





	Oh What Fools Ye Immortals Be











Chapter 1 ~ The Mirror Image








	"We're lost again, aren't we?" The Sidhe's soft and angelic voice rang out over the forest as she pushed another branch away from her face. It was just past noon and the sun in the sky had been beating down relentlessy. Even the canopy of forest cover above wasn't blocking all of the heat and she'd been wandering about since morning.


	The trolls gruff voice rang out, strong and deep, "Uh...no, of course not love. I used to wander these woods quite often in my past lives." The ten foot troll snapped the branch in half that had brushed against his sweet love's face with a simple twist of his fingers. 


	"So you've been saying Towr, but we both know not all of your memories have returned just yet." Shioo moved into position to stand in front of the troll, crossing her arms and looking up at him with a stern glare, though a smile couldn't be stopped from creeping onto her lips. "Just let me use some magic, it'll make our already long trip much shorter." Her hand reached out to take a hold of the trolls which dwarfed her own in comparison and was completely enveloped as Towr closed his around hers in response.


	A deep resounding sigh came from the troll's throat and he looked down towards his love. It was true, he'd been wandering through this forest for the entire day and had only picked out one or two landmarks he was sure he recognized, and even those weren't enough to get him to where he was going. "All right Shioo." Towr gripped Shioo, the greatest thing in his life tightly, "Go ahead." He had been reluctant to admit defeat, after all he told Shioo that he knew his way around the forest of his former abode better than any! He'd made so many patrols for his lord and King Tare that he could do it blindfolded. At least, he remembered that he used to be able to, the blasted mist that clouded his mind now and again hadn't fully peeled away on that part.


	With a nod of her head the Sidhe pulled away from Towr and began to cast her spell, informing the wisp that formed up from her hand to go and find the castle of King Tare. The wisp bobbed up and down for a few moments and then shot off in the opposite direction from which they had been traveling. Another resounding sigh came from the troll and Shioo gave an understanding pat upon Towr's arm as the two moved off.


	





				*************					





	"At last..." Towr said more to himself than anyone, as he looked upon the castle from the outskirts of the forest. It was a beautiful sight, and one he had begun to long for after his encounter with Lorinen the mage who he helped defeat to free an elemental. Ever since then his memories had been restoring themselves faster and faster, and with those memories came the oath he had made to his King. 


	Shioo came up alongside of the troll, brushing some stray thistles that had clung to her dress as she had moved through the forest. She'd rather of been wearing her travel clothes but they had been soaked while crossing a stream earlier in the day. "It's lovely Towr, though it looks somewhat worn."


	It was a realization that Towr was hoping would be a trick of the light upon the castle from his angle, but upon Shioo's observation it did indeed seem as if the castle was in a state of disrepair. If only he knew how much time had passed, but either way it wouldn't matter. If troubled times had come upon the castle he'd fix it. The troll started off towards the castle, reaching his hand down to clasp around Shioo's own.


	The castle was indeed worn from the look of a great many things, general age and decay being the least of them. Scorch marks lined the walls of the castle and the surrounding area of grassy plain that was cleared away to allow a view from all sides of the castle for about a mile was dug up in some places. Towr immediately recognized the signs and markings as that of a battle and he paused on his way to the castle to examine a rather large hole. 


	"What is it?" Shioo asked her love as she bent down to inspect the hole as well.


	"Mmm...don't know. Something big." Towr commented and stood back up straight.


	Shioo rolled her eyes at the response without letting Towr see it, the castle distracted him right now anyway, 'You never have been big on explanations or talking.' She thought to herself.


	As they grew closer to the castle some of Towr's worry for his former abode faded away. Two trolls guarded the gate, each holding a spear and a sword at their belt. 'Good.' The troll thought to himself, 'So whatever did happen here has passed.' 


	A smile spread across Towr's massive face and Shioo suddenly found herself up in the air and sitting upon the ten foot troll's shoulder. Shioo let out a spirit lifting laugh and rested her hand down upon Towr's neck. She had begun to get used to this from Towr, he seemed to like carrying her around and well, it was nice not to always walk everywhere. 


	Guards snapped to attention as Towr and the shouldered Sidhe came within ten feet of the gateway to the castle. Towr's free hand moved up in a wave and he paused in his stride, calling out with his booming voice, "Ho there! What has happened to this castle and who has been attacking it?" 


	Without even a glance at each other the guard upon the left side of the gate responded, "Be about your business." In a dismissive tone. The two spears came down and crisscrossed in front of the closed steel gate.


	Towr's eyes narrowed down and he gently set Shioo back upon the ground who then moved herself to the side of the troll. Something was not right here. The guards were much to tense and abrupt for any normal day. Even during time's of battle the guards of King Tare had met other Changelings with at least a greeting of some sort. But here he had been dismissed like a child staring into a toy shop window, "I am about my business, now I suggest you open the gate and let me speak with King Tare. I doubt he would want to know that his greatest warrior Towr was being held at the gate."


	Exchanged glances went between the two guards and some silent words neither Towr or Shioo could pick out were spoken. After a few moments the guard who had spoke before spoke again, "If you don't go about your business we will be forced to raise the guard."


	Silence screamed through the grassy plain for ten long seconds as Towr's mammoth hands clenched themselves into fists. and rage began to boil up inside of him. How dare these guards deny him entrance or even an explanation! His hand reached towards his back and gripped thin air for nearly the hundredth time since he had left Shioo's home. That's right, he put Shioo's brother's sword back where he found it and since had been left without anything to attack with. How many more times would he find himself lacking a weapon before he acquired another? 


	Just as the issue of a challenge was about to boom forth from the vocal cords of Towr a gentle pale hand rested itself upon his elbow and Shioo's calm and gentle voice rang into the air, "Towr, calm down. There's just a misunderstanding of some sort." 


	Slowly the desire to tear apart the guard began to flow out from Towr's mind. He looked down towards Shioo and gently took her arm from his elbow, holding it within his, "Love, these guards are fools. They don't know who I am!"


	The Sidhe's smile melted away the rest of the anger passing through the troll's body, "Towr, let me speak with them." Not waiting for a reply, Shioo took her hand from Towr's grasp and advanced towards the guards who still had their spears snapped over the gate. Shioo's soft brown eyes flecked with green ran over the rest of the castle, 'No guards up top? They must be very short handed.' She thought to herself as she stopped within five feet of the guards, a smile playing across her face.


	The posture of both trolls noticeably shifted and the grips upon their spears creaked against the very wood. "Y-you're..." The troll guard stuttered and then took in a deep breath, his chest puffing up, "You're not allowed past this gate!" He said, sounding as if speaking harshly to the beautiful Sidhe before him was one of the largest atrocities ever committed. 


	Shioo flicked her eyes between each guard, weighing them over in her mind. Her eyelids lowered down and her head inclined, peaking out from underneath her eyelashes she said in a soft angelic voice that rode itself along the wind and traveled into each of the guards ears, "Can't we at least speak with the captain of the guard?"


	There was a long and tense moment as some sweat rolled down the side of the troll guard's face, his eyes moving from Shioo and to Towr. "Lirat!" His voice nearly squeaked out, causing an embarrassed blush to rise up to his cheeks and a deep cough to come up from his throat, "Lirat! Go and bring the captain!" 


	Glad to be out of sight of the enticing Sidhe, the other guard ordered the gate to be raised and moved in, the gate closing right after. Shioo let a smile flow over her lips and gently made a kissing motion towards the remaining guard, "Thank you so much." 


