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	Irulan huffed and settled back into the crushed red velvet of her gilded throne. As a niece of the ruling king of the Tuatha De Danann, she was expected to be present at all formal functions and had duties to perform pertaining to court; but that didn't mean she had to like it. As a matter of fact, she hated all the double dealing and back stabbing that was common practice when it came to Sidhe politics.

	She ignored the procession of Seelie suitors that paraded past her. They were hoping to catch her eye, and possibly enough favor for conversation; or better yet the coveted invitation to dinner. She arched her head back so she could stare at the intricate mosaic's set high into the lightly tan colored walls of the main hall. Candles of every color floated high in the air in mechanical brass holders, bathing the entire room in a multi-hued spectrum of light and enhancing the shimmering pictures. The colorful collection of glass tiles told the stories of her family’s accomplishments and conquest through the years. Irulan spent hours looking at them, hoping one day that her father's image would one day join their ranks. 

	He should be there now, she thought, but the sacrifice he made for the good of his people would never be known. Only Irulan and her uncle knew the truth behind her fathers disappearance, and Kent wasn't likely to start talking anytime soon.

	The frantic taping of her mother Fredonia’s fingers drew her attention away from the images and back to the young man that stood in front of her. "May I introduce Prince Rowan Maximus Devonshire of Tirfo Thuinn, the Land Under the Waves,” said her mother, in a voice that was too syrupy sweet to be believable. 

	Everyone knows you despise me. I don't know why you try so hard to play the loving mother, thought Irulan as she rolled her eyes behind the curtain of crimson hair that hid the action. Despite her best efforts to look boring and undesirable, because she was a princess, the offers to dance would never cease. And as long as they kept coming, she had to at least dance with one or two of the hopeless lads or face her mother’s unchecked rage.

	Irulan rose from her seat, slowly descend down the few stairs and offered her hand to the beaming young prince. He eagerly kissed it before taking it and leading her out onto the immense, black marble, ballroom floor, much to the dismay of the other young nobles. The line behind him quickly dispersed as the disheartened young men dropped their heads and disappeared into the crowd around them.

	Irulan and Rowan waited patiently, arm in arm, for her cousins: Princess Francesca and Prince Fazion, to select their own escorts. She shifted slightly trying to balance the uncomfortable weight of the heavily layered dress, but a stern glance from her mother froze her in place. Fredonia appeared relaxed as she watched Irulan from her own, less ornate, throne that sat lower beside hers; but the young princess knew better. She was in for it when she got back to her seat.

	Rowan noticed the movement and softly whispered, "Is something wrong princess?”

 	"Always,” Irulan quietly mumbled so Rowan couldn't hear. 

	"Pardon me?" He replied, with both eyebrows slanted as he looked at her; unsure if he’d heard her correctly. 

	"No," said Irulan quickly before her mother could notice the exchange. "Nothing's wrong, something was in my eye, that's all."

	Francesca and Fazion finally made their way to the floor and the music began. Over fifty of Tir Na Nog’s finest musicians crafted a fast paced waltz, spurring the revelers into an group dance that was common place at such large gatherings. Rowan lead Irulan in the intricate Tuatha dance, and spoke such kind and flattering words to her that she should have been glowing from the attention, but the look on her face was one of feigned interest.

	She tried to find something interesting about Rowan, one little spark that could possibly grow into something more, but there was nothing. Her attention faded quickly as it had with all the others. Her bright green eyes were soon searching the room for another.

	Rowan knew the moment any hope of a union between the two was lost. He sighed and led her back to her throne, oblivious of the disapproving eyes of her mother. He placed the smallest of kisses on the back of her hand, before turning and rushing away from the dias; no doubt about to take his leave of the ball. Rowan didn’t want to hear the ‘I told you so’s’, his friends were sure to throw at him.

	Irulan stood there and watched him disappear into the throng of Sidhe that represented the Seelie nobility. She sighed to herself after his shape became too hard to follow and sadly turned to go to her throne. Irulan hated the looks of rejection and disappointment that her suitors wore once they figured out that she wasn’t interested, but it couldn’t be helped. She wasn’t for sale at any price. Once she was again seated, her mother leaned towards her and began franticly whispering. "Daughter, I grow tired of your nonchalant attitude when it comes to fulfilling your royal duties." 

