
        
            
                
            
        

    
	A grieving warrior and a determined goddess form an unlikely bond. Can their union unite the Lasarian race and help them take back their world?

	 

	 

	After Krato enemies destroy their world, Lasarian refugees flee through the veil hidden in the Soul Mirror and find a haven on Earth.

	After decades of peace with the native humans, fear and jealousy has created a dangerous world for the Lasarian people, and they now live a hunt or be hunted existence.

	Danek Kavarac resolves to endure the pain of the loss of his soulmate. Life must go on—until he meets Amari Vaselka, next in line to the crown. A woman that he cannot escape. A woman who can heal his soul. Now he must become the man she deserves or die trying.
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Prologue

	 

	 

	The balcony railing shook under Queen Arrah’s hands as a rocket slammed into the planet, sending dust and debris soaring into the air. Trees burned on the horizon, their flames leaping, resembling angry fingers. The seconds felt like ages as the battle for the Lasarian home world raged before her. The high-pitched whine of a Kratoan warship reached Arrah’s ears. She pulled the hood of her cloak back and peered up at the clouds as the shadow of the hulking spaceship came into view. Her heart pounded as she watched it descend to the capital city.

	Arrah feared Lasaria had fallen.

	The Kratoan savages had come three nights before, systematically ravaging her small planet and entering the capital city that morning. She had been jarred awake earlier by the echoes of laser fire and explosions that rocked the walls of her bedroom.

	Arrah retreated to the safety of the throne room, closing the balcony doors tightly behind her. Her boots crunched on shards of glass as she crossed the room, each step feeling like the last time she would walk this route. The slivers of shattered mirrors on the polished wooden floor reflected a distorted image of her disheveled appearance and echoed the fall of Lasaria.

	She took a moment to glance around the room. Broad white marble columns supported the roof high above her. Tapestries in a myriad of colors and designs hung on the walls surrounding her, each paying tribute to a queen of the past. She stopped in front of her favorite, her gaze traveling over her mother’s tapestry. Queen Kosa was born in the year of the flower harvest, and her tapestry reflected an ornate floral pattern woven with the finest threads of purple and silver. Her mother had died suddenly only months earlier, leaving Arrah as the youngest queen to rule Lasaria.

	Arrah had stood in the same spot countless times since she was a girl, in awe of each handwoven stitch. She could still hear the shrill of her mother’s warnings, Don’t touch the art, Arrah. She hadn’t gotten around to adding her own contribution to the walls. Her tapestry would have hung next to her mother’s. It didn’t matter now. She suspected that this room, her home, would be in ruins within days.

	She reached out and ran her hand over the stitches, then gripped it with both hands and yanked it down. The Kratoans were not going to take everything from her. She hugged the heavy tapestry to her chest, pulled it off the floor, then proceeded to the end of the room and sat on her throne.

	Her mate was out there somewhere with her people, and she hadn’t received a message from him in two days. She cast an anxious look toward the throne room doors, hoping for news of his safety.

	She was Lasarian, a race existing in the Omega Rys Galaxy. Her soul was connected to the elements, the spirit of life, and her mate. With training, Lasarians could manipulate the world around them. They called these abilities Magiks.

	Long ago, their ruling deity was the Goddess Arlaya. When she had walked among her people, she contained all Magiks in her blood. As her children grew in numbers and prospered, their Magik became diluted, with each being having power over only one type. Lasarian Magiks passed down through bloodlines, spirit healers being the most revered clans. The ability to heal was a rare Magik. As reigning queen, Arrah was the last with healing Magik. Legends held that queens had once been able to restore life.

	Lasarians weren’t war folk and were wary of other species and worlds. Kratoan raids and attacks targeted Lasarians as objects used only for their powers. A weakened Lasarian had no control over their Magik, making it vulnerable to being siphoned for use by the enemy.

	Arrah recalled chilling tales of her people being captured and tortured, then laid out on barren fields to bring life back into the soil. Others told stories of healers being kept in display cases to be touched when someone needed healing of illness or injury. She shivered and clutched the tapestry closer. She wasn’t about to let that happen to her.