	Now near catatonic, the guard managed to give a blink of his eyes, signaling he was very much pleased to have helped her out. Shioo turned back and walked up to Towr, smiling towards him, "You see?"


	Towr gave a light grunt and a nod of his head. He hated when Shioo did that to other people, it caused jealousy to erupt inside of him like lava from a volcano. 


	"Oh, come now..." Shioo's voice scolded him gently as she moved over to wrap her arms around one of his, "...I'm just helping you Towr, you know you're my only love." 


	"Mmm..." The jealous troll said as he stared towards the gate, waiting for it to open and this captain that held his position to come out. That would soon be righted once the idiots that currently made up the castle's guard realized who he was. Surely the stories of his defeating the goblin army single handedly had not faded from memory?


	Nearly ten minutes passed before the gate opened up again, to reveal the guard that had gone in before and another troll behind him. This one was much larger than the other and held a long sword strapped to his back with silver plate armor. The taller troll stepped out of the gate and folded his arms across himself, staring towards Shioo and Towr.


	Towr growled under his breath, "Finally." And began to advance towards the gate with Shioo next to him. But his stride stopped as did Shioo's when they got a clear look at the other troll's face.


	"Towr..." Shioo whispered out, her words catching inside of her throat. For the shock of seeing an identical copy of the troll beside her had taken the thoughts from her mind. Her eyes looked between both of the trolls, measuring them up with her sharp vision. Everything was identical, height, hair, and even the armor that Towr had said he received during his Chrysalis! The only thing different was the sword upon the castle troll's back.


	Hands clenched into fists Towr roared towards the other troll, "Who are you?!" So loud was the volume of his voice that Shioo winced in pain next to him.


	The other Towr kept his arms folded, undaunted by the screaming of his look alike, "I am Towr. I protect this castle and all those inside of it. Captain of the guard." The troll's eyebrow raised up, "Who are you?"


	Fury had erupted inside of Towr once again and his entire body shook with the emotion, his voice screaming back towards the other troll, "I AM TOWR!" Shioo took a few more steps away from the screaming troll, it was dangerous to stand next to any troll when they were this angry, and she wasn't even sure if he could be calmed down this time. Towr continued, "I am the one that has protected this castle for all of my lives since King Tare built it up from the ground! I am the one that held back the demons of Ar'thai when they tried to take his son! I am the one that defeated the entire goblin army of seven thousand singly handedly to save this castle from destruction! Now I ask again, who are you?!"


	Undaunted, the Towr that had emerged from the castle spoke back in a calmer tone of voice, though of the same sound as Towr's, "I am Towr. And it was I who defeated the army of goblins, not you. Leave this land for you are trespassing and unwanted in this time of war."


	"I challenge you cowardly ogre! Face me with your bare hands and we shall see who is who!" Towr screamed out as his foot slammed into ground causing a perfect indentation. 


	The first sign of anger passed over the other troll's face and his hands fell from around his chest. His hand reached back and gripped the hilt of his sword, and for a moment, Shioo thought he would charge the other weaponless troll. But with a few twists of his hand the sword fell from his back and onto the ground with a hard thud. 	


	Towr's breaths were coming in hard and rough, so powerful was the rage inside of him that someone had been posing as him at his castle. How dare he?! How dare any such troll do this thing! The other troll was approaching and Towr began to undo the ties in his armor that held it upon his body.


	Shioo's voice rang in his ears, a harsh scolding tone, "Towr! I don't know about this!" In her opinion the other troll was exactly like the one she loved, though obviously he was not, things should have been worked out by speaking. But either the voice fell upon unlistening ears or Towr was to deep into his battle preparation that he didn't want to head Shioo. 


	The two trolls stood across from each other now, their armor discarded to the side. Each one ten feet in height with muscles bulging on every piece of their body. Their eyes burned into each others eyes, each one full up with rage. Shioo couldn't even tell them apart herself and as she glanced to the castle she noticed that now their were people upon the castle wall, at least five to seven had gathered after hearing the screaming at the gate. And upon seeing two trolls of Towr's size standing across from each other and obviously ready to go into battle, they had begun to call others to watch. 


	Each troll stood, the minutes ticking by and the light beginning to fade over into darkness. And then, seemingly without warning, both trolls lunged towards each other. 


	Dirt flew into the air with large chunks of grass as both trolls began to pound into each other, exchanging blow for blow and dodging just as much, it was like seeing a mirror that had warped out enough to be able to touch the reflection of itself. But the two trolls fighting were no reflection, they were quite real along with the blood that had started to color the ground below the fighters as the moon rose high into the starry sky.


		


				*************				





	The light of the morning sun crashed its way through the quickly evaporating clouds and sunlight fell upon the two trolls beyond the gate of the castle. The ground was destroyed around them, a large circle of dirt mixed with blood had been formed as the two battled on through the night and early next morning. Neither one had gained an edge over the other and they both stood there, panting for breath after breath. Blood flowed from their mouths and in various other area's where the very flesh had been torn away from a hard knuckled blow. 


	The Sidhe still stood, her eyes covered in unflattering red veins from being up all night, but concern and worry had kept her awake. As soon as the battle had begun she lost track of which Towr was hers, and it was still impossible for her to tell. For even when they did speak, it was with the same voice. She just wished they would stop, that they would both stop so she could heal whichever one was hers. But she knew that neither would, not until one of them was unconscious or dead.


	The hours rolled on and it was not until just before noon that the deadlocked trolls battle ended. The swings were slowing down and the bruises were starting to swell up, each troll refusing to stop despite the numb pain that was coursing through their bodies. Finally, exhaustion overcame them both, one final swing, that disrupted nothing but the natural course of air current, brought them both off balance and to the ground with a heavy thud.


	Shioo rushed over to the edge of the blood soaked dirt arena the trolls had formed, looking upon both trolls with worry. There was no way she could tell the difference between the two from sight, but now that the battling was over she was sure her magic could easily decipher which troll was her true love. 


	Calling forth a Wisp of magic the Sidhe informed it to go to the troll that was hers. Fiery magic spilled forth from the Fae's fingertips and formed a sphere that floated down between the two trolls. Shioo waited impatiently as the Wisp began to float back and forth between the two before it just fizzled out into nothing. Shioo's brow furrowed as she thought, 'But how can that be...?' 


	The sound of feet thumping brought Shioo out of her thoughts and she found two of the castle guards coming towards her. The Sidhe brought a smile to her lips and bowed towards them both, causing the guards to pull to a rigid stop, unsure of how to deal with such a respectful gesture from one so beautiful, so perfect.


	The Sidhe broke the silence herself by straightening up and speaking to the two awe struck guards, "Perhaps we should bring them both before the King so we might find out who is who?" Shioo offered as one would offer a question to a young child who had found their hand in the cookie jar as their mother had walked into the kitchen. 


	Snapping to attention both of the troll guards spoke in unison, "Of course my lady!" The abruptness that had been in them seemed to of melted away overnight as the two massive trolls gave battle. Shioo could still not get the memory of the two trolls beating upon each other out of her head. Her heart leaping up as one good blow was returned with another just as good. It was hard to see the one she loved beaten such, but she could do nothing but watch and wait. 


	Finding that the two identical ten foot trolls were more than even one troll could drag much less carry, more guards were sent for and soon both were brought in, along with Shioo, to see the King.





