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I stood at the very edge of the cliff, exposing my face to the wind and peering at the massive man sitting on the prow of the approaching boat jerkily. The wind ruffled his copper hair, now throwing it over a face that was barely discernible from afar, then throwing it back, the river washed him and those who worked diligently at the oars - the dwarves, with cold spray. Huge, bald, mighty like the orcs of the dwarves of this world. My world.

My gaze touched the shores of Eheya, which became almost invisible in the thickening fog, snatched out a huge fish that splashed a few meters from the boat and exceeded the length of the entire six-seater vessel, smiled at the Darkness enveloping my shoulders and covering from the wind. Darkness is my constant companion. My shield, my protection, my vest, my cover, my everything. Almost everything. The power of Adras accepted me as not even a host, but rather as an object for care. Because the Darkness cared, I felt exactly the care, it was not a service.

As well as the one who approached me was not Dinar.

Anyone - racard, orc, half-orc ... but not Dinar.

Not my Dinar.

The man stood up, turned to face the approaching island, brushed his hair back, and peered at the people waiting for him. The people gathered pretty well. After the bloody battle in the temple, after the attempt to invade my world by the hosts of the higher ones, after what I did with the Lights ... I was no longer looked upon as an empress. In the eyes of the people, I was now a goddess, no less. They followed me, they practically prayed to me, so far silently and from a distance, but in the temple, from which all the blood had been scraped out, the altar was hastily demolished and someone managed to draw a star on the main and only wall. Black star. The shining Black Star, whose light of prosperity shed on the island… Probably, if I had remained the sly heiress of Oitlon, such worship would probably have been flattered… But probably not. Worship, even gods, should be done with dignity. There was no merit in the silent, fear-hidden adoration of the people of the Free Isles.

I slowly shifted my gaze to the boat approaching the pier - dignity in Dinard, even this one, not even remotely resembling the person I knew, was more than enough. He jumped into the river as soon as the boat got close enough to the shore, he jumped without fear and doubt, although the waters of Eheya were dangerous, especially for him - who is only half a man. Confidently he walked, wandering waist-deep in menacingly dark water and pulling the boat behind him, jumped onto the pier in one movement, throwing himself out of the water onto the darkened boards, tied the rope thrown by the gnomes to the pier, straightened up, turned to the crowd, looked at it with an interested look .

I stood higher, almost on the very edge of the steep bank ...

He didn't notice me.

The look of the red-haired ... in the sense of the copper-haired ruler of Dallaria, piercing blue even from such a distance, looked over the assembled inhabitants of the island, paying special attention to the young islanders, then abruptly rose up, and on her lips ... Dinara played an extremely obscene smile, and her gaze to me. Next to me stood the unchanging Lord Alris and his sister Ajana, the former mistress of Caesar ... and, it seems, the upcoming beloved of Dinara. In any case, all his male attention went to her. He looked at the red-haired islander, going up the numerous steps, smiled at her, looked askance at her, even after Lord Alrys introduced me to him, hesitating a little, because he had no idea to whom he actually had to introduce me.

And only when the performance took place, Dinard deigned to look at the one for whom, in theory, he arrived in this world. A quick disinterested look, which only became appraisal the moment blue eyes peered into mine… hardly corresponding to the concept of “human”, then a cold voice sounded:

— Empress? Glad to meet you. Emperor of the Great Pride Dinar Grahsoven Astarimana.

"Astarimana"... Caesar gave his empire to the Astariman family and my sister, as its last representative... well, it's not surprising that by marrying her Dinar took her name... my name... the name of my family.

“Kari Oneiro Ellaras Ashero of the Whitriman family,” she quietly introduced herself in her turn, wrapping herself chillily in a shawl from Gloom.

Dinar nodded indifferently, and again eagerly looked at the girl who was blushing under his gaze.

The choice has been made.

And the choice was clear.

I must have died at that moment... The me that was Catriona Rinaviel Witrimana. The one who hated him and loved him. The one that was once ready to strangle in Gotmir, kill gray goblins in the forests, and sleep practically in the arms of the redhead who was taking me to Dallaria. Probably, if I had remained the same Kat, I would have made a scandal ... but hardly. I have already seen him with other women, with Lady Rayho, with one of Laura's ladies-in-waiting, I...

I am Kari Oneiro, I am the empress of this world, I am the one who can withstand even this blow.

“Ajana, send and arrange our guest,” she ordered quietly, fixing her regal gaze on the river.

When they left, talking cheerfully and exchanging jokes about the destroyed island, I stood wrapped in the Darkness.

And when they left, she was still standing ...

And when the dwarfs got up and bowed to the "Pitch Glitter" and went into the city, I continued to stand.

“Empress,” Lord Alris, who always accompanied me, called softly.

“How beautiful Eheya is,” she replied without turning around.

The river was really beautiful, bewitchingly beautiful. Amazing, incredibly, incredibly beautiful… Majestic, full of strength, almost sentient river of the Lower World, so desperately trying to protect what was dear to him. Those who were dear to him.

“The river is certainly delightful, my lady, but you hardly need to admire it for so long. It's windy today,” the guardian said softly.

I could have told him that I just couldn't turn around. I don't want anyone to realize how much pain I'm in right now. How excruciatingly painful.

Dinard didn't say anything and at the same time said so much.

The ruler of another country pointedly ignored the empress of the state in which he resides?! Oh, he could stop being MY Dinar, he could forget me completely and not remember when we met, he could do a lot, but…

But a ruler who defiantly ignored another ruler?!

Dinar could be an idiot, could lose his memory from the manipulations of Caesar, could become a rakard who fell into insanity, but even in this situation, he would remain the ruler. And the ruler defiantly ignored the other ruler, this is nonsense!

And here's a question for you, Catriona Rinaviel Whitriman, what's going on?

Answer? Oh, I had it too.

Dinar came for me. I knew it in the same way as the fact that the sun rises in the east, but ... Dinard will play dirty, very dirty and ... without me.

The one-on-one fight, one might say, has already started.

The battle of the Great and mighty Dinar Graskhoven against the even more Great and mighty Araeden Ellaras Ashero is declared open!

The duel of the century - Vile, Insidious and Extremely Dodgy Evil against the Evil of the World and I'm not even afraid to say - the Multi-World, given the ability of Caesar to move more than calmly through these worlds.

In total, we have - one experienced and beyond measure hardened by life's storms against another capable of setting goals and achieving them by any means.

But Caesar was more experienced. Three hundred years is not fifty. The experience of the ruler of Erradaras, and after the experience of capturing the entire Dawn World, was phenomenal, while Graskhoven had only the possession of agrarian Dallaria behind him, and good performance in Hornass, the stronghold of Gotmir.