	Under normal circumstances Irulan would have gone our of her way avoid antagonize her mother but she was in trouble anyway, so she threw caution to the wind. Irulan groaned, pulled her long crimson hair out of her face and turned so she could look down at her mother. "Whatever could you mean mother?” She asked with a smirk on her face. “This is a dance, so I danced."

	Fredonia reached across the thick arm of Irulans larger seat, took one of her hands in both of her own and dug her nails into the tender flesh; careful to make sure that no one could see. "You know exactly what I mean. You are third in line for the throne, as such you need to find a suitable consort, but you will never do so as long as you continue this standoffish behavior you seem to love so."

	Irulan flinched but she refused to cry out and give her mother the satisfaction. "Yes, mother,” she whispered sarcastically as she jerked her hand away. "Must find a man to make mother happy and keep her in the lifestyle that she's become accustomed to." Irulan turned away and let her mind wander in an effort to drown out her mothers heated cursing.

	She knew it was wrong to goad her like that but she couldn't help it. The woman was just plain vile at times. Fredonia was of noble blood but not royal. Since her husbands disappearance, her place in the royal court was hinged entirely on Irulan; any love she felt for her daughter was sorely overshadowed by her ambitions to get her as close to the throne as possible.

	Irulan focused her attention on the row of women standing against a wall far across the room. Somewhere among the group was Carrie, her lady in waiting. Carrie was the one person in all the FaeLands whom Irulan could trust with almost anything. She searched the bodies, quickly scanning the faces until she found Carries soft violet eyes staring back at her.

	Tension she'd felt the entire night eased out of her the moment she saw the soft nod of Carrie's head. It was silent reassurance that she would be safe in her arms later that night. All she had to do was get through the remainder of the wretched evening.

	The memory of a stolen moment with Carrie slipped into Irulans mind and caused a blush to creep up the sides of Irulan's face, turning the light roses colored tones of her skin a deep maroon. She dropped her head, trying to contain the smile that threatened to stretch her lips from ear to ear, but she was unsuccessful. 

	FreDonia's eyes darted between the two young women and a deep scowl settled over her face. It's bad enough she refuses to take a suitor, she thought, now she's taken to flaunting her whores in my face. She reached over to stroke her daughters bare arm, gathering energy in the pads of her fingers and directed it downwards. The shock jolted Irulan as it coursed through her body, causing her bite down hard against her tongue.

	She snapped her head around and hissed at her mother through clenched teeth. "Have you finally lost your mind woman? You’ve taken to attacking me openly before the entire court." 

	Fredonia nodded her head at a passing noble before smiling slyly at Irulan. "Attack you daughter dear? Never that! I'm simply administering a little parental discipline."

	Irulan leaned forward and sought to catch the eye of her uncle so that she may be dismissed. Kent knew fall to well of Fredonia’s ambitious nature and kept an eye on the woman in an effort to keep his most beloved niece safe. It was the least he could do, considering it was his fault she had lost her father at such a young age. He’d caught the quiet altercation between mother and daughter and made a note to himself to have another talk with Fredonia soon. Kent turned and whispered something into his wife before looking back at Fredonia with a frown. His wife leaned past him and slightly waved her hand, giving Irulan the out she needed. Both of them turned back to the revelers on the dance floor before any unnecessary attention was drawn to the situation.

	Irulan stood, curtsied to her uncle and aunt, then walked behind her throne and through the heavy golden drapery that covered the wall, to the hidden door behind them. She didn’t bother looking back to see if her mother approved of her premature departure. Once she was safely behind the heavy stone wall she closed her eyes and lifted her chin, aligning her aura with the pull of the earth, letting the ether of Tir Na Nog flow through her and settle her raging emotions.

	Once she was calm, Irulan continued down the narrow passage until she heard the soft click of the door mechanism. Someone was coming after her. She spun around, dropping her glamour to reveal swirling red hair alive with flames and eyes that gleamed with power. The intense glow coming off of her bathed the dark tunnel in light, casting shadows on Carries face.