				*************						


	"Your majesty, please." Shioo's sweet as honey and angelic voice sang out through the King's throneroom where she and the two Towr's had been brought. Each one of them battered, bruised, and bloody, the trolls were unable to be brought back to consciousness by the King's Sorcerer Eingear who Shioo found to be somewhat lacking in magical prowess. "I assure you that what I say is not a lie, the Towr that I have traveled with has spoken to me of your Highness, this castle, and the land about it. I am sure he is not an imposter." Shioo had been using every asset of herself short of out and out seduction in order to convince King Tare that her Towr was real and that this other troll must be a forgery, a good forgery, but one nonetheless.


	A deep and resounding sigh echoed through the King's throneroom, Tare had been growing more and more weary of the problems that were facing his small kingdom and  small castle. It seemed it was always being assaulted by some force that desired it and saw him as easy prey due to the few Changelings that actually resided upon his lands. When Towr had returned a year ago it had been a time of rejoicing! The bravest Troll in the kingdom had returned and began to set things right once again! The land began to prosper and people felt more safe. Now once again war was being raged upon his land, and to make matters worse, his best warrior had just been incapacitated by another of the same appearance. "Lady Shioo..." The King began, straightening in his throne and bringing an air of command about him, "...my wizard nor my advisor can help me discern which of the two trolls laying here before me is even your or my Towr. Therefore, I shall have them placed in either side of the castle in rooms which they are not to leave until we can properly distinguish one from the other." The King gave a nod of his head and the four guards who hauled the trolls in began to haul them out. Shioo remained still and bowed before the King, trying to find words that would help prove her point better but none came.


	Rising up from his throne, King Tare bade Shioo rise and dismissed her. She was free to roam about the castle in public area's and visit her love if she desired to do so. Shioo gave her proper respects to the King and removed herself from the Throneroom with a final glance back. Strange, what was a human doing standing next to the King's throne this entire time? The Sidhe only had enough time to ponder this a moment before the throneroom doors were closed behind her.





Chapter 2 ~ Inquiries & Eingear				





	Awoke the next morning by a loud banging upon her doorway, Shioo was informed by a page that the Towr residing on the east side of the castle had been asking for her presence for the past hour. 'At least I know which is mine again.' The Sidhe thought to herself as she cast a quick spell of her own making that got her dressed and ready to be seen by eyes other than a mirror's, preparing to go and see her love.





					*************				





	Towr was in one of the foulest moods Shioo had seen him in since they had met. His entire room had been torn to pieces, the bed itself was now only splinters on the floor that wouldn't even make proper toothpicks. The few tapestries that had hung to form some sort of decorum were shredded to mere rags. Shioo was just glad there was no other Fae in the room when he had first woken up.


	"Towr, please try to calm down." Shioo's soft voice rang out as she placed a hand upon the Troll's powerful arm, which quickly pulled away from her soft touch. "We will find out what has happened."


	One of the walls which had once been made of bricks received another crack as Towr's fist plunged into it with full force, "How?! I am imprisoned within this room in my lord's own castle where once I was respected and revered!" The Troll spun around to face Shioo, rage burning in his eyes and his veins visibly pumping on pieces of his skin, "I am the one and only Towr! This imposter has stolen my name, voice, and face. He's probably even now ordering MY guards about!"


	Shioo's eyes began to narrow and her hands clenched at her sides as her voice became icy and cold, "Towr, my love." She began, the Troll's fury starting to die away from the Sidhe's look, "I will be finding this out for you and we 'will' find out what is going on. Unless you continue to shout at me as if I am some scullery maid."


	Madness began to melt away at Shioo's words, fury found comfort, and anger was quelled. Towr's rage was replaced by one of sorrow and he stepped over towards Shioo to gently embrace her within his mammoth arms. "Forgive me." His voice come out, choked as tears fell from his eyes. The Troll was not used to showing such emotions, but he could find no other proper course of action.


	Arms wrapped in return around Towr in a tight embrace. The Sidhe lifted her head up towards the Troll and a smile that could melt the entirety of the north pole was brought upon her lips, "You are forgiven my love." Her voice no longer cold but soft and sweet once again. She gently pulled herself from Towr's grasp and placed a kiss upon his arm for she could never reach his lips without being lifted up or given something to stand on. 


	With a longing in his eyes beyond even the need for air, Towr scooped Shioo into his arms and placed a kiss upon the Sidhe's lips. He had become more use to Shioo's attentions and was now addicted to them. So much was his need for her that when he was without it, it was as if a piece of him was missing.


	Shioo returned the kiss but pulled her head away before another could begin, "Sweet Towr, I have inquiries to make and people to speak with." Her hand came up and a finger was placed upon Towr's lips, "When it is over." The voice whispering out and feeling to the Troll's ears like the first summer breeze ever felt. The Sidhe then stepped away and left the room, gathering her wits back about herself and attempting to figure out where to begin with this puzzle.





				   *************				





	A more sorry Sorcerer's laboratory Shioo had never seen in all her days as a Sorceress. Books riddled about the floor with only half upon a shelf that seemed to have no order other than that some were closer to the table in the middle of the room than others. One small table with which to read said books, and even that was so small that half of the books here would drape over its edge. Half used candles were spread about the room in various corners where they had been left forgotten and their wax melted into the seems between the brick floor. All in all, the kind of room one would see a ten year old boy in, but it was here that the King's Sorcerer Eingear lived and studied. From his magic in the throneroom, Shioo could already tell that she far surpassed anything he could hope to achieve. Was this entire Kingdom subject to disorganization? Or perhaps Eingear preferred to live like this for some unknown reason, though Shioo doubted the latter. 


	Eingear himself was a rather unhandsome Sidhe as far as Sidhe went, even draped in wizard robe's his figure was somewhat lacking, as if a piece of him had been taken away and what was left made the best of what it had. Still, he was the King's Sorcerer and as such Shioo felt a minor connection to him more than she did to any other inside of the castle, and it was with him that she would make her first inquiry.


	"G-good day my l-lady." Eingear stuttered out as Shioo had presented herself outside the door and then been allowed in. "Wh-what might I help you w-w-with?" The sorcerer asked, his stuttering voice not at all what it should be for a Sidhe.


	Letting these things of looks and speech go, for Shioo cared more for what was inside rather than out, the Fae cast a smile upon Eingear and gave a light nod of her head, "You may call me Shioo, we both are manipulators of the magic arts, and titles can get in the way at times such as this." Besides, she would rather not dance around the subject of what she had come here to discuss.


	Eingear moved his way quickly to the one chair of the room and knocked the books laying upon it to the floor with a brush of his hand. "W-w-won't you h-h-have a s-s-s-s-s..." The Sidhe paused and switched words, "Chair?"


	It was obvious to Shioo that the Sorcerer had never been in the presence of a more powerful Sidhe than himself, or else was simply never taught how to act to one. She wondered whom his sorry excuse for a master was. "No thank you Eingear." Shioo responded with a deep and sincere kindness in her voice, "But you may sit if you desire."


	With a stern shake of his head Eingear spoke up, "N-n-n-never in the pr-pr-presence of s-s-s-such a l-l-l-lovely l-l-l-lady." Having got over the fact of his speech problem long ago, Eingear found the old fears and foolishness of his twisted tongue rising back up to the surface in the presence of one so elegant and perfect as Shioo. 'Blast my improper speech! How she must think me a fool!'


