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            A HORRIBLE FATE

          

        

      

    

    
      “Please, cousin. Have mercy!” Melorah fell to her knees and folded her hands in supplication. “I am literally begging you not to do this.”

      Krensalah frowned down from her throne at Melorah. “Too late, it’s already been done.” She tapped a claw on the official document before handing it off to a functionary. “Oh, do get up dear. It’s embarrassing. Accept your fate like a big girl.”

      Melorah sighed angrily and rose to her feet. “I have never faced anything so horrible.”

      “Oh, stop whining about it. You’re Matriarch now, and that’s all there is to it.” Krensalah, until a few moments ago Supreme Leader of the Farsalian Matriarchy, rose from the throne and descended the steps with a spring in her step. She paused at the foot of the dais where she had ruled for so long and gazed back up at the ornately carved throne, a serene smile on her face. “My word, what a lovely feeling that is.”

      Melorah, the reluctant new Matriarch made a sour face. “I refuse.

      There, you have to take it back.”

      Krensalah waved a hand airily. “Not my concern. No longer Matriarch.” She turned and walked across the audience chamber.

      Melorah’s brow furrowed, then brightened. “If I’m Matriarch I can do what I want. I’ll just appoint you Matriarch again. What about that?”

      “And I shall just appoint you back, cousin. We can trade appointments back and forth all day long if you like. My schedule has miraculously cleared, and I have nothing better to do. It’ll be a frightful bother for these clerks, though, keeping up with the paperwork of those dueling abdications.”

      Melorah growled in frustration. “Fine, I’ll just appoint someone else.

      Someone who actually wants to be Matriarch.”

      Krensalah laughed. “You go right ahead, cousin. Good luck finding anyone remotely qualified. Gods know I searched long and hard.” She patted Melorah on the cheek. “All I could come up with was you.”

      “Ooh!” Melorah was about to continue the argument when she noticed two servants attempting to drape the ceremonial Matriarchal robe over her shoulders. “What are you doing?” She hissed at them.

      “Don’t blame you.” Krensalah said over her continuing across the large room. “That thing gets beastly hot in the summertime.”

      Deciding she needed to pick her battles at the moment, Melorah allowed the persistent servants to fasten the robe on, and hurried to catch up with her abdicating cousin. The robe was heavy and slowed her, dragging on the polished marble flagstones. Krensalah stood before the head of a ferocious-looking predator, stuffed and mounted on the wall.

      “Do you mind if I take this one with me Melorah? Jezarah and I brought this big fellow down on the plains of Hinara shortly after he became my chief mate. What a hunt that was! There were times I wasn’t sure if we were stalking this beast or it was stalking us.” She shook her head and reached up to feel the shaggy, black fur. “More than forty years ago now. When I touch this old trophy and smell it, it’s almost like Jezarah is still with me.” She blinked back a tear.

      “Why are you asking me, cousin? It belongs to you.”

      “No, it doesn’t dear. Everything in the palace belongs to you personally. You’re Matriarch now. Do try to keep up.”

      “I don’t want to be Matriarch.” Melorah stamped her foot.

      “Do you honestly think I ever wanted this damned job either?” The steel of command snapped back into her voice for a moment. Krensalah put her hand on Melorah’s shoulder. “I’ll let you in on a little secret, just between the two of us. Not wanting to be Matriarch is one of the most important requirements for the throne. Counterintuitive, I know, but true none the less.” Krensalah smiled at her new Matriarch. “Ah, Melorah, you’ve grown so much in the years since that unpleasantness with Norefaj. You remind me so much of your mother when she was your age.”

      Krensalah was right. The heavy robe was starting to get hot. “Why did you spring this on me, like this? Out of the blue.”

      “It’s for the best this way, Melorah. If you knew before this, you’d simply brood on it.”

      “Well, I’m brooding now.”

      “Yes, but you’ll get over it soon enough. Also, if I’d let on earlier you would’ve attempted to flee.”

      Melorah stopped, finger raised and mouth open to argue. She shrugged. “Yes, I suppose I would have.”

      “Can’t have that now, can we? You being physically dragged up on to the throne. How unseemly! Think of the gossip.” Krensalah beckoned a pair of elderly males over from their post at the door. “Take this thing down from the wall, and bring it along.” The two males struggled to lift the heavy trophy off the wall.