	"It's me Irulan,” she said quickly as she shielded her eyes from the brightness radiating from Irulan. Irulan's glamour shimmered across her body covering her fiery form once again as she opened her arms for Carrie to come to her.

	Carrie had been her lady in waiting since the both of them were twenty five, still children in the eyes of the long lived Sidhe. For the last fifty-five years, the two women spent almost every waking hour together. They were partners in adolescent crimes, counselors when the other need consoling, best friends, and over time, lovers. Now that they were both well into their eightieth year, they knew that there could never be another. They had found their life mates in each other, but it was a love that had to remain hidden for fear of Fredonia’s wrath.

 	Carrie slid into Irulans familiar arms and ran a hand lovingly down the side of her face. "I saw what the old bitch did. Did she hurt you much love?" Her voice was filled with compassion and worry that reflected in her lavender eyes. Both of the pale violet pools swirled with wispy clouds, mirroring the emotions that churned inside of her.

	 Irulan ran a thumb across Carrie's apple colored lips before stealing a quick kiss. "Don't give it a second thought love, believe me, I can handle anything she can dish out and then some."

	Irulan reached up to weave her hands through Carrie's thick mane of orchid hair and pulled back, tilting her head up so she could capture her lips with her own. The kiss never had the opportunity to start out chaste. Irulan had waited all night for the moment she could feel Carrie wrapped in her arms. She poured all her frustrations into the kiss, feverishly biting at Carries lower lip before pulling her closer and claiming both lips with her own.

	Irulans tongue ran across Carrie's lips, seeking entrance to the heat of her mouth. Carrie complied almost instantly, parting her lips giving Irulan the access that she craved. She moaned softly into Irulan's mouth but the sound was drowned out by the powerful cadence of Irulans heart as it beat wildly with excitement in her chest.

	Irulan would have been content to stay there all night, wrapped in Carries arm's and showering her with kisses, but it wasn't to be. Fredonia came upon the two so fast that neither one had any warning as she grasped Carrie by the hair; pulling her away from the safety that Irulan could offer her.

	"Away from my daughter,” she cried, as she slung Carrie into the wall. Carrie hit the side of the earthen tunnel with a resounding thud, and slid to the ground with tears in her eyes; knowing full well that their happiness had met it's end now that Fredonia knew about them.

	"You keep your hands off of her mother,” Irulan shouted as she tried to shove past her to get to Carrie’s side. 

	FreDonia grabbed her daughter by the arm, catching her before she could reach her lover and spun her around, so she could face her. "She's the reason you've been lax in selecting a proper suitor!” FreDonia howled as she pointed at Carrie. “How long has this been going on? How long have you been cavorting with this Fomori whore!" 

	Irulan jerked away from her mother and threw out her hand, channeling a stream of energy inside her and erecting an invisible shield between them. "You will never speak of Carrie in such ill tones again mother,” she said with as much force as she could, considering who she was talking to. “Am I clear?" Irulan held out her free hand to help Carrie up. At first she was reluctant to take Irulans outstretched palm, but after a few moments Carrie slowly wound her long fingers through Irulans and braced herself. Irulan tightened her grip and pulled her up from the floor, moving Carrie behind her, shielding her from her mothers intense gaze.

	FreDonia laughed, "You think to give me orders, how quaint. I will speak on whatever matter I see fit to, and this is one of them. Don't you see? You're risking everything for that UnSeelie bitch!" Fredonia bit her lip before smiling and taking a few steps towards her daughter. She laid her hand on Irulan's barrier and began feeding it with her own energy in an effort to break it.

	Irulan flinched under the extra energy but she held firm. "Seelie, UnSeelie, we're all Sidhe. Carries mother was a Tuatha noblewoman. What does it matter who her father is? Besides, father always held ties with the Fomori."

	"And where is he now, your illustrious father? No one knows,” sneered Fredonia. "As for her mother, Winn ceased being Tuatha when she married that Fomori dog." With a small grunt, she forced more of her power into Irulans shield and smiled when she felt it begin to fade. 