 	A kind smile was once again given towards Eingear as Shioo clasped her hands in front of herself. Her voice changed from one of sweetness to seriousness, "I've come to ask you a few questions Eingear, I hope you don't mind?" She continued before Eingear had a chance to respond, "As you know, I came in with Towr, my Towr, the evening before last. You can't imagine my shock when I found an exact replica of him here at the castle." The Sidhe gave a pause but Eingear gave no sign of speaking further for the moment, apparently content to listen to the sound of her voice. Shioo hoped he wasn't just listening with his ears but with his head as well, too often had she explained a long point to someone only to have them shake their head as if having been lost in another world for the past minute while she was speaking, "I am meaning to set things right and put my Towr back into his rightful place. There's no doubt in my mind that the Towr I have traveled with is the one that belongs here. You don't know how longingly he has spoken of his home to me as we traveled. Sometimes even I couldn't get him to stop speaking of it." Shioo let out a soft sigh, the passion that filled Towr's innermost soul was so powerful sometimes even she marveled at it. She brought her attention back to Eingear who now seemed to be completely enticed by her words, "I was wondering if you could tell me what you know about the Towr that has been staying here and when he first arrived?"


	Lost within the beauty and purity of the Sidhe's voice, Eingear had to force himself to remember what had just been asked of him. It took a few moments before he could actually find his voice again, "Y-y-yes, of c-c-c-course." The stuttering Sidhe spoke back and looked to the floor at the sound of his own voice, which sounded as the squeaking of a dying rat in his ears compared to what he had just heard, "T-T-T-T-T-owr came t-t-to the c-c-castle about t-two y-years ago. Th-there was a v-very l-large c-c-celebration in his honor. Ev-ever since th-then he h-has been as the K-K-King r-remembered h-him, a-and his S-Saigning h-had been d-done prior to his c-c-coming s-so he was never q-questioned unt-t-til now. H-however I d-did not kn-know the f-former T-T-Towr so I don't know if h-he a-acts the s-same. B-but, I am s-s-sure the K-King would have s-said something about it if s-something w-were wr-wr-wrong." Eingear took in a deep breath and stared at the floor, feeling more foolish than he ever had in his life before. What kind of a Sidhe stutters? And in front of such a beautiful creature as Shioo? 'Me, that's who.' Eingear thought to himself in anger.


	Taking this all in slowly and forcing herself to have patience as Eingear stuttered over his words to her, Shioo found that none of the information was truly helpful. Eingear was right, if Towr had acted strange the King would have at least said something to someone, especially his own Sorcerer so he could perhaps examine him from the shadows. But apparently, this fake Towr was good enough to act exactly like the real thing not be discovered. Perhaps others in the castle had noticed things this wizard had not? "What of the enchanted human that stood next to the King's side when he was holding Court with us? I have never seen such a sight."


	At the mention of the human, Eingear's entire body shook as if someone had grabbed his shoulders and was attempting to throttle the very life out of him. The Sidhe's voice raised up in pitch and his tone had become one of hate, "Sharim! Th-that b-b-b-b-b-b-b..." Eingear threw his hands up into the air in frustration, "...H-he c-c-came to the c-castle nearly th-three y-years a-ago and h-has s-s-since b-become adv-visor to the K-King! Y-y-you d-d-don't kn-know h-how m-much e-everyone h-here h-hates him!" The Sidhe slammed his fists down upon the table wishing that the human's face were there in its place, "M-me m-most of all. I u-used t-t-to b-b-be in h-high f-favor with the K-King. N-now he a-always c-c-consults Sh-Sharim instead!"


	Giving a light nod of her head towards Eingear, Shioo spoke out in her soothing voice, lulling away the other Sidhe's anger slowly, "I understand and I'm sorry for what has happened to you." She said, and reached over to put a gentle hand upon Eingear's shoulder. The other Sidhe started and looked up at her as if to cower away from the beauty, but Shioo gave him a paralyzing smile, "Let me help you clean this place up, a Sorcerer should not live as such." Removing her arm from the awestruck Sidhe, Shioo turned her head towards the door of the room and shouted, "Page!" 





				*************				





	After Eingear's room was cleaned up by five Page's, more than were necessary but all who seemed more than eager to due what Shioo asked, Shioo had gone about the entirety of the castle, inquiring to people about Towr and what they thought of him. All of the responses turned out to be much the same. Towr was respected by all and was the mightiest warrior in the entire Kingdom, some believed even in the entire world. Not a single one had the least bit of suspicion of him being a fake, especially since the dragon came. A dragon had begun to attack the castle on a regular basis for over the past month, King Tare had been dealing with the attack as best he could, but the only one who could ever fend off the dragon was Towr himself. Now, the castle guard and able warriors had been all but depleted, leaving only Towr and the King's sorcerer to fight the dragon when it came. 


	All of this only seemed to place more trouble upon Shioo, for she had hoped to of found something that would have proven Towr to be an imposter, or even the slightest hint as to what he truly was. The only thing Shioo could truly see was that there might have been a connection between the dragon appearing and the fake Towr doing battle with it. Afterall, why would not the dragon ever stay to finish off the Troll? Or why would Towr not finish off the dragon? It didn't make sense, nothing made sense. 


	With a goodnight to Towr and then a light snack before retiring to her own chambers, Shioo went into an uneasy sleep with puzzles floating about her mind, each piece dodging the other and never connecting.





Chapter 3 ~ Arguing Idiots			





	The light smack upon Shioo's forehead brought her back to consciousness. Brushing at her forehead and sitting up, a small piece of rock fell away from her head and onto her lap. Shioo's brow furrowed and she looked up to the ceiling as a loud crack could be heard and the entire castle shook. More pieces of the ceiling fell down and she waved them away with her hand, magic causing them to go elsewhere in the world.


	It was night, Shioo could tell by glancing outside her window and see the moon's pale light shining through it. Again the castle shook and Shioo had to brace herself from being thrown out of bed. The sound of men yelling brought Shioo fully conscious and she gracefully stood up out of bed and used a quick spell to dress herself. 


	Yet another shaking of the castle caused Shioo to stumble and catch herself upon the side of the wall. The Sidhe's eyes narrowed and her body erupted in glamour as she transported herself outside onto the wall of the castle. It was bad enough to be woken up in the middle of the night, but she was not about to go stumbling about the castle like a drunkard.


	Chaos seemed to have taken an iron grip upon King Tare's castle, for upon appearing outside upon the castle wall Shioo's eyes had only moments to discern what was happening. A large dragon at least half the size of the castle was pounding its way upon the wall, occasional bursts of flame poured out and melted the bricks, afterwhich its talons would tear up the melting stone. The dragon had no wings and appeared to be more ground based than flight, along with a long tail that ended in an array of spikes. 


	Meanwhile, two identical Trolls were standing twenty feet from where the dragon was clawing at the wall. Each of them with broadswords out, but not ready for battle, they both had their weapons held high and looked ready to fight each other rather than the dragon.


	"Back away! I shall destroy this dragon by MY hand! The TRUE hand of Towr!" One of the trolls shouted at the other, his booming voice barely audible above the dragons destruction.


	"True hand!?" The other Towr screamed back, "As true as the grass is blue and the sky is green! This dragon is attacking my castle and MY lord and King! I will destroy it and not you! Now get back to whatever Ogre birthed you!"


	The other troll brought his sword back in preparation to begin an assault upon Towr just when the dragon turned his attention from beating at the wall to them and erupted a fireball from its gaping jaw. Both were enveloped from the flame and fell cascading into the castle's courtyard as other Fae rushed to put them out. 


	By now, King Tare himself along with Eingear had come upon the wall. Tare was no longer the slumped King that Shioo had seen occupying the throne when she spoke to him, but a Sidhe King born anew. Gleaming armor he wore, and a longsword that seemed to scream out 'Look here! For I am the sword of a King!' He leaped from the castle wall then and charged towards the dragon, a red ire rising up around his body as the dragon pulled back from the castle to confront the new enemy. 


