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Part One:

The Homecoming

 


Prologue

 


Earth: The Costa Brava

 


She had almost finished the job. Rostoff was
dead, so were Shelby, Phillip, Carl and Percy, but where was David?
She had to kill him before he found the others. Then she heard him
yell, he had found Shelby and Phillip. “Damn, if he has a gun, I’m
fucked.”

She slipped out the front door and started
running down the long driveway of the villa toward the front gate.
She heard David yell.

“Stop, Mary Ann, stop!” She turned, pointed
the weapon and depressed the button. Both were running and her aim
was off, the beam from her weapon only grazed his shoulder. He
realized then that she was the one who had killed Sir John and the
others.

He yelled. “Stop or I’ll shoot.”

She was almost at the gate. The full moon
gave him a clear shot. She increased her pace with a burst of
energy, but too late. He fired and hit her with a fatal shot in the
back. As she fell, the gate smashed open and two of the Ceran
Security Forces came through firing. They hit David with beams from
their weapons and he fell, dead before he hit the ground.

She lay where she fell. Her body felt like
it was on fire, and then she felt movement. Someone was holding
her. “Zara, can you hear me?” Her last thought was: who is Zara?”
Darkness descended and she whirled upward into a black void. All
thought ended.


Chapter One

 


Zara looked up at the old man leaning over
her and blinked her eyes several times, not recognizing him. It
would take a while for the disoriented feelings to fade and for her
to remember who she was. When a warrior died in an incarnate form,
he or she still had the feeling they were that person. This usually
lasted a few hours unless the death had been a particularly nasty
one. Antara, the old man, helped Zara out of the stasis pod and led
her to a room. He seated her on a couch and brought her a glass of
water with added supplements to help her recover. Her eyes had a
faraway look as she drank the water. In her mind, she was still
Mary Ellen Johnston, the killer of John Rostoff and his rogue Ceran
companions. She closed her eyes and laid her head on the back of
the couch. The old man hovered nearby. It would be hours before the
visions faded from her mind and she realized that she was Zara, a
warrior of the Daughters of Light.

The Ceran scientists had perfected a way to
compress time and space, when the warriors were on assignment. Zara
had been on Earth twenty-five years in earth time, but on Cera, she
had been gone no more than five weeks. When she awoke, she knew
where she was and who she was. She thanked the old man and walked
from the room on her way to the Therapy Center. She would go
through a process to purge the feelings of blood guilt that
warriors of Cera felt, when they killed on assignment.

At one time, Cera was ruled by a monarchy.
It had been replaced many thousands of years ago with a
democratically elected Supreme Council. Zara’s bloodline was of
this monarchy and her mother had served on the Supreme Council
before she retired. All women of this bloodline were committed to
serving in the government in some way. Zara chose the Warrior
Corps. If the Monarchy were still in place, Zara would be a
princess with a direct line to the throne. No longer a princess,
she was a warrior held in high esteem.

She walked through the corridor leading to
the building housing the Therapy Center. There was no one in the
reception area when she entered so she sat down and waited. Within
a few minutes a door opened and a tall striking woman entered
reception. Zara stood and smiled.

“Zara, Antara called and said you were on
your way over. How are you feeling?”

“Still a little disoriented, Shela. The
memories haven’t faded completely.”

“Come, let’s talk about it.” She ushered
Zara into her office. She gestured to the reclining chair. “Let’s
see what we can do.”

Zara sat in the chair--- small probes popped
up on the arm rests and she placed her wrists between them.

“I understand that this time you were shot
and died in the incarnate body, is that correct?”

“Yes.”

“Tell me what you remember of the last
interaction you had on Earth.”

Zara told her what she remembered of the
killing of Rostoff and the others and getting shot by David. “It
was not what should have happened. I forgot a key piece of
information given to me and when I remembered it, too much time had
passed. As a result the Security Forces were not alerted in time.
They were supposed to come into the estate and finish the job, but
that didn’t happen. It was a very bad fuck up on my part.” She
sighed. “If I hadn’t been so nervous and so anxious to kill
Rostoff, I would have remembered and I wouldn’t have died that
night. And I know as a result of that, I’ll be retired from the
service. My body will be too vulnerable for off planet
assignments.”

“There are many areas in the Warriors where
you can be assigned.”