Thus, Dinara had a chance to survive only on one condition - working in tandem with me. And then, only a chance, only a ghostly chance, because once the Caesar has already beaten us, easily and with a smile. More than beat - Araeden truly could be applauded, but ... for some reason there was no desire. I don't even know why, probably out of spite.

But in fact, it was not the Caesar who hurt me now, but the redhead. My favorite redhead, who, apparently, has not wised up with age at all!

He could just pass by. I could have ignored it pointedly, and I would have understood everything, I am smart, I am more than smart in such matters, but ... Dinar defiantly preferred the red-haired mistress of Caesar to me and did not even touch me. It was painful. With my mind, I understood that he had made a deliberate step, but my heart ... my heart was very painful. It hurt so much that I could hardly hold back my tears.

And also the fear that I will have much more bitter tears.

Now, in the existing conditions and at the existing rates, Dinard did not have a chance. But he is stubborn. He's stubborn, like... I don't even know how anyone is. Of all the people I knew, Dinar was the most stubborn. Stubborn and inflexible. He stubbornly and unbendingly went to the mastery of Gotmir for many years, but he just had no idea what he would do with him when he captured both the region and the mines!

And now I am his target.

And it's not that I think that Dinar is absolutely unaware of what he will do when he gets me, but ... nevertheless, what will he do if he suddenly gets me? And how can he do it? And how dastardly his actions would be if he had already hurt me, and clearly to get me to stay away from him. And what should I do? Keep out?! As far as I understand, this is exactly what Dinard wants. And as far as I understand… he will spend his nights with Ajana. Reasonable. prudently. A good distraction and, in general, absolutely correct actions in the conditions of the existence of a Caesar who is quite capable of reading minds, that's just ... it still hurts me.

“Empress, the wind is picking up, you should return to the city. I'll have Ajana take care of a warm bath for you.

A warm bath is one that cools down quickly. You can sit in a hot one for a long time, but you won’t stay in a warm one in a cold tower for a long time, and rightly so - today we still have so many things to do in the world that should have been raised from the ruins, so that there was clearly no time to suffer.

Turning to Lord Alris, she nodded and went to her dilapidated city - to restore and build ... apparently this is my only purpose. Also, ignorance. Oh, the amazing destiny - to be in ignorance through life!

***

I named the capital of the Free Islands Iratani. In translation - the soul of the world.

They built it quickly and in accordance with my sketches - I needed not just a city, I needed Greatness. And therefore, drowned in the foundation of the fortress walls, the city was surrounded by statues of warriors seven times greater than human height. Their huge bodies inside were fortresses, the slits for the eyes were loopholes, the heads decorated with helmets were observation posts, I kept the system of signal fires. But if the warriors were built from the black basal rock that had once formed the frame of the dark fortress, then the walls themselves were boiled white, and yes, they too were built from "borrowed materials." So the islands became a fortress, a majesty built on the ruins. And in the evenings, the builders who were tired and gathered around the fires read fairy tales ... My fairy tales. Tales about the exploits and courage of people, tales about overcoming obstacles, tales about how great people are, each of the people. Tales in memory of Dinara... about Dinara as he once was. He was there even now - he helped in construction, led the gnomes and even told tales from his past life ... tales about his youth ... and I was not in these tales.

I came, more than once or twice, wrapped in the Darkness like a cloak, hiding my face and feeling only the presence of Lord Alris, who invariably guards me, with bated breath I listened to stories about Dallaria, about the battle with the terrible kingdom of Oitlon, and about the beautiful princess, whose her eyes shone brighter than all emeralds together, and blond hair could compete in beauty with gold, on which sunlight plays ... I still hoped. For what? I don’t know, for something… For the fact that he somehow managed to deceive Caesar, for the fact that the waters of Eheya washed away the magic of the greatest elar, for the fact that Dinar will remember… He will remember the one for whom he came into this world… But every day grew and became more and more majestic Iratani, and likewise every day my hope became more and more illusory, until it disappeared altogether.

There came a moment when I walked past Dinard arguing with the dwarves about the temple and its location, and my only thought was “I will need to increase the scale of the building” ... Everything. I stopped, looked back at Dinar, despite the growth that seemed to be equal to the gnomes in the shoulders and the ability to insist on his own, and did not feel anything. Nothing at all... Probably somewhere high, in the sense of in his chambers in the Rainbow Palace, the Caesar now smiled victoriously... Probably, I did not want to yield to him in anything, and therefore my tower was the tallest tower on the islands. It was not difficult for me to climb to its very top at least twice every day, because it was from it that a gorgeous view of everything I had created opened up. On houses built anew, spacious and bright, on gardens. Hanging, arranged on platforms that hung over the city and were connected by rope ladders and the same suspension bridges, to fields sown on distant islands, and to communication systems with both banks of the Eheya. Drawbridges. Once a project created by Caesar and planned to be built in the swampy north of Oitlon - we eventually found another way and drained the swamps by digging a chain of man-made lakes, but I remembered the project itself, and my memory, unlike some copper-haired ones, was excellent. Four bridges were built. Everything absolutely and completely under the control of us, people, everything plunging into the waters of Eheya at the slightest danger, and I could take control of all of them in an instant from the main point - my tower.

With the bridges, the restoration of the islands went much faster - there is still a big difference between bringing the purchased wood in boats or carrying it over the bridge.

On the twentieth day of my reign, they tried to make a sacrifice to me.

The victim, a small boy, was found tied to one of the pillars surrounding my tower and was about to be killed by a demoniac-looking old woman.

I had to introduce the islanders to such a thing as "public execution". An old woman who stole a child from a neighbor in the name of “good purposes” was beaten to death with a whip, having previously subjected to disgrace - undressing and cutting off her hair. The greater the shame, the easier it is to eradicate the desire to perform "good deeds."

“I,” standing in front of the inhabitants of the city, the barely elderly woman, having turned into one bloody piece of battered meat, stopped shaking in agony, “I will not tolerate any sacrifices! And she broke off, catching Dinar's thoughtful look on herself. He immediately averted his eyes, unlike all the inhabitants, looking not at me, but at the dead woman, pursed his lips, turned around and left.

I felt like the last scum ...

Not for long. The mother of that same boy stepped out of the crowd, silently placed flowers on the steps, closer to my feet, and stepped back. I was happy with the flowers, and maternal gratitude as well, but allowing myself only a fleeting smile, I continued, turning to the people:

- Sacrifices, as already announced, are prohibited. The punishment is the shameful death penalty!

And I left the silent people, because there were still non-silent non-humans ahead of me - no one canceled the meeting of the council of the owners of the Great Palaces. Everything is the same every day, everything is the same unchanged, everything is the same endless.

And at night Dinard came.

I heard how he exchanged phrases with the guards at the entrance, heard how he was let into my office, located on the second floor of the tower, without a word, heard how he opened the door ... and raising my head met the gaze of gray, clearly condemning eyes. At that very moment, I was writing a fairy tale, another one, about an old witch who kidnapped and killed small children - yes, I continued to try to educate my people. You look and it will turn out, at least I will try, I am persistent.