	Eingear himself had begun to trace rune's within the air before him and small grey flickers of fire were burning into the air, glamour flowed out from the Sidhe and began forging into a powerful spell by his will. 


	Shioo recognized the spell and found herself wondering how one who seemed so incapable could control and wield such magic with authority. She did not think long on it however, for as the two warriors began to due battle with the dragon, she transported herself from the castle wall to the courtyard where the two trolls had been doused with water. 


	They both lay there unconscious but not dead, and Shioo quickly went to work healing the both of them as a loud screech from the dragon rose up, followed by a retreating pounding of footsteps upon the ground. A cheer went up from the Fae of the castle, for with the combined efforts of King Tare and Sorcerer Eingear the dragon had been forced to retreat. 


	Once conscious, both trolls were separated and once again brought before the King.





				*************				





	Anger was like quicksand in the throneroom of King Tare, the kind you longed to be free of but found there was no choice but to hold still and hope someone would come along to pull you out before you were enveloped completely.


	The King was pacing back and forth in front of his Throne, his armor still upon his body and his sword resting against the side of the dias. The two Towr's were on their knee's in front of the King with Shioo and Eingear to either side of the both of them. Both Trolls stared towards the brick ground, shame and some fear within their inner cores at having angered their King in such a way. Any judgement they received neither would argue with, for both believed they deserved what they would get.


	"How dare you..." The King began, his voice a controlled one with rage simmering over it, "...how dare you endanger this castle and the people within it by squabbling like children. CHILDREN!" The King's voice raised up and the walls shook with the power of it causing Shioo and Eingear both to adjust their position to keep from toppling over onto their sides. "In all my years as King I have never seen such stupidity, such idiocy, such...such..." The King slammed his fist upon his Throne and a large crack opened up in the center of it, "...such foolishness!" Tare turned upon the two Trolls with widened eyes that blazed with a red glow. "You both are at fault for putting everyone in jeopardy. However..." And with this the King gave a slow pause to eye over both trolls, "...I should have made clear who was to be in charge if such an event as this should happen. So now, I shall fix that." The King was about to sit down upon his throne when he found it cracked in half, so instead he straightened himself up taller, "Which of you knows the lady Shioo?"


	"Me my lord." Came Towr's deep voice, respectful and quick to the point, the troll did not move from his position.


	"You are to be..." The King paused as the throneroom doors opened. Already furious about the present circumstances and even more about being interrupted, Tare brought his hand out in preparation to blast whoever it was that dared enter. His blast was stayed however as Sharim stepped through and made his way casually over to the throne to stand alongside of the King, his eyes glancing at the cracked object without so much as a bow of his head to Tare.


	The King looked away from Sharim and back down to the two trolls, picking up where he left off, "You are to be underneath the Towr that has resided here in this castle for the past two years. Do you understand?" 


	"Yes, my lord." Towr's voice came out again without the hint of hesitation despite the anger he felt inside at an imposter taking his place in protection of the King and the land.


	"Good." Tare replied, "You are all dismissed, leave my presence." They left quickly, happy to be free of the King's wroth.





Chapter 4 ~ A Revelation			





	Towr, Shioo, and Eingear had all decided to eat breakfast together privately within Shioo's chambers. Eingear made sure to speak with both Shioo and Towr after the meeting with the King to tell them that he is now more inclined to believe that the other Troll is an imposter and that Shioo's Towr is the true Towr that belongs here in the castle.


	"But why the change of heart?" Shioo asked the other Sidhe as they all sat at a table laden with food, Towr at her side and Eingear at the opposite end. The Sidhe munched gently upon some fresh biscuits as she leaned against Towr's arm.


	His hand running down the side of his face and then pausing to scratch his cheek, Eingear looked down towards the table as his stuttering voice lowered, "I j-j-just c-c-can't p-possibly b-believe a w-woman as b-b-beautiful as you w-w-would be wr-wrong." 


	Shioo's body was slowly raised as Towr's muscles flexed and the trolls eyes shot towards the Sidhe. A very gentle pat from Shioo put the trolls jealousy at ease however, and Shioo gave Eingear a look that informed him not to pay her such compliments again while in the Trolls presence. "I see." Shioo's voice rang out, still unsure if what Eingear said was the truth or not. They had only just met a night before, but then sometimes men did become completely infatuated with her. This wouldn't be the first time one had gone against their basic instinct to trust her.


	"You said last night you had a theory, what is it?" Towr's voice came out a bit more cold than it normaly would. The simple idea that Eingear might be looking at Shioo in such a way made him desire to pull the creatures ears from his head, Shioo herself was really the only thing holding him back now.


	With a light nod of his head towards Towr, Eingear set down the food he had been munching upon, "It is j-j-just that, a th-th-theory. I'm not s-s-sure h-h-how any of th-this c-c-could be c-c-c-connected but I th-th-thought I could br-br-bring it to your at-t-t-t-ttention anyway." The Sidhe paused a moment to be sure he had their attention before continuing, "You m-might h-have n-n-noticed th-that Sh-Sharim w-was l-late in c-c-coming t-to the Th-Throne r-room l-last night. I h-have s-s-s-s-s..." He gave a pause before continuing, "...n-noticed th-that wh-when the d-d-dragon at-t-t-tacks h-he is n-nowhere t-to be f-f-found unt-t-til after. I know it s-sounds f-far fetched, b-but he c-could be in l-league with the d-dragon. I c-c-can't s-say anyth-thing to the K-King h-h-however b-because I am s-sure he would n-not believe m-me." Glad to have the words out, Eingear took a sip from some of his tea.


	Towr rolled his eyes and shook his head, "How could a human make a deal with a dragon? That's nonsense." The troll stated and began to eat breakfast anew.


	The female at his side however was not so quick to dismiss what Eingear had said. "It's possible Towr, just very unlikely." Her voice came out sounding a bit distant. If Sharim was indeed working with the dragon on the castle, what could he possibly have planned? Why destroy a place where he was already immortal? And how did this all tie in with the fake Towr that was here in Towr's place? "I assume you've never tried to find Sharim while the dragon was attacking the castle because you were occupied with that."


	Eingear gave a nod of his head in silent response and then reached into the folds of his robes to produce a strand of thin hair, "H-here, this is Sh-sharim's." The Sorcerer set it down upon the table away from the food, "I l-l-lack the abb-b-bility to k-k-keep an eye upon th-that b-b-b-b-b..." Shioo raised a hand and gave a nod of her head in understanding. 


	The hair was thin and brown and Shioo examined it for a moment before smiling towards Eingear, "Thank you Eingear, I'll see what I can do." She said, before looking up towards Towr.


	The Troll looked down towards Shioo and furrowed his brow, "How does this help prove the fake me is an imposter?" He asked as his mind tried to tie Sharim, Towr, and the dragon all together, but the threads just weren't quite thick enough to tie without breaking.


	"It doesn't Towr." Shioo replied back and went back to her meal, "But doesn't an assault upon the King's castle take precedence over that?" She asked, knowing it would snap Towr out of his one tracked mind state.


	"O-of course!" Towr stammered out and decided that he wasn't quite eating fast enough and made short work of the remainder of the meal.


	Shioo laughed softly and looked over towards Eingear who seemed to have had enough to eat, and was now filling himself up on the radiance that was Shioo.