      Krensalah took Melorah’s hands in hers. “Now, I know this all seems overwhelming right now. But give it a few days to sink in. You’ll soon come to realize that this is for the best. I’m old cousin, and just not up to the job anymore. I’m not any happier about it than you are. The Matriarchy needs, deserves a strong leader, and you’re her now.”

      “But, cousin.”

      “Hush! Give it a few days, and then come by for a chat. You’ll be amazed at how a bit of reflection brings things into focus.” Krensalah snapped her fingers at the two overburdened males. “Come along, boys. We have a long way to go.”

      The former Matriarch strode off down the hallway as if she didn’t have a care in the world. If fact, she no longer did. The hapless pair of males staggered along carrying the trophy in her wake.

      Melorah watched her go, seeing her freedom disappear around a bend with Krensalah. Melorah stuck her tongue out at the former Matriarch. Scandalized, the Major Domo’s eyebrows shot up at this inexcusable breach of protocol in the throne room. Melorah just barely restrained herself from sticking her tongue out at the Major Domo as well.

      “Oh, have someone find a cart or something for them to trundle that trophy on. Otherwise, they’re going collapse under its weight before they get two hundred meters!”

      “At once, Matriarch!” The Major Domo was grateful for the distraction.

      Melorah stalked back to the foot of the throne. She paused at the foot of the steps and wrinkled her aristocratic nose up at her new prison. Gathering all of her determination, the newly-minted Matriarch reluctantly mounted the steps, muttering foul curses under her breath the entire way. That damnable robe snagged on some projection as she turned to sit down. She almost ripped it in the process of freeing it. Horrified functionaries and servants rushed forward to aid her.

      “Never mind.” Melorah snarled. “I did it myself. I’m fine. This cursed robe is fine.”

      Melorah realized that, in her momentary anger, she had sat on the throne without thinking about it. That seemed to be an omen. For good or bad was yet to be seen.

      Her sour gaze swept over the waiting attendants and bureaucrats ranged around the foot of the throne. “You there.” A Matriarchal claw pointed at one servant towards the back. “You’re in charge of refreshments, or something like that. Aren’t you?”

      “Yes, Matriarch. I am the Steward.” She bowed.

      “Wonderful. What is the most expensive wine we have in the cellars?”

      The Steward, thought for an instant. “That would be the—”

      “Never mind what it’s called. Just bring some of it here, and keep it coming. I intend to get sloppily drunk on the priciest thing I can get my claws on. I may just drink all of it. I’m in a mood to drink the royal cellars dry, in fact.” Melorah considered that for a moment. “I might just stay drunk for the next thirty years.” She snorted. “That’d serve Krensalah right, the old bat.”

      The scandalized reaction among her advisors amused her so much that it threatened to banish her black mood. Melorah snatched at her anger, snuggling it to her breast. A high dudgeon like this didn’t come along every day. Especially one so justified. She meant to savor every last moment while it lasted.

      A servant approached with a jeweled goblet sloshing full of wine on a silver tray. Melorah seized the vessel from the tray and sipped. The wine was dark, with subtle bitter afternotes. Perfect for her mood. She smiled and smacked her lips in a most undignified manner.

      The Major Domo’s disapproved with a stone-faced stare. Melorah had thought to replace the Major Domo as one of her first acts. Perhaps she’d keep the old fuddy-duddy around, just to see how long it took for the antics of the new Matriarch to give the elderly functionary apoplexy. One must have a hobby.

      “Ahem.” Lesalah, the Chamberlain, cleared her throat. “Matriarch, there are a number of pressing matters, which really should be discussed.”

      Melorah fixed Lesalah with a baleful stare, sipping her wine then swirling it about the goblet. “Tell me, Chamberlain, for how long did you know that Krensalah planned to play this dirty little trick on me?”

      Lesalah bowed her head. “I was sworn to secrecy by the former Matriarch.”

      “I’ll bet you were.” Melorah held her goblet out to one side. A servant scampered up to refill the thing. “Well, see that you’re as loyal to me, and we’ll get along famously.” Melorah shook her head. “It’s my own fault, really. I’m the one who recommended you replace me as Chamberlain. Should’ve been suspicious when Krensalah finally agreed to let me step down. The wicked bitch was scheming to plant my tail on this throne all along.”