“You know, Empress,” the seasoned Dallarian ruler walked into my office, not reaching me three steps, took a chair, turned it around, and sat down, straddling the furniture, “in my empire, old age is at least respected.

I put down the pen, closed the inkwell, moved the freshly written fairy tale, folded my hands on my chest and coldly looking at Dinara answered:

- I know.

— Is that how? - in his gaze there is cold ice, slowly tightening with frost.

“Exactly,” she confirmed coldly.

Faithful Darkness, as if sensing that I was getting cold, rushed from the dark shore of Eheya, warmly enveloped my shoulders, fell on my hands with a warm shawl, hiding my pale fingers, carefully placed a flower on the table in front of me - a white lily, touched by a blue glow along the edges of the petals. Another gift from Kyara.

“I see you have fans on both banks of the river,” Dinar said in a strange way.

My breath hitched. She gave him an inquisitive look, a look trying to see at least something, at least some shadow of awareness, recognition, at least ...

Is there something wrong with my face? the Dallarian asked mockingly.

“If only with a face,” I smiled sadly.

And again she reached for the pen, but was stopped by a barely audible:

“You can't kill old people, Kat. Especially women. Especially in such a shameful way. And at least for the reason that old women usually have children and grandchildren. You have not dishonored an old woman, you have dishonored the whole race.

Closing the folder with the report on the state of the western coastline, I turned to Dinar and, trying to speak softly, without betraying my own emotions, said:

“You must not kill children, Emperor Grahsoven!

He exhaled noisily, placed his mighty muscular arms on the back of a chair, and said:

“In that case, it was enough just to execute her, Kat. It would be a dignified death proportionate to the crime.

- Is it proportionate?

He silently arched his eyebrow, with a gesture of Dinar, that Dinar who was so close to me, and that is probably why I was extremely frank in the conversation.

“Senma Haen has seventeen grandchildren, Dinar, three of them are now four years old, that is, the same age as the baby Senma stole from the house of a young mother who was away on business in the morning, due to an attempt by the dark ones to attack the islands left without a husband last year.” and a protector.

And the face of the emperor of Pride instantly changed.

“You didn’t think she was going to sacrifice her own grandson to me, did you?” I asked sarcastically.

He said nothing.

And I thought longingly - Great Mother Ancestor, why are we arguing where you just want to talk so much ?!

Pressing her icy fingers to her aching temples, she sat silently for a few seconds, then continued wearily:

- On the Free Islands, to my sincere regret, the cult of sacrifice has taken root. Judging by the structure of the temple, people adopted it from the light ones, who once, it seems, just in this way opened the passage to the higher ones. As you understand, I do not intend to tolerate religious killings. But there is a problem with the worldview of the islanders, who sincerely believe that ritual murder is honorable. Understand? It's honorable to kill for the sake of the gods. Ritual murder became something of a social ladder, and the accomplished killer rose above ordinary people. Even the priests showed the same hierarchy - the killers opposed themselves to those priests who had not yet killed. Realizing this, I came to the only option - the destruction of the assassin-priests as a class. The execution of Senma Khaen is not the only public execution since my accession to the islands, Dinar, the priests of the local god were executed in public, but by no means shamefully. I sincerely hoped that any sacrificial inclinations of people would leave at this point. But no. They thought that God is now me. I mean goddess. And since the goddess now rules, then she is assigned not priests, but priestesses. That is exactly what the old woman Senma reasoned, stealing a child from a defenseless mother, and hoping, by killing the child in front of my eyes, to get the post of high priestess. The old woman's goals were not sickly, were they not?

Dinar nodded thoughtfully, remaining silent.

“But a shameful death…” he finally said.

“Was the only option,” I answered quietly. - Vanity pushed her to kill the child, Dinar, and if I didn’t stop it, the same vanity could make other women try to get the favor of the goddess in the same proven way, and in any society there are enough those who are ready to lay their own children on the altar. That is why the sentence was imposed for an attempted sacrifice, and not for the kidnapping of someone else's child. That is why the execution was shameful. To remember her. To realize that the sacrifice is not a good deed, but a crime, which will invariably be followed by shame and punishment. And shame is the key word here.

He nodded thoughtfully again, and I, unable to stand it, just as quietly asked:

— Dinar, why are you here?

A quick glance of blue eyes... and I remembered that they were gray, turning blue only when Grahsoven was angry.

Well, I wasn't in the best mood either.

For Ajana? she asked with a sarcastic grin on her lips.

There was no answer.

After that, the former ruler of Dallaria rose heavily, returned the chair to its place and, heading for the door, threw over his shoulder:

- Good night, Kat.

But before the door closed behind him, I still said:

“I hope you had good nights in the Dawn World, especially when you spent them with your wife.”

He froze.

I regret what I said...

Dinar is gone. Without turning around.

And I remained sitting, uncontrollably drawing conclusions. So, he remembers. I don’t know what exactly, but at least he remembers me and my name ... This is a definite plus, but a minus ... there were enough minuses. For example, I knew exactly where he slept - and it was not a room allocated to him, it was Ajana's bedroom. In addition to the knowledge that they sleep together, her embarrassed smile was enough for me every time I saw Dinar, her flushed cheeks ... on the Free Islands, morals reigned free before marriage, so no one condemned ... Well, except for me. However, these lovers did not care about my feelings. My feelings in general, in principle, few people were interested ...

Darkness slipped from my shoulders, partly lay down on the table in front of me, looked anxiously, frightening with scarlet slits in my eyes. For some reason, the Darkness reminded me of Lokar... I don't even know why, but suddenly I realized very clearly - they are devilishly similar. Gloom and Lokar. Surprisingly similar, especially when you consider that Lokar in translation from Elar will be the Shadow. And by the way, the shadow of Anrahar, the prince of this very Shadow, was talking.

“Tell me,” I leaned forward and touched the face of Darkness with icy fingers, “is there a chance for you to find a voice?”

Gloom screwed up his scarlet eyes and shook his head negatively.

“But the Shadow of Anrahar spoke,” I pointed out. “And Lokar said the same.

Gloom looked at me intently, and then the rune "Higher" was created from his tattered dark-created body. And I realized that I was intrigued.

Are you superior? she asked, hoping least of all for an affirmative answer.

But Darkness, to my sincere surprise, nodded. How interesting.

“Mi-i-i-ir,” I called cautiously.

A familiar huge eye appeared at the same time. I shuddered as soon as Sataren stared at me with one eye, and I thought that I would never get used to this surrealism.

“Mark claims to be a former Supreme, is that possible?” I asked.

