the moment. 

 
She had spent a long night recounting her adventures, sharing with her family and the other two 

foremen staying in the camp, about all the events that occurred in her life since last she had seen them.  
The only thing she hadn’t shared with them was how she truly felt about Whitelaw.  That was a 
personal issue that no other man should know about, she believed, despite her closeness to her family.  
Since D’Jon’Ni was long gone now, it no longer mattered how she felt about him.  She figured she 
might never see him again anyways, so she was doing her best to put her feelings behind her and get on 
with her life.   At least, that was her intention. 

 
 Later, when the men returned from another hard, grueling day, they gratefully hunkered down 
by the fire, hungrily devouring the tantorine stew Sharina had prepared for them.  Their endless 
belching and second and sometimes third helpings gave evidence of their pleasure at finding their 
evening repast all ready for them upon their return. 
 
 “It’s the least I can do,” Sharina said, “after keeping you fellows up all night as I chattered on 
like a young school girl.”  She frowned at her brother, Geldon, as he made to actually take a fourth 
helping of stew.  “Just don’t expect it all the time,” she said as she watched him.  “I didn’t come here to 
be your servant.  I only came because I missed all of you.” 
 
 Grunting their understanding, the men eyed her with sated expressions on their tanned faces, 
doing their best to keep their eyes open.  Last night had been an unusual occurrence.  No one ever 
visited them in the desert.  Some of their employers arrived occasionally to check on their progress and 
bring additional supplies to them.  Other than that they were pretty much left to their own devices.  
 
 “Thank you, Sharina,” her father, sitting beside her, said.  “But please forgive us this one time, 
will you?  It has been a long day for us, what with this heat and all.” 
 
 Smiling, she reached over to pat his arm.  “I know,” she answered.  “I just don’t want you to 
take advantage of my presence here.  It will only be for a few solarities.  Then the Altair will send 
someone to pick me up and take me back to Travaar.” 
 
 One man perked up at this, leaning forward to peer over at her through the smoke of the 
cooking fire. 
 



 “And just why is that, little sister?” he asked boldly, rudely.  “If you have nothing to go back to, 
then why bother?  We could certainly use your skills here.” 
 
 At this unexpected question, Sharina’s mouth dropped.  “Why, I…I don’t really know,” she said 
honestly.  “I never…thought about it.” 
 

Snorting, Ebo fell back against the pile of tool sacks he was leaning against, dissatisfied with 
her answer, aware now that her other brothers were now interested in the conversation. 

 
“That does seem strange, Shar,” her oldest brother, Arnon, said, laying aside his empty bowl.  

“Why would the Altair care if you stayed here with us?  Has he offered you a job or something?” 
 
Sharina stared at him in uncertainty.  “It…never came up,” she replied, shrugging.  “I was 

keeping Cambra Vernier’s life mate company after their baby was born, but I don’t think that I will be 
returning to that position.” 

 
“Hm,” another brother, Kalo, said.  “Something’s not right here.  Perhaps he has something he 

wants you to do when you get back.” 
 
Sharina shrugged again.  “Perhaps.  I really don’t know.” 
 
“Well then, sister,” the second oldest, Zamaro, blurted out.  “Would you care much if we asked 

you to stay with us like we did in the first place?  Had you come with us to begin with, no one would 
have ever tried to kill you.” 

 
Aware of this, Sharina lowered her head with guilt, thoughtfully staring down at her hands now 

resting in her lap.  
 

 “I don’t know,” she answered truthfully.  “I’ll think on it and let you know.” 
 
 “Fah!” Zamaro answered, unwilling to accept her rejection of the idea.  “You’d be safer here 
with us.” 
 
 “I haven’t said no yet,” she reminded him. 
   
 Ignoring her, he stood up and sauntered off to his tent.  The others soon followed, more than 
anxious to get some well-deserved rest. 
 
 “Thanks for dinner, Sharina,” a few remembered to say as they ventured inside their tents. 
  

“Don’t worry, Sharina,” her father said.  “Things will seem better in the morning.  Perhaps a 
good night’s sleep will help you make the right decision.  However,” he added, pausing to squeeze her 
arm as he slowly made his way to a standing position, “I wouldn’t mind if you stayed here, with us.  In 
fact, I would welcome you gladly.” 

 
 “I know,” she said softly.  “I’ll think on it.” 
 

As he departed to his tent, only Rando remained.  As tired as he was, he wanted a moment alone 
with his sister.  He began helping her pick up the discarded dishes and utensils, then carried them over 



to the small basin of water she was using to wash them.  When he produced a towel and began helping 
to dry the items for her, she smiled up at him gratefully. 

 
 “Thanks,” she said.  Then after a moment, “You must be tired, too.” 
 
 Her favorite brother grinned broadly as he dried and twirled a metal plate in a skillful display of 
acrobatics on his hand, before landing it gently into its slot in the holding crate. 
 
 “Exhausted,” he said.  “But I didn’t want to leave you alone with all of this mess.” 
 
 “I’m sure that’s not the only reason,” she surmised, a grin tugging at her lips as she cast him a 
sidelong glance. 
 
 After a moment, he answered her in his typical, honest fashion. 
 
 “You’re right, Shar,” he said, landing a few more plates into the crate with practiced ease.  “I, 
uh, actually want to talk to you about…Whitelaw.” 
 

At this, Sharina’s head jerked around suddenly, and her mouth dropped…again. 
 

 “Wh…What about him?” she asked, stammering.   
 
 At her reaction, Rando smiled to himself, aware now of the truth. 
 

“Is it because of him, do you think, that the Altair wants you to remain at Travaar?  Because of 
Whitelaw?” 

 
 “Why I…I don’t…know,” Sharina continued nervously, hastily turning back to her work.  “Um, 
perhaps.” 
 
 “You care for him, don’t you?” 
 
 There, it was out.  The dreaded question. 
 
 But Sharina knew she could hide nothing from Rando.  He knew her better than anyone.  
Closest to her age, they had shared much while growing up. 
 
 “Yes,” she slowly admitted, finding no reason to lie now.  “But please, don’t tell anyone else.” 
 
 “Your secret is safe with me.  You know that, Sharina.  I just wanted to be certain my guess was 
correct.  It seemed as though you were holding out on us last night.” 
 
 She turned to her brother, looking up at him with concern.  “Do you think anyone else 
suspects?” she asked, much too quickly.   
 
 Rando’s black eyes twinkled in the growing darkness, amusement languishing on his handsome 
face. 
 
 “No, Sharina.  I don’t think so.” 



  
Apparently satisfied by his response, she turned back to finish her chore as she pondered this. 
 

 “Well, I guess I’m off to bed,” he told her at last, letting the matter drop and draping his wet 
towel over a small rack.  He leaned down to kiss her cheek.  “Sleep well, little sisa.  And pleasant 
dreams.” 
 
 Knowing to what he was referring, Sharina gave him a disgusted look, then nodded her 
goodnight to him as well.   
 
 “See you in the morning,” she murmured as she walked away to dump the dirty water into the 
cooling sand. 



 
 

 
 
 

Chapter Thirty-One 
 
 

 
 It took three solarities for the two canvas modules to make it across the blazing sand.  An 
unexpected sandstorm had lost them some time, so none of the eight men were very jovial by the time 
they spied the large construction crew working at various locations beneath the giant bridge. 
 
 “They don’t appear to be moving too quickly,” D’Jon’Ni told his small entourage.  “Let’s break 
for repast, then we’ll be on our way.  We may have to spend the night with those men, and I would 
rather not impose our needs on them too quickly, especially in the middle of a day such as this, when 
they are probably as sweaty and disgruntled as we are.” 
 
 With that, the men set up camp for a few orons, enjoying their afternoon repast, followed by 
short naps under whatever shade they could find.  It was fortunate there was a cooling mechanism 
within the modules, or the heat would have been even more unbearable for the warriors. 
 
 They reached the construction site an oron after breaking camp, refreshed and ready to barter, 
their main concern being that the Dothanians might not be able to provide them with what they needed. 
 
 At sight of the two modules slowly heading toward them, the construction crew immediately 
ceased their activity, unused to the uncommon sight.  Two of the men hurried to alert the Blaithe 
brothers of the visitors, some of whom quickly grabbed their weapons or binoculars – by'nons - before 
moving forward to either huddle in the group or step forward to await the arrival of the modules’ 
occupants. 
 
 “I hope it’s not more of the Kaanig’s men,” Ebo muttered, spitting out some sand from the 
blowing wind and wiping his mouth. 
 
 Arnon turned to their father, the man in charge of the whole operation, eyeing him quizzically. 
 
 “Father?” he said, watching the older man lift his by'nons to peer out across the desert. 
 
 “No,” Bardo Blaithe said, shaking his graying locks.  “Don’t recognize them.  Those vehicles 
are too sophisticated, by my standards.” 
 
 Curious now, the hundred or so men standing around began talking amongst themselves as to 
the identity of the passengers in the unusual machines.  Bored by the slow movements of the canvas 
modules, some of the men decided to return to their work, stopping only when the visitors finally 
arrived.  At sight of Whitelaw, an impressive-looking specimen, all mouths dropped as he exited his 
module.  He was tall and extremely good-looking, and he had an air about him that intimidated every 
man present. 
 



 “Who do you think he is?” one man asked, only to be hushed by some of his comrades as they 
waited for him to introduce himself.  
 

“Good day,” D’Jon’Ni said, smiling as he moved toward them, hoping he remembered some 
passable Dothanian dialects.  “May I please speak to whoever is in charge here?”  

  
 Eyeing the visitor with a combination of fascination and mistrust, it was a moment before 
anyone answered, making him wonder if they understood his words. 
 
 “What is your business here?” Arnon finally responded, in similar dialect. 
 
 Whitelaw came to stand before him, meeting his gaze with confidence.  “Are you in charge 
here?” he asked, eyeing the man as if mistrusting him as well. 
 
 Arnon snorted, his lips curling in an arrogant grin. 
 
 “And you are?” 
 
 “Whitelaw.  D’Jon’Ni Whitelaw.” 
 

At this, the crowd of men fell back as one, shocked by this revelation. 
 

 Arnon’s eyes widened.  “The Valiant of D’joha Rha?” he said in disbelief. 
 
 “Yes.” 
 
 Upon hearing this, Arnon moved aside nervously, and Bardo Blaithe finally stepped forward.  
Silently he considered his guest, before giving an uncomfortable half-bow of respect. 
 
 “I am in charge here,” he said.  “Please, come with me, and we will discuss your purpose.” 
  

“Thank you,” D’Jon’Ni said, turning to signal his men that it was permissible for them to exit 
their modules as well. 

 
 Bardo directed his guest back to where he and his family had just set up their new temporary 
camp, having finally moved along to the next designation. 
 
 “Sit,” he told him, indicating an area laid out with carpets over the sand, beneath a large tent 
that helped block the sun.  “Sorry, but it’s the best we can offer out here.  My daughter’s idea.  She 
wanted to add some headlays, only we didn’t have any.”  He chuckled at the tongue-lashing Sharina 
had given him over that one. 
 
 D’Jon’Ni smiled.  “Not a problem,” he said, carefully crossing his long legs to sit down on the 
carpet, which did a good job of keeping the hot sand from burning them. 
 
 “So,” Bardo began, waiting a moment as his sons situated themselves about the carpet as well.  
“For what reason has the famous Whitelaw sought us out?” 
 



 D’Jon’Ni sighed and lowered his head.  He could not explain to this gruff individual how 
humiliating it was to have to beg for bread from someone like him.  Still, it was imperative that he did. 
 
 “I…need your help,” he said.  “I need to replenish the food supplies on my vessel, so it was 
necessary to arrive at the nearest place to procure these items.  When we left Konatha, we had ample 
supply but somewhere along the way, they began to diminish, making it necessary for us to seek 
additional in order to help us to continue our voyage.” 
 
 “An exploration voyage?” Bardo asked, his eyes crinkling as he grinned at him in knowing 
fashion. 
 
 “Yes,” D’Jon’Ni admitted, nodding.  “We are venturing into an uncharted galaxy that lies just 
past the nubandan border of the Omega quadrant.  By order of the Altair.” 
 

Bardo considered Whitelaw, having been a long time admirer of the man and his exploits.  That 
he was finally off and exploring again was a wonderful thing. 

 
“Has something happened to D’joha Rha,” he asked curiously, “the reason the famous 

Whitelaw has taken up exploring again?”  He squinted over at him in perplexity, having already 
learned from Sharina about the destruction that had taken place.  “Is it a real place, or just legend?” 

 
 D’Jon’Ni chuckled and lowered his eyes.  “It is real to me,” he said, unwilling to share more. 
The island he planned to return to must remain isolated and a legend, or people the galaxy over would 
be hounding him forever. 
 
 The older man glanced around at his sons, reading the admiration and curiosity in their own 
expressions.  All were aware of what had happened to D’joha Rha, but still Bardo wanted to hear what 
Whitelaw had to say on the matter. 
 
 “We are in short supply, I’m afraid,” Bardo said at last, noting the look of disappointment that 
crossed his guest’s handsome face.  “However,” he added, before Whitelaw could say anything, “we 
are expecting a supply run within the next few solarities, if you are willing to hang around.  If we 
advise our employers of your need, I am certain they will be willing to replenish your vessel with 
whatever you may need.” 
 

D’Jon’Ni blinked, not willing to spend any more time in the desert, but he realized that it was 
necessary.  He looked over at his men, standing in readiness to defend him if necessary, behind the 
group of men sitting under the tent.  He frowned inwardly, knowing they would not like spending 
several more solarities sleeping in the desert heat either.  It seemed, however, that they had no choice 
but to wait for the supply transport to arrive. 

 
 He turned his attention back to his host.  “What do you expect in payment for this favor?” he 
asked the older man. 
 
 Bardo shook his head emphatically.  “No no, you misunderstand,” he corrected him.  “I will 
give you the supplies freely, as a token of my respect for one of the greatest explorers our world has 
ever known.” 
 



 D’Jon’Ni put up a hand of refusal.  “I cannot let you do this,” he said.  “I may need more 
supplies than you can provide.” 
 
 Bardo grinned at him.  “I do not think so.  They are free for you, Ziros.  I expect no 
recompense.” 
 

A chorus of voices chimed in, supporting Bardo’s decision.  It seemed that many of those 
present approved the idea.  Looking about, Whitelaw could only smile and nod his agreement.  He 
knew he was outnumbered. 

 
 “It is settled then,” Bardo said, slapping his knee.  “Please feel free to share meals with us while 
you wait.  I will inform my daughter there will be—” 
 
 “Eight,” Whitelaw filled in. 
 