	Behind Irulan, Carrie's head dropped as tears ran down her face. She had heard it many times before. To the UnSeelie she was too Seelie and vice versa. While she was a child she was tolerated out of respect for her father, but when she came of age it was made clear she was unwelcome in Mag Mell, home of the UnSeelie, Fomori. She sought refuge among her mothers people the Tuatha De Danann and was accepted as a lady in waiting to the royal household because her mother was cousin to King Kent's wife. Her noble blood was the sole reason she was tolerated, even if they treated her less than her station was due. But in spite of all the animosity towards her because of her father, Carrie was truly happy because she had Irulan.

	The soft whimpers that accompanied Carries tears drove themselves into Irulans heart with such ferocity, that her anger spiked almost instantly. Irulan growled as rage at her mother boiled inside her. She dropped the shield and quickly brought her other hand up before her mother could react. Her palm was charged with crackling energy and she released it in a blast that hit her mother in the center of her chest; sending her flying backwards into the darkness. 

	Fredonia landed with a huff and barley had time to get up before Irulan was bearing down on her, holding Carries hand firmly within her own. "As I said before, you will not speak ill of her again. Furthermore mother, I love her, no matter what she is and I refuse to hide it any longer. Hiding denotes fear and shame. Love is nothing to be ashamed of and you mother, I no longer fear."

	Irulan's anger waned as she looked down at the expression on her mother face. Try as she might to feel otherwise, she still loved her mother, if for no other reason than the fact that somewhere inside of Fredonia was the woman her father once loved.

	She held out her free hand for Fredonia, but it was quickly knocked it away. "I don't require the assistance of an ungrateful whelp who's insistent on throwing away everything I've worked for." 

	"So be it," Irulan sighed with a heavy heart. She led Carrie past her mother and the two navigated the twist and turns of the passage in silence until they came to the door that lead to Irulans bedchambers.

	The Tuatha De Danann fairy mound was home to the royal family and the oldest in all of the FaeLands. There were hidden tunnels throughout it, with doors such as the one the two stood in front of. Doors that were only accessible by the inhabitant of the room. 

	Irulan pressed her palm to the spelled lock, and the ancient door swung open. Once they were safely inside, she turned and laid her palms on either side of Carrie's face, wiping away the few remaining tears with the pads of her thumbs. "Don't let mother see you cry ever again. Once she knows how to get to you she'll dig her talons in every chance she gets."

	Carrie nodded, "Yes, you're right I know. To be honest I should be used to the ridicule by now but..." 

	Irulan shushed her with a kiss and ran a hand through Carrie's hair. "You shouldn't have to get used to it, because it shouldn't be happening in the first place. But that's all going to change." 

	Carrie pulled away to look at Irulan with a puzzled expression on her face.

"I have the utmost faith in you Irulan, but even you cant change all of Tir Na Nog's opinion of me. Sidhe aren't very fickle creatures."

	Irulan smiled, wrapped her arms around Carries waist and began maneuvering her towards the large four poster bed that dominated the room. "I don't have to change their opinions love,” she said, in between stolen kisses. "But I can command their respect, and if not respect, then fear."

	Irulan tried to push Carrie through the soft white lace that hung from the high post around them and onto the heavy quilts covering the bed, but she placed both hands on Irulans chest and pushed her back. "Stop, wait a minute. By the goddess you have a one track mind sometimes," she huffed. "Tell me Irulan, exactly how are you going to demand respect for me? I'm nothing more than your half breed lady in waiting."

	Irulan laughed. She then reached out, grabbed Carrie and spun her around, and began undoing the ties that held together the bodice of the elaborate dress she wore. "Come tomorrow you'll no longer be my lady in waiting. I'm going before court to officially declare you my royal consort. You'll have your own lady in waiting from now on."

	Carrie gasped as she pulled free of Irulans grip and turned to face Irulan. "You mustn't Irulan. Your mother will never allow it. She'd just as soon see me dead than given such an honor.“ No truer words were ever spoken. If Irulan were looking at the situation through eyes that weren't clouded by love, she would have realized the truth in Carrie‘s words.