Sataren changed his eye from a fish eye to a dragon eye that flashed scarlet silver and said, “That is a fact. The dark ones were able to drink essences. Drinking, bind to blood and pass on to the legacy.

“I was very pleased with the part about “were capable” in this phrase,” I said nervously.

The darkness smiled with an eerie scarlet smile, the world laughed distantly, it seems that it had involuntarily made a mountain collapse somewhere, but I thought about the higher ones. Having calmed down, the world said: “I weakened both the dark and the light as best I could. It was easier for the Light Ones, for the Dark Ones, the strength turned out to be fueled by other entities.

“But, as I understand it, the essence of Caesar remained in my world,” I said thoughtfully.

The world didn’t answer, I guess they just didn’t know, but if you think about it, then “bind to blood and pass on to inheritance.” The dark legacy of Caesar awakened already in the Dawn World, perhaps at the same time the Shadow, that is, Lokar, came to him. And Caesar, in some way I don't understand, managed to endow his heritage with the ability to see everything that happens in the world. I wonder how?

"What do you want to see?" the world asked.

“What Caesar did to Dinar,” I answered with the utmost honesty.

But the thoughts were already moving on, much further. For example, I know that when Dinard came into this world… he would still remember what he was after, and somehow designated it for the higher ones. And no Caesar. What is the difference between opening the way to the world?!

I didn’t have time to think it out, Sataren answered: “I don’t see it. Can't see. The son of this world hides events. Lots of events."

I looked intensely at the eye, the eye answered me with the same intense look, then apparently conveyed what I could see - how Dinara was being dragged into a prison cell, followed by Caesar with icy calmness and the vision was filled with darkness.

As I sat, it was so good that I remained sitting.

The next picture is a Caesar, in just trousers, slowly approaches a mountain stream, squats down, stretches out his fingers to a stream flaring up with a blue flame ... and the vision is flooded with darkness!

"Source of Ehea," Sataren said nervously.

And I understood what the world wanted to say - Caesar was slowly but surely seizing control of it. Caesar... Well, three hundred years of experience, unbending will, absolute self-confidence - it was to be expected in general.

Rising, she walked around the table, took out a crystal from the cache arranged in the wall, and, activating it, returned to her place at the table. Crystal facets, pushing the space, opened my eyes to the bedroom. Our bedroom with Caesar, now completely empty. And everything would be fine, but I set the opening point of Caesar himself! Which means...

— Sataren, Caesar is not in you! I understood instantly.

The eye blinked in surprise, rolled back, apparently completely withdrawing into itself, and quickly returned, confirming:

"He is not in this world."

In the next moment, I rushed to Ajana!

She grabbed her cloak, slammed the secret panel shut on the way, rushed out of the reception room, tried to slip past the guards, and was suddenly stopped abruptly. The guard, whom I tried to rush past, grabbed by the wrist, jerked it towards him, in the twilight the blue eyes of the former Dallarian ruler flashed, and at my very lips it sounded:

- Don't be stupid.

I froze, holding my breath and frightened looking at Dinar, and not understanding, desperately not understanding what was happening.

“Just a question,” he suddenly said, hugging him, “would you love me even when I was old?”

I was silent, looking at him in shock.

“Even after I slept with your sister?” There was pain in his voice.

His breath practically touched my lips, his fingers squeezed his wrist tightly, but carefully, the body, the strong body was no longer a guy - a man, it seemed red-hot to the limit, and tense to the same limit.

“Once I was young and stupid, stupid enough to let Ice Light take away the only thing that was dear to me. Since then I have mellowed. And grew up. Go back to your room, Katenok, just don't stay up as usual until midnight, or even until dawn, and stomp to sleep. Not thinking, not remembering this conversation, and continuing to suffer. Questions?

What I knew instantly was that he didn't spend the night at Ajana's. Every night he spent here, guarding my doors! Otherwise, how would he know what time I go to bed and how long I sit over the documents.

"Go," and his fingers on my wrist slowly, reluctantly, as if he was forcing each of them, loosened.

She glanced nervously at the second guard, who stood looking out into the night, not moving even to draw a breath.

"Stasis," Dinar explained simply.

I would have agreed with him, only my shoulders were instantly shrouded in darkness, and I realized something unpleasant:

“It became known not only to me that Caesar left this world.

I did not begin to add the main thing - one of the dark ones is approaching, otherwise the Darkness would not have appeared, in an effort to protect me. And one of the most frightening thoughts was that Qyar had managed to block Eheya. I don’t know how, I’m not sure that Caesar would have shared his knowledge with him, but he managed.

And I'll have to deal with it.

Wrapped up in a shawl from Gloom, I stepped onto the threshold and stopped on the steps, observing an amazingly beautiful phenomenon - the Prince of the Night Terror was descending to MY island descending along the black steps marked with scarlet luminous contours. In his left hand was a huge bouquet of bright scarlet magical roses, which, losing their petals, lit up the night with a ghostly scarlet glow, the second hand, apparently, was holding the staircase itself. Behind him, a black cloak fluttered in the wind, crimson eyes sparkled with anticipation.

- That is, Caesar fell down for a long time, right? — sitting down on the steps of my own tower, I sarcastically asked.

The radiant smile of the now handsome dark prince spoke for itself, and it spoke out clearly in favor of the correctness of the stated guess.

“And you decided that the time has come to hit on the orphaned empress of light,” sarcasm is our everything.

“Catherine, my love, you must admit that your existence in this human swamp looks more than strange,” Kyar replied, continuing his indulgence.

Yes, something, but we were both tongue-tied.

- Swamp? I patted my eyelashes sweetly. “Well, you’re right, we certainly should do something about it. How about starting with a passionate kiss?

The last word almost sounded like a threat, and the dark one would understand it, but no.

Descending imposingly, Akyar came up, squatted down in front of me, passing the bouquet and looking into my eyes, softly, but with a distinctly felt steel notes, said:

“Catherine, I am not Adras, giving away my power in the name of saving a dying humanity is definitely not my style. And you, with all your undoubted talent, can hardly manage to extract from me everything that you undoubtedly desire.

“Undoubtedly,” I said.

But since the bickering was already somewhat fed up, she asked bluntly:

And where is my husband at the moment?

The smile of the dark became wider and more meaningful.

“I didn’t ask about your dreams and aspirations now,” she firmly put some in their place.

Some stopped smiling instantly.

“Two options,” I continued, “either you betrayed him, leaving him to be torn to pieces by that bunch of higher ones led by Ugnar…”

“Agnar,” Kyar gently corrected, smiling again.

- Ugnar! I decided to stand my ground. - Or they just left it somewhere, outside the Lower World, sclerotically forgetting such a sweet concept as betrayal in principle.

For a few seconds, the dark one studied me with a gaze of crimson, glowing in the dark eyes, like hot coals, then his smile became clearly far from the actual concept of a smile, and Kyar confessed:

- The first.