“Eight more for evening repast.”  Bardo laughed and raised his hand, nodding happily when his 
son, Rando, volunteered to inform his sister of the strangers in their midst.  Having gone off a distance 
alone to bathe unobserved, Sharina had no idea that Whitelaw had miraculously arrived there.  Anxious 
to surprise her, Rando hurried off to tell her of the visitors before someone else could.  He had no idea 
how she would react to Whitelaw’s presence, and he hoped to soften the blow.  He had no idea whether 
she wanted to see him or not, despite her feelings for him.  Either way, Rando knew it was going to be 
an interesting night, and he didn’t want to miss any of it. 



 
 
 
 
 

Chapter Thirty-Two 
 
 

  
 Sharina was just wandering back with her empty bucket, with a damp towel slung over her 
shoulder, when she saw Rando coming towards her.   
 
 “What are you doing out here?” she asked, when he was close enough to hear her. 
 
 “I came…to tell you…” he began, breathing hard in his excited effort to be the first one to tell 
her his news, “that we have visitors.  They will be staying for evening repast and possibly…for the next 
few solarities, until the supply transport arrives.” 
 
 Stopping in her tracks, Sharina glared at him in stupefaction, putting a hand to her hip. 
 
 “You came all the way out here to tell me that?” she spouted.  “It couldn’t have waited until I 
returned?” 
 
 Laughing at his own behavior, at the secret he was bursting to tell, he merely shrugged.  “Well,” 
he said breathlessly, “I didn’t want you to be surprised, then angry, at the extra work.  I wanted to 
prevent a scene in front of our guests.” 
  

“Guests,” she repeated blandly.  “So, now they are people who just came to visit us and see how 
we are doing.  Isn’t that a bit odd?” 

 
 Eyes twinkling, Rando grinned at her.  “Father is treating them as guests,” he explained, “and 
has offered our hospitality.  I volunteered to come and tell you.” 
 
 “All right,” Sharina replied after a moment of indecision.  “Thank you.” 
 
 Rando sidled up next to her, taking the bucket from her.  “Don’t worry,” he said.  “I’ll help you 
with everything.” 
 
 She gave him a puzzled look.  “How many visitors?” she wanted to know, giving him a hard 
look. 
 
 “Eight.” 
 
 “Eight!  Are you crazy? Do we even have enough food for eight more?” 
  
 She stomped away then, exasperated by this news.  Rando hurried to join her, laughing now at 
her reaction.  If this was how she felt now, he thought, he could only imagine how she would react 



when she saw Whitelaw.  Smiling to himself, he kept glancing over at her angry expression.  He could 
hardly wait. 
 

* * * * 
 
 Whitelaw had returned to his canvas module, so he missed seeing Sharina come stomping back 
into the camp.  He had decided to send one module back to the ship in order to prepare the rest of the 
modules to bring back the supplies he knew were forthcoming.  He figured that two men per module 
would then allow them plenty of room to load the supplies inside.  He ordered the other three 
accompanying men to remain with him, knowing that the other four would remember the way back to 
the camp in order to lead the others there. 
 
 “You will leave at daybreak,” he informed those returning.  “I want you to enjoy your evening 
meal and get a good night’s sleep.  Bardo has offered additional supplies and water for your return to 
the ship, so you needn’t worry about that.  Once you arrive there, let me know when you are ready to 
return.  Hopefully, you will arrive back here at about the same time the transport arrives.” 
 
 “Aye, Commander,” the men replied, nodding their understanding.  “It will be as you say.”  
With that, the men moved away to prepare their own tents for the night.  
  
 As he watched them go about their preparation, D’Jon’Ni moved back inside his module and 
switched on the communication.  A loud crackle erupted through the system, no doubt caused by the 
intense desert heat, but he managed to contact E'kata and get his message across without a problem.  
What he didn’t like, however, was the startling news they gave him about an attack on the three men he 
had left posted outside his ship.  
 
 “How many stowaways?” he wanted to know, but no one could tell him.  Since they had 
escaped at night, there was no way for his people to give an accurate account of the episode.  No one 
had seen them.  One thing was for certain though.  It explained how they came to be missing so many 
of their desperately needed supplies.  “The ventilation?  Yes, I understand,” D’Jon’Ni said, furious now 
that he hadn’t done a more thorough investigation when he had had the chance.   
 

“Yes, double security outside and in the storage area, just in case.  I will have to deal with this 
when I return.  Meanwhile, I want a complete investigation while I’m gone.  That should give 
everybody something to do until we make it back with the supplies.  If you turn up anything else, let 
me know immediately.” 

 
Seething inwardly at his failure to follow up on the matter of the missing foodstuffs, Whitelaw 

sat for a moment, glaring at the dashboard.  Lately, it seemed he had been making some lousy 
decisions.  He could never recall doing so until…until Sharina Blaithe had come into his life.  He knew 
as soon as he had left her at Travaar that he had really messed up.  He couldn’t get her out of his head, 
and it was interfering with his normal efficiency.  Cursing, he thrust himself from the open vessel, then 
impatiently waited for the door to whir shut before heading back to Bardo’s encampment.  At least he 
had time to calm his angry thoughts before arriving. 
  

* * * * 
 



 Sharina sat in her tent, furiously thumbing through a book bound in fine Rhenian leather, 
praying that the Source would throw something out at her.  Outwardly she appeared fine, but inwardly 
she was as frazzled as a Vultronian tinderbeast.   
 
 Why she was so unsettled, she wasn’t certain, but she was sure it had something to do with 
Whitelaw.  Ever since Rando had asked her about him, she had been out of sorts, not even knowing 
why. 
 
 Still, as she flipped through the many pages of the thick volume, her most precious possession, 
a gift that D’Jon’Ni had given her a few solarities following her arrival in D’joha Rha, she knew the 
reason.  She loved the man and couldn’t stop thinking about him.  She missed him so much it was 
tearing her apart, as much as she tried to hide it.  Fortunately, Rando was the only one who seemed 
aware that all was not well with her.  Still, it didn’t help to have him grinning at her all the time just 
because he knew her secret.  Now that he knew of her true feelings for Whitelaw, she was hard pressed 
to even make eye contact with him. 
 
 “Sharina!” came her brother’s voice.  “When are you going to come out and help me with the 
meal preparation?  I’m famished.  And so is everybody else.” 
 
 “Oh, blast it!” she said with a huff, snapping the holy book closed and laying it aside.  Once 
outside, she began a serious search for extra plates, pans, and utensils that she would need for the 
evening’s repast, murmuring epithets under her breath.  Somehow she still managed to be her family’s 
cook, housekeeper, and serving maid, no matter how much she tried to exert her own independence.  
Perhaps that was the best reason of all for her to return to Travaar.  There, people waited on her and not 
the other way around.  And perhaps, secretly, she was aware that that was the reason she had not 
wanted to accompany her brothers to Dothan.  What they needed were life mates of their own.  She 
couldn’t take care of them forever.  And besides, she needed her own life…and her own life mate… 
 
 Straightening with an armload of dishes, Sharina turned with an angry scowl, instantly dropping 
everything with a loud crash, at sight of the man moving towards her.  In that instant, her heart 
tightened so ferociously in her chest, she could barely breath. 
 

  From where he stood a few feet away tearing open some grain bags, her brother, Rando, 
observed her odd behavior, then turned to see the reason for it.  When he saw Whitelaw, he beamed 
broadly, eager to see what would happen next. 

 
 At sight of Sharina standing paralyzed before him, gaping at him, D’Jon’Ni’s mouth fell open 
as well.  Having been preoccupied with his own problems, he hadn’t noticed her at first. 
 
 “Sharina?” 
  
 He moved toward her in disbelief, studying the shocked look on her face as he did so.  A tear 
escaped to roll down her cheek unbidden, but still she couldn’t move.  He was here, of all places.  
Whitelaw…was on Dothan. 
 

* * * * 
  
 “What…are you doing here?” she squeaked at last, pulling away when he reached over to touch 
her, as if to prove to himself she was real.  



  
 Discomfited by her reaction, D’Jon’Ni was speechless.  Nervous, he licked his dry lips, his eyes 
roaming up and down her trim form as if not believing she was there, standing before him.  His own 
chest felt tight, but he passed if off to the humidity as he tried fighting the strong feelings now 
bombarding him as he looked at her.  Faith, she was beautiful, even now, in the humidity and heat of 
the  
solarity.  Perspiration dripped down his face, and he could see the sweat beading her own brow as they 
gazed at one another. 
 

“I…needed supplies,” he said at last.  “Dothan was the closest place to get them.” 
 

 Almost crying, Sharina peered in confusion at her brother, who stood quietly aside observing 
them together.  The tension he sensed between them was thicker than even the desert humidity, and 
Rando felt almost embarrassed to be a part of their reunion. 
 
 “So you are…one of the…visitors?” she said. 
 
 Whitelaw nodded, still finding it hard to speak when all he wanted to do was yank her into his 
arms and kiss her.  Worse than that, he had an overwhelming desire to tear off all her clothes and make 
passionate love to her, there on the hot sand…or on the carpet under the tent.  It didn’t matter.  All he 
knew at that moment was that he wanted her.  He wanted Sharina Blaithe with every fiber of his being, 
as he had since he had first pulled her from the ocean of Loranno.   
 
 But reality returned, and he stepped back, once more in control of his senses…and his emotions.  
He knew he had made a previous decision, one he had made a long time ago.  There was no room in his 
life for a woman, any woman, and particularly not this woman.   Sharina Blaithe.   The only woman 
who had ever unwittingly distracted him from everything he had ever set his mind to do.  No, he told 
himself, forgetting what he had decided while aboard E'kata.  He knew he had to end this relationship 
and end it now.   
 
 With great inner strength, D’Jon’Ni made the most difficult decision of his life.  In a flash, he 
slowly and deliberately turned and walked away from Sharina, much to the consternation of both her 
and Rando, who stared after him in amazement.  Having sensed the powerful attraction between the 
two, Rando could not believe that Whitelaw had just committed the unpardonable sin.  Gaping between 
them, he refocused his attention on his sister, who looked as though she would collapse at any moment.  
Concerned for her, Rando hurried toward her with ashen face, throwing his arms out to catch her… just 
before she hit the ground. 



 
 
 
 
 

Chapter Thirty-Three 
 
 

  
 Dinner that night was a solemn event.  With Sharina indisposed, Rando had been forced to 
throw something together that would satisfy the other eighteen men now grouped haphazardly about 
the campfire.   
 
 Whitelaw often felt Rando’s eyes on him, but he felt he owed the man no explanation for his 
behavior.  He would be gone soon enough.  Still, guilt gnawed away at him for treating Sharina as he 
had, but to give in to his feelings would disrupt everything he had set out to do.  Sharina was a 
distraction he could not afford.  Space exploration was a dangerous undertaking, and he had no wish to 
place her in harm’s way.  Besides, he had enough to worry about, and he wondered even now who had 
been stowed away in the storage area of his ship. 
 
 There was little conversation that evening.  Everyone sensed something amiss as soon as 
Whitelaw appeared in the camp.  Sullen and withdrawn, he had little to say to anyone, although he did 
remember to thank his host and Rando for the meal.  Confused, Bardo refrained from questioning him, 
sensing there was more to the famous Whitelaw than anyone knew.   Brushing aside his behavior, he 
proceeded to make idle discussion with his sons, masking his disappointment at the quality of the meal 
he had anticipated.  When Whitelaw and his men quietly ate, then departed without further ado, every 
man present eyed them warily, wondering what was up. 
 
 “What’s going on?” brother Kain asked.  “He’s being kind of rude, isn’t he?” 
 
 No one knew, yet all eyes turned to Rando.  Aware that he spent a lot of time with Sharina and 
that she was not present for repast, all had an inkling that he must know what was going on. 
 
 “Are you going to tell us, Rando?” Arnon pressed.  “What’s up?” 
 
 Rando lowered his eyes guiltily, not certain how much he should share with his brothers.  He 
didn’t want to reveal Sharina’s secret, yet he had never seen such a hurt expression in her eyes as when 
Whitelaw had rebuffed her, not in all the scalons he had known her.  
  
 “Well?” the group demanded angrily, aware now that he knew something of the matter, just by 
his expression and hesitation. 
 
 “I’m sorry,” he said, “but I promised Sharina I would not say anything.” 
 
 “Fah!” was the chorus of replies to that response. 
 

“Damn it, Rando!” Geldon spat, tossing his plate noisily aside and rising to his feet to glare 
down at him.  “Tell us, or I’ll beat it out of you!” 

 



 Not intimidated, Rando lifted his gaze to stare at his older brother. 
 
 “No,” he said firmly.  “I made a promise, and I will not break it.” 
 

Before Geldon could react, Bardo intervened, standing quickly to lay a staying hand on him. 
 

 “Enough,” he said.  “Rando is right.  He cannot break a pact he made with your sister.  If she is 
harboring secrets about her relationship with Whitelaw, then it is up to her to share them, not Rando.” 
 
 “But S'lpa,” Geldon blurted, “her secret is ruining our relationship with him.  Can’t you 
 
see that?” 
 
 Bardo turned to peer out across the desert, at the retreating backs of Whitelaw and his men as 
they made to retire. 
 
 “He is a strange, yet gifted man,” Bardo began.  “I do not think that we would want him to 
change his behavior.  If our relationship is ruined, then it must be because of something we have done.  
If Sharina is to blame, that is her concern, not ours.”  He turned back to study his sons’ confused looks.  
“Just treat the man kindly and with respect.  I’m sure all will out in the end.  Just remain patient.” 
 

With that, Bardo returned to his seat and snatched up his plate.  “If Whitelaw wants us to 
understand more of this situation, I am certain he will tell us.  His reputation speaks for itself.” 

 
 As Sharina’s brothers contemplated their father’s wise words, they lapsed into silence, each 
feeling guilty over the judgmental thoughts they had entertained in their own minds about the famous 
Whitelaw. 
 

* * * * 
  
 “Got any more bright ideas?” So Jzan blasted at P’Lon Dentries.  They had been wandering in 
the desert for most of the night, unable to see much of anything.  If it hadn’t been for an overly bright 
moon, they wouldn’t have been able to get as far as they even had. 
 
 “Hey, we escaped from that fanged ship, didn’t we?  What in fi'ara were you expecting?” 
 
 “Well,” So sputtered, flailing his arms, “anything but this…endless…desert.” 
 
 “Just keep walking,” R’Gi ordered.  “If we stop now, we’ll never get through all this.  It’ll be 
scorching heat before you know it.  At least it’s cool enough now to travel.” 
 
 They lapsed into silence then, forcing their feet to move across the desert sands.  Open to the 
elements, there was little else they could do.  They were fortunate to have been able to bring along 
water and some necessary food items, which they each carried in a small sack about their shoulders.  
They could sustain themselves at least for a few solarities, they figured. 
 