“I know, but I can’t sit behind a desk. I’ll
go crazy.” She gave another heavy sigh.

“Let’s get on with it and erase and change
some of the negative memories so you won’t have nightmares or guilt
over this assignment.”

Shela bent over a console and made some
adjustments. “Close your eyes and lean back.”

Zara leaned back against the head rest and
the same type of probes popped up on either side of her neck.

“Tell me what you remember of those last few
minutes.”

“I remember pointing the weapon at Rostoff.
I was feeling vengeful and wanted him dead for what he did to me. I
allowed my emotions to interfere with the job. After I killed him,
I went down to the veranda and killed the couple there, then to the
kitchen and killed two more. There was one more I had to kill---
nervous--- I had forgotten to put on the communication device to
alert the warriors. Panicked, I ran up the stairs, put them on and
twisted the ends to alert the warriors, but it was too late. David,
the other one, found the bodies. I ran out the front door toward
the gate. David saw me and threatened to shoot. I turned and fired,
but missed and he shot me. I remember falling, someone picking me
up and nothing else.”

“I’m going to erase the memory of the deaths
and guilt from the killings. You may remember some of the time you
were on Earth, but you will not remember the killings or if you do,
there will be no feelings around it.”

Zara felt a tingling in her ears and on her
wrists that lasted a few minutes. As the tingling increased a sense
of wellbeing settled over her mind and body. Then it stopped, the
probes eased back into the chair.

“You can open your eyes, Zara. How do you
feel now?”

Zara shrugged. “I’m fine. It’s okay that I
killed those rogues. They needed to be eliminated. I’m sorry that I
killed vengefully, though. It was a job and I was not
objective.”

“You understand, of course, that you will
not be given another assignment. Once you’ve died as an incarnate
on another planet, you can’t do this again. It puts too much of a
strain on your spirit and your physical body here.”

“Yes, I know. I’ve been a warrior a long
time. It will be difficult adjusting to civilian life.”

“You’re still young. There is much you can
do in the Corps. I know Serena has mentioned that you would make a
great teacher for the young recruits.”

“That’s a possibility. Right now, I think
I’d like to go home and rest for a while, gather my thoughts, so to
speak.”

“Good. That’s what you need to do. There’ll
be a celebration in a few days and you and the others will be a
part of that.”

“Thank you, Shela. I think I just need to
sleep for a few hours.” She left and went out the door. Antara had
placed her small communicator on her wrist. She touched a button,
spoke and her robotic runabout rolled up and the door lifted open.
She was home within a few minutes. When she walked in, she saw that
Mootie had kept everything in order. Her bed beckoned and
undressed, she slid under the covers. She was asleep in minutes.
Twelve hours later she awoke with Mootie standing in the door.

“Zara, you have messages.”

* * * * *

Tall, blond, handsome in an effeminate
manner, Fen Royal stood on the outcrop and studied the town.
This will be mine. All of Creda will be mine then Cera and
Cheron. My beautiful, intelligent cousin is back from her
assignment. I don’t think she can fuck up my plans, but I’ll watch
her anyway. I doubt if I can recruit her, but we’ll have our little
talk and I’ll find out how receptive she is. He turned and
walked down the hill to his assistant and robocar.

“Thad, I need you to find someone that I can
use as a go-between with a group that I plan to recruit.”

“What kind of man, good, bad or in between
and do you want him smart or not so smart.”

“I don’t want him too smart and preferably
with a shady background.”

“Are you going to start The Plan?”

“Yes, and I don’t want you involved in any
way, other than in finding this man for me.” He looked at his
assistant and secret lover. “Once I have him and he can be trusted,
and, of course, bought, then we can take the next step.”

The assistant checked the time. “You’re
going to be late for the dinner tonight. Corra will be pissed.”

“So, she’ll be pissed.” The robocar rose up
and sped down the mountain side.


Chapter Two

 


Zara walked across the platform with the
other warriors from the Earth assignment. Mora, Saja, and Zara
would receive medals and a retirement packet. The others would
receive medals as well and blend back into the Warrior Corps.
Zara’s mind was in a whirl. She awoke during the night with a
particularly vivid dream and unable to go back to sleep as she
thought over the ramifications of the dream. She was especially
tired, even after twelve hours of sleep. She had to stay alert and
not yawn. This was important.