	Arrah closed her eyes, thoughts of survival circling through her mind. She said a quiet prayer in her heart that her people would survive to see another day. She knew their last resort was to abandon Lasaria through the spatial veil to another world. Her gaze rested on the only mirror still mounted to the wall on her right. Even to the unsuspecting eye, this wasn’t an ordinary mirror. The glass was the darkest black, with edges that refracted the light into rainbows.

	Ancient Lasarians with Glass Magik had created mirrors with materials harvested from their land, then imbued them with a sliver of their soul to create portals. They called them Soul Mirrors. The one next to her was one of only a handful of these portals still in functioning condition.

	The Kratoan enemies were ruthless and capable of shapeshifting. They didn’t bother hiding their fierce natural form as they ransacked Lasaria. They were a race of eight-foot-tall beasts with biologically armored flesh. Their energies were dark and black, suffocating the land.

	Arrah folded the tapestry in her lap and tucked it into the large bag at her feet, which held her mother’s healing crystals, sacred writings and spells, and other personal items she didn’t want to lose. She settled the thick leather strap over her shoulder and went to stand before the Soul Mirror. Her blue eyes stared back at her. Long waves of platinum blonde hair hung down her back, tousled by stress and fitful sleep. She had dressed in a royal blue battle dress and a hooded cloak, firmly secured at her slender throat. Her leather boots came up to her thighs, and she had secured her blade in the scabbard at her back.

	Arrah sensed her mate’s spirit getting close and released a deep sigh of relief, his essence bringing some peace to her restless soul.

	His footsteps thundered from the hall, coming closer to her haven, and she assumed a stance ready to defend herself if trouble followed him. Her palm closed around the blade’s hilt at her back. The ornate double doors crashed open, and she relaxed at seeing her mate standing in the doorway.

	Kiell’s wet, sweaty hair clung to his face, his chest heaving beneath his bloodied shirt that hung in tatters. His gaze found hers, the wild look on his face shifting to one of resolve. He slammed the doors shut and bolted them before turning back to her. His black and white cloak billowed around him as he crossed the room in large strides. He took her into his arms, held her close, and briefly buried his face in her hair.

	She leaned into his embrace and inhaled the stench of blood, sweat, and soot.

	The smell of war.

	“Arrah, we need to leave. Now!” Kiell urged her toward the mirror.

	“Is there anyone else?” Arrah peered over his shoulder toward the doors, hopeful for survivors.

	His arms tightened around her and spoke softly in her ear. “I sent many of our people through the veil. We’ll gather them on the other side. I’m sorry, Arrah, but the Kratoans are coming, and I couldn’t risk not being able to come back for you and our child.” He rested his hand on her swollen belly, placing a loving kiss on her head while keeping her within the safety of his embrace.

	A bright flash from the balcony doors caught Arrah’s attention. Another Kratoan rocket plummeted from the heavens and exploded into the city. Their home shook beneath their feet. Kiell steadied her and shielded her body with his own as stones and dust crashed around them. Tears burned Arrah’s eyes as the destruction of her palace intensified.

	“I’m sorry, honey,” Kiell murmured against her hair. “I promise I’ll find a safe place for our family.”

	His hand was warm in hers as he pulled her closer to the Soul Mirror. Kiell’s words reminded her that this building didn’t make up the roots of her people. All that mattered right now was their love and their unborn child. Arrah was confident that they could make a home anywhere.

	They stood mere inches from the Mirror as her mate began the incantation to activate the veil. His voice carried a different lilt as he brought the Magik forth from his soul.

	Kiell circled his hand over the center of his chest, gathering energy until a white shimmer surrounded him, then pressed his palm against the black glass. The portal recognized Kiell’s soul, and the shield fell, the molecules in the glass shifting to allow passage.

	Arrah squeezed her mate’s hand tight as they fled through the veil to a new world.
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