 “Hey, look there!” So said, pointing eastward, toward a very large sand dune.  “Lights.”   
 



P’Lon and his son paused for a breather, looking in the direction So Jzan had indicated, both 
surprised to see a slow-moving canvas module moving toward them in the dark. 

 
 “Well, I’ll be,” P’Lon remarked in surprise. 
 
 “I’ll bet we can take that away from them,” So observed, casting his companions an amused 
look.  “If we formulate a quick plan.” 
 
 At this, R’Gi shot his father a look of eager anticipation. 
 
 “That’s a good idea, Father,” he said.  “How can we get those guys out of that vehicle, so we 
can steal it?” 
 
 P’Lon gave the matter some thought, then frowned.  “No, it won’t work.” 
 
 “What?” So shot back cryptically.  “Why won’t it work?” 
 
 Giving So Jzan a smirk of disgust, P’Lon explained. “If you recall, those modules left with four 
men in each.  We are not only outnumbered, gentlemen, but we no longer have any weaponry at our 
disposal.  I think we should hide and just let those men pass us.  Then, since we already have some 
supplies, we should just follow their tracks back in the direction they’ve only just come and see where 
they lead.  There is only one module, which makes me think the other is still out there somewhere.  
Perhaps if it is sitting alone, we can steal that one and drive away.” 
 

R’Gi gaped at his father’s intelligence, realizing how the man had taken Xanton Industries to 
such great heights of prosperity within the galaxy.  He nodded his approval of the idea. 

 
 “Makes sense, S'lpa,” he said. 
 
 “Then let’s hurry up and hide ourselves until that vehicle passes, since it seems to be heading 
this way.  I can only assume it is returning to the ship.” 
 
 The three then proceeded to hide behind some large brush, hoping that the module’s headlights 
would not flicker across them and reveal their presence. 
 

* * * * 
  
 Eight orons later the three escapees found themselves following the path of the huge bridge 
overhead and in sight of the Blaithe encampment.  Nearly out of supplies, they were growing fearful of 
dying in the desert before fulfilling their plans of revenge against Sharina Blaithe.  Until they spotted 
the many construction workers already working under the blazing Dothanian sun.  As they had hoped, 
they observed an empty canvas module sitting alone in the sand, a good distance from the main camp.  
Licking their dry, cracked lips happily, the three men slowly made their way in that direction. 
 

* * * *  
 

 “I’m sorry, but I have already notified the Kaanig’s men to come and get me,” Sharina told her 
father. 



 
“But why, Sharina?” he asked, trying hard to understand his daughter’s reason for leaving.  “I 

had almost convinced myself that you were going to stay with us.  Your skills are so badly needed 
here.” 

 
 “I…cannot say, S'lpa.  Just know that I truly need a life of my own.” 
 
 Bardo still did not understand her reasons for suddenly deciding to leave, but when he had seen 
her reaction to Whitelaw that morning, he knew that he must be part of the reason for her sudden 
decision.  She had shoved a plate of food into the explorer’s hand with cold indifference, then hurried 
away to stifle a sob so the others would not see.  Unfortunately, too many had witnessed the episode 
and were even now discussing Sharina’s behavior among themselves.   
 

Having observed the coldness between Sharina and their guest that morning, Rando was finding 
it increasingly difficult to maintain his loyalty to his sister.  He did not wish to betray her confidence, 
yet he felt he owed his family an explanation.  Still, he knew that if his brothers found out that 
Whitelaw had purposely hurt their sister, they would beat the pulp out of him, and that would not set 
well with any one of them later.  He also knew that if Kaanig Altair heard about it, he would come and 
arrest them all and probably terminate their lives.  No, Rando decided.  He could not let that happen, 
for all their sakes. 

 
As Rando and his brothers sat brooding over the morning’s episode during one of the work 

breaks, Bardo approached them and abruptly informed them of Sharina’s impending departure.  At the 
news, their heads dropped as the weight of losing her again fell upon them.  As gruff and hard and 
brawny as Sharina’s brothers were, they loved her with all of their hearts. 

 
 “When?” Rando asked.  “That is, how soon before her ship arrives?” 
 
 “Early nightfall,” Bardo said.  “The Altair has ships in the area, but it will take them several 
orons to get here.” 
 
 “So we can have one final meal with her at least,” Ebo remarked sadly, as if it was the worst 
thing on earth. 
 
 “Yes,” Bardo said.  “Though it might be best if you just let her leave without a lot of protest.  
She is still upset about something, and I don’t want her to feel any worse than she already does.” 
 
 With a quick glance at Rando, Geldon asked, “Have you figured out yet why she is feeling this 
way?” 
 
 Bardo frowned and stared at the ground a moment as he considered Sharina’s behavior around 
Whitelaw.  He knew something had happened between them, but it was none of his business to pry into 
it.  He, too, wished Rando would tell them, but he understood why he would not discuss it.  Rando was 
a responsible, sensible man, so there was no point in forcing the truth from him.  He knew his son 
would tell them if he could. 
  
 “No, Geldon.  I have my own ideas, but I’d rather not share them.” 
 



 “Let’s just overlook it, brothers,” Arnon said wisely.  “Let’s just make the most of the time we 
have left with her.” 
 

With that, the men rose up and returned to their work with glum expressions, each one wishing 
they could take away Sharina’s pain. 



 
 

 
 
 

Chapter Thirty-Four 
 
 

  
 D’Jon’Ni lay resting under a small tarp he had erected beside his tent.  One ankle was atop his 
knee, a muscular arm beneath his head.  It was bad enough he hadn’t slept all night as his conscience 
ate away at him.  Now he felt anger and disgust over the morning’s episode with Sharina.  Furious, he 
dropped his foot and gave the sand a vicious kick, spewing it into the wind, which blew it in all 
directions.  The next thing he knew, Bardo Blaithe was standing over him, scowling down at him with 
his hands on his hips. 
 
 “I don’t know what’s going on with you two,” the older man said sternly, shaking a finger at 
him, “but you’d better get your act together real soon.” 
 
 Knowing there was no reason to play dumb, D’Jon’Ni pushed himself up to a sitting position 
and wrapped an arm about his knee. 
 
 “Why are you telling me this?” he asked, underlying rage beneath his tone at the man’s 
audacity. 
 
 “Because, thanks to you, my daughter is leaving again!  That’s why!” 
 
 With that, the older man marched away in a huff, stirring up echoes of sand about his feet as he 
plodded away in his heavy Kendran work boots.  
 
 D’Jon’Ni thoughtfully considered him as he trundled away and sighed aloud at the trouble he 
had inadvertently brought the older man.  So far, Bardo Blaithe had given him every consideration and 
was willing to provide needed supplies without cost.  To dishonor the man by hurting his daughter was 
the last thing he had ever intended.  Still, he had made his decision and refused to yield.  Disgusted 
with his own behavior and choices, he rose wearily to his feet and brushed the sand from his clothes 
and hair, wondering what he should do to rectify the matter. 
 
 As he lifted a small keg of water to his lips for a drink, his mind returned to his memories of 
Sharina at D’joha Rha.  She had seemed happy there with him, despite the fact that she was korons 
under water, stuck in a strange world with a bunch of strangers.  That she had been forced to leave everything 
behind against her will, without protest, had sincerely amazed him and demonstrated to him more of her good character.  
Another woman might have complained and demanded he return her to the surface.  But not Sharina.  She seemed to have 
taken everything in stride, accepting her new lot in life without incident.  
 

His lips curled with a mind of their own as he remembered how much Sharina loved children.  
He remembered how she had reacted to little T’mi Humuri when she had knocked him down and then 
picked him up again.  She was so kind…and loving.  And so very beautiful.  Even now he could picture 
her the night he had seen her in the bake room, in her sheer nightgown.  She had a body that could 



shake the earth’s core, he thought, grinning at the thought of how she had felt in his arms when he had 
first kissed her, during the earthquake. 

 
As he considered his feelings even now, he ducked his head with regret.  Faith, what had he 

done?  He had rebuffed her over and over again, and still she loved him.  But what was he to do about 
it?     He…did…not…want…to…take…her…with…him!  Even though he loved her more than anything.  

 
Squatting suddenly with remorse, oblivious to everyone else around him, D’Jon’Ni covered his 

face with his hands as every ounce of pain he had caused Sharina washed over him in torrents of 
endless misery.  When had he grown so hard? he wondered.  When?  Vowing to protect Sharina, he had 
ended up hurting her in ways he had never intended.   
 

* * * * 
 
 “We’ll never get near that thing with Whitelaw’s guards hanging around,” R’Gi Dentries said as 
the three escapees observed D’Jon’Ni’s small camp site. 
 
 “You’re right, R’G,” his father agreed.  “We’re gonna need a distraction.  Something that will 
draw them away from the module.” 
 
 “If we wait awhile, perhaps…” 
 
 But no sooner had the words been spoken when the three men spied a familiar shape in the 
distance.  Even without field by'nons, they recognized the distinct form of Sharina Blaithe.  Shocked to 
find her there among a group of strange men, she was the last person they ever expected to see there. 
 
 “Her!” the three exclaimed simultaneously, pointing and laughing at their good fortune.   
 

“She’ll be our distraction,” P’Lon said, feeling ecstatic now, believing they could not only pull 
off theft of the canvas module but also get the revenge they were all seeking. 

 
 “How?” So wanted to know, peering more intently at Sharina’s beauteous form in the distance.  
She was standing outside her tent, tossing her long black hair about to allow the sultry wind to blow 
across the back of her neck.  Dressed in a short, sari-type outfit, her dark skin contrasted greatly with 
the bright whiteness of her clothes.  As they watched her, both So and R’Gi’s mouths dropped as 
sensual memories of Sharina filled their thoughts and tightened their loins. 
 
 “She’s got a bucket,” P’Lon noticed.  “See where she goes with it.  If she leaves the camp, then 
perhaps you two can sneak around and grab her.  But be careful you are not seen.  You need to keep her 
quiet until you’re a good distance away.  If she screams, she’ll attract the others.  Later, when everyone 
finds her missing and hopefully runs off in that direction looking for her, I’ll sneak into that module 
and drive away.”  The aging CEO peered about the desert area, noting the mounds of sand all about 
them, and the minimal vegetation.  “That ridge over there,” he pointed out.  “Meet me there.  You’ll 
need to find a way to silence that ta'qu and get her back to the ridge with you.  Once we get away in the 
module, we can do what we want with her.  I’d say by nightfall we should be able to sneak out of here 
unseen.” 
 

* * * * 
  



 Grinning at the excitement of a premeditated kidnapping thrilled So Jzan and R’Gi in ways they 
could not believe.  Their adrenaline began pumping at thought of what they would do with Sharina 
Blaithe once they had her in their clutches.  The woman was going to pay for everything she had put 
them through and done to them, and no one was going to stop them.  Not the men in the camp, not the 
guards, not Whitelaw, and sure as fi'ara, not the Kaanig Altair.  By the time anyone went looking for 
Sharina Blaithe, they planned to be long gone. 



 
 

 
 
 

Chapter Thirty-Five 
 
 

  
 “Where’s Sharina?” D’Jon’Ni asked Rando, who had just returned from the work site to begin 
meal preparation. 
 
 Rando gave the explorer a disgusted look, wondering why he suddenly wanted to see his sister, 
taking no care in disguising his true feelings as he studied the taller man. 
 
 “What do you care?” he said, in negative fashion.  “If it’s any business of yours, I think she’s 
cleaning up.  She likes to get the sweat off before she has to cook in this blasted heat.”   
 
 Sighing at this, D’Jon’Ni frowned and turned away, expecting as much from the man.  Standing 
beside one of the many catch-all camp trays, he lifted up a blueprint and began perusing it in a casual 
manner.  Rando eyed his back warily, curious as to why Whitelaw had suddenly decided to say 
anything to Sharina at all.  Now that she was leaving, perhaps he wanted to stomp on her heart one last 
time for good measure. 
 
 But D’Jon’Ni grew tired of waiting and moved down to observe the goings on in the work area.  
He wished there was something he could do to help, but he knew he would only be in the way even if 
he made an attempt.  Considering how he had treated Sharina, he doubted any of the men wanted him 
around anyways.  
  
 The supply transport was due to arrive the solarity after next, and he was finding it difficult, this 
waiting.  He was itching to return to his ship and proceed with his exploration.  He had mapped out the 
route to the new star system that Dammen had suggested he look into and was anxious to be about his 
business. 
 
 Glancing over at his own small encampment, he was pleased to see his own men still guarding 
the area.  Cambra Vernier’s men were a well-disciplined, efficient bunch, even in this fanged desert.  
He made a mental note to reward them in the future for having to endure such horrendous conditions 
with him. 
 
 Bored, D’Jon’Ni returned back to where Rando was now sitting, peeling what was left of some 
fresh vegetables.  Without asking permission, D’Jon’Ni sat down beside him, grabbed an extra knife, 
and began helping.  Shocked by this, Rando gaped at him, never expecting this high profile person to 
lower himself in such a manner.  Ignoring his expression, D’Jon’Ni remained silent as he went about 
his chore, hoping that Sharina would soon appear so he could talk to her.  This time, he was going to 
try and heal what he had hurt, even if she rebuffed him this time.  Looking over at her brother, he made 
a decision, one that shocked even him. 
 



 He began sharing with Rando exactly what the problem was between him and Sharina, and 
why.  As he spoke, Rando listened, his eyes growing wider and wider as his anger towards the famous 
Whitelaw dissipated and his low regard for him grew to a respect and admiration of great proportion. 
 

* * * * 
  
 Sharina was standing half-clothed behind a sand dune and some shallow vegetation when they 
grabbed her.  Fortunately, she had a damp towel draped over her naked breasts at the time, so she didn’t 
feel so exposed.  She had just been getting to her favorite part of her bath, when she would dump the 
remaining cool water over her head, but she never had the chance for that last final cool down.  With a 
shriek of fear and embarrassment, she found herself with a sweaty hand over her mouth, one about her 
waist and two more strong hands about her ankles as she was lifted up and carried off through the arid 
desert. 
 
 The men were clumsy in their efforts, and she did her best to make it difficult for them.  
Struggling, kicking, squealing, and trying to bite the hand on her face brought only angry grunts of pain 
from her kidnappers.   
 

* * * * 
  

 When So Jzan and R’Gi felt they had put a good distance between them and the camp, they 
paused with their bundle to rest a moment and get a better grip on her. 
 