      The Major Domo was horrified at her language. Melorah filed the priceless image away safely for proper appreciation later. Best not scandalize the old girl too much right away. Between the bottomless wine goblet and the challenge of slowly driving the Major Domo mad, this Matriarch thing may not be such a bad job after all.

      “Very well, Lesalah. What matters are so urgent that I must interrupt a good drunken binge to deal with?”

      Lesalah tried to decide exactly how sarcastic Melorah was being. Had Krensalah handed the Matriarchy over to some dangerous, alcoholic fool?

      “The situation on Gulabin II is quite serious. The population is close to open revolt over the allegations of bribery and corruption leveled at the planetary Governor.”

      “Stop.” Melorah held out her goblet. “Remove the Governor immediately, and replace her with someone more reliable. Either she’s guilty and is too incompetent to cover it up efficiently, or she’s innocent and is still too incompetent to deal with the accusations effectively. Whichever is the case, she has to go. On second thought, best send some troops and a naval task force along with the new Governor. Gulabin is way on the other side of the Rift, and that’s just far enough away to put foolish ideas in the old Governor’s head should her replacement show up without some muscle to back her up. I’ll leave the details in your capable claws, Lesalah.”

      “Yes, Matriarch.” Lesalah was somewhat reassured by the new Matriarch’s decisiveness, if not her brutal honesty. “Then there is the boundary dispute between Betum and Oranys Provinces.”

      Melorah swallowed her wine the wrong way. She coughed and sputtered, “Gods above! That old tussle. It was winding its way through the Royal Courts when I was just a kitten. Why is it suddenly so urgent?”

      “The Supreme Judicial Council has ruled that it is a matter which should be decided by the Matriarch herself.” Lesalah displayed the official ruling, a long document, dense with fine print and heavy with official seals and ribbons.

      “Have they, now?” Melorah chuckled. “More likely they’ve wrung all of the bribes they can out of both parties and can’t see a way to rule one way or the other without angering the losing side enough to spill the beans. So, they’ve dumped the stinking mess in my lap.”

      The Major Domo’s left eye fluttered, on the verge of a fit. Melorah hid her smile behind the wine goblet.

      “Deliver the relevant material to my quarters and I’ll study the matter, Chamberlain. They’ve waited several decades already. A few more weeks won’t make much difference now.”

      Lesalah accepted a brief from her aide. “Then there is the petition from Hutani IV beseeching relief from the recently imposed excise taxes.”

      Melorah held up a hand, palm outward. “That will have to wait for another day. I’m done with domestic issues for now. How about foreign affairs? What are the Ursolians scheming lately?”

      Lesalah beckoned forward her diplomatic staff. She realized she would have to shuffle agenda items by urgency in the future. Melorah’s style differed from Krensalah’s. “The Ursolians?” She glanced at an aide, who shrugged and shook her head. “The Ursolians seem to be quiet at the moment, Matriarch.”

      Melorah fixed her chamberlain with a sad smile. “Oh, Lesalah, the Ursolians are incapable of not scheming. It’s in their DNA. They simply have succeeded in hiding it from you. Instruct your people to look into the matter more closely. Rest assured you will be shocked at what they find.” Melorah swallowed a healthy slug of the bitter wine. The vintage was growing on her. “What about the Humans? The shenanigans they get up to are always so amusing.”

      The Chamberlain arched an eyebrow. “Funny you should ask. The most interesting report from our agents in the Empire just crossed my desk yesterday. It concerns the Human Emperor, Stanislaus VII and his young heir.”

      “Indeed? What sort of trouble has Stanny gotten himself into now?” Melorah rolled her eyes, remembering the events of the war between the Matriarchy and the Human Empire that the impulsive Stanislaus had declared on a whim years ago.

      Lesalah accepted a datapad from an aide and refreshed herself on the details. “It appears that Stanislaus’s younger brother was enormously disappointed when Empress Jessica gave birth to an heir in record time. Said heir effectively destroying his chances of becoming Emperor someday. The younger brother, Tadeusz, reportedly resolved to take matters into his own hands, and rearrange the situation more to his liking.”