Awesome! Just awesome!

I took the bouquet, brought it to my face, inhaled the scent of night roses, and honestly admitted:

“If I were you, Kjar, I would hurry away from my swamp, and with the maximum possible speed, because the Caesar will return. And as far as I know, he will return quickly.

“There is so much admiration in your words,” said the dark one.

“So much experience,” I corrected him.

It was at that moment that somewhere far away, in the mountains, a collapse clearly occurred.

“The Well of Eheya has been freed from your spell?” I suggested.

“Yes,” the world answered me.

I smiled at the Prince of the Night Terror, even hiding the obvious anticipation, after all, I was never a nice girl. He immediately got up, and the next moment only roses in my hands reminded of his presence.

Under the walls of the fortress, the revived water of Eheya rustled and splashed. How I love this river.

The next moment, a spatial crystal flared up in front of me, pushing the space with sparkling edges, and my eyes actually appeared ... my husband. The appearance of the Caesar was extremely original - blond hair cut to the neck, a leather jacket, leather gloves with cut off fingers, which my husband was now frantically pulling off himself, a green bead of obviously emerald threaded through a strand, green eyes rapidly returning to their previous color, form and tenacity in the look.

- Mmm, and how is it for you to portray the Light? I inquired sincerely.

Was there a kyar? - not answering my question, the Caesar demanded an answer.

“Naturally,” I replied, embracing the bouquet revealingly, “how could he not come if you so diligently provoked him to do so.

Caesar's smile said a lot.

I, throwing down the bouquet, dropped my curtsy as well, and asked bluntly:

- Where have you been?

A mocking look of icy eyes and an unexpected offer:

"See you at the bridge?"

“Thanks, I already had a date today,” I replied caustically.

The look is frozen.

“I am your wife and empress, there was no consent to become your woman in addition to everything, my Caesar,” she reminded him with a sweet smile.

“The status of a wife, my dear, actually implies such a thing as “being a woman,” he answered angrily.

"I don't think arguing at the moment will solve anything." I continued to be disgustingly nice. "So where were you?"

Unbuttoning his black leather jacket and throwing it aside, the Caesar looked at me mockingly and, just as sweetly as I, answered:

- I would satisfy the curiosity of my woman with pleasure, my tender, the curiosity of my wife and the empress - no.

And the communication crystal self-destructed in the most mocking way!

- Yes, goblins ate you! I wished furiously into the void.

The void was naturally silent, but somewhere there, in the snow-white bedroom, the Caesar was clearly smiling victoriously, and this angered him incredibly.

Rising, she kicked the roses with all her heart, then returned to her room.

By the way, Dinara was not at the post, there was only one guard.

***

Enraged, I went upstairs, and, tearing off my dress, rushed from corner to corner, trying to understand what was going on in general! Three men, three games incomprehensible to me, and one whole such creative self, which at the same time restores the Free Isles, and, in addition, manages all the affairs of Eradaras. I won’t be surprised if tomorrow the chief arachnid comes to me with a proposal to deal with the economy of Tenetra at the same time! And that, given the trends, I should definitely expect something like: “Dear Kari Oneiro, I would love to fuck you, but while I’m looking for opportunities to access your body, could you at the same time take care of the Tenetra economy, otherwise we will fall the course of the Teneri gold has been outlined and, in general, a general economic downturn is just around the corner!”

In general, if you are so serious, then yes, not far off, I was going to completely bring down their domestic market with a shaft of cheap goods sold at a reduced price from needles to fabrics, and do this before the dark ones realize to block the borders. There was no point in killing their currency - if the Caesar had already created cellars littered with gold in a couple of minutes, which prevented Arakhandar the Lord of the Night from doing the same. Nothing. But you go and try to create a silver pepper, which grows exclusively in the Free Isles and is gently but surely introduced by me as a monetary analogue. And given that this seasoning has so far remained the main export item of the island, I strongly doubt that the light ones will, in principle, be able to fake it. As well as dark ones. And then we will smoothly but surely approach securities, and then, we are all happily waiting for a single trading space!

In principle, I planned to raise the Free Islands to the rank of states equal to both Eradaras and Tenetru at the end of the year, it remains to educate my people, and maintain personal independence until the end of this year. I don’t even know what is more difficult ... I suspect that problems will arise precisely with the preservation of independence ...

The spatial crystal flashed in the darkness completely unexpectedly, and I, just changing clothes, was not that very glad to see my husband.

“Go on, my dear, you don’t embarrass me at all,” the Caesar remarked with a sneer.

“I never doubted it for a moment,” I quipped, and pulled on my nightgown.

Not to say that she was hiding something, but the locals were convinced that if I was supposed to wear clothes, then they were mostly made of lace, so the Caesar clearly had something to look at, he looked, it seems, forgetting what he was going to talk.

“Yes,” my illustrious husband confirmed, “I was slightly distracted ...

“You tend to be…distracted in general,” I remarked, and moved towards the bed.

The crystal glided smoothly behind me, stopped as if the Caesar sat down on the edge of the bed in which I settled. I do not argue that it was more convenient for the emperor to sleep, for people the conveniences in general left much to be desired, but only for now.

“Did the execution of the old woman upset you so much?” Araeden suddenly asked.

To my surprise, I replied:

- Yes.

- In vain. You acted absolutely right and you know about it, my gentle, - Caesar raised his glass and saluted me, took a sip.

“I know, yes,” I agreed. “But knowing that you are doing the right thing does not relieve me of screams behind my back, of blood flowing again and again at my feet, of the taste of death on my lips, of guilt ...

“Would it be better if you found a child dying and bleeding the same on the steps of your tower?” Husband asked softly.

- No, - I lay down, I was very tired and on the whole the day turned out to be difficult, turned on my side, and looking at Caesar, asked: - Was it hard for you to kill? I mean at the beginning?

Just about the fact that at the end, in the sense of the middle, or I don’t even know what to call it, but in general, now this clearly did not cause trouble to Caesar.

Araeden smiled, no doubt reading my thoughts, and said:

- At first? - the smile became, to put it mildly, not cheerful. - It's better for you not to know.

- Why? Do you think I will judge you? I? she asked with an undisguised sneer.

Caesar did not answer, looking at me strangely. A few long seconds, then said:

- Come back.

- No! - I answered confidently, and quietly remarked: - I have been your toy for too long, my Caesar. And it was not the most pleasant feeling, I must admit.

"You don't feel much better now," he said with a touch of irony.

No, not much.

“Freedom always has a price, and it’s not always pleasant, but mostly worth paying for,” she said confidently in the end.

"Do you want guarantees of your freedom from me?" - again taking a sip of wine, the Caesar asked.

- You will be freed from you, how - how, and I'm not so naive as to believe your "guarantees", - she answered him quite sincerely.