When they dropped her in the hot sand, held her down, and peered into her face, Sharina’s eyes 
widened with terror.  It was like a bad nightmare, the sight of So Jzan Mée and R’Gi Dentries, out in 
the deserts of Dothan.  However did they find her? she wondered.  And what did they intend to do with 
her?  More frightened than she had ever been in her life, she panicked, squirming more than she did the 
first time, yet still clutching the towel to hide what she could. 

 
 “We’ve got to get her to the ridge as soon as we can,” R’Gi told his companion, producing 
several ropes and a rag from his pockets.  “Or we’ll both be tired out from struggling to keep her 
quiet.” 
 
 So grinned with that homely overbite of his, gazing down at Sharina in lustful fashion, sweat 
dotting his thin face.  He hadn’t bathed in some time, and the smell he evoked made Sharina nauseous, 
especially in the unbearable heat. 
 

“There’s ways to keep her quiet,” he told R’Gi, as they tied her hands and feet together, making 
sure her torso remained covered with the towel.  “We can come up with all sorts of ways.” 

 
 “Yeah, I’m sure,” R’Gi said, aware of So’s disgusting intents.  “But let’s keep it clean, shall 
we?  We need to get her to the ridge first so we can get far away from here.” 
 

* * * * 
  
 So merely grinned at R’Gi’s comment, knowing already what he intended to do to Sharina as 
soon as he had her alone.  Sharina was his woman, and he wasn’t about to let anybody else have her, 
not even Dentries. 



 
 Breathing heavily with the exertion of dragging Sharina already a good koron across the blazing 
sand, R’Gi gripped her ankles again, more firmly after having tied them together.  Peering over at So 
Jzan who seemed to enjoy having Sharina half-naked beneath his hand, he snarled at him. 
 
 “Grab her and let’s go,” R’Gi ordered.  “Hurry up!” 
  
 “Oh, all right,” So reluctantly agreed, now content since tying the rag over her mouth to prevent 
her from screaming and to help keep him from getting bit again.  Lifting her shoulders, he secured her 
against him, his arms about her waist so that her back was against him.  Still holding Sharina’s ankles, 
R’Gi led the way as the two made toward the ridge in the distance, both eager to get this part of their 
plan over with.  Hopefully, P’Lon Dentries was able to successfully carry out his part as well. 



 
 
 
 
 

Chapter Thirty-Six 
 

  
 
 When the Altair’s warriors arrived on Dothan to pick up their passenger that evening, it was to 
the sight of an angry mob crowded about the Blaithe encampment.  With shouts of anger, and fists 
raised high, a disturbance of some magnitude was boiling over when the ship landed, and a swarm of 
H’San warriors disembarked to surround and secure the area.  More enraged by this, the group made 
toward the door of the vessel, shocked by the appearance of Cambra Jeiel Vernier standing there.  By 
the expression on his face, it was clear he was not happy with the sight presented him. 
 
 Walking toward them, he made careful study of both the area and the wild group, as would any 
seasoned soldier.  At his arrival at the encampment, the curious group allowed him access.  They had 
no idea who he was, but they knew he was a man of some authority, considering his dress and his 
manner.   Proceeding toward the two men standing in the center of the camp, Jeiel’s eyes widened with 
recognition as they settled on the taller of the two. 
 
 “Whitelaw,” he said with some surprise.  “Why are you here?” 
 

“It’s a long story,” he replied. 
 
“One I have time for, I’m sure,” the Cambra announced. 
 
“May I be so bold as to ask why, in fact, you are here?  Are you to pick up Sharina Blaithe?” 
 

 Jeiel’s mouth became a thin line, and again he peered about at the motley group standing around 
him. 
 
 “Initially, yes,” he said, “but it seems we have a problem.” 
 
 “What kind of problem?” Bardo Blaithe demanded angrily, loudly, stepping out from beside 
D’Jon’Ni. “If you’re here to pick up my daughter, then I’m afraid you’ll have to wait until we find her.  
She has come up missing.” 
 
 At this news, Jeiel’s eyes widened with a mixture of shock and concern.  “I’m sorry,” he 
responded meaningfully. “I had no idea.”  Instantly, he bellowed a few orders over to his men, then 
turned to his d'lab'r to blast more into that as well. 
 
 “Just who are you, sir?” Bardo demanded.  “I am in charge of this operation, and I think it only 
fair that we are introduced.  I am Bardo Blaithe, Sharina’s father.  And these,” he continued in dramatic 
fashion, indicating several of the men standing around, “are her eight brothers.  The rest are men who 
are working for me on this project.”  He paused and glanced at D’Jon’Ni.  “I can see you already know 
this fellow.” 
 
 Jeiel paused, sighing.  It seemed he had more to contend with here than he had anticipated. 



 
Sensing something amiss in the cambra’s expression, Whitelaw took it upon himself to 

introduce him to the group.  At the introduction, a gasp of surprise tore through the camp.   All were 
familiar with the Altair’s right hand man.  Forgetting their initial unrest, the men stepped back in 
unison, wondering if the cambra was going to help them find Sharina or reprimand them for their 
rudeness towards him. 

 
 Jeiel focused on the two men before him. 
 
 “A word if you please, gentlemen.” 
 
 Nodding, they followed Jeiel back inside his ship, Kaljha'me.  Once in a secure room, he laid 
out the reason for his being there. 
 
 “I intercepted the call to come and pick up Sharina,” he told them.  “Initially, I was going to 
send the same men who had brought her here, but I was soon contacted thereafter by the Altair.”  
Frowning darkly at the news he had to share with Whitelaw, he hesitated a moment, carefully 
considering his next words.  Words he knew that both D’Jon’Ni and Bardo would not like to hear. 
 

“It appears that three men have escaped from the prison at Travaar.  It took us a while, but we 
finally discovered how they escaped the planet and where they might have gone.” 

 
Lifting his dark head, Jeiel peered intently into D’Jon’Ni’s eyes. 
 

 “Whitelaw, we believe they stowed away on your ship and that Sharina Blaithe is in grave 
danger.  If those men escaped from your vessel on this planet, then we have much to consider.” 
  

At this news, D’Jon’Ni fought to maintain his composure while Bardo, now noticeably upset, 
grew pale and tightened his grip on the chair he was sitting in, until his knuckles whitened. 

 
 “I learned only yesterday that some stowaways escaped my vessel and attacked my men while I 
was here, trying to procure supplies for the remainder of our voyage,” D’Jon’Ni explained.  “Our 
supplies were dwindling, and we couldn’t figure out why.”  He sighed and shook his head.  “I guess I 
know now why that happened and who took them.”  He shook his head.  “Three men, you say?” 
 
 “Yes,” Jeiel confirmed, his eyes firmly locked on Whitelaw now, as his friend came to 
understand the seriousness of their problem.  “P’lon Dentries and his son, R’Gi, and… So Jzan Mée.” 
 
 “Maka,” D’Jon’Ni whispered, dropping back further into his seat.  “So Jzan and R’Gi.  
Together?”  He couldn’t believe it.  The most dangerous men Sharina had ever encountered and they 
were here, on this planet…with her.  And faith, she was missing, never having come back from her 
bath, even though he and Rando had waited a good long while for her return.  Such was the reason for 
the angry demonstration Jeiel had encountered upon his arrival. 
 
 “D’Jon’Ni,” Jeiel said emphatically.  “We have to find them…and Sharina…before something 
bad happens.” 
 



 “I am well aware of what those three men are capable of,” he said, much to the further distress 
of Sharina’s father who gaped at him in consternation.  Rising, D’Jon’Ni took control of his emotions 
and returned Jeiel’s solemn look. 
 

“So, what do you want us to do, Ziros?”  



 
 

 
 
 

Chapter Thirty-Seven 
 
 

 
 R’Gi Dentries and So Jzan Mée found the elder Dentries waiting impatiently for them to arrive 
with their uncooperative guest.  He watched them stoically as they easily hoisted the squirming woman 
into the back of the canvas module before climbing inside.  They had tossed Sharina in the back like a 
sack of potatoes, where she landed with a painful thud on the matted flooring.  After the back door was 
slammed shut and the men took seats behind Dentries, she began to roll about uncomfortably as P’Lon 
stamped on the fuel pedal and hastily wielded the module across the sand slopes with a noticeable lack 
of skill.  The sand made the traction less than smooth beneath the specially designed treads of the 
module, mainly because of P’Lon’s inexperience.  
 
 “How long were you waiting for us?” R’Gi asked his father, trying to ignore the way the 
module was slipping and sliding across the terrain. 
 
 “Longer than I expected,” he said, “but at least no one noticed me stealing this thing.  Even 
Whitelaw’s men were down in the main area holding a discussion.”  He glanced back to the rear of the 
module, grinning and aiming his next comment at Sharina.  “It seems everybody’s a little bit upset 
about your kidnapping,” he told her in a loud voice, laughing.  “And oh, yeah, by the way, Sharina, an 
imperial vessel arrived, and nobody on it seemed to care that you were missing either.”  Although 
Sharina knew he was lying, the words sounded hurtful and cold, even to her.  The Kaanig’s men would 
definitely begin searching for her, she knew. 
 
 “How long do you think it will take them to notice the canvas module gone?” R’Gi said, 
peering back toward the camp.  “Do you think they’ll blame Sharina for it being missing?” 
 
 P’Lon and So both snorted at this.   
 
 “Who can say?” the CEO chortled.  “It doesn’t matter.  All that matters is us getting away.  We 
need to get across this blasted desert and find another vessel to steal so we an get off this friggin’ planet 
as quickly as possible.” 
 
 “So what are we going to do with her then?” So Jzan asked, throwing a thumb in Sharina’s 
direction.  “She’s only going to slow us down, you know.” 
 
 P’Lon rolled his eyes.  “So, just shut up.  When it’s time to kill her, I’ll let you know.  Right 
now, we need to put some distance between those fanged H’Sans and us.” 
 
 Understanding, So fell silent.  He didn’t really want Sharina dead.  He just wanted her all for 
himself.  Squinting back at her lying helpless in the growing darkness, he reached out to lay a consoling 
hand on her leg, but she quickly moved out of his reach, furious at what she had just heard. 
 

* * * *   



 
 It was as Sharina had feared.  The Dentries truly did want her dead and out of the way.  And So.  
Faith, she had no idea what that pervert had in mind, but she knew she wouldn’t like it. 
 
 Oh, D’Jon’Ni, she sobbed inwardly, growing more afraid than ever and trying bravely to hold 
back her tears.  Would that you at least cared enough to come and look for me, before it’s too late.  But 
she had no idea if he ever would.  Whitelaw had finally gotten through to her that he wanted nothing to 
do with her, so why would she think he would even bother taking the time to search for her this 
one…last…time? 
 

* * * * 
   
 “They couldn’t have gotten far,” Whitelaw said, peering through the choking darkness.  
Tonight, of all nights, there were no stars or moonlight to aid them in their search.   
 
 “I know,” Jeiel said.  “The problem is in trying to figure out in which direction they went.  It 
makes sense to assume they didn’t want to head back toward the direction of your ship, which leaves 
only every other direction for us to scour.” 
 
 D’Jon’Ni smiled at this small bit of humor, although it didn’t make any of them feel any better 
about Sharina’s disappearance. 
 

“I know she didn’t steal your machine,” Rando said.  “She fully intended to return for repast.  
She was supposed to help me prepare it, even if it was her last meal with us.” 

 
 Jeiel contemplated the two men, aware that Sharina had known someone was coming to pick 
her up.  It was clear she had not left on her own.  Where could someone go out in the middle of a desert 
anyways?  Shaking his head at the ridiculous similarities between his own life mate’s disappearance, as 
well as that of the Altair’s, he almost smirked at the memories.  It seemed that every powerful man in 
Valtor had to guard his mate in order to keep her safe from such treachery as this. 
 

  His own life mate, Jenny, had once been kidnapped by his head housekeeper, as well as by 
their sworn enemies, the Ajellorians.  Kaanig Altair’s mate, Cassia, had been kidnapped as well, by his 
own half-brother and his men.  Jeiel sighed tiredly.  Would this sort of thing never end? he wondered.  
It seemed he was always out looking for someone when all he wanted was to be home with Jenny and 
their newborn son. 
 

* * * * 
 
Whitelaw considered the handsome cambra, observing the play of emotions crossing his face as 

he pondered their next move.  He well understood how he must feel about this situation, but he doubted 
anyone could have prevented it.  However, had he been alerted to the escape of So Jzan and the 
Dentries beforehand, he might have searched his ship immediately instead of waiting. 

 
“It seems you’re always coming to my rescue,” D’Jon’Ni commented, studying the cambra’s 

reaction to his words. 
 



 Jeiel’s head snapped around but, instead of the reprimand D’Jon’Ni was sure he was going to 
give him, the cambra merely smiled, recalling all that Whitelaw had lost.  But then, Sharina had been 
safe in the Kaanig’s care, unlike now. 
 
 “We will find her,” Jeiel replied.  “Don’t worry.” 
 
 Nodding mutely, D’Jon’Ni lowered his head, unwilling to share with his friend how badly he 
had treated Sharina while on Dothan.  Guilt was evidenced in his solemn expression, but only Rando, 
observing the two leaders, recognized it for what it was. 
 
 Jeiel finally made a decision and laid out his orders for the large group of men standing about 
the camp, waiting for direction.  He doubled security about the camp before sending the majority of the 
workmen off in every direction.  All knew they were up against three dangerous men who would not 
hesitate to kill Sharina if they were too careless in their search, so they were armed and ready for 
anything. 
 
 “The four of you come with me,” Jeiel told Bardo, Arnon, Rando, and Whitelaw.  “I want you 
to go through some territorial maps with me, to see if we can pinpoint where they might be heading.  
Hopefully, they have a plan in mind and aren’t just driving around aimlessly.  It's too bad the wind had 
already blown away their tracks, or we would have saved some time.  How far’s the nearest village from here, 
Bardo?” 
 
 “Um, let’s see,” the older man began.  “I think that would be about a three solarities' drive from 
here, south by southeast, I believe.” 
 
 Jeiel snorted.  “Well, show it to me on a map.” 
 
 The group spent the next oron pouring over various locations as they hoped to out-think the 
three escapees.   Choosing three separate destinations where they thought they might have gone, Jeiel 
immediately rerouted his troops to those regions.  He made no changes for the workmen, just in case 
they were wrong and the fugitives circled back somehow. 
 
 “How long before their fuel runs out?” Jeiel asked Whitelaw.  “Do they have enough to make it 
to one of those villages?” 
 
 D’Jon’Ni thought about it and nodded, his lips pursed angrily.  “Yes,” he said, “if they go 
toward any of those villages.  If not, they could very well get stuck out in the desert somewhere.  I 
don’t believe there were enough supplies or water left in that module for four people to live on for 
more than a few solarities.” 
 