The tall, gray haired woman standing erect
on the platform, smiled with pride as each warrior paused in front
of her while she pinned a medal on their uniform. They gave the
warrior salute, a closed fist to the heart, as they left the
platform. When the last three, Zara, Mora, and Saja, were given
their medals by Serena, the Chief of the Warriors, there was a
standing ovation from the packed audience of families and warriors.
There was always celebration when warriors retired. And these last
three were famous for their deeds.

Serena addressed the audience with a short
summary of the operation that had taken so long to complete. “As
most of you know there has been an ongoing operation to eliminate a
group of rogue citizens. This started thousands of years ago. A
group led by Taryn Royal tried to over throw the Monarchy. This is
how long ago it was. Their coup failed and they were to be
imprisoned, but managed to escape in a mother ship with two smaller
ships. The authorities knew Taryn had to have had help, and finally
identified the traitor in their midst. The Monarchy assumed that
Taryn’s group died going through the worm hole and forgot about
them. There were about a thousand, men, women and children.
Thousands of years later, we connected with another planet of
humans that was ascending into the fourth density and we found some
of the ancestors of our escaped felons residing there. They had
assimilated within the society. We were shown old records that told
us that Taryn had ship trouble and had landed on a primitive
planet. Many thousands of years had passed, when we found this out,
so we slipped onto the planet and ascertained that they had gained
wealth, and political influence. We also discovered that Taryn and
his followers were the same as when they left Cera. Somehow, they
had found the elixir of life by having sex with the natives and
absorbing their essence, killing them in the process. By this time,
we had become what we are now, a democratically elected government.
The authorities realized the rogues would do outstanding harm to
the Earth humans if they didn’t interfere. A certain amount of
guilt was felt by some of our early leaders. They had assumed the
fleeing felons would never make it through the wormhole so didn’t
go after them at the time. As a result from this lack and needing
to stop the rogues, they decided to form a corps of our people who
would incarnate on the planet and eliminate these Cerans. This was
the beginning of the Warrior Corps. It took thousands of years to
reduce this group to two hundred, but by that time, they were all
powerful and controlled the planet. The saving grace for us was
they were unable to procreate on a third density planet, and we
still don’t know why they were unable to. At the time, we were a
society that did not kill our fellow humans. When the new Premier
was elected, she took a look at this whole mess and said enough is
enough. This has to finish and she authorized the elimination of
all the rogues and the humans they had enlisted to do their dirty
work. In the meantime, we had a group on Earth. Zara, Mora and Saja
were in charge of one country and we had other groups all over
Earth. Zara would be the one to eliminate Taryn. When she killed
Taryn, who went by the name of Rostoff, it was the signal for the
Warriors we had stationed on Earth to eliminate the rest. It had to
look like they had been felled by disease. It was a successful
operation and now it is up to Earth. Of course there was
consternation all over Earth when so many rich and powerful people
had heart attacks. A few Earth humans knew what was going on at the
time and helped us when they could. Rostoff’s grip on that world
was almost complete. He didn’t finish his agenda. Our people saw to
that.” She gestured to the three sitting on the platform and bowed,
placing her fist on her heart. Again, there was a standing ovation.
She raised her hand for silence. There was a rustle of sound as the
audience sat down. When everyone was seated, she continued. “Family
and warriors, there will be a celebratory dinner and entertainment
tonight for everyone. This was a great accomplishment that took
longer than it should have.” She paused and looked over the
audience. “But now, it is finished.” She smiled. “We hope.” The
audience laughed. “As most of you know, we have a monitor on Earth
to keep us aware of the developments as they take place. And we are
hoping that since we have eliminated our rogue trouble makers, the
Earth can ascend and join us in the community of planets here in
the galaxy. Our monitor tells us that Earth scientists are still
trying to find out why so many people died of a heart disease and
I’m afraid it will be a long time before the people of Earth know
what really happened. As a result of looking for the rogues, we
discovered another fourth density planet, the one that I spoke of,
with some of our people integrated into that society, and we are
now setting up a diplomatic mission to this planet. Thank you all
for coming and I hope I will see everyone at the dinner tonight.”
She bowed and put her fist to her heart. As she left the platform
there was another standing ovation, warriors stood with their fists
to their heart until she left the platform.