Araeden narrowed his eyes slightly.

I, despite the fact that I was brutally sleepy, returned to the most important thing at the moment:

“So what about the higher ones?”

This time, Caesar did not mockingly remain silent and briefly let me in on the matter:

“I managed to transport myself from the true Eradaras to the Overworld. It has already been destroyed by a third.

I bit my lip, realizing that not so long ago, only a quarter of the world was destroyed ... now a third ... The upper world was dying at an incredible speed.

“So the higher ones will continue to try to invade us?” she asked after a short silence.

“I wouldn’t be so sure of that,” the Caesar unexpectedly smiled. “You have shown Ran to Sidion Agnar how much you own both the world and its subordinates. I believe that the death of his strongest Lights he ... suffered hard.

“The strongest,” I seized on the most important word.

Araeden nodded majestically.

“Is there a chance that, having lost the strongest of those who pave the Way, he will die in his dying world?” I asked directly.

Caesar did not answer immediately, for several seconds he examined the remains of wine in a glass, then said:

- An animal driven into a trap is hundreds of times more dangerous. The higher ones want to live. And for the sake of their own survival, our former gods will do anything.

“The High Ones destroyed two worlds!” Two whole worlds! Just destroyed on a whim! Retribution, it seems to me, is more than justified! I exclaimed.

“For you,” Araeden smiled, “for me, for those who managed to escape from the perishing Eradaras and Tenetra, but not for the higher ones, my tender one. For the higher, the question of ethics has never been in principle, and now, on the verge of survival, it has completely lost its meaning. Believe me, now, in the current conditions, for the sake of survival, a kind of higher ones will even agree to sleep with human women.

- Didn't you agree before? I asked skeptically.

- Previously not. People in principle and for us, the Elars, are the lowest stage of evolution, what to speak of the highest.

Nothing to say about the higher ones. True, a thought flashed through, for a moment the thought flashed that assimilation with the higher ones would instantly put people on an equal footing with both light and dark ones, but no. No, because I saw what happened in the capital of Tenetra, no, because I saw the former Eradaras, no, because giving the deities who destroyed even their own world a second chance is, firstly, senseless, and secondly, suicidal.

“You have always been a smart girl, my gentle,” the Caesar smiled.

"I wonder what it's like for you to see your gods perish?" I asked.

“Not mine,” the Caesar’s smile became a little more distinct, “I was born in this world.

“In my sense,” I smiled sweetly.

I expected a lot of things, but Araeden suddenly confirmed, looking at me intently:

- In yours, my tender.

And there won't even be any controversy?

Pulling the blanket up, she drowsily remarked:

- They could have been indignant, at least for decency.

- What's the point? He smiled at me with thin, and so sensual lips.

And I suddenly stopped being cold ... in the sense that such a wording suited me much more than, for example, it threw me into the heat in places. And certain. Brightly, sharply, so clearly that black dots suddenly appeared before my eyes, swept about, not realizing what was happening at all. She squeezed her knees sharply, to sobering pain, and, in principle, to the return of self-control. And all this under the noticeably sparkling, intently observing gaze of a man who ... seems to actually revel in what is happening.

“I don’t think so,” smiled the emperor of Eradaras, still looking at me intently, and squeezing a glass of wine between his fingers.

Oh, I remembered well what those fingers were capable of.

Too good. Good enough to feel the blood rush to my cheeks... A second, a moment, a brief moment, and I forced myself to remember who was in front of me. Excitation is boldly icy wave of this awareness.

“Why, my dear? - looking at me intently, the Caesar asked deceptively softly.

Oh, and I knew this deceptive softness just as well as I was aware of what was hidden behind the icy softness.

- As already mentioned - because I do not want to be your toy, my Caesar, - I answered with a venomous smile, rather harshly.

The bright one definitely did not like this rigidity. I internally tensed, expecting a blow, and it followed:

“You are already my toy, Kari, you became one even before you were born,” and the Caesar took a slow sip as if he was drinking my life, and with obvious pleasure.

With no less parried him:

“The fact that I was your toy does not mean that I want to continue to be so.

The emperor's smile became... more affectionate.

Mine... even more affectionate.

We played on equal terms, and if we talk about pleasure, I got much more than Caesar.

“You are wrong, my dear,” Araeden said with undisguised tenderness and this time really softly, “to be with someone on an equal footing has always been my dream. Until you were born - unrealizable.

I made myself comfortable on the pillow, looked at him carefully and asked:

- And the higher ones?

I didn’t ask about the dark ones - now the only one who really needed to be taken into account was Akyar, and then, frankly speaking, he would not survive against us with the Caesar. He could erase me from the face of Sataren without looking, Caesar with great difficulty, and if only he is really a genius, but the two of us are unrealistic. Caesar and I together, we were the force that wanted to spit even on the highest, which we actually demonstrated.

“Exactly,” my husband saluted me with a glass, took a sip, “the higher ones would be on an equal footing if you didn’t find yourself in your world, my gentle.” It was fun to watch the former gods clash with my personal goddess.

“My personal goddess,” she smiled involuntarily.

“But what would you do if I didn’t have the ability to control the Lights?” I asked.

And she stopped.

Because such an insidious smile played on the lips of Caesar that it became crystal clear - he knew that I had these abilities. He absolutely knew.

- Once you said, my dear, that I destroy everything in my path, while your destiny is creation. You were practically right - your gift is creation, and what I am able to read and destroy, you are able to create.

Thoughts.

Caesar reads them easily, and I ... I create them!

She abruptly sat up in bed, hugged her knees, closed her eyes and clearly imagined the guard standing on the left at the entrance to my tower. The order: “Bring a stone to the Empress,” I gave mentally. She flung open her eyelashes and carefully looked at the Caesar sitting almost opposite, well, conditionally opposite. We waited together, I - not believing what was happening, and he - with a smile tracking all my anxieties, doubts, disbelief, and awareness, when there was a knock on the door and then the voice of the guard sounded:

“Blessed Empress, I brought you… a stone.

I flinched as if struck. Caesar, still smiling, saluted me with a glass, and drank all the wine to the bottom.

"Put it by the door and leave" - my mental order.

“The human psyche is a fragile instrument, my tender one, it should be played softly, carefully, plastically,” said the Caesar.

“Etwan, put a stone at the door, thank you,” I ordered, raising my voice.

There was a sound of a placed stone, then receding steps and the indistinct muttering of a guard who was obviously dumbfounded by what had happened.

I collapsed onto the pillows, looking intently at my husband. Well, now I'm starting to feel like a true goddess. But no - a toy ... still a toy frankly reveling in what is happening Caesar. Did we play equally? I am afraid no. Not yet.

“Practically yes, and this is the maximum “yes” that you ... are still capable of, Kari,” the Caesar gently informed.

Bet?

Do you think it makes sense? - a question, and a barely noticeable gambling gleam in his eyes.