 Jeiel scowled at this and cast a worried glance at Sharina’s father, who lately didn’t have much 
to say.  His concern for his only daughter weighed heavily on him and, after learning more than he 
wanted to about the three kidnappers, he was even more afraid now for her safety and well being. 
 
 “We can try and locate them with my scanners,” Jeiel said, “but it might take awhile.  
Meanwhile, perhaps your men can ready some supplies for the others.  They’ll be needing them as soon 
as they return.  There’s no point in all of us going out there until we’re certain which way they’ve gone.  
My men will keep me informed of their progress.” 
 



 “Aye, Ziros,” D’Jon’Ni said, startling both Jeiel and Bardo with his next admission.  “But you 
do realize that I’m not one to just sit around and take orders when someone I care about is in danger?” 
 
 Jeiel gave Whitelaw a firm nod, staring at him in all seriousness. 
 
 “Yes, I do,” he said.  “However, I feel you will be more of a help to me if you stayed here and 
helped me oversee everything.  Once we pinpoint their location then, of course, nothing I can say will 
hold you here, am I right?” 
 
 The Blaithes were amazed at Whitelaw’s blatant display of disrespect toward the Kaanig’s own 
top man, but they were even more amazed by the cambra’s reply.  That Whitelaw was a close friend of 
Cambra Vernier was now clear to them since he was obviously willing to allow D’Jon’Ni his own way, 
despite the fact that he was in charge of the entire search-and-rescue operation. 
 
 “Gentlemen,” Whitelaw said, turning to the Blaithes.  “I’d say we have some work to do.” 
 
 Startled, not certain whom to obey now, the three Blaithes glanced at Jeiel, then slowly nodded 
and followed Whitelaw out the door.  This was an interesting turn of events, to be sure. 
 

* * * * 
 
 Once they had departed, Jeiel merely smiled to himself.  He had guaranteed the Kaanig that he 
would assist in Whitelaw’s emotional and mental recovery after the devastation of D’joha Rha, so 
allowing him his way as a leader was the best way he could think of to do that.  It was unfortunate he 
couldn’t explain that to Sharina’s family.  For now, he had to let them believe that both he and 
Whitelaw were in charge, not just him, although he knew that D’Jon’Ni would never overstep his 
bounds, unless the need arose.  One thing was for certain though.  Jeiel had no intention of letting that 
happen.  Not ever.  



 
 

 
 
 

Chapter Thirty-Eight 
 
 

 
 The large sun hanging over Dothan had taken its toll on the four passengers inside the small 
canvas module.  Having run out of fuel an oron ago, they were stranded and very low on supplies.  The 
desert heat was stifling, and there seemed to be korons to go before any sign of civilization appeared in 
the distance. 
 
 Sharina, still tied up in the back of the vehicle, was barely conscious when the men finally drew 
her from it to stand her up.  R’Gi was quick to remove her bindings and give her some water.  Gripping 
the container with both hands, she was quick to guzzle as much of it as she could to quench her thirst. 
   
 “We need to proceed on foot,” P’Lon was saying.  “We’ll head south, just to be on the safe side.  
Hard to say where those fanged H’Sans are by now.” 
 
 “We only have a few provisions left,” R’Gi told him.  “What happens if we run out?” 
 
 P’Lon guzzled water from his own container, then ran the back of his hand across his mouth 
and stared at him. 
 
 “We’ll have to lighten our load,” he said with emphasis, making his meaning clear.  Both R’Gi 
and So Jzan started at that, knowing P’Lon meant to kill Sharina, after all.   
 
 “Oh, no,” So responded.  “You’re not going to harm my woman.” 
 
 R’Gi turned to gape at the man.  “Your woman, So?  How do you figure?” 
 
 “I laid claim to her the moment I saw her,” he said.  “And considering the way she was 
checking me out then, I know she likes the idea.” 
 
 Both Dentries snorted at this.  “She was probably unable to believe her eyes, So,” R’Gi said, 
snatching away the container from Sharina so she wouldn’t drown herself.  “You’re so damned ugly, I 
doubt any woman would want you.” 
 
 At this, even Sharina had to laugh.  Not put off, So remained firm in his belief that she still 
wanted him. 
 
 “Beauty is in the eye of the beholder, R’G,” he said.  “You’re just jealous 'cause it isn’t you 
she’s interested in.” 
 
 “You’re deranged,” R’Gi said, aghast.  As if to protect Sharina from the pervert, he took her 
arm and dragged her away from him. 
 



 “Come on, fellas,” P’Lon said, ignoring their ridiculous tiff, “we’re losing daylight.” 
 
 R’Gi made Sharina wait while he emptied the module of any necessary items they might need 
for their hike.  Stuffing a light stick, a few laser pistols, some mylar sheets, rope, and food items into 
any available packs, he then slammed the door shut and secured the rest of the vehicle. 
 
 He gave Sharina a once over. 
 
 “If you need to attend to any personal needs, then I suggest you do it now.  Once we start 
walking, we aren’t stopping for anything.  We need to cover as much distance as we can while the 
sun’s still out.” 
 
 “I’ll take her,” So said, clamping his hand about Sharina’s arm and leading her to the other side 
of the module.  Still clutching her towel about her chest, Sharina stumbled along with him, wondering 
at his real intentions. 
 
   Some tall brush on that side gave her some small bit of privacy, but at least So had the decency 
not to watch.  He went to the front to see to his own needs. 
 
 An oron later, the four were traipsing through korons of burning sand.  Sharina had torn her 
bath towel into pieces so she could tie them about her bare feet, since she had left her own Kendran 
boots back at the camp.  Never imagining a short bath before dinner would come to this, she was in no 
way prepared to hike across the desert in a short sari-type dress, barefooted.  Fortunately, she had been 
able to remove the now stiff, dry bathing towel so she could yank the dress back up to cover her breasts 
when no one was watching. 
 
 “I liked the towel,” So said, watching her rip it so she could cover her feet.  “But I like the way 
your nipples press through your dress even better.”   At this, her head came up to gape at him, 
shuddering inwardly at the look of lust on So’s face. 
 
 “Keep on dreaming,” R’Gi said, having overheard his comment.  He gave the man a furious 
shove, then helped Sharina to her feet.  “Ready?” 
 
 “Y-yes,” she said, not in the least looking forward to the rest of her solarity in the desert heat 
with these men. 
 
 Taking her arm, R’Gi led her away.  Both knew there was nowhere she could run to, so he 
didn’t bother to retie her.  Besides, it was easier if she could walk on her own.   
 
 A few orons later, the group stopped for a breather. 
 
 “Any water left, son?” P’Lon wanted to know.  He grimaced at his own empty container, then 
tossed it aside to peer hopefully in his direction. 
 
 “Just a little, but I was going to give that to Sharina,” R’Gi said. 
 
 “What?  No way in fi'ara,” his father sputtered.  Moving toward him, he grabbed the container 
and guzzled its remnants himself.  
 



 “Maka,” R’Gi scolded.  “What about Sharina?” 
 
 “Who cares?  We all knew she wouldn’t survive this anyways.”  With that, P’Lon turned and 
walked away.  “Come on.  The sun is going down soon.” 
 

* * * *  
  
 Sharina gaped at the man, actually chilled by his coldness toward her.    Her thirst was 
overwhelming, and P’Lon Dentries had just sealed her fate.   Staring around at the three men in dismay, 
she couldn’t believe they would just let her die like this. 
 
 “Sorry, Shar,” So managed.  “That’s just the way things are, I’m afraid.” 
 
 A sob escaped her then, as she watched him exchange frowns with R’Gi and shake his head.  
Both walked past her to follow their egotistical leader. 
 
 Sweet Source, she thought, too parched to even squeeze out a few tears.  Frantically looking 
around her, she realized the fruitlessness of her predicament.  Nothing but sand and sun, for korons and 
korons and korons.  No sign of a rescue team.  No sign of anyone.  Her shoulders drooped as she 
mustered up enough courage and strength to continue walking across the burning sand.  Oh, D’Jon’Ni, 
she sighed hopelessly, wondering if he had ever actually loved her at all.  
 
  
  
  
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

 
 
 

Chapter Thirty-Nine 
 
 
 

 It was around three in the morning when the H’San found the abandoned canvas module.  They 
immediately notified their superior before continuing in the direction they believed the Dentries and So 
Jzan had gone.  Strips of discarded toweling from Sharina’s bath gave evidence that she was with the 
men, which gave them all hope of still finding her alive. 
 
 “Their supplies have diminished considerably, Cambra,” one man said over his d’lab'r device.  
“They can’t survive much longer.  We’re proceeding with all due haste toward Havenal.” 
 
 “Good,”  Jeiel informed him, pinpointing the small village on a map on his desk.  “We’ll send 
reinforcements to that location.  Hopefully, we’ll be able to head them off.  Remember, the girl must be 
safeguarded.  Try and take the others alive, if you can.  Otherwise, shoot to kill.” 
 
 “Aye, Cambra.  Understood.” 
 
 As the transmission ended, Jeiel raised worried eyes to  D’Jon’Ni’s.  “Don’t worry.  We’ll have 
her soon.” 
 
 “In that case, I’ll be on my way,” Whitelaw said, shocking the cambra.  “I’ve wasted too much 
time here and need to get the supplies back to my ship.  I’ve made the transport men wait too long 
already.” 
 
 “Surely you are joking,” Jeiel said, sitting back in his chair. 
 
 “I’m not,” D’Jon’Ni said.  “There is really nothing more I can do.  You seem to have matters 
well in hand.”  He rose with finality, staring down at the cambra.  “I’ll not challenge you in this, 
Cambra.  You are more than capable of disposing of these evil men and bringing Sharina back.” 
 
 “Yes, I am,” Jeiel said, also rising, but with an underlying fury in his tone.  “But I thought you 
cared for Sharina.  You would just up and leave?  Just like that?” 
 
 “I care for her, Jeiel,” he admitted.  “But I’ve made no commitment to her.  I made the decision 
awhile ago to stop our relationship before we became too involved.  There is no place for a woman in 
an explorer’s life.  She would only come to hate me after scalons of space travel, without putting down 
roots or establishing a family.  With D’joha Rha gone, I have no alternative but to go about my own 
business.” 
 
 “You care so little for her that you would not ask her opinion on the matter?” 
 
 “Why bother?” D’Jon’Ni said.  “Once I’ve made up my mind, then that’s all there is to it.” 
 



 Jeiel snorted and shook his head.  “I can’t believe what I’m hearing.  So the famous Whitelaw 
really does have a few flaws.” 
 
 At this, D’Jon’Ni’s eyes narrowed as he considered this. “I never claimed to be perfect, Jeiel.  
What everyone else believes of me came from their own minds.”  With that, he turned and departed, 
leaving an angry Azorian in his wake. 
 
 It didn’t take Jeiel long to notify the Altair of this latest occurrence. 
 

* * * * 
 

“Look there!” So shouted, pointing ahead.  “Buildings!  We’ve finally made it!” 
 
“Now hold on,” P’Lon rasped tiredly as he came alongside him to check it out.  He was wiping 

the sweat from the back of his neck with a rag.  “We can’t just go wandering into that place.  The 
H’San could be there already, if they managed to figure out our destination.”  R’Gi joined them and 
also considered the situation.   

 
“You’re right, S'lpa,” he said in agreement.  “We need to check things out before making our 

presence there known.  And I, for one, am looking forward to finding a nice cold drink somewhere.” 
 
“Couldn’t agree with you more, son.  So why don’t you sneak over there and check the place 

out.” 
 
R’Gi glanced back, not seeing Sharina anywhere in sight.  Shrugging at the loss, he made the 

decision to visit the small village they had been fortunate enough to stumble upon. 
 
“All right.  I’ll do it,” he said, opening his pack to remove one of the pistols.  He handed the bag 

to P’Lon.  “I’ll signal you if it’s okay to proceed.” 
 
“Good man,” P’Lon said.  “But don’t be too long. I’m about ready to collapse myself.” 
 
R’Gi nodded and continued on.  So, meanwhile, was also concerned about Sharina.  He turned 

to peer behind him.   
 
“I think we lost Sharina,” he said, squinting into the sunlight.  “I never got to have her like I 

wanted.”  He turned to P’Lon in a huff.  “And it’s all your fault,” he said.  “If you hadn’t been such a 
pig with the water, she might have been able to make it this far.” 

 
“Oh, shut up, you lout,” P’Lon snarled.  “We’re lucky any of us made it this far.” 
 
“Yeah, but she was so...beautiful.  Such a waste.” 
 
“Now don’t go spouting any of that damned drivel you call poetry!” 
 
P’Lon had had it with the homely man from D’joha Rha.  Dropping the pack, he moved to grab 

So by the shirt and shook him. 
 
“Just be quiet, So!  You’re harping about some fanged woman who didn’t even like you.  Are 

you that stupid, to think that she really wanted you?” 



 
So stared mutely at the man, considering his words.  “Many people like my poetry,” he said.  

“Said I have real talent.” 
 
P’Lon laughed.  “Well then, they’re as deranged as you are, my friend, if you think so.”  He 

stepped away and turned to keep an eye out for R’Gi, who had disappeared between two of the wooden 
buildings in the distance. 

 
But P’Lon Dentries was never to know what happened after that.   
 
While his back was turned, So Jzan snatched up the other laser pistol that had fallen from 

R’Gi’s pack, taken aim, and fired it at him, at point-blank range.  
 
“Yeah, I may be deranged,” he said, shaking the pistol at his lifeless form.  “But I write awfully 

good poetry.”   
 
He stared down at him a moment, cast a look back to see if Sharina had by some miracle 

managed to make it, then turned and headed toward the village.  The pistol was still clutched in his 
hand with menacing intent. 



 
 
 
 
 

Chapter Forty 
 
 
 

Sharina awoke to find herself aboard an imperial vessel.  Her skin was hot and blistered, and 
she felt a cooling mist flowing up and down her body at regular intervals.  That she was still alive was 
amazing, yet all she could think about was D’Jon’Ni Whitelaw, even then. 

 
“Sharina,” came a familiar male voice.  “How are you feeling?”  Slowly, she opened her 

blistered eyelids and peered over at the handsome face of Cambra Vernier. 
 
“You...You rescued me?” she said in disbelief. 
 
“Yes,” he said, smiling and gently squeezing her hand.  “And you’re going to be fine.” 
 
“I’m so tired...and sore.  Oh,” she groaned.  “And nauseous.” 
 
“You were dehydrated and badly sunburned,” he told her.  “But you’ll recover eventually.  You 

just need to rest awhile.  It’ll be several vestas before you’re back to normal.” 
 