				*************				





	Two more days passed, during which Shioo and Towr wandered about the castle, speaking with the occupants and acting as if all was right with the world. Towr had decided to wear a black cloth tied around his upper left shoulder in order for the patrons of the castle to distinguish him from the other Troll. During the night, Shioo would work upon her spell and by the second night could look in upon Sharim with a whim. But she saw nothing out of the ordinary, nor did Towr or Eingear discover anything else odd going on with the castle. On the third night however, the dragon attacked once again.


	The two Towr's, along with Eingear, rushed out to meet the beast head on, all three of them working together to keep the dragon at bay while Shioo stayed behind in her chambers to watch Sharim. Oddly, Sharim remained asleep as the battle raged and the castle shook. 'How could anyone sleep through such noise?' Shioo wondered aloud to herself as she sat upon the floor with one of the walls showing Sharim's sleeping chamber. 


	As the battle was drawing to a close, Sharim had begun to toss and turn in his sleep, and just as the cheer of victory went up from the Fae of the castle, Sharim sat bolt upright, panting and wiping sweat from his brow. He then got up from his bed and washed the sweat from himself, dressed, and moved out into the castle to be alongside the King as he informed everyone how well they did in the battle.


	Shioo waved the vision of Sharim away from her with a hand and folded her arms, thinking upon what had just happened. Sharim had slept through the entire battle until the end when he woke up in what looked to her as a panic. Could it be that Sharim was dreaming the dragon in his sleep? Was that possible? For a mortal to dream up a dragon and send it into battle? If that were so it would explain why Sharim had slept through the fight and not woken up until the end of it. It was hard to believe, but it was the only answer Shioo could come up with. Sharim must be dreaming of the chimera in his sleep and then forcing it to attack the castle. 'But why would he want to do such a thing? Mortals aren't supposed to be able to control their dreams like that.' She thought to herself and stood up to go find Towr and Eingear so she could tell them what happened and they might speak with the king.





				*************				





	"...so Sharim is bringing the dragon to attack the castle through his dreams. To what end I have no clue your Highness, but that is the way it seems to be." Shioo finished explaining her tale. The four of them were seated in the King's private chambers where Sharim himself did not often go, and was indeed at this time forbidden, due to the nature of the meeting. The female Sidhe's tale had been told as best she could tell it, enticing the King with every word and making him, forcing him, to listen to ever syllable she uttered for the sheer splendor of it ringing in his ear.


	The spell, for it seemed that Shioo's voice was indeed like a spell to Tare, ended as Shioo finished speaking and the King slumped back, once more the King with worry for his kingdom and his people. "This is hard to believe." The King began and looked at the three gathered here, each one looking towards him with hope in their eyes, but Shioo's attracted his attention the most, "How could Sharim, much less any mortal be able to dream up a dragon that would specifically seek out this castle, my castle, and begin ravaging it?" He looked to Shioo for an answer to his question, not only believing she would know but desiring to hear her voice once again.


	"Does anyone know how old Sharim really is? His appearance would say he was in the middle of his lifespan, but undoubtedly he's spent much time in Freeholds." Her eyes looked between Eingear and Tare.


	Tare shook his head back and forth, "No. I have never thought to ask him as such, though he does seem wise beyond any mortal years that could be given him."


	"It is possible then, " Shioo spoke, "That he has somehow through his long years learned how to control his dreams and thereby make them a reality to us. That is how he would be controlling the dragon."


	"But why?" Tare said as his eyes narrowed, starting to accept what Shioo had laid before him as the truth for the first time, "What could he hope to gain by dwindling down my forces and leaving me open to attack? Surely he can't expect to claim this castle as his own."


	With a shrug of her shoulders Shioo shook her head, "I do not know your majesty, I only know it should be stopped before he succeeds in killing more of your people."


	With a reluctant sigh, the King gave a nod of his head, having no choice but to agree with Shioo, which wasn't such a bad thing in his opinion, "Very well, the next time the dragon attacks, Shioo and I will go to his chambers and find out the truth." 





Chapter 5 - Betrayel			





	The dragon descended upon the castle one night later, beginning its assault anew. Both Towr's and Eingear rose up to meet it, exchanging blows with the creature and easily beginning to turn it away.


	Shioo and the King made their way through the castle towards Sharim's bedchambers where Shioo was sure they would find him asleep and currently Dreaming the attack upon the castle. 


	The door was burst open and Shioo and Tare moved over to look upon the sleeping human.


	Sharim was there as Shioo had said he would be, asleep but now and then shifting in the bed. Sweat had begun to pour all along his body and the sheets were clinging to him. King Tare's eyes became slits and he reached down a hand, grabbing the front of Sharim's night clothes. Here was the man who had been plaguing his castle this past month, the man who he had given trust to in times of trouble, the man who had his ear when counsel was needed, and this is how he repaid him? 


	The human was jarred awake as Tare slammed him against the side of the wall. Sharim's eyes popped open and he screamed in pain as he scrambled to get away, but Tare's hand was too strong for the mortal. 





	A silence had descended upon the entire castle, for in the midst of combat the dragon had just disappeared, like a ghost that had finished its business and no longer wished to be upon this plane of existence. At the sight of this, the fake Towr turned upon the real and brought his sword down onto the Trolls head, knocking him unconscious. There was a deep gasp from the crowd and then the imposter raised his sword up, "Take him to the dungeon by my order!" The troll shouted as he leaped from the castle wall and ran into the castle.





	"Please my King!" Sharim's voice rang out in his room as Tare released his hold upon the human, causing him to fall back down upon his bed, "There must be some mistake! I do not know what you are talking about!" He cringed back into the corner of his bed, his eyes looking between the two Sidhe with horror and confusion.


	Tare and Shioo exchanged unknowing glances, unsure of what to do for the moment. If Sharim was telling the truth then perhaps he was not attacking the castle on purpose. Still, that meant he had to be dealt with in some way or another. Tare spoke up, "You are not welcome in my castle anymore Sharim, I declare you exiled from this castle and this Kingdom. I care not whether it is a conscious effort on your part or not." The King reached over to grab hold of the human again when he squealed out in fear.


	"No! Please, no my King! Let me stay! I didn't mean to do any of this! None of this! Please forgive me!" He screamed as tears began to fall from his eyes. He looked over towards the entrance as a large troll stepped through.


	Shioo looked over and smiled, "T---" Her words were cut short however as the Troll brought his arm up and knocked the Sidhe to the floor unconscious, and then after a brief struggle did the same to Tare. 


	Smiling over towards Sharim, the fake troll spoke, "Everything all right then master?"


	Sharim returned the smile and stood up as he straightened out his clothes, "Completely. Now, take them to the dungeon and be sure they can't escape. Then come back here." The large troll nodded and gathered up Tare and Shioo to move out of the room with them. 'Finally...' The human thought to himself, 'It's mine, mine forever.'





Chapter 6 ~ Wrath Of Love			





	Odor is one of the things that people relate to memories sometimes. A particular smell can bring forth any pleasant or unpleasant past remembrance to surface. One such stench that will never be forgotten by Shioo is that of King Tare's dungeon. A rank hole filled with muck and slime that clung to your clothing and then began to cling to your skin. Shioo was sure she would have wretched ten times over had her mouth not been gagged. Her hands and legs were tied together behind her and that in turn was tied to the gag about her mouth so she could do nothing but lay still. Not only that, but the fake Towr had placed her in one of the cells where her magic could not be called upon. 


	But her poor Towr was in worse shape. She could see him across from her cell in the another one, hanging from the wall by both shoulders that had large swords driven through them up to the hilt. His hands and arms were tied five times over and he was unconscious, blood was trailing down and dripping upon the floor in a small pool below his feet. She could not see where the King was or if Eingear had been thrown into the dungeon as well, nor could she hear noises, except for the occasional skittering of mouse feet.