That evening, Zara walked into the huge
ballroom wearing a long, ice blue, diaphanous gown that wrapped
around her body outlining her curves. Her hair was piled on top of
her head with a few loose curls giving her an especially exotic and
sexy look. Golden stick pins with diamonds on the ends pushed
through her top knot, complimented her look. Heads turned looking
her way. Zara was not a classical beauty, but with her white gold
hair, turquoise blue eyes and gorgeous body, she turned heads
wherever she went. She was tall and carried herself as if she had
all the confidence in the world in her abilities. Her wide smile
traveled to her eyes and when one saw her smile, she radiated
beauty.

There were at least five hundred tables,
many of them with guests already seated and eating. She looked
around and finally spotted Mora waving her hand frantically to get
her attention. Wending her way around the tables, she pulled out a
chair and sat. “I can’t believe how many people are here.”

“We don’t have these types of celebrations
very often. Everyone makes it a mandatory attendance. And besides,
it’s fun. There’s to be a band at each end of the ballroom. These
are the android bands and will be coordinated to play the same
music at the same time.” Mora gestured to the buffet a few tables
over. “They have the buffets strategically placed every twenty five
tables. There’s plenty to eat and is it good!”

Saja laughed. “Mora couldn’t wait to get to
the buffet.”

“Hey, I was hungry. I had nothing to eat all
day with people coming around to talk.”

Mora had been Phyllis, and Saja, Harold on
the Earth assignment. They had served in the Warrior Corps for
many, many years and were looking forward to retirement. All of
their assignments had been together in one form or another. This
last time, they had been husband and wife, which they were on
Cera.

Saja chuckled as he looked at his wife.
“She’s been moaning all day about being hungry. I tried to fix her
a bite to eat, but she said that she could wait until the buffet
tonight. The problem was friends and relatives coming to see us, so
I never had time to make lunch.”

“I didn’t have time to shop for food either,
so my kitchen is bare as well. I’m going to Cheron to visit with my
parents this weekend. When I come back, I’ll stock the kitchen. My
robot has kept the place clean, but I never programed her to
shop.”

Mora said, “You’d better fill your plate or
there won’t be anything left.”

Zara stood and went to the closest buffet,
stopping to speak to people along the way. Plate filled, she
returned to the table. There were bottles of wine and she poured
herself a glass.

“I wish our wine growers could make some of
the wonderful wines we had on Earth. These are good, but can’t
compare to what I used to drink with Rostoff.”

“You were treated to the finest, but look at
the price you would have had to pay if you were an Earth
woman.”

“You’re right.” She took a sip of wine just
as Sten came by and asked her to dance. Sten had been a companion
for a time, but now they were good friends.

She spent the next hour dancing with each of
her friends in the Corps. When she returned to the table, she was
winded. “Haven’t done anything like that in a long while.”

A tall blond headed man made his way to
their table with a younger version of himself on his arm.

“Zara, I want to congratulate you on a job
well done”

“Thank you, Fen.”

“This is your fourth cousin, Corra on your
father’s side and my wife. I don’t think you’ve met her before. We
were married when you were on assignment.”

Zara stood and put out her hand. “It’s so
nice to meet you, Corra.” Corra, confused, looked at Zara’s
outstretched hand. Zara laughed. “This is a gesture I picked up on
my last assignment. People meeting others would shake hands.”

“Oh, that seems like a nice gesture.” Corra
still looked confused.

Zara turned to Mora and Saja. “This is my
friend Mora and her husband Saja, fellow Warriors.” She turned to
Fen. “And this is Fen my first cousin on my father’s side and this
lovely young woman as you heard is Corra.”

Mora said, “Would you like to join us?”

Fen smiled. “I would love to, but I would be
rude to the companions we have waiting at our table across the
room. We wanted to say hello. It’s been a few years since we’ve
seen Zara.”

“I know. I haven’t been to any of the Royal
family celebrations in a long while. And I’m so sorry that I missed
your wedding. The only excuse I have is that the Warriors have kept
me busy and off planet for a few years.”

Fen smiled. “It appears that will be
changing. Maybe we’ll see more of you now.”

He bowed to Mora and Saja. “It was nice to
meet you. Maybe we’ll see you again some time.”