She attempted to sit up, wincing in pain at her sunburned skin.  “And Whitelaw?  Where is he?” 

she asked, anxiously glancing about the room. 
 
He sighed them, having expected this question. “I’m afraid he’s gone, Sharina.  He had pressing 

business.” 
 
“Business?” she repeated in disbelief.  “You mean, he didn’t help find me?” 
 
“He did.  For awhile.  But then he had to leave.” 
 
She lay back with resignation, unable to believe her ears.  “He left me?” she said.  “Just like 

that?” 
 
“Yes, I’m afraid so,” the cambra replied, his tone cautious as he tried to be honest with her 

about D’Jon’Ni’s reasons for leaving before she was found and brought to safety. 
 
“And what about the others?  Did they make it?” 
 
Jeiel was surprised by her concern over the fate of her kidnappers. 
 
“Uh, no,” he told her.  “All are dead.” 
 
“So, too?” she asked. 
 



“Yes.  But they didn’t die from thirst or exposure.  So appears to have killed both Dentries.  
And he, in turn, was killed by one of my men in self-defense.”   

 
Her eyes widened at this news.  “Oh,” was all she could say. 
 
“I need you to rest now,” he said, motioning her physician over.   “You’ve been through another 

traumatic experience, and I don’t want you up and about for awhile yet.  I’ll notify your family that 
you’re awake and will have them brought aboard to see you.” 

 
“A-All right,” she murmured, her tone flat.  
  
As Jeiel departed the room, he turned with concern to consider her lackluster expression.  It 

didn’t take a magician to know that her thoughts were on Whitelaw and nothing else. 
 

* * * * 
 
Kaanig Altair sat in front of his intragalactic monitor, his miÆ, at Travaar, exchanging stoic 

expressions with Cambra Vernier.  Jeiel was sitting in his own personal quarters aboard Kaljha'me.  
Each was disturbed by Whitelaw’s callous treatment of Sharina Blaithe and was pondering the 
situation. 

 
“Whitelaw has had no contact with you on the matter since his departure?” the Altair said, 

frowning. 
 
“No, Ziros.  He loaded up his ship and took off.  No one has heard from him.  But he had made 

it quite clear to me that he had broken off the relationship with Sharina before anything ever came of 
it.” 

 
“Yet he admitted to caring for her?” 
 
“Yes.” 
 
Dammen sighed and sat back in his seat, tapping his fingers on the desk he was sitting at. 
 
“Then I suppose it is up to us to rectify things between them.” 
 
Jeiel lifted dark eyes to his, perking up.  “What do you have in mind?” 
 
“Do we still have those wide bracelets from the Nefana system?” he asked.  “You know, the 

ones that cannot be removed except by my hand?” 
 
Jeiel thought a moment and nodded.  “I locked them away scalons ago, but they are easily 

accessible, Ziros.” 
 
“Good.  Then this is what I want you to do, Jeiel.”   
 
As the Altair spoke, Jeiel’s lips curled into a knowing grin. 
 
He soon nodded his understanding, still smiling at what the Altair had just ordered him to do. 
 
“It will be as you say, Ziros.  By your command.” 



 
“Good.  Make it so.” 



 
 

 
 
 

Chapter Forty-One 
 
 
 

D’Jon’Ni Whitelaw sat glumly gazing at the universe flowing past on the large view screen, on 
the bridge of E'kata.  Lost in thought, it was several moments before he acknowledged his 
communications officer speaking to him. 

 
“Yes, what is it!” he snapped angrily, whipping his seat around to glare at the man. 
 
“Commander, the uh, the Altair has sent a message.  We are to be intercepted by one of the 

imperial vessels in exactly three orons.  He informs us that he is sending a package aboard.  He made it 
clear that we are to accept it with no questions asked and keep it aboard until he contacts you.” 

 
“Is that all?” D’Jon’Ni asked. 
 
“Yes, Ziros.” 
 
“He gave no further details on what this package contains?” 
 
“No, Ziros.” 
 
“Slow to warp one,” he ordered his man at the helm.  “It seems we need to coast awhile, until 

the other ship intercepts us.” 
 
“Aye, Ziros.” 
 
Angry at this turn of events, D’Jon’Ni rose from his seat with another snarl on his lips. 
 
“I’ll be in my quarters,” he informed the crew.  “Basic maneuvers until that blasted ship arrives.  

Alert me when it does, and I’ll see to it.” 
 
“Aye, Ziros,” the crew said, nodding their understanding of his instructions. 
 
When he reached his quarters on a lower deck, D’Jon’Ni made for the beverage cabinet and 

hurriedly poured himself a full glass of sharlok.  Swirling it around a moment, he then chugged the 
entire drink in one swig.  Feeling out-of-sorts, he then set the glass aside.  Moving to his bunk, he fell 
back on it and threw an arm over his face, sighing. 

 
Maka, he cursed silently.  Why did leaving Sharina behind affect him so?  Even now he 

couldn’t keep his mind off of her.   
 

* * * * 
 



It was the buzz of his bedside monitor that woke him.  Startled, D’Jon’Ni quickly sat up to hit 
the receive button. 

 
“Ziros,” came the message he had been awaiting.  “The imperial ship has arrived and is sitting 

off the port bow.” 
 
“All right then.  Have the package transferred to the portal.  I’ll take it from there.” 
 
“Yes, Commander.” 
 
D’Jon’Ni arrived at the portal five micron later, shocked at sight of the package the Altair had 

had delivered to his ship.   
 
“Sharina!” he said, gaping at her in surprise.  “What are you doing here?” 
 
Embarrassed, Sharina shrugged noncommittally.  “I guess...I’m...the...package,” she said.  Not 

waiting for a response, she stepped from the portal and set her small travel case on the floor. 
 
D’Jon’Ni was filled with a mixture of emotions.  Rage at the Altair for pulling this trick on him, 

relief at finding her alive, happiness that she was there, on his ship. 
 
He moved toward her, not sure how to react. 
 
“I’m sorry,” Sharina said.  “I had no choice in the matter.  Kaanig Altair never told me where I 

was going.  He just said he had a new position for me.”  A nervous sob escaped her as she watched the 
emotions flicker across his face.  “I had no idea...that is...Had I known, I never would have...” 

 
But she couldn’t finish.  Biting her lips in consternation, she ducked her head, trying to control 

her own emotional response at seeing him again.  But it was terror that filled her heart as she stood 
before him.  She knew Whitelaw wanted nothing to do with her.  Yet here she was, by order of the 
Altair.  What else could she have done? 

 
D’Jon’Ni studied her bent head a moment before slowly moving to take her bag.  “Come,” he 

said at last, putting a gentle hand to her back.  “First, let’s get you settled.”  Once in the corridor, he 
paused to relay some orders into the com device on the wall.  “Tell them the package has arrived 
without incident, and that I’ve taken responsibility for it.” 

 
With that, he led Sharina down the corridor and into a turbo-unit.  When the door opened, he 

then took her to an available suite, one deck below his.  “These will be your quarters until further 
notice,” he told her, laying her case on the bunk.  “You may rest here until I decide what position it is 
you are supposed to fill.  And keep your calendar open.  You’ll be dining with me this evening.” 

 
“All right,” she said, keeping her head bowed.  Brushing past him and into the suite, she stood 

with her back to him until he closed the door and departed.  Then, breathing a sigh of relief, she 
collapsed onto the bunk to count the micron until evening repast, which was still several orons away. 

 
* * * * 

 



 D’Jon’Ni stared at the closed door with apprehension, uncertain as to the handling of Sharina 
Blaithe.  He didn’t know whether to curse the Kaanig for putting him in this position or send him a case 
of T’lia Sh’kur as a token of appreciation. 
 
 Maka, he swore, turning away and heading back to the bridge.  With Sharina aboard, there was 
certainly no way to avoid her now.  And even if he did, he knew the Altair would not like it.  Clearly, 
he had sent Sharina for a reason, so it was probably up to him to figure out exactly what that reason 
was.  That Sharina was as much in the dark as he was seemed apparent.  So now, how was he to handle 
the situation?  His first thought upon seeing Sharina had been to grab her and kiss the daylights out of 
her, but he had quickly squashed that.  Yet already he could feel himself weakening at the idea.  
  
 When he entered the turbo-unit, he immediately closed the door and leaned back against the 
wall.  Closing his eyes, he felt the heat of desire flaming through him as he considered Sharina, now so 
close at hand.  But when the door reopened and he stepped onto the bridge, he took control of himself 
and returned to his piloting seat.  At least he felt better than he had several orons ago, before Sharina’s 
arrival.  With her now aboard, he didn’t have to worry over her anymore.  Sighing, he collapsed into 
his seat and ordered the ship to maximum warp.  With a new course laid in, at least now he could 
venture deeper into space without thinking about anything he had left behind.  With Sharina now 
aboard, he felt at peace again.  



 
 
  
 
 

Chapter Forty-Two 
 
 

 
 Sharina remained sitting on the bunk long after D’Jon’Ni had gone.  Every ounce of her was 
still trembling at having been in such close proximity with him.  
  
 Dash it all, she cursed silently, running a frazzled hand through her hair.  Even now she wanted 
him.  She had hoped that her feelings were but a passing fancy.  With the destruction of D’joha Rha, 
she had hoped her love for D’Jon’Ni had gone, too, thinking it all in her imagination.  She had 
considered that maybe her feelings were part of the excitement of actually being in the legendary city, 
with a legendary explorer.  She thought perhaps she had nursed her emotions into making her believe 
she loved Whitelaw.  But it wasn’t until she had stepped aboard E'kata and saw him again that she 
realized her feelings were genuine...and passionate...and strong.  She knew now she loved Whitelaw 
with every fiber of her being, whether she wanted to admit it or not. 
 
 Frustrated and confused, she stood up and wiped away a few tears.  Pacing, she felt alone and 
out-of-sorts.  She missed her family and realized they probably had no idea where she had gone.  
Although she had spent a few micron with them, after she had awakened aboard Kaljha'me, she had 
been shipped back to Travaar so suddenly after that, that she never even had a chance to bid them 
farewell. 
  
 She stopped in front of the mirror to look at herself.   
 
 Her complexion was now more darkly tanned due to the desert suns of Dothan.   But 
fortunately, there were no scars from the blistering burn she had suffered.  She still had dark shadows 
under her eyes, caused mainly by her restless nights.  Since learning that Whitelaw had left her to the 
three villains on Dothan.  He had hurt her deeply.  She had thought that perhaps D’Jon’Ni loved her 
enough to at least find her before leaving the planet, but he had left instead. 
 
 She placed a hand to the dresser, attached to the wall, then ran an exploratory hand over it.  She 
hadn’t brought much with her.  She had no idea where she was going, figuring she could always 
purchase more items along the way.  She had never counted on being sent to an exploration vessel.  
Who was to know when she would ever be able to purchase anything, unless there was a ship store on 
board?  She had to remember to ask D’Jon’Ni about it when she saw him later.   
 
 She moved away to open her small travel case.  Inside were a vesta’s worth of dresses, a 
nightie, some underthings, and her holy book.  She had also brought a few pairs of leggings and 
blouses, such as she wore belted now about her waist.  She had packed a dainty pair of shoes, figuring 
the boots she was wearing would never fit in the bag. 
 
 The only other thing she now possessed was the strange gold cusp on her left wrist.  When she 
had awakened one day on Cambra Vernier’s vessel, she had noticed it.  It was wide and shiny, but she 
had been unable to remove it.  When she questioned Jeiel about it later, he informed her it was a gift 



from the Altair.  That settled, he had ignored her puzzled expression and wandered off.  So, shrugging, 
she had resigned herself to wearing it until a way could be found to remove it.  But why the Altair had 
given her such a valuable piece was beyond her.  Although it was a pretty ornament. 
 
 To kill time, she proceeded to place her clothing in the drawers, in organized fashion.  She set 
the case aside, then lay on the bed with her holy book, intending to read it awhile.  At some point she 
must have dozed off.  The next thing she knew, her door com was buzzing.   
 
 “Um, just a moment,” she said, hurriedly rising to wipe the sleep from her eyes.  When she 
opened the door, she started at sight of the large warrior standing there.   “Yes?” 
 
 “Pardon the intrusion, pa’atay,” he said.   “I am to escort you to Whitelaw’s quarters for repast.” 
 
 “Um, o-okay,” she said.  “Please...just give me a moment, will you?” 
 
 “As you wish,” the man said, stepping back so she could close the door. 
 
 Then she quickly hurried to throw some water on her face, check her breath, and run a brush 
through her hair.  When she felt more presentable, she joined the escort, who guided her into the turbo-
unit and to the deck one level above hers.   
 
 “This way,” he told her, allowing her to step ahead of him from the unit.  A short walk down the 
corridor soon had them stopping before one of the many doors there.  “These are Whitelaw’s quarters, 
pa'atay.”  He sounded the door com and waited for his commander’s directive before stepping into the 
room.  “Pa’atay Blaithe, Ziros.” 
 
 “Thank you, Sh’Mon,” D’Jon’Ni said.  “You may go.” 
 
 “Ziros,” the man said, bowing respectfully before departing. 
 
 “You may come in, Sharina.  I won’t bite.” 
 
 Nervous, she took a cautious step into the room, growing more unsettled when the door whisked 
shut behind her, leaving her completely alone with the man she loved. 
 
 “This is a...very nice...ship,” she commented.  
 
  D’Jon’Ni snorted.  “Interesting observation, considering how little you’ve seen of it.” 
 
 She ducked her head, feeling foolish.  “I know.  It was lame.” 
 
 “No no,” he was quick to respond.  “It is a nice ship.  A very nice ship.” 
 
 He moved across the room and handed her a drink.  “Here,” he said.  “Perhaps this will calm 
your nerves.” 
 
 She accepted it gratefully, although her hand was shaking.  Faith, how was she ever going to 
make it through dinner?  Her insides were churning so ferociously she didn’t know how she’d keep 
anything down.  



  
 “Please.  Sit here,” he directed, leading her to a table filled with all sorts of delicacies and fruits.  
She was relieved when he then moved to the opposite end to take his own seat. 
 
 “Everything looks wonderful,” she said.   
 
 “I have been blessed with an exceptional chef.  You’ll have to thank Dammen for that.” 
 
 “Why the uniform?” she asked, eyeing him quizzically in the exceptional outfit.  Deep blue 
velvet, with a black undershirt and red sash at his waist, black leggings and boots set his dark skin and 
long black hair off to perfection.  Faith, he was so attractive, she could barely take her eyes from him. 
 
 He smiled as her eyes roamed over him in admiration.  “I seldom get to entertain, so I felt this a 
good choice.  I am very honored to have the privilege of dining with such a beautiful woman.” 
 