	Irulan took Carries shaking hands in her own and kissed the tips of her fingers. "My mother doesn't rule. My uncle is king and the decision to approve or reject is his and his alone. Kent has his flaws, as do all who posses power, but he's a just man, and he loves me. He won't deny me this."

	Carrie tried to further her protest, but Irulan halted each objection with a kiss. As each kiss was given, it grew in intensity and fever until Carrie's dress was on the floor and she stood naked wrapped in Irulans arms. Irulan cupped her hand at the base of Carries neck and pulled her head closer so she could whisper in her ear.

	"I believe I'm a bit overdressed for what I have in mind." She reluctantly pulled away from the heat of Carries lips to turn around so she could undo the ornate gown. "A little help love? Think of it as your last official act as my lady." 

	Carrie playfully shoved Irulan on the shoulder and took to the task of undoing the tight corset set within the gown. "I should leave you to suffer for your hedonism." 

	Irulan gasped and playfully turned her head to nip at Carries hand. "You never would. If I suffer, so do you. Don't pretend you don't enjoy my tongue in between your thigh's as much as I do."

	"See, that exactly what I'm talking about," Carrie giggled as she continued to unlace her. Carrie pulled the fabric aside to expose the softly flushed skin of Irulans back and pressed her lips to a small area she'd uncovered. Irulan gasped at the sensation. The wet warmth of Carries mouth on her back, softly pulling at the skin sent intense ripples of pleasure coursing through her body.

	Carrie slowly undid the remaining laces, taunting and teasing Irulan with her lips, until her desire was at a fierce pitch. Irulan tried to turn and face Carrie, but she refused the movement. She reached under Irulans arm and pulled the bodice down slowly until her full breast were bare to the air around them. The cool air aided Irulan’s desire, causing her nipples to harden into tight nubs. Irulan leaned back into Carrie as she took both of Irulan's breast in her hands and took the nipples of each in between her thumb and forefinger.

	"Baby please," Irulan moaned as she tried to turn, but was again held in place. 

	"Where is all that bravado now that the tables are turned?" Carrie taunted. Irulan couldn’t think of a suitable answer to save her life. Her mind was lost, concentrating on nothing but the feel of her nipples being rolled between Carrie's fingers. The heat of her desire coursed through her body like molten lava and settled into her core. Her thigh's became slick with the evidence of her longing.

	"Baby please," she moaned again as her knees threatened to give way. "Please, let me turn around. I need to touch you," she huffed.

	Carrie released Irulan and settled back onto the great bed. "Then come to me," she said, holding herself up on her elbows. She drew one leg towards her, giving Irulan a glimpse of the wet, pink folds that screamed for her attention.

	Irulan lifted one smooth leg and let the weight of the dress drag itself down her body and gather around her feet. No sooner than she'd lifted the other leg, a door of the main entrance of her quarters flew open with a bang and members of the Manticores, the king’s elite guard, began pouring into the room.

	Irulan spun around, snatching up her dress, and throwing the edge of the heavy quilt covering her bed over Carrie. "Explain yourselves Manticore's, and speak quickly. What reason do you have to enter my bedchambers unannounced and on who's authority?" Irulan's eye's blazed with anger as she thrust her arms through the openings of the gown and stepped away from the bed.

	Fredonia sauntered into the room with a satisfied look on her face, took a brief look around, and pointed a finger towards the bed. "There,” she yelled, directing the guards to Carrie. "Seize the girl and place her in a holding chamber. I want her under constant guard and my daughter is to go nowhere near her." The Manticore's nodded and moved forward as one, intent on carrying out Fredonia’s orders.

	Irulan stepped into their path and threw her hand in front of them, knocking them back with her barrier. "Manticore's you serve only those of the royal bloodline. I am the only person suited to give orders in this room so I suggest you leave now or face the consequences of disobeying my orders!" The air in the room became heavy with power as Irulan released the gates within her that held them in check.

	The Manticore's stood their ground and tried to push their way through the thick curtain of energy that held them at bay. Once the kings guards were given an order, they were of a singular mindset until their mission was complete regardless of the dangers of personal harm. 

