                           WHEN SOMEBODY LOVES YOU 

By Val Morgan

UNIVERSAL DISCLAIMER- (not valid in the gamma quadrant, on any borg ship, or in Michigan) I don’t own Lupaza, Furel ,the resistance or Kira. Everything else is mine, right out of my twisted imagination, so please don’t sue me!

K/S L/F S/L

Summary- remember how Furel lost his arm? Remember that winter Kira spent in the Dakhur mountains, cold and hungry??? Remember Lupaza!? (she was my fav) they all come together . We find out the TRUE story of how Furel lost his arm, how F and L fell in love, and all that angsty stuff! Kinda sad in places.

RATED- PG 13??  For torture, non graphic/ VERY mild sexual suggestion, and  limb amputations, drinking , non cons, and general guilt and angst

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

 It was the coldest winter anyone in Dakhur could remember. An Icy wind blew through the bare branched trees, and a thick crust of snow covered the dead ground. Every hour or two, the clouds burst open again, and dumped a mix of hail and rain down onto the land. Down in the valley, the few remaining farmers agonized over their crops, while their wives and children struggled to save what they could from the ice. But meanwhile, far from the farmers and their crops.. in the cold, empty mountains…

“Lupaza?”

“Mm.”

“ Are you asleep?”

Lupaza slowly turned over, her eyes still shut tight. She sighed. “I was. What is it?” Nerys bit her lip. “Can you remember the last time it was this cold?” “no.” For a moment, everything was siletn. The only sound was Lupaza’s ragged breathing, and Shakaar’s soft snoring from the back of the cave. “I’m so hungry…isn’t there anything to eat?” “Not tonight, Nerys. Come on now,try not to think about the cold.” “How can she help it?” Furel had awoken. Lupaza gently squeezed his hand. “ Please,let’s just get some rest!” she pleaded softly, the weariness showing through her voice. “I’m as hungry as you are, but there’s nothing to eat!” In the icy blackness, Kira sighed, and Furel closed his eyes again. Everyone went back to attempting sleep. Suddenly, Nerys brightened. “Sing, Ananiess!” Lupaza shook her head. “No..i’m so tired,maybe another night.” “No,come on Ananiess! “Furel joined in. “No! I’m coming down with a cold,and-“ “Just one song?? Please?” Kira pleaded. “Just one?” “You’ve got such a pretty voice!” Lupaza sighed in defeat. “Alright. One song.”

He built his love a maze of stone

In A field lit with gold

Each stone placed with tender care

Like a labryinth of old

Furel smiled softly. His lover had the most beautiful voice, soft and high, perfect range and pitch as she sang in the ancient tounge. For the sweetest voice in Hanat Mining Camp, they used to say. For the prettiest girl in area 47. When they escaped, She had been starved half to death, and he was so sick with fever, that voice was the only thing that kept them both concious.. It was her gift from the prophets. It seemed he had yet to find his.

Three courses spiral to its core

A journey of the heart

Each stone giving of its strength

Life’s magic to impart

Nerys yawned and and snuggled closer to Furel, half asleep already. He pushed her away at first, but then relented, and allowed her to crawl under the blanket with him. The other resistance members were begininng to stir, sitting up to listen with tired smiles. 

His ritual lit by lantern light

Blessed by stars above

And when at last his task was through

He sang unto his love

Kira slowly clsoed her eyes. Close to Furel and Lupaza, the cold wasn’t so bad, and the hunger…well, she could find something to eat in the morning. Sleep began to overtake her. The last thing she heard before drifting off was the soft humming of the ancient song. Then everything went dark.

MORE TO COME…. E-mail me at drownoutthescreams@yahoo.com
PLEASE PLEASE PLEASE write to me!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

 I am a new writer, and I’ll make a deal with you. Every time I get some kind of response, good or bad, I will write some more! 

                          Deal?