 Her ears perked up at this.  “Why...th-thank you,” she said, suddenly feeling the need to toss the 
rest of her drink down her throat. 
 
 Again he smiled, this time at her reaction.  “I trust your afternoon wasn’t too boring.” 
 
 “Um, n-no,” she stammered again.  “I read awhile, then took a nap.” 
 
 He nodded, considering the shadows under her eyes.  “You skin has darkened considerably,” he 
said.  “Were you in the desert long?” 
 
 Her head came up sharply at this.  She had wondered how long it would take him to bring up 
the matter of her abduction. 
 
 “Long enough,” she said matter-of-factly.  “Had you looked for me, perhaps I would have been 
found sooner.” 
 
 His eyes narrowed.  He had opened a door he knew might lead to a sparring episode. 
 
 “Cambra Vernier was more than capable of finding you, Sharina.  I was only in the way.” 
 
 She pursed her lips angrily.  “So he told you to leave?  Before I was found?” 
 
 “No,”  he admitted, setting his drink down to look at her.  “That was my own decision.  I had to 
load the supplies your father had graciously provided me.  The transport unit had already waited two 
solarities for me to give them the order.  They never intended to stay even one solarity.” 
 
 “So your supplies were more important than me,” she said, meeting his gaze by way of 
challenge. 
 
 He hesitated a moment.  Then he rose to pour himself another drink.  He brought the bottle over 
and refilled hers as well.  Setting it aside, he peered down at her. 
 
 “No one is as important to me as you are, Sharina,” he said.  “But I made a decision.  A long 
time ago.” 



 
 “Oh, and what decision was that?” she demanded, snatching up her goblet and gulping it down 
with blatant disregard for the consequences of drinking too much too quickly.  
  
 Furious, he snatched it from her hand and set it down on the table. 
 
 “Sharina,” he began, his black eyes worriedly searching her face.  “I am an explorer.  I spend 
scalons in space.  I made the decision to never marry or have a family.  I could never be good at being a 
life mate or a father because I would never be around when I am needed.  It just seems...easier...if I 
remain alone and...free...of family responsibilities.” 
 
 So now the truth was out, and all Sharina could do was stare down at her empty plate, as misery 
washed over her in torrents.  Even if he loved her, he had no intention of joining with her, of having 
children with her. 
 
 “Sharina,” he continued, feeling like the biggest ass in the galaxy.  “I’m sorry.   Please,” he 
began, reaching for her hand.  “Don’t be--” 
 
 But she didn’t want to hear any more.  She pulled her hand from his reach and hastily stood up. 
 
 “I think I’ve...heard enough,” she said, moving to the door.  “I...If you’ll excuse me, I don’t 
think I’m very hungry.”  With that, she fled back to her room, ignoring him. 
 
 “Sharina!” 
 
 But she was gone.  And Whitelaw had no clue what to do.  He knew he had committed the 
ultimate faux pas and was kicking himself for it. 



 
 
 

 
 

Chapter Forty-Three 
 
 

 
 Sharina was devastated by what D’Jon’Ni had shared with her.  She remembered Raima telling 
her the same thing when she had first arrived in D’joha Rha.   But she figured that D’Jon’Ni might 
actually reconsider his decision at some point.  He had made it so many scalons ago that she didn’t 
think it would possibly matter now, especially after he had declared his love for her.  But he was 
fighting it.  She could tell he was fighting it.  As he had that day in the garden at Travaar.  He had 
kissed her so wonderfully and then...just left.  It certainly explained why he had launched E'kata 
without saying goodbye.  He had shown her over and over that he wanted her out of his life, no matter 
how he felt about her.  And that is what hurt the most.  She didn’t think she would ever love anyone as 
she loved Whitelaw.  Not ever. 
 
 She cried for orons after returning to her suite.  She had flung herself across the bed and cried 
until the well was dry.  And eventually she fell asleep in her clothes.  And it wasn’t until her door com 
buzzed many orons later that she realized it.   
 
 Sitting up in the dark, she glanced at the timescan on the bedside table.  It was nearly four 
beohsa ae.  She wiped her eyes and rose to answer the insistent caller, not really caring how disheveled 
she looked. 
 
 “Who...is it?” she called through the door. 
 
 “It’s me.  D’Jon’Ni,” came the muffled response. 
 
 “Go away,” she said. 
 
 “Please, Sharina.  I must speak with you.” 
 
 “Can’t it wait till morning?  I’ve...nothing to say to you.” 
 
 “Oh, Sharina, please...” 
 
 She hesitated a moment.  How long could she keep him at bay? she wondered.  It was his ship, 
after all.  So after a moment, despite herself, she opened the door and found him leaning with his arm 
against the door frame, looking down at her with an expression like that of a cute little Zarconian 
puppy.  He still wore his uniform pants and black undershirt, which spread tightly across his well-
muscled chest like a second skin.  But she ignored the sudden tightening in her belly as she gaped at his 
sexy form. 
 
 “What?” she said in a belligerent tone, in an effort to hide her attraction to him. 
 



 “May I come in?” he asked.   
 
 Again she hesitated, then finally stepped aside to allow him entrance.  “Lucky for you, I’m still 
dressed,” she said with deliberate rudeness. 
 
 By response, he instantly put his hand to the door switch, closing and locking it behind him. 
 
 That got her attention. 
 
 “What are you doing?” she snapped, hurrying to fumble for a light switch.  But he caught her 
hand in the darkness.  
  
 “Let me,” he said, moving to turn on the light, then adjust the dimmer.  Still holding her hand, 
he brought her over with him and showed her how the system worked.  “Sorry.  I should have 
explained this earlier.” 
 
 “Yeah, well now that you have, you can release me,” she said with venom in her tone. 
 
 He sighed and dropped her hand.  He turned to look down at her, while she stood there with her 
hands fisted on her hips, glaring up at him. 
 
 “I, uh, came to apologize, Sharina.” 
 
 She snorted.  “Huh!  It’s a bit late for that, isn’t it?” 
 
 He took her firmly by the shoulders then and peered intently into her face.  “No,” he said.  “It 
isn’t.”  He paused to consider his words.  “Look.  I know I’ve hurt you deeply.  But I never meant to.  
And I’m sorry.” 
 
 “Okay, you’ve eased your conscience.  Now go already.”  She tried to free herself so he could 
leave, but he remained firm in his mission. 
 
 “Sharina.  Since repast I’ve done a lot of thinking.  About us.  About what you want.  About 
what I want.  And I’ve come to realize something.” 
 
 “Yeah?  What?  How easy it is to tell somebody you love them and then just walk away?  The 
way I see it Whitelaw, the best thing you could have done for me was to leave me in the ocean of 
Loranno.  Then I never would’ve entered your life at all.  You would have been free to explore all you 
wanted to, with no ties to anyone.” 
 
 Her words clearly stung him, and she wished at that moment she could have erased the pain that 
flashed across his face at that moment.  But it was too late.  She wanted him to feel as badly as she did 
and had apparently succeeded.  He dropped his hands and stepped back, silent. 
 
 “I guess I deserved that,” he said.  “But you’re wrong if you think I’m going to leave you now.  
First, you need to hear what I have to say.”   
 
 But instead of talking, he snatched her to him, crushing her lips against his in a kiss that seered 
her very soul.  Moaning beneath this unexpected onslaught, she found herself unwilling and unable to 



protest.  Loving him as she did, she melted against him, allowing him his way.  It was as the first time, 
when he had kissed her during the earthquake in D’joha Rha.  Only this time her head was spinning.  
Sighing against his lips, another moan struggled to free itself as he pulled her even tighter against his 
powerful form.  And before she knew it, he had her on the bunk.   
 
 His hands were everywhere, then so were her clothes.  But it was too late to stop him.  He had 
her right where he knew she wanted to be, as did she.   
 
 She waited as he drew away to tug off his shirt, then his boots and pants.  Now bare to her 
starved gaze, he allowed her the moment before kissing her again, proceeding to make love to her lips, 
her throat, and all the rest of her.  She clutched at the covers as he did things to her she had only 
fantasized about. 
 
 By morning, she was no longer a virgin, no longer a naive woman starved for affection.  She 
was Whitelaw’s woman, and they both knew it. 
 
 “So what was it you wanted to discuss with me?” she asked later, when they were sated and 
happy.  Lying in his arms, against his chest, Sharina could only smile at the joy she now felt at being 
with him at last. 
 
 “Cambra Vernier asked me something once that got me to thinking.” 
 
 “And what was that?” 
 
 “Well, he thought I should ask your opinion about an explorer being joined, to see what you 
thought about the hardships an explorer’s life mate and their children might have if you were ever 
romantically involved with such a man.  I’ve finally come to the conclusion that that’s what I should 
have done all along.”  D’Jon’Ni sighed and ran a gentle finger along her back, turning to look at her.  “I 
made the decision to remain single a long time ago.  At the time, I wasn’t in love.  So I never 
considered how my feelings might interfere with my decision.  I was young and foolish, to say the 
least.”  He gently moved away from her to sit on the edge of the bunk.  Then he reached a hand back to 
hers, but instead it connected with the gold cusp on her arm.  He turned to examine it before lifting his 
eyes to hers. 
 
 “Where did you get this?” he asked, his eyes glittering strangely. 
 
 “Why...the Altair.  Jeiel said it was a gift.  But, unfortunately, I’m unable to remove it.  Why do 
you ask?” 
 
 “It looks familiar.  I saw something similar while exploring the Nefana system.”  He frowned at 
it a moment, then returned to the matter at hand. 
 
   “So, Sharina,” he continued.  “What would you say if I asked you to join with me?  Would you 
be willing to share my life in space for however many scalons it may take?  And would you be willing 
to raise our children way out here?” 
 
 Sharina’s mouth dropped at finally hearing these words.  Tears rained down her cheeks at 
thought of being with him forever.   
 



 “Oh, D’Jon’Ni,” she whispered, daring to hope this was a real proposal.  “I would gladly adjust 
to anything just to be with you forever.  I love you so much.” 
  
 He turned and rolled back into bed.  Taking her in his arms, he gazed into her eyes, now awash 
with tears. 
 
 “I’ve loved you ever since I pulled you from the ocean, Sharina, and blew air into your lungs.  
Even then you were so beautiful, I couldn’t resist.”  He pulled her into his arms, nuzzling her neck.  
“Nothing would make me happier than to join with you, if you’ll have me, Sharina.” 
 
 She couldn’t help it then.  Loud, gut-wrenching sobs erupted forth from her at this, and he held 
her even after they had subsided. 
 
 “I’m assuming you’re crying because you’re happy about this,” he said, laughter in his voice.   
 
 She pulled away, still sniffing, to look him in the eye.  “Yes,” she said.  “I want to be your life 
mate so badly.” 
 
 “That’s exactly what I was hoping you’d say,” he said, kissing her and proceeding to love her 
all over again. 
 

* * * * 
  
 Two solarities after Sharina had agreed to join with D’Jon’Ni Whitelaw, the Altair finally 
contacted the ship.  D’Jon’Ni was sitting in his office, as was the Altair, when the summons came 
through the com. 
 
 “Aye, Majesty,” Whitelaw said, studying his sovereign’s solemn expression on the view screen 
of his own intragalactic miÆ. 
 
 “How fares Sharina Blaithe?” Dammen said. 
 
 “She’s...fine, Ziros.  Quite well, in fact.” 
 
 “Emotionally?” 
 
 Whitelaw pursed his lips in thought, his lip curling slightly at the game the Kaanig was playing 
with him.  “Better than average, I’d say.” 
 
 “May I speak with her?” 
 
 “Of course, Ziros.  Just a moment.”  He paused the screen while he leaned over to page Sharina 
to his office.  It was a few micron before she answered his summons.” 
 
 “You wanted to see me?” she asked, smiling at him. 
 
 “Yes.  The Altair wishes to speak with you.” 
 



 “Oh?”  She came across the room to sit on his lap.  Smiling at this, D’Jon’Ni unpaused the 
viewscreen, giving Dammen more than he had bargained for.  At sight of Sharina sitting on Whitelaw’s 
lap, Dammen’s lips curled into an amused grin. 
 
 “Greetings, pa’atay,” he said.  “How are things going there?” 
 
 She giggled.  “Very well, Majesty,” she answered.  “I am...quite happy.” 
 
 “I can see that,” he said, still grinning at them.  “And is there...anything I can do for either of 
you before you leave the galaxy?” 
 
 At this, Sharina turned to look at D’Jon’Ni. 
 
 “Actually, Ziros,” D’Jon’Ni said.  “I have asked pa’atay Blaithe to join with me and ask your 
approval.  Is it possible for you to perform f’shsta across the miÆ?” 
 
 “I thought you’d never ask,” Dammen told him. 
 
 “I figured you’d planned all this, Majesty,” D’Jon’Ni said, although he wasn’t upset.  “I guess it 
took some daring to finally make me see the error of my ways.” 
 
 “If apologies are in order, Whitelaw, then I will be hap--” 
 
 “No, Ziros.  You did the right thing.  And I’m...very glad...that you took matters into your own 
hands regarding my relationship with Sharina.” 
 
 “You sure you won’t hold this against me?” Dammen said, observing him closely. 
 
 D’Jon’Ni chuckled and tightened his hold on Sharina. 
 
 “I don’t intend to, Ziros.  I love this woman and am glad you did what you felt you had to in 
order to bring me to my senses.” 
 
 Kaanig Altair glanced at Sharina.  “And you, my dear.  Are you willing to be joined to this 
intriguing, complex man?” 
 
 Sharina’s grin spread wide upon her face.  “Oh, yes, Ziros.  I am.  I am indeed.” 
 
 Dammen nodded his approval of the idea.  “Then I am willing to make it happen, if you are 
both in agreement on the matter.” 
 
 “Yes, Ziros,” they both chimed in.  “We are.”  
 
  D’Jon’Ni shared a look with Sharina that spoke volumes.  “We love each other, Majesty.” 
 
 Dammen snorted and nodded again.  “Well then, in that case, there should be no problem in 
joining you two over the miÆ.”  He looked intently at Sharina.  “Lift your left arm before me, 
Sharina.”  Curious, Sharina shot D’Jon’Ni a perplexed look but obeyed.  “Now, by the authority I  



possess as ruler of the galaxy of Valtor, I declare you legally joined in the eyes of both the Almighty 
Source and man.”  At the same instant, with a wave of his hand, Kaanig Altair unlocked the gold cusp 
on Sharina’s wrist.  All eyes watched it open and fall with a noisy clatter onto the desk.  Both Sharina’s 
and D’Jon’Ni’s mouths dropped at sight of the mark of selection already embedded into Sharina’s 
wrist.  It had been well hidden beneath the bracelet. 
 