      Melorah smiled, leaned back and crossed her long, shapely legs. “Please go on, Lesalah. I sense a fascinating story.”
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      Tadeusz Sobieski, Duke of Alpha Centauri, and until recently next in line for the throne, smashed a priceless, ornate vase on the marble floor. The vase, having survived remarkably intact for centuries from when it was first crafted in ancient China, somehow managed to only break into three or four major pieces when it hit the floor. This further enraged Tadeusz, who expected a more complete degree of destruction from his tantrums.

      At some point during the vase’s tortuous path through numerous museums, a cautious curator had contracted to have this particular piece of precious human heritage reinforced with a protective polymer. That now long-dead curator would have been horrified by the intentional vandalism inflicted on the vase by Tadeusz, along with feeling some vindication at the partial effectiveness of the protective coating. In contrast, Tadeusz’s reaction was to bellow at the fragments of irreplaceable masterpiece wobbling about on the floor. He then jumped up and down on the debris with both feet, growling and grinding his teeth. The polymer coating, not really designed to stand up to this level of determined destruction, finally failed, and the vase disintegrated beneath Tadeusz’s polished leather boots. When the Duke judged the vase to be sufficiently pulverized, he grunted in scowling approval and glanced about for additional devastation he could wreak on the chamber’s expensive bric-a-brac.

      Cagliostro, the Duke’s right-hand and chief henchman, chided himself silently. Cagliostro wasn’t exactly an art lover, but wanton, pointless destruction offended him. Destruction, murder, terror, intimidation, bribery, and a range of other techniques were simply tools to be employed with judicious skill in pursuit of goals. Cagliostro viewed Tadeusz’s tantrums as, at best, useless, time-wasting distractions from productive scheming and skullduggery.

      In addition, Cagliostro acknowledged his failure to remove the vase from Tadeusz’s reach before delivering the news he knew would send the Duke into a fit of rage. There were many tasks and responsibilities on Cagliostro’s plate. It had slipped his mind to have the more valuable items whisked out of the room before informing Tadeusz of the birth of his nephew, the new heir to the throne.

      The loss of the vase, and imminent smashing of other objet d’art displayed about the chamber, did not trouble Cagliostro in respect to the loss to Human culture. Rather, it annoyed his perfectionist nature that he had failed in a task, no matter how minor. To say nothing of the bother it would be to delegate the chore of locating appropriately expensive replacement items for the shelves. Appearances must be maintained, after all.

      In a way, perfectionism is a failing in and of itself. Cagliostro realized and accepted that. Just as he accepted the bothersome fact that his liege, Tadeusz, was a childish, belligerent, vindictive, reckless, prideful, sadistic fool. The human race is littered with such types, and they tend to concentrate in the upper levels of society where privilege insulates them from corrective lessons life would normally teach. The Duke, regardless of personality, possessed power, which Cagliostro longed to wield. For such a goal, dealing with Tadeusz’s erratic behavior was a challenge more than worth overcoming.

      After smashing a number of handy items, Tadeusz snatched one of a pair of authentic Viking battle axes from a wall and bashed the glass panes from the French doors leading out onto the ornamental gardens. The doors were much less expensive to replace than priceless historical artwork, and tired Tadeusz quickly. The last intact pane of glass rained on the floor in a sparkling shower of fragments. Tadeusz leaned on the long handle of the bearded axe, panting, eyes wide in manic frustration.

      Cagliostro passed the time in contemplation while his employer tired himself in childish demolition. There were always mental tasks with which Cagliostro could occupy himself. Besides the mundane duties of the Duke’s household, Cagliostro never had less than a dozen plots and intrigues boiling away. Major or minor, each scheme was unique in the degree of attention and care it demanded. None of these undertakings were recorded anywhere but, in his head, Their sensitive nature precluded any incriminating documentation.

      The sudden absence of vandalistic sounds alerted Cagliostro to the change in Tadeusz’s mood. Setting aside the secondary and tertiary scheming, Cagliostro focused his considerable intellect on his employer. Now that Tadeusz had vented his anger on the surrounding décor, he’d be more rational. Not completely rational, mind you, or even as rational as a normal person, but at least not as irrational as when in the grip of a towering rage.

      “That jumped up fishwife has robbed me of my birth right, Cagliostro!” Tadeusz growled.