	Irulan put more force into her shield and knocked them farther away from their appointed destination. On the bed, Carrie dropped her head to her knees and cried as she consigned herself to the fate Irulan had given her hope of overcoming. She was accustomed to the harsh realities of life among Sidhe nobility. She should have know better than to ever give purchase to the dreams Irulan spoke of; because that's all they were, idealistic dreams. And dreams for a Sidhe such as herself never saw the realm of reality.

	Carrie's tear's fueled the rage that pounded inside Irulan and she began firing bolts of energy at the guards. One by one, the deadly charges crackled through the air seeking out targets. The unlucky one’s that weren’t fast enough to dodge her torrents were sent flying through the air bellowing in pain. The Manticore's that avoided her blast, scattered across the room, some going invisible and some shifting into various small animal's and taking cover. 

	Irulan strode to the center of the room seething with fury and began blasting aimlessly in an effort to hit any hidden guards. "Show yourself!" She yelled, and sent a blast into a far corner, knocking a Manticore visible, and to the ground. "You move against me, on the orders of my heartless bitch of a mother!" She let loose another volley, shattering a wall length mirror, sending shards of glass falling to the floor.

	Fredonia backed herself against a wall and tried to make herself as inconspicuous as possible to avoid catching her daughters attention but it didn't work.

	When Irulan couldn't flush the Manticores from their hiding places she turned and caught Fredonia in her intense glaze. "You! She was right. You'd rather see Carrie dead, than allow me this one source of happiness. What did I ever do to you to make you hate me so much?"

	Fredonia frowned and then spoke in a voice laced with venom. "Have you looked in the mirror daughter dear? You're the very image of your sainted father, the father who left us both, but you still choose to honor him over me. Father this, father that, HE LEFT!! I'm the parent that remained, yet you think nothing of me. You grow more and more like him, with every passing day despite my best efforts otherwise and it sickens me."

	Irulan backed away from her mother with her hands wrapped around her waist, to hurt to respond. Her mothers words carried as more weight than a solid blow would have if one had struck her dead on. FreDonia's brutal honesty was enough to break through Irulans rage and cause her shields to waver.

	The Manticores rushed from their hiding places and converged on Irulan and the bed in two groups. Three guards held Irulan, while another drug Carrie kicking and screaming from the bed. Irulan struggled against the iron grip the guards had on her as she screamed for Carries release, until her mother stepped forward and struck her across the face with a vicious backhand. "Sentimental little fool," she spat, "I honestly don't see how I ever gave birth to one such as you."

	Fredonia drew back for another blow, when Kent's booming voice rang through the air. "Stand down Fredonia!" He marched into the room with vampire-like speed and lifted Fredonia high into the air by her neck. He looked at the guards holding Irulan and brought the other hand up into a tight fist. The Manticore's released Irulan to paw and scratch at their own throat's. They stood gasping for breath as Kent evaporated the air around them.

	"If you ever lay hands on my niece again, I will end you all. Is that clear?" Kent shook Fredonia so she understood the decree was meant for her also. She nodded weakly and was dropped to the ground. Kent motioned for the Manticore holding Carrie to leave the room and he picked her up and quietly left.

	Irulan ran to her uncles arms and he placed a kiss on her forehead. She looked down at her mother and smiled, lulled by the false sense of security, Kent's arms offered. Her world shattered when he spoke next. "Did I not tell you to wait for me Fredonia? I told you she would fight to protect the girl if your claims were true. You were always a stubborn bitch. Till this day I don't see what my brother ever saw in you."

	Irulan backed away from her uncle; her eyes full of tears, darted back and forth between him, her mother, and the door. "Where have they taken her uncle?” She cried as she wrapped her arms around her waist, not wanting to believe the truth that was right in front of her. Kent reached for her but she slapped his hand away and headed for the door, intent on finding Carrie and leaving the mound as soon as possible. She was going to run all the way to the human realm if she had to, as long as Carrie was safe. "Don't! Don't touch me. You're worse than mother ever could be; at lest she never pretended to be something she's not."