 D’Jon’Ni shook his dark head.  “I guess I saw this coming,” he said.  He raised his gaze to 
Dammen’s.  I think, in this instance, I may be a little angry, Ziros.” 
 
 “But at least I gave you what you both wanted,” came the response. 
 
 Sharina lifted her wrist, to study the mark.  “You mean, this is Whitelaw’s mark?  You actually 
anticipated this happening between us?”  She gaped at the Kaanig, eyes wide in disbelief. 
 
 “I can see why your wisdom is so legendary,” D’Jon’Ni commented, taking Sharina’s wrist so 
he, too, could study his mark embedded there.  “No exaggeration there.” 
 
 “If that’s a compliment, Whitelaw, then I thank you.  But what pleases me more is seeing the 
two of you finally together, as you should have been all along.  And happy.” 
 
 “Aye, Ziros,” Whitelaw affirmed, peering into Sharina’s eyes.  “We are that.”  
 
 “Then may I be the first to congratulate you both and wish you a warm and continuously happy 
future together.” 
 
 “Thank you,” they both said, peering at him again.  “For everything.” 
 
 “And oh, Ziros,” D’Jon’Ni continued, “be sure and let Jeiel know that we are grateful for his 
silence.  Had we known ahead of time about the reason for the cusp, we probably would have been 
angry with you both for pulling this little stunt.” 
 
 “Probably.  But it worked out much better this way, don't you think?  But I will pass your 
message along to him.”  
 
  Dammen stared at them a moment longer, then nodded.  “I’m signing off now.  Call me every 
so often, Whitelaw, and give me your report.  I wouldn’t want to be left in the dark as to how many 
children you intend to raise in somebody else’s galaxy.” 
 
 Both Whitelaws grinned at him as D’Jon’Ni hit the disconnect button. 



 
 
 
 

 
Epilogue 

 
 

 
 It was thirteen scalons before E'kata returned to Valtor.  Over the course of time, D’Jon’Ni 
Whitelaw had lived up to his reputation as one of the most famous explorers in all of Valtorian history.  
Two more galaxies had been discovered, alliances made, and agreements signed between these and 
Whitelaw, on behalf of Kaanig Altair, since he was a notable representative of the Valtorian Empire.   
 
 Upon Whitelaw’s return, it was to the news that D’joha Rha had finally dried out to the point of 
habitation.  And during his absence, Kaanig Altair had seen fit to rebuild the city that had been 
destroyed by the earthquake all those scalons ago.  The island of D’joha Rha was still legendary and a 
secret, but no longer uncharted.  It just wasn’t on any public maps, leaving the legend as safe as it once 
was.  
  
 After reporting in at Travaar, Whitelaw was given permission to transport his family to their 
new home on D’joha Rha.  A larger home, more like a palace, was the first building the Whitelaws 
observed as they flew over the island.  Lush and green, D'joha Rha was now a virtual paradise, and 
neither D’Jon’Ni nor Sharina were able to hold back their joyful tears at sight of it. 
 
 They landed at the new airstrip the Altair had had built for the anticipated air traffic that 
would no doubt come their way, once the populace became aware of its existence now as an island.  It 
was early morning, which gave the Whitelaws and the crew plenty of time to adjust to the changes they 
expected in their new lives once back on the planet.  Fortunately, Jeiel Vernier had allowed other 
spouses and children to join D’Jon’Ni’s crew, since E'kata was spacious enough to accommodate 
families.  The Altair had not wanted Sharina to be the only female aboard the Ecliptic, so it was only 
fair that the crewmen be allowed to reunite with their own loved ones before the ship actually left 
Valtor.  Scalons away from them would have destroyed their family systems had other life mates and 
children been left behind. 
 
 So it was that around 400 people disembarked at Travaar, while D’Jon’Ni and his family 
traveled alone to D’joha Rha.  With their four children.  Three boys and one girl. 
 
 The eldest, a boy named N’Tura, was as much like D’Jon’Ni Whitelaw as any son could be.  
Dark and intelligent for one so young, already he was learning to follow in his father’s footsteps.  Even 
at twelve scalons, he gave every evidence of his leadership ability, showing great skill in technics and 
mathematics.  That he might one day follow in D’Jon’Ni’s footsteps as an explorer was what his 
parents found intriguing, so they decided to make an effort to help him learn all that was necessary for 
space exploration.   
 
 Sharina’s other two sons,  Bardo, ten, and Randi, seven, had inherited their mother’s beautiful 
complexion and sea-green eyes.  But they shared their father’s black hair and lean features, as had 
N’Tura.   



 
 Bardo, named after his maternal grandfather, was showing an interest in engineering, which 
pleased Sharina immensely.  So every chance she got, she took him to the engineering deck of E'kata to 
share the basics of what she knew.  Randi accompanied them whenever he could, but he seemed more 
interested in gazing out the port holes at the universe spread before them.  Eventually one of the 
helmsman took him on his lap during his flight shift and explained to the youngster about star patterns 
and the like.  Unlike N’Tura, his skill seemed to lay more in astronomy, math, and physics.  He was 
also quiet and artistically creative, demonstrated by his attention to detail in even minor scribbling.  
Whether he possessed any natural leadership ability remained yet to be seen.   
 
 L’Ronna, named after the ocean Sharina had been pulled from, was the youngest.  Only 
eighteen months old, she gave every evidence of becoming a great beauty one day.  Dark hair and skin 
and the blackest eyes Sharina had ever seen were her most favorable attributes.  And anyone who saw 
her exclaimed over her lovely appearance. 
 
 “Good thing she’ll have older brothers to protect her,” D’Jon’Ni had said, smiling as he peered 
down at his daughter.  “I’m sure I’ll be fighting to keep away her many admirers when that time 
comes.”  He turned to his life mate.  “Much like I’ve had to do with you,” he said, recalling the day he 
had knocked So Jzan Mée down the stairs at D’joha Rha. 
 
 “It will be interesting, won’t it?” Sharina said, nestling against his broad chest as they stepped 
from E'kata.   Taking in the sight of the grand city that lay before them, they could only stand gazing at 
it with stupefaction. 
 
 “At least I won’t have to make regular rounds to the seismic center every day,” D’Jon’Ni noted.  
“I’ll have more time to spend with my family.” 
 
 “I’m so happy you came to your senses and finally joined with me,” Sharina said, peering up at 
him, her eyes glowing.  “Or you would have returned empty inside, and alone.” 
 
 “I made a lot of mistakes before, Sharina, that I never intend to make again.  Loving you has 
been the greatest joy of my life, and I never intend to let you go.”  Pulling her close, he kissed the top 
of her head.  “Come now.  Let’s go and greet Raima.  She’s been waiting thirteen long scalons for us to 
return, and I’m dying to see her face when she finally sees our children.  She has waited a lifetime for 
me to have some of my own.” 
 
 “I’m sure she’ll be excited and probably cry buckets of tears,” Sharina agreed.  “For that matter, 
I might, too.”  Reaching over to take their daughter from his arms, she watched as her life mate then 
lifted both Bardo and Randi into his arms to carry them down the hill leading to D’joha Rha.  N’Tura 
was too old to be carried and was already several crimina ahead of them, excited to be on solid land.  
He was whooping happily and skipping about, anxious for his family to catch up. 
 
 “Hurry up!” he pleaded back at his parents.  “Please!” 
 
 Smiling at one another, D’Jon’Ni and Sharina increased their pace behind him, knowing how 
difficult it was for one so young to be patient. 
 
 “We’re coming,” Sharina told him, grinning at his restless antics as he scooted down the hill. 
 



* * * * 
  
 Raima stood waiting for them in the doorway of their new home.  Her hair was nearly gray 
now, caused by her worry over the Whitelaws, but she appeared happy and anxious to see them.   
 
 Brightening at sight of the small boy racing toward her, she stepped out to greet him, brushing 
away a few stray tears as she observed both him and the rest of his family. 
 
 “Raima,” D’Jon’Ni said at last, setting his sons down to snatch the woman into a bone-crushing 
hug.  “It’s been a long time.” 
 
 “Master,” she managed, hugging him back.  “I’ve missed you.”   
 
 Releasing her, D’Jon’Ni stepped back so Sharina could hug her, too.  Both women started 
crying freely as they embraced one another.   
 
 “Raima, I’ve missed you so,” Sharina said.  “But I’m so happy to be back.”   
 
 “Me, too, pa’atay.  I’ve been waiting so long for your return.” 
 
 Sharina stepped back, waiting as Whitelaw introduced his children to the woman who had 
served him so faithfully for so long. 
 
 “They are beautiful,” Raima acknowledged, looking them over.  Reaching for L’Ronna, she 
beamed at the babe.  “She is...perfect.  Perfect.”   
 
 After greeting the boys, who stared up at the older woman a bit warily, she was quick to usher 
them inside.  “I’ve rooms all laid out for you,” she said.  “I hope everything will be suitable, Ziros.” 
 
 “I’m sure they’ll be fine, Raima.”  Directing his family inside, Whitelaw followed, inspecting 
his new mansion with approval.  “The Altair did a marvelous job, didn’t he?” 
 
 “Yes,” Raima told him.  “He took considerable care with everything.  Said he wanted 
everything just right for the last valiant of D’joha Rha.” 
 
 “Well, you can’t lay claim to that anymore, not with three sons,” Sharina said, peering up at 
him.  “Especially if they become explorers like you.” 
 
  D’Jon’Ni gave his life mate a strange look. 
  
 “Actually,” he began, carefully choosing his words.  “Only I can lay claim to being the last 
Valiant.  With the destruction of the dome came the destruction of any claim to the history of the true, 
legendary city of D’joha Rha.  This island is an entirely different place.  Whatever my offspring make 
of it later is yet to be seen.  If they rebuild the dome, and this island returns to the bottom of Loranno, 
then it will be possible for N’Turo to inherit the title.  But only then.” 
 
 “I didn’t know it would be that complicated,” Sharina said.  “So you are truly...the last...then?” 
 
 “Yes.”  He moved to put his arms around her.  “Disappointed?” 



 
 “A little.”  She lifted a hand to his arm.  “It feels so final and all, you being the last Valiant of 
D’joha Rha.  It makes me feel...sad.  As if we’ve lost something.” 
 
 D’Jon’Ni gently turned her into his arms.  “We have,” he said, “but we still have our memories 
of it.  And each other.  If there is one wonderful memory I have, it is of meeting you there.” 
 
 At this, a tear came to her eyes as she looked up at him, her beloved life mate.  “Well,” she said, 
sighing, “we are now in a beautiful new home, on a beautiful island that you now govern.  What we 
make of our lives here is up to us.” 
 
 “Yes,” he agreed.  “And any new legends that spring forth from our efforts is quite all right with 
me.” 
 
 She grinned at this, peering in the direction her boys had gone with Raima. 
 
 “Somehow I think we won’t have to wait long.  With three rambunctious boys under our 
tutelage, anything is bound to happen.  They are free from the confines of E'kata and now able to 
explore D’joha Rha on their own.  They’ve heard nothing except stories until now.” 
 
 “Yes,” D’Jon’Ni said, taking her hand and heading in the same direction his sons had gone with 
Raima.  “And I think it will be rather fun, don’t you?  Our children may make an effort to create their 
own legendary memories once they taste freedom here for the first time.” 
 
 “I agree,” Sharina said.  “But there will always be only one Valiant of D’joha Rha.  One real 
legend.” 
 
 He halted to draw her into his arms. “Then so be it,” he said, peering down at her before leaning 
closer, to kiss her.  “Besides, I am not sure I care to share that title with anyone else.  I’ve sort of gotten 
used to it.” 
 
 “I wouldn’t want you to either,” his mate admitted.  “I love having you be the one and 
only...and the last.” 
 
 He chuckled.  “Then let’s keep it that way, shall we.  At least until our children bring up the 
matter.” 
 
 “That may take a few scalons yet.” 
 
 As D’Jon’Ni glanced around at all that lay in their future, he nodded.  “Well, I’m willing to 
wait, if you are.” 
 
 “Seems all I’ve ever done is wait for you, Whitelaw.  And I’d do it all again just so I can claim 
you as my own once and for all.” 
 
 “I pray you will never have to wait that long again, Sharina.  Or go through anything even close 
to what you did in the past.” 
 
 “It was all worth it,” she said.  “Every fanged bit of it.” 



 
 He smiled then, and kissed her, both feeling the earth move again beneath their feet. 
 
 
 
 
 

THE END 
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Chapter One 
 
 

  
 The lone alien warrior arrived in the dilapidated barn, owned by the two Earthlings – Zarcons -                            
known as Norman and Zelda Maddock.  The report he had received from Cambra Vernier regarding the 
Maddocks’ treatment of his ward was disturbing, so he immediately transported to the surface of the 
planet below, to investigate the matter himself and to rescue the boy he had vowed to protect.  Once he 
arrived on Zarak, or Earth as it was known by its inhabitants, Kaanig Dammen Altair was quick to locate 
the battered child lying on the cement floor of the barn.  His top man had not lied or distorted his 
findings.  The child, James Donaldson, had indeed been severely beaten and was in desperate need of 
immediate medical attention. 
 
 Wasting no time, the alien quickly knelt to lay hands upon the small Zarcon.  Registering a soft 
heartbeat, he gave a sigh of relief then bowed his head to pray over him.  Voicing soft petition to the 
God he served, he pleaded for the boy’s healing, then jerked his head up suddenly at sound of someone 
entering the barn.  Easing back on his knee, he rested an arm there expectantly, to peer over with some 
surprise at the older Zarcon moving toward him. 
 
 “Hey!” the man bellowed at sight of him, striding quickly toward the alien and drawing his 
weapon.  “What are you doing?  Get away from him!” 
 
 Kaanig Altair was not intimidated by the older man, who appeared nervous and pale as he 
observed him.  Removing his hand from the child, Dammen slowly rose to his full height of over seven 
feet and glared down at the opposition, an air of authority about him that the man, Sheriff Matthew 
Hammersfeldt, could not refute.  He gazed silently at the lawman, then stooped down to carefully and 
gently lift the lifeless child into powerful arms.  With a furious scowl, he silently dared the Earth man 
to try and stop him from taking the boy. 
 
 “Here now…” the sheriff began, raising a tentative hand. 
 
 But Dammen ignored him and began walking away.  Turning with the child, he stared at the 
man as he lifted his wrist to give an order into a strange device that only his people could understand. 
 
 “You will tell no one of this,” he ordered the sheriff, in English this time, glaring at him so 
emphatically that the older man nearly fainted in fear of him.  
 
 Then the alien vanished in the blink of an eye, leaving the other man quaking in terror at what 
he had just witnessed.  
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