      Cagliostro judged it counterproductive at the moment to point out that the Empress Jessica was not some gold-digging fishwife. It was true that she hailed from New Sitka, a planet whose economy depended almost exclusively on the export of seafood from its deep, salty, frigid oceans. However, the Lady Jessica was a daughter of one of the Empire’s oldest and most noble families. In addition, the Emperor Stanislaus VII, Tadeusz’s older brother, had properly married her, thereby transforming Lady Jessica into Her Royal Highness Empress Jessica.

      It was a never publicly-acknowledged, but universally-known fact that Jessica’s great uncle, Count Holmstead, had maneuvered the malleable Emperor into the match. Jessica had now fulfilled her primary duty to the Empire; producing an heir. Holmstead, that crafty old scoundrel, had bequeathed this final defeat upon Cagliostro as he departed to enjoy a long-delayed retirement at his snowy estates on New Sitka. It irked Cagliostro to no end. He had never managed to outsmart Holmstead in the years the two matched wits.

      Well, Holmstead, the old fox, was out of the picture now. Empress Jessica had so far proven an able opponent. She had smoothly stepped in to steer her new husband through several crises. Some of which Cagliostro had set into motion. Frankly, he had expected the plots to fail, and kept his involvement to an easily concealed minimum. The real purpose had been to gauge Jessica’s skills and fortitude for this game. She’d defused the scandals with barely a ripple to disturb the surface of polite society. Damn her dark, bewitching eyes!

      What cruel fate had set Jessica at odds with him? The Emperor, fool that he was, didn’t deserve such a wife. Cagliostro had just enough time to ponder this injustice before Tadeusz recovered enough of his limited wits to demand action.

      “Cagliostro! What are you doing to put me on the throne?”

      “A pertinent question, my Duke.” Cagliostro stepped gingerly through the wreckage to approach Tadeusz. The estate was swept for listening devices daily, but it never hurt to be cautious. “I am currently hatching at least three separate plots to remove obstacles to your ascendance.” He spoke quietly, eyes darting.

      “Well, you’d better hatch six or seven plots, since the number of obstacles just doubled.” Tadeusz didn’t bother to modulate his voice when discussing regicide, and... heiricide? Was that the proper technical term? Cagliostro added looking that up to his to-do list.

      “That is true, my Duke. Our task has double in volume, and difficulty. So, I will redouble my efforts. However, this will all take some time to arrange properly.”

      Tadeusz, not a fan of delayed gratification at the best of times, growled and scowled. “Always more time, Cagliostro. Well, get on with it. I’m not getting any younger, and I will not be denied my destiny!” Tadeusz pivoted and buried the head of the brutal Norse axe dead center of the compass star inlaid in the top of an exquisite Queen Anne cherry tea table. The delicate legs collapsed under the force of the blow. “I’m in the mood to kill something. I’m going hunting.”

      The Duke stalked from the room, roaring for his hunt-master, his horse, and a brace of shotguns. Cagliostro contemplated the unfortunate table, Viking axe protruding at an impudent angle. For all of the irritation that Tadeusz caused, he was close to ideal for the intended purposes. Cagliostro much preferred his patrons on the stupid and impulsive side. Tadeusz certainly fit that bill.

      What a nightmare his job would be if he was to contend with controlling an intellect as formidable as Empress Jessica. No, he only had to accomplish the comparatively simple task of defeating her. Difficult as that goal would likely prove to achieve, it was a defined mission, over and done with once completed. Controlling Jessica indefinitely would undoubtedly be an unmanageable undertaking, much as he loved a challenge.

      Well, first things first. Jessica must be conquered, then Cagliostro could settle down to ruling the Empire through that insufferable buffoon Tadeusz. Best not to put the cart before the horse. The Empress would demand all of his attention. She had been a dangerous opponent when she was merely motivated by her duty to the Empire. Now, she would also be safeguarding her child. No mother tigress protecting her young would be half as fierce and determined.

      Cagliostro smiled. Ah! The answer was there. Jessica’s greatest strength was also her greatest weakness. A mother will do anything to protect her child. Anything at all.

      Now that he knew where to insert a lever, Cagliostro judged he could pry open this tough nut. It would take time, and careful planning. Minor tactical details still needed to be hammered out, but the overall strategy hovered before him complete and stunning in its malevolent scope. He strolled from the devastated room, stroking his beard and spinning schemes. How fortunate that he didn’t suffer from the fatal affections which would doom the Empress Jessica, her new born son, and the Emperor.
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      Sergeant Chen looked at the cards in his hand, and absolutely wanted to cry. One reason was the sheer beauty of the hand. The collection of cards was, without a doubt the most perfect poker hand he had ever been dealt. Chen had been gambling for a long time, and over that period had come to terms with the existence of luck, of fate. He could not whole-heartedly embrace the notion of a capricious goddess hovered over gaming tables. Still, the concept could not be dismissed either. Because situations like this would occur to bedevil his rationality.