I would like to, yes, but ... not now.

“At the moment, the highest priority,” I reminded.

“You are the priority, always,” the Caesar said absolutely seriously.

And it was devilishly flattering, of course, but ...

“Higher, roads, the abolition of slavery,” I said harshly, discarding all sentimentality.

Caesar smiled and said:

I'm working on the first point. Sweet dreams, my dear.

And the crystal self-destructed, leaving a rose on my bed, dark scarlet this time. It was surprising - for some reason, if I expected flowers from Caesar, then white ones, and here a bright flower with an incredible aroma that filled the whole room.

I fell asleep, putting a flower on a nearby pillow, and all night I dreamed of the endless green steppes of Migrad and Adras ... And even in a dream it was insanely bitter from the realization that I was able to revive almost anyone, but not the one to whom I would so much like to return life.

***

Arakhandar the Lord of the Night frankly devoured me with his eyes. In principle, he would have devoured me, and literally, and even without preliminary frying or other methods of preparation, he simply could not. Yes, sometimes it happens like this - you kind of sorted out the ruler of the neighboring and only generally competitive camp and put a puppet in his place and were already practically celebrating the victory, when suddenly the freshly killed one took and returned, but not alone, but with his wife, who, among other things, still not stupid. Not stupid at all.

“So,” the chief arachnid, who obviously hates me with every fiber of his absent soul, grunted, “are you offering an ounce of silver pepper as world currency?”

“Yes, I propose to introduce this conditional currency,” she confirmed, looking at him intently.

We had an expanded meeting of the international council. I headed the table at which my Guardians of the Islands, now cities, were sitting, a crystalline spatial window shone to my right, opening the meeting room of the Lord of the Night, in which he himself, his eldest son and heir Araen, the Prince of Night and trusted advisers, were located, to the left, so to say closer to my heart, the same spatial window into my imperial office, where, in addition to my advisers and Edogar, the lords and ladies of the Great Palaces were also present. Thus, at this council I represented two states at once, Arakhandar was one, and this alone already drove him crazy. But everything got much worse when Tehars appeared and the dragon immediately declared: “The Empress represents the interests of the Winged People,” after which, apparently due to the fact that he was in a hurry, he flew out the window and rushed off somewhere.

I stayed, smiling politely at the Lord of the night and feeling like a true trinity! But he finally finished off the dark Oshroe Ax Handle Stone Blade, who looked at the door and said:

- Hey, Tar Glitter, Dinar and I are busy there, he said, you can represent the orcs, well, let us dwarves too at the same time.

And left.

I stayed. Still looking with a smile at the purple Arakhandar Emperor Tenetra, and tapping his fingers on the table. Although what to tap - I could well go to the calculations. And everything turned out that if I was initially in a much more advantageous position than the Lord of the Night, now I could actually speak on behalf of five state units - ellars, dwarves, dragons, orcs and people. While he represented only one.

“Five to one,” I said mockingly.

The gnashing of the chief dark's teeth sounded so distinct that it was audible even in the light office, and I caught a grin that Edogar suppressed. Just think - not so long ago, the dark ones practically controlled the whole world, but less than a month had passed ...

“Your word,” I urged the dark one, keeping an extremely polite expression on my face.

Arakhandar was silent. He looked at me with an indescribable, in the sense he could not convey it in any way, with hatred and was silent, gritting his teeth. I think he wanted to tell me a lot of things now, and he clenched his teeth for one reason only - so as not to express all this. Because on my side there were not only five states, but also Akyar who appeared in the dark council hall. The Prince of the Night Terror, no longer even terrible, but certainly surprisingly handsome, bowed gallantly at the sight of me, and inquired in a low, velvety voice:

— Katherine, the happiness of my eyes, how are you?

From his tone and informality of address, the Lord of the Night was warped, but this did not stop me from answering:

— Thank you for your concern, Kyar, everything is fine. How are you?

The dark prince, coming closer and practically blocking half of the dark advice from me, said, devouring his eyes already somewhat not in gastronomic terms, said:

- Wonderful. Your… emperor conveyed his best wishes to you and an offer to devote more time to entertainment.

My heart skipped a beat...

I continued to smile, nodding my thanks for his message, but I distinctly felt an icy chill running down my spine like a cold.

Kyar did not call Caesar my husband.

And what does it mean to spend more time on entertainment?

A bright lightning, a terrible memory hit Araeden's words once in the Dawn World: "Let him have fun, he will run less to the orcs."

Would Caesar now say it just like that? Definitely not!

What's happening?!

"Sataren," I called out tensely, "do you sense Emperor Eradaras?"

And three heartbeats before answering:

"Not. It is not in me."

The first impulse was to run to Dinar. Now. Find out what is happening, what is happening in principle, why is he here, and how ... The first impulse ... the second was much more meaningful - what about Caesar? More time for entertainment? Most likely it means the opposite! To the dead blue goblins, what about Caesar?!

“Five to one, by majority vote, an ounce of silver pepper accepted as international currency. The meeting is over! I made my decision instantly.

And rising abruptly, I stretched out my hand to close the crystal leading to the dark ones, but Kyar, who guessed my maneuver, quickly said something that I would not want to hear at all:

“I will visit you… today, my empress.”

Ice grip on the heart has become an order of magnitude stronger.

“I look forward to waiting for you, my prince,” I answered kindly.

Arahandar cursed in the background, but no one cared about him right now. I turned the crystal window to the dark ones, turned to the light ones and ordered Edogar:

Prepare minutes of the meeting! - and knocked them out.

Shocked, obviously waiting for a long meeting, my subordinates, and we almost never had less than five hours of work, looked dumbfounded at their empress, who, muttering “Everyone is free,” rushed out of the hall without even turning around and without collecting all the papers.

“Caesar, Caesar, Caesar!” pounded in the temples with a beating of blood.

A thousand dead goblins, Qyar, what have you done to him?

I ran down the stairs, leaving the tower, lingered for a moment on the last step, looking at Dinar discussing something with Oshroe and three other huge bald gnomes, and holding the edge of my skirt, rushed to the gate.

The darkness caught up on the move, wrapped in a cloak, hiding from the fishermen rising from the pier - this was by the way, I didn’t want to frighten people with my own frightened appearance.

I flew down the steps in a huge gloomy cloud, turning left, ran to the very edge of the water, not at all afraid of the huge luminous eyes of some fish looking at me from the depths, and putting my hands into the water, I tried to feel the streams of Eheya's power.

There were streams. Magic gathered in sparks at my fingers, as if I were wearing sparkling bluish-fiery gloves, but my cautious call: "My caesar?" nobody answered.

Instead of an answer, I saw something else - a bright image of Kyar, standing above the very source of the Eheya, as Caesar had once stood. And my heart sank.