	Kent flinched and reached for her again, catching her by the arm and spinning her around to face him. "No my child, you don't understand. My love for you runs as deep as that I have for my own children, as such you have the same responsibilities." He cast an irritated glance at Fredonia before turning back to Irulan. "If you want a woman than so be it, flesh is all the same, but find one from the bright court. Look to the Daoine Sidhe or the Gwragedd Annwn, if there are no Tuatha maidens that suit your taste, but I cannot allow you to put a Fomori in position to gain access to my throne."

	Irulan jerked away from her uncle and fell to her knees. Her heart broke and for the first time she felt every one of her eighty years as keenly as if she were a human at the dusk of life. She should have listened to Carrie, shouldn't have provoked her mother, and shouldn't have placed so much faith in her uncle. So many should haves, but none of them made any difference.

	She spent the next few weeks confined to her room of her own accord. She couldn't bring herself to attend the initiation of Carries eternal imprisonment. Having been found guilty of treason, she was condemned to spend the remainder of her life locked in a cage of deathly iron. To a non royal Sidhe, iron is deadly, burning the skin on contact and draining the strength of anyone it came close to. Irulan could only pray her life wouldn't last that long within the iron bars. She never spoke to her mother again; any correspondence between the two was done by servants. As for her uncle, Kent was elevated to High King of the Seelie and he relinquished the throne of the Tuatha De Danann to his son Fazion, whom Irulan saw as too immature to rule. 

	Over time, Irulan only saw Kent at Lammas Tide when all the Seelie courts gathered, but she had no words for him either. Her discontent with Fazion’s rule grew until she knew she would either have to leave or challenge her cousin in a fight to the death for a throne that was rightfully hers to begin with.

	Fazion was an idiot but he and Francesca had been like brother and sister to her. She would never raise a hand to either of them in anger. Out of love for her family she left Tir Na Nog, and the FaeLands for life in Tir Nam Beo, The Land of the Living...

	Irulan awoke with a start and sat upright in the bed with sweat running down her face and back. Valeria sat up, her face full of concern and wiped Irulans brow. "What's wrong Ire? You were crying in your sleep then all of a sudden you screamed and sat straight up." 

	Irulan looked around the room and was startled to find she was safe and sound in the bed beside Valeria. There was no Kent, no Fredonia, and sadly no Carrie. She shook her head. "Nothing’s wrong baby. It just a bad dream," she murmured, and settled back down into the thick pillows, pulling Valeria into her arms.

	Irulan ran a single finger across the healing burns that covered one side of Valeria's face. "Does it hurt much?" she asked. Her temper temporarily flared at the memory of how Valeria attained the injury. 

	Valeria smiled and burrowed into the warmth of Irulans arms. "Not really. The itch like hell every once and awhile, but we're not talking about me. Do you want to talk about the dream, maybe get it off of your mind?"

	Irulan shook her head no and locked the doors to the past. There was nothing to be gained from the painful memories, except the driving force she felt to keep Valeria safe from any and all harm that may come her way. No matter what she had to do. "No baby, they're nothing really." She looked over at the clock on a nearby desk. "It's only three pm, lets get some more rest before David gets up for the night. I swear if he were a little older I'd be jealous of all the attention he gets from you." 

	Valeria laughed and gave Irulan a quick kiss before turning over and draping Irulans arm across her. "Believe me Ire, I'm all yours and nothing will ever change that."

	Irulan pulled Valeria tight against her as her mind took in the irony of the situation. She had spent over two hundred years running through women; bedding and discarding them as easily as some people changed clothes and it never affected her. She avoided the possibility of love at all cost. How fitting that when she did fall in love again, it was not only with a vampire, but one that was part Fomori, and royal to boot.

	Things would be different this time around, she silently vowed. Never again would she allow her family to hurt the woman she loved. Irulan smiled to herself as she let the pull of sleep tug at her eyelids. "As long as I can help it, nothing ever will,” she said softly to a sleeping Valeria just before she lost the battle and sleep claimed her once again.

	This time her dreams were only of Val.
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