Chapter twenty

  Aaron and Farren were seated on either side of a square table. Leigh was escorted to her seat between them she couldn’t help but notice the empty chair across from her. “It was reserved for Morrison,” she thought. 

  The men stared at her taken aback. She sat, blushing at them. “Leigh,” Aaron was breathless. “You are a vision, dear.”

  She smiled. “Yeah, well, you guys clean up pretty good too,” she teased, sizeing them up. 

  Farren smiled and Aaron laughed. A servant stepped forward and poured rose colored wine into the crystal goblets before them. Finished with his task he placed the bottle on the table and backed away.

  “A toast,” Farren proposed raising his glass.  “To we three for making it back here, and to our fallen friend who did not.”  The goblets clinked together and each drank deep. It was nice to have the wine. It tasted like strawberries. “So, what now?”  

  Aaron held his glass. “I will be riding out at first light,” he said starring into his wine. “I have so much to do when I get home.” He looked up at his companions. “I will miss you.”

  “Will you come to see me, Aaron?” Farren asked with hope.

  Aaron smiled halfheartedly. “I will try.”

  Farren could expect no more then that. It wasn’t often you saw an elf in a human village. It would take time to make the House of Chious not so hated by humans as well. He looked sidelong at Leigh.

   She looked at Farren, then Aaron. “Look guys…this majist guy stopped me on my way down here. He said I’ll be going home tomorrow.” She sat quiet a minute, chewing her lips. “I was kind of hopeing that I would be able to decide to stay or go myself. At least spend a few days more…The Majist High Priest says I must return at once. How’s that for gratitude?”

  Farren’s heart went heavy. He swallowed a lump in his throat and took her hand. “Everything happens for a reason, Leigh. I believe that fate brought us together in the first place. We should trust, have faith. We will be together again someday, I promise you.”

  She smiled at him, tears threatened to return. “I’ll believe that.”

  “I believe,” Aaron stated. “We are bound to each other.” The band began to play in the courtyard. “This should be a night of celebration. We are heroes, my friends. Let us rejoice.”

  Leigh sniffed back her tears. “How right you are, Aaron. We should try to have a good time. This is a one shot deal and besides, I would rather remember you guys happy.”

  “As you wish,” Aaron consented.

  “I’ll be happy as long as I’m with you,” Farren told her. He stretched over and kissed her on the cheek.

  The grand meal was held in the honor of Aaron Windwalker, Farren Deepinmind, and Leigh Fireschild. They were celebrated heroes. The band played on and Leigh took turns dancing with her men.

  Shortly after midnight Aaron finished his dance with Leigh. “I love you, Leigh. I will always be here for you,” he whispered in her ear as he hugged her tightly. “Good journey, my Fireschild. I will see you again.”

  She hugged him back resisting the urge to cry. “God, I hope so, Aaron.”

  He kissed her respectfully on the lips, then went to Farren. He extended his hand to the man. “Friend.”

  Farren pulled Aaron to him and hugged him hard. “I will see you again.”

  Aaron stepped away. “In time.” He smiled one last time at the two, then disappeared into the crowd.

  Farren stood before Leigh. He took her hands in his. Her eyes were cast down and brimming with tears. “I wish that you were coming home with me, Leigh. I want you to be my wife. I don’t want you to leave me.”

  She pressed against him and cried softly against his shoulder. “They’re making me go,” she whimpered.

  He held her against him as she cried. When she collected herself, he lifted her chin so that their eyes met. “I love you, Leigh.”

  She squeezed him tighter. “Farren,” she said softly, “Take me to my room.”

  He escorted her upstairs and to her suite. Farren leaned against the closed door looking nervous. “You can come in and stay a while,” Leigh teased good naturedly.

  Farren smiled. “It’s just awfully late to have a man in your room.”

  She stood by the foot of the bed looking at him. He could see the grief in her eyes. “Why are they making me leave? Why me?” Leigh started to tear up again.

  Farren went to her and folded her up in his arms. His heart was breaking. He swallowed a lump in his throat. “Leigh…please, don’t. I feel so helpless.”

  She stared at him through her tears and saw that he had started crying too. “I love you, Farren.”

  He gazed down at her, studying her face. Farren pressed his lips to hers. The kiss became passionate. Farren’s urges burned within him. He kissed her over and over again losing himself in the heat of the moment. He kissed face, her neck, her shoulders…He ran his hands over her soft dress feeling the curves of her body. His hands lingered  on her waist…on her behind…on her breasts… “May I have you?” he whispered lustily in her ear.

  “Yes Farren,” she sighed in return. 

  He released the clasps that held her dress on. It crumpled on the floor at her feet. She was wearing nothing beneath it. She helped him remove his jacket and shirt, tossing them aside. Farren stepped back and looked at her, his heart pounding hard in his chest. In a second he lifted her off the floor and carried her to the bed.

  Sometime in the night, Farren entered manhood with a lustful moan.

  They awoke late the next morning laying naked in each others arms. Leigh looked out the window and saw the sun was mid way in the sky. “Aaron is gone,” she sighed. 

  Farren held her, burying his face in her hair. “Lets never got up.”

  She was just about to kiss him when a knock came at the door. The couple froze. “Oh no. It’s time.”

  They dressed quickly, Leigh donning her beat jeans and Jaz’s tye dye. A silent majist led them to the tower. Leigh held Farren’s hand tightly.

They entered the room. The Majist High Priest stood in his circle. “Come foreword, Leigh Fireschild.”

  She cleaved to Farren. “I don’t want to go,” she sobbed to him.

  The High Priest was compassionate. “I am sorry. You are the Champion of Pangea. You must return and give your gift to your world.”

  Farren held her for a moment and kissed her longingly. “I don’t know how, but we will be together again. You are my heart, Leigh, my love. I will wait for you forever.”

  Leigh calmed. “Then I will wait too.” She turned to the priest. “I’m ready.” 

  Leigh stepped into the circle. She looked lovingly at Farren on the outside. The priest began his incantations. Light and wind filled the room. When it was over and Farren could see again, Leigh was gone.

  The weary elder looked at Farren. “There will be another time for you. I promise you. You will have her back again someday. I will see you again …in time.”

  On the verge of tears, Farren turned and left the room. He cried it out as he gathered what was left of his things from his room. As soon as he was composed Farren left the palace. He was given Leigh’s horse at the gates. Sad, but hopeful, Farren Deepinmind began the journey home.   