The eye of the world slowly emerged from the water, froze in front of me frozen in horror, looking almost impassively, but ... I understood his feelings.

- What we can do? she asked, looking with horror at the prince of the Night Terror, who now, having invoked his magic, really terrified.

Satan didn't know. He really didn't know. The world, frankly, in a purely mental format was quite primitive, all it could do was build a primitive defense that was effective, yes, but only to a certain level. And Caesar and Kyar outgrew this level!

“O Great White Spirit, what should I do?! I whispered in despair.

I also thought that I hate magic, I really do, I hated it from the very first encounter with it, and I have to admit that I hate it more and more every day!

But the words of Caesar clearly sounded in the mind: “Once you said, my tender one, that I destroy everything in my path, while your destiny is creation. You were practically right - your gift is creation, and what I am able to read and destroy, you are able to create.

And I, picking up some piece of wood from the water's edge, almost put it in my mouth, but disgust turned out to be stronger than fear of pain - the piece of wood was thrown away, and I hit the water!

With both hands, flat... and she clenched her teeth to keep from screaming out in pain. Caesar was right, Caesar was right as always - the magic of my world, in this it just killed. But despite the pain, despite the strength breaking my bones, I wove protection. All that I knew how, what Shenge managed to teach me to perfection ... my beloved dad, who would approve of what I was now spending all of myself on - I weaved protection.

Oblique, wretched even in my unaesthetic opinion, looking terrible for any magician, but ... effective. I entwined the source of Ehea, not exactly with a basket, but rather with something like a cocoon, and shuddered every time the Prince of the Night Terror tried to break through the green weaving from nowhere, time after time, but invariably in vain. The magic of my world had no natural opponents, so to speak, and the dark one could not do anything. Absolutely. He drew one crimson rune after another, he brought down his darkness, but he could not even shake the cocoon I had woven.

And at some point, I sank exhausted onto the wet strip of the coast, continuing to touch the water with one hand and watching the rampaging Kyar.

Akyar was furious.

Furious, I would say. And under the influence of emotions, his face was distorted, those very terrifying scars appeared on his cheekbones, which were so frightening in his appearance earlier, and as if sensing this, the dark prince stopped. He froze, incredulously touching his face with his fingers, and his swarthy face was covered with deathly pallor.

“Catherine…” he said suddenly, as if he realized he was being watched.

Meanwhile, his face was changing, rapidly and irreversibly, turning a moment ago a handsome prince into a terrifying freak. Qyar recoiled from the source like a plague, swayed, and then, swiftly calling the portal, disappeared.

I have no idea what happened. And it doesn't matter, to be honest.

Without strength, experiencing hellish pain in my hands, I lay down on my side, feeling my clothes and hair get wet, feeling how the Darkness touches my face in anxiety, as if trying to bring me to my senses. It didn't work out. I fell deeper and deeper into where I should have emerged from, and immediately!

"Sataren, Rainbow Palace!" ordered before I was pulled into unconscious nothingness.

An icy wave swept over, bringing to life, and swiftly carried through space.

She receded, leaving me at the very foot of the hill, on which Caesar built his palace with his own hands. Ignoring the soldiers in silver hurrying upstairs, she got up with difficulty, throwing her head back, looked at the two and a half thousand steps that were offered to go in order to climb, and rabidly scratched her hand, with already swollen, mercilessly aching wrists.

“For those to whom I allow, the path becomes shorter” - it seems that Caesar once said so.

Drops of my blood fell on the steps and, contrary to all the laws of the universe, the stairs are ten times shorter! Five steps and I quickly passed by the guards and Ice Warriors who bowed at my approach.

Towards, as if knowing about my appearance, hurried Edogar.

Without saying hello, we just saw each other, nervously asked:

- Situation?

“Two Tenetre breaks,” he reported.

Bastards!

Just bastards!

- Where is Caesar? was my next question.

Edogar did not answer, but judging by the fact that one of the emperor's commanders hastened to meet me, no one knew about the whereabouts of my husband now.

The fair-haired man in silver armor fell to one knee, and without looking at me, he would still look at me, when I, in such an unsightly appearance as disheveled hair and in places a wet black dress, clearly outlined the situation:

- Two breakthroughs. We take losses.

— To the place of the first breakthrough! I ordered nervously.

The warrior opened a portal.

***

The first breakthrough took place at sea. The Light One took me not to the place of hostilities, but to the most distant rock, but from its top, I, habitually wrapping myself in the Darkness like a shawl, saw what was happening. The dark ones had ships. Massive. Five times more than those that I have seen and ... flying. The number of troops now attacking our coastal fortresses from a distance resembled a black avalanche of insects actually attacking other insects, only this time colored ones, because in the Ellar army the division of the military branch according to the colors of the uniform was adopted.

“Blessed Empress, we are gathering strength,” began, it seemed, the bright Eskhan, I don’t remember his name, sadly.

"Don't," I said softly.

And mentally called "Sataren".

When hundreds of sea dragons shot up from the sea at once, for a moment there was a feeling that the earth and sky were mixed. They simply sewn together, and the thin elastic bodies of the monsters are strong blue threads sparkling in the light of the sun ... But when the dragons fell back into the water ... there were no dark ones left. No dark ships, no ships... nothing. Except perhaps the sacred horror in the eyes of the warrior standing next to me.

“Do not touch the Light Ones,” I ordered the dragons.

And they weren't touched. My surviving army swam to the ropes he had dropped from the flying fortresses, the bright magicians worked hard, raising the drowning from the water, and I, making sure that the process was going on, briefly ordered:

— To the place of the second breakthrough.

“Yes, blessed gods… empress,” he said somewhat.

And opened another portal. This time, one of the fortresses was attacked on the banks of the Eheya. She gloomily ordered "Withdraw our troops" and collapsed the shore, sweeping away all the Tenetrians with a wave, the river monsters completed the job and their dinner was extremely plentiful.

***

When we returned to the Rainbow Palace, I was greeted by a single coordinated sacred horror. Really horror. They hurriedly retreated from my path, they looked at me with such fear, as if I had got a job here as a deputy Caesar.

Without looking at anyone, she went up to our bedroom with Caesar, turned into the dressing room and began to practically tear off her dress, wet and icy in the wind. A quick bath to wash off the dirt of the river bank, an extremely unloved dress in the Ellar fashion, proper to the empress, sending veiled slaves to the goblins, and wearing only a golden crown on her loose hair, I hurried to the wing that originally belonged to my missing husband. To the council of war, which should have been waiting for me.

They expected. Tehars, in contrast to the rest, clearly depressed, two tense dryads, in which spikes were clearly visible among their hair ... poisonous, judging by the views of the dryads themselves, seven trusted commanders of Caesar, the head of the clan of sand demons and Elissitores, who disapprovingly glanced at my uncollected and not hidden hair.