	Two days passed by Shioo's count, and Towr did not regain consciousness and no one came to check on either of them. She began to wonder if Sharim and that imposter had decided to leave them both here to rot, when footsteps could be heard approaching. The Sidhe closed her eyes to feign sleep in the hopes that whoever it was might pull her from the cell so she could act in some way, somehow. She waited...


	"Sh-sh-shioo..." A stuttering voice made her eyes snap open and she beheld Eingear, kneeling in front of her behind the cell bars, "...g-g-good. I was af-f-f-fraid you w-w-were d-d-dead." He stuttered out as he pulled some keys from his robes to unlock the cell door. "Sh-Sharim h-has s-s-set hims-self up as K-K-King in K-K-King T-T-Tare's p-p-place." He begin to explain as he pulled a dagger from his robes, beginning to cut Shioo's binding away from her, "Th-The d-d-dragon l-landed outs-s-side t-two n-nights ago and is k-keeping a-a-anyone from esc-c-caping and th-th-the f-f-fake T-Towr is h-helping w-with the Ch-Changelings inside. B-but, I h-have o-organized a r-r-r-r-r-r...upr-rising a-against Sh-Sharim. I f-finally f-found a w-way to g-get down here w-without being s-seen to f-free you. B-but n-now th-the fake T-Towr is at-tacking e-everyone, and the d-dragon is s-setting f-fire to a-any F-F-F-Fae that l-leaves." Eingear finished cutting the last of the bindings away and Shioo took in a gasping breath through her dry mouth. With the assistance of Eingear she crawled her way out of the cell.


	Once free of the restrictions of using her magic Shioo immediately cast her spell, cleaning herself off and changing her clothes. Then she got to her knee's and started to pour a healing spell upon herself as well, "Thank you Eingear! Now go, quickly! Find where King Tare is kept. I'll free Towr and we will deal with this mortal who thinks he can attack and humiliate the Sidhe!" Eingear bowed his head and ran off into the deeper depths of the dungeon.


	Slowly, Shioo got to her feet as yellow glamour begin to flow and shimmer around her. The dungeon's darkness began to peel away from her as if stricken by the light and the cell bars that held her love were wrenched outward, splintering into fragments. With each step towards Towr, the pieces of the dungeon her feet touched splashed with the yellow glow, sending the muck, slime, and moss scurrying away and remaking the floor as if new. "My love..." Shioo's voice rang out, an echo upon an echo, no longer was it a soft and gentle tone, but a powerful one with the strength of the gods, "...be healed." 


	Lifting her hand up the two swords that pinned Towr to the wall shot out and the Trolls body was caught in the air. The Sidhe stepped forward as yellow glamour flowed down to begin seeping into the Trolls wounds. 


	Towr's eyes flicked open and he blinked away the sleep from them, then a long and painful groan came from his throat, which was slowly replaced by a contented sigh, as the wounds paining him were healed by Shioo's spell. "No time to explain my love." Shioo's voice came out in its normal sound, soft and sweet towards the troll, though the glamour surging about her body told a different story of the Sidhe's mood, "Go up and kill that fake you along with the mortal who has done this to you, the King, and to me."


	The Troll stood up straight and looked upon Shioo, at first just angry at what had been done to him, and then when the King was mentioned he was furious, but as he realized wrong had been done to Shioo, his madness was uncapped. Towr's eyes looked over towards the ropes in the other cell and then upon the markings that were upon his beloved where she had been tied, "He dies." The Troll stated, a simple fact of truth as he turned and began moving out of the dungeon. Then the earth, ceiling, and walls all shook. 


	The troll braced himself and looked to Shioo, who seemed to be upon the one part of the world that wasn't shakingm and said, "The dragon!" Towr was torn between going after the imposter and human or stopping the dragon, which was more important?!


	Shioo smiled the smile she gave only to her one true love, "I will handle the dragon Towr, go and put an end to that filthy humans life, along with that poor facsimile of what you truly are." It was obvious Towr was about to argue when Shioo disappeared in a flash of yellow glamour, the area she occupied still alive with it and eating away at the darkness. 


	The Troll moved over and picked up the two swords that had been used to pierce through his shoulders holding them in each hand, testing their weight. The Troll then turned and stormed through the castle, heading up and out of the dungeon he had sent so many down to in past times. The fury and rage beginning to well up inside of him once again from what was done to Shioo, he wasn't even sure what it was, just that she had been touched was enough. He heard the sound of shouting as he reached the first floor of the castle and barreled his way towards it.





				    *************				





	The dragon was breathing pillars of fire from its mouth down onto the outskirts of the castle, setting the forest ablaze along with the grass to stop any Changeling from fleeing. It was currently occupied with a young Ferret pooka, who was skittering back and forth over the grassy plain, when Shioo appeared upon the green grassy plain in front of the castle. 


	Glamour was still pouring out from the Sidhe, like a never ending well from which the sea of existence flowed. The yellow stripes flowing and twisting around her body, soaked down into the ground. Wind was picking up now, but instead of spreading the flames, the wind began to quench them. Pieces of the castle that were loose from previous onslaughts began to break free and sail off into the sky, such was the Sidhe's fury, such was her anger at being disgraced so.


	The dragon turned from his insignificant pooka prey and looked upon the new enemy that had appeared. It brought both of its front talons down and smashed them into the earth, causing the ground to shake and tremble. But Shioo felt none of it, nor did the wind blowing cause her hair or clothing to ripple, She was a statue in a storm.


	The Sorceresses' right hand came up and lifted towards the dragon, her fingers spread apart and her body began to shake, the yellow glamour twisted and bent around her now, being focused into a spell. The wind became a hurricane, tree's ripping up into the sky and the castle itself creaking from the power. The small pooka was swooshed inside by a stray torrent of wind back into the castle, and a light smile edged at Shioo's lips.


	Talons dug into the earth with madness taking over its soul, the dragon begin a stampede towards Shioo. The ground shook, tree's flew from their roots, and the castle's single wizards tower was swept off into the sky.


	"Back..." Shioo's voice rang out across the grassy field, once more the powerful augmentation it had been in the dungeon. The wind itself seemed to carry her words and the dragons pace began to slow from the sheer fury of wind pressing against it. "Back into the Dreaming with you dragon, you mind has been addled and your wits have been fried. Back into the Dreaming poor dragon, be a slave to mortals no more." Glamour soared out from Shioo, all that had been building up within her from the moment she was freed was released in a torrent towards the dragon who was lifted up from the ground, the talons taking chunks of earth with it. Screeching up towards the Heavens, the dragon spewed fire from its mouth. The spell surrounding him and his body causing the beast to convulse.


	Shioo's outstretched hand gently clenched down into a fist and the glamour that was twirling about the dragon enshrouded him completely, shrunk to the size of a pea and was gone. Then all was still, the wind had disappeared, the glamour around Shioo's body had faded, and the Sidhe began to walk towards the castle in eerie silence.





				*************				





	Four trolls and one Sidhe were gathered outside of the King Tare's throneroom, each one holding an able weapon in their hand when Towr came running down the hallway. The five Fae turned with weapons ready to meet him and the troll pulled to a stop,  a wry smile spread across Towr's lips, "Hold your weapons!" He bellowed, "I am not that imposter who no doubt sits behind this door and is slave to the MORTAL who has dared to pretend to be a King." With a wave of one of the swords in his hands, the Changelings moved aside, and Towr walked through the throneroom doors, shattering them off their hinges without so much as a pause.