      As if to put a cherry on top, the hand wasn’t wasted on some penny-ante Friday night game with team mates, salted with pretzel, beer, and idle chatter. No, a fortune in cash lay piled tauntingly on the sacred, green baize in the center of the table. This was a serious game, for serious stakes. The other players at the table could have bought and sold Chen, and his team mates, with one hand. Fate had guided the cards into Chen’s hand which promised to propel him into that lofty realm of wealth.

      For a brief, shining moment, Chen gloried in the glow of a dream come true. Then, fate cackled sadistically in his ear.

      “Take positions.” Major Suarez transmitted. The signal echoed from the comms button concealed in Chen’s ear.

      Chen was much too skilled a poker player to let the soul-crushing disappointment show on his face. He was also much too professional to even contemplate disobeying the order, regardless of the hand he held. It would be best if he took action immediately. Any delay would merely emphasize the cruelty of the moment.

      Chen very deliberately laid his cards face down on the table. “Fold.” He enunciated with extreme care as he stood up. “Please deal me out.” With a small, polite bow, Chen tossed the final credit chip from in front of his place at the table to the dealer in appreciation for the efficient way she’d managed the game.

      As he strode away from the table, groaning under the weight of the largest pot he’d ever witnessed, Chen reflected that perhaps it was better this way. For, the moment would now always live perfect in his memory, unsullied by the messy denouement of winning the hand. An intimate secret, he would forever share with the goddess of fate. She would appreciate that, and hold a special place for him in her heart. Or so he hoped. Nothing was certain when dealing with goddesses. They were as fickle as the next card dealt.

      Chen realized that he had passed a test. Life is full of unexpected tests, surprise quizzes which popped up from nowhere. Mere money, filthy lucre, had tempted him. But he had chosen the purity of duty instead. The tranquility of that awareness swept over Chen as he reached his assigned position by the bar. Using the pretext of reaching inside his coat for his wallet, he checked to make sure his weapon was ready. Chen paid for a drink and waited patiently, serenely for the show to start.

      On the other side of the casino, Major Suarez discretely surveyed the large room to confirm that the members of his team were all in place. A few heartbeats later he keyed his transmitter three times, followed by two additional clicks; the go signal. Chen, by the bar, and McGee, chatting up a scantily-clad cocktail waitress, remained where they were. They would be held in reserve, should things not go as planned. Gold, Selous, and Gupta casually converged on Suarez’s position by the unmarked door to the back room.

      McGee’s cocktail waitress skreiched loudly. “Well! I never!” She slapped McGee across the face and stalked off.

      Almost every eye in the place was drawn to the dramatic scene. A buzz of conversation erupted, speculating exactly what McGee might have suggested that was scandalous enough to shock a waitress in this kind of place. Under the cover of the distraction, Gupta worked his magic with the door’s lock, and all four Marines slipped through.

      The door led to a large, luxurious office. The casino owner looked up from the paper work on his computer to face drawn guns. From his lack of reaction, it was apparent staring down the business end of a weapon was not a novel experience for him.

      “Can I help you gentlemen?”

      “I sincerely hope so, Mr. Chesterton.” Suarez smiled. Please keep your hands where I can see them. Stand up and step away from your desk. Over by the sofa, if you would.”

      Chesterton complied with a heavy sigh. “I hope you people know what you’re doing.”

      “We like to think so.” Suarez answered.

      Selous stood by the door. Gold crossed the room to divide his attention between Chesterton and a wall-spanning console of holo displays, monitoring the cassino from a number of vantage points.

      “Look, it’s been a long day for me.” Chesterton spoke quietly, reasonably. “I’m not really in the mood for nonsense, and I’ve still got a lot of work to be done before I can go home. What say you put those heaters away? We’ll just forget you were ever in here. Have a drink on the house on your way out. Because, I promise you, if I have to deal with this situation in any other way things are going to get unpleasant for all involved. But especially for you.”