	There was the imposter, standing in front of the throne with his sword unsheathed and held before him, multiple Fae lay upon the ground, either unconscious or with their Fae mane's shattered. He turned and looked upon Towr with narrowed eyes.


	Towr moved into the throneroom with eyes passing over the fallen. He knew nearly all by name, had protected them in times of trouble, had defended them when in need, some he even called friends, and here they lay, beaten by an imposter. There sitting upon the cracked throne was Shamir himself. Not since the battles with the goblins had Towr's mind been more focused and more assured of itself, it was all clear, everything was crystal clear. An imposter had come and pretended to be him, that imposter and this human had then taken away what was rightfully his. They had imprisoned him and his King, but worse of all Shioo. That was their mistake, for Towr moved forward now with both of his swords and the other Troll came towards him with his one, picking another up along the way from a fallen Fae. 


	Five moves were made before the other Trolls head rolled away from his shoulders and went splattering upon the floor. It was easy this time, for he knew this Troll to be a copy of himself, nothing more than a thing wanting to be as him. And with that came the realization that everything the copy knew, he himself knew, and therefore he could predict what the other would do. It was simple, it was all so clear. 


	Towr stepped over the dead body of the imposter, throwing down the black band he wore around his shoulder. He moved towards the throne as Sharim cowered in it, no longer his sure self, "N-no..!" The mortal screamed out and then began to beg, crawling down from the floor to be at Towr's feet, "Please! Do not kill me! Please!" Sharim clutched at Towr's legs and the Troll brought his arm up and then down towards the human.


	"Towr! Wait!" The sword slide down through the bricked floor alongside of the human, who was now cowering and expecting death, Shioo's voice spoke again, "There is a better fate for one who betrays the Sidhe in such a way."





Chapter 7 ~ Restoration			





	The throneroom was still being cleaned and the Fae inside being healed as King Tare entered in with Eingear close behind. All fell upon their knee's, but the King bade them rise as he walked forward to stand in front of his broken throne. Shamir had been bound and gagged and was now being kicked, punched, and spat upon by every member of Tare's court. Tare's eyes narrowed at the mortal, but knew he should be dealt with later. Turning he looked upon Shioo and Towr, "Towr..." His voice spoke out loud enough for all to hear, "...You are hereby reinstated as captain of the guard, though I owe you much more than that for what you have done for me and my people. I grant you any item you desire to pick from my Treasury, meager as it is."


	Towr gave a deep bow towards the King and a smile went across the Trolls lips, "My reward is to serve you and your Kingdom your majesty." There was a moments pause and then both the King and Towr let out a resounding laugh at the words, for they always exchanged them when Towr had done a great deed in service to the King. Towr loved being able to refuse such generous gifts, and the King loved that Towr was so loyal to him. 


	The King then looked towards Shioo, "Shioo..." He began in a soft tone, "...your services in bringing out and exposing this sickening human deserve a great reward! I offer you a Duchy on my land that you may call your own!" A gasp rang out from those now gathered in the throneroom, for more had begun to filter in to hear what the King had to say. There were some murmurs of protest from certain courtiers who had long been seeking such a gift from the King and never received it due to the lands being so small that giving out another Duchy was near impossible, but they were silenced as the King passed his eyes upon the crowd.


	"With respect your highness, I would politely refuse." The Sidhe smiled and her eyes filtered over towards Towr, "Running such a place would most certainly take me away from Towr, and I do not think either of us could be parted for more than a day and night."


	King Tare gave one nod of his head and replied, "Then tell me how I might reward you."


	A sweet smile played across the woman's lips then, and she looked over towards Eingear and back to Tare, "I believe this castle is now missing the Tower where once the King's sorcerer Eingear resided in. I would request that a new one befit such a grand wizard as himself be built in its place. I also would ask that the fate of the human Sharim be left to me."


	Pondering this over for a few moments, for he had his own plans for Sharim, Tare gave a nod of his head, "So it shall be done." The King then looked out at the Fae gathered before him and a smile spread across his lips, "Now, let's be done with the sadness and grief. Heal the one's that have fallen and have a feast prepared. We shall eat in honor of Towr and Shioo this night." He looked upon the two Fae and stepped down from his dais to give Towr a firm hug and Shioo a kiss upon the hand, "Were I had got to you first..." The King whispered to her and Towr pretended he did not hear what his King had just said, though his muscles involuntairly flexed.





Chapter 8 ~ Epilogue			





	A knock upon the door brought Eingear's head up from the book he had fallen asleep upon. He stood from his oak chair and moved around his desk. It had been a month since Shamir's fall and his tower was the first thing to be rebuilt. And what a tower it was, enough shelves to hold every book, a desk with which he could put anything he wished upon, another table to inscribe documents. A proper wizard's tower, just as Shioo had asked the King for.


	Eingear opened the door to reveal Shioo standing there, elegant and beautiful as ever, if not more so today. Every time Eingear saw her he was sure that somehow a part of her had become more perfect, if only the woman had thoughts the same way for her, but it was not to be for him. Still, her visits and help in his studies of the Arts were enough to give him some small comfort, "Sh-Shioo..." He said with a smile upon his face, "W-won't you c-c-come in?" He asked.	


	The Sorceress shook her head and Eingear noticed that her hands were hidden behind her back, "No thank you Eingear, I don't want to pull you from your studies. I've just come to bring you a gift." That sweet voice rang out, soft and pure. It always took an amazing amount of will for Eingear to resist at least touching the girl gently on the arm now and then.


	"A g-gift?" Eingear wondered with a raised eyebrow and then waved his hand in an encompassing gesture, "S-surely th-this t-t-tower and the h-help with my m-magic has b-been g-gift enough. I alr-ready c-cannot r-repay you f-for it." He stammered out, still amazed out how kind and generous Shioo was, he knew he could never repay her for all she'd done for him and knew that Shioo was also aware of this fact. Still, she gave without thought of receiving anything in return.


	"This is a special gift." A smile not of pleasure but of mischief came across the Sidhe's face, and she brought forth from behind her back a small white furred kitten, "It's a pet, just for you so that you might have company when you're busy in your tower here." She explained and handed the kitten over to the sorcerer.	


	Eyeing the cat over with a curious eye and finding it to be a normal mortal cat that had been enchanted so it might see the Fae, he wondered at the odd gift, but most certainly wouldn't bring himself to question it due to the giver, "What's his name?"


	A long and angelic laugh rang out at the question, during which Shioo said with that mischievous smile of hers, "Sharim." 


	Both Sidhe laughed then and Eingear tossed the cat further into the room, "Just what I've always wanted for a pet." The sorcerer replied with a broad smile.


	


				*************				





	Towr walked into his room and sat down onto the bed, causing the part Shioo was on to bounce up. The Sidhe smiled and sat up, moving over and gently rubbing at the Trolls shoulders as he laid back upon the bed. "Rough day at the guard station?" Shioo smiled down towards Towr as she sat atop his chest, staring at him with a beauty unequaled.


	Towr could not help but smile towards his one true love and reached up a hand to gently cup the side of the woman's face, "Terrible. Liat thought he saw a small dragon out on watch the other day. Turns out it was just Eingear practicing some new magic." His deep voice said as he brought Shioo down to lay alongside of him.


	Comforting Towr with a hug upon his side, the Shioo leaned her head over and rested it down alongside of the trolls. A long moment of silence passed as the two lovers just basked in their feelings for each other. 


	Towr was just about to go to sleep when he heard that sweet voice whisper in his ear, "So, when are we to be married my love?" 








			The End.
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