Mora laughed. “Only if you come to Cheron
and look for a little house on the beach.”

Fen and Corra left and Mora gave a sigh of
relief. “Zara, there was something about that man that struck me
wrong. Has he been close to your immediate family?”

“No, back in antiquity there was a falling
out with that side of the family. Taryn Royal was one of his
grandfathers. They’ve always felt that they were the rightful
rulers of Cera and opposed the change to a democratically elected
government. A member of his mother’s side of the family was the
traitor who helped Taryn escape. The family was in disgrace for
many years afterward. I did some research on the family years ago
and found out that there was a lot of turmoil about 100,000 years
ago when all this was happening. The turmoil and chaos were
generated by Taryn and his followers.”

Saja had been quiet. “I wouldn’t mind
reading about that time in our history. I know we touch on it in
school, but I’d like more information.”

“You can find more than you could read at
the library. And it is interesting stuff.”

“So Zara, what are you going to do in
retirement?”

“Mora, I had a dream last night that kept me
awake half the night. I decided the dream was an omen. Would you
believe that I’m going to open a detective agency?” Both Mora and
Saja sat with mouths hanging open.

“You’re going to do what?”

“Remember when Rostoff hired a detective
agency to check me out?” Mora nodded. “Well, I think we should have
one on Cera.”

“That must have been some dream. Zara, I
don’t think we need one on Cera. We never have any crime other than
petty things and our police force takes care of those.”

“But there’s Creda and it’s still a wild
place. The police force is mostly overwhelmed and they depend on
the Warriors if there’s real trouble. I’d like to become a
detective and have my own agency. Would you like to join me?”

“Absolutely not!” Mora spoke for both she
and Saja. “We’re through with all the intrigue and adventure and
plan to buy a small place on the beach in Cheron. I’m going to read
and catch up on all the shows I missed and Saja plans to fish all
day.”

“Sounds boring to me.”

“Remember, we’re a lot older than you and we
need a rest, preferably a long one.”

“You’ll always be welcome to join my agency
when you get bored with your lives.” She glanced up and saw Serena
across the hall. Serena turned and their eyes met. She waved and
started toward the table. Zara stood to meet her.

“Serena, I’d like to make an appointment
with you to discuss something I want to do.”

Surprised, Serena said, “See me tomorrow.
I’ll be in the office for a couple of hours in the morning.
Everyone will be off for the celebration and I plan to catch up on
a few things.” She paused. “You seem anxious, Zara. Is everything
all right?”

“Yes, I’m fine. There’s something I’m going
to need for my new profession and I want to run my plans by you
first, before I make a decision.”

Serena gave her a searching look. “Starting
something already? You’ve hardly had time to rest up.”

“You know me; I can’t sit still for long
periods of time. I have to have a plan.”

“Okay, I’ll see you tomorrow.” She turned
and waved to Mora and Saja and left the room.

Zara sat down and Mora said, “Are you going
to tell Serena what you’re planning?”

“I have to since I’m going to need a permit
for a weapon.”

“Why will you need a weapon?”

“All detectives have weapons. Didn’t you
watch the crime shows on Earth television?”

Mora shook her head. “I don’t know about
you, Zara.”

Zara laughed. “This is a risk. I’ll open an
office and probably never get a client, but at least I’ll have
tried something that hasn’t been done before on Cera.”

The three friends called it a night. Hugs
and kisses and promises to stay in touch, they left the hall going
their separate ways.

The next morning Zara was up and dressed
early. Breakfast eaten at a small home style restaurant in her
neighborhood, she felt she was fortified to face Serena. She knew
it would be a hard sell, but it was important to have her backing
and she would need it to get a weapon permit.

The android sentry announced her and she
walked into Serena’s office.

“Sit down, Zara and tell me what it is you
want. I know you want something.” Serena smiled as she said
this.

“You’re right, Serena. I want to open a
detective agency in Cera and I need a weapons permit.”

Surprised, Serena said, “What is a detective
agency and why do you want to open one?”

Zara explained what a detective agency was,
what they did, and why a weapon would be needed.

Serena shook her head. “I don’t think you’ll
get any business here on Cera, Zara. We have an excellent police
force and if they need help, they call on the Warriors.”

“I know, Serena, but I feel that most of my
business will come from Creda. It’s a wild place and I understand
their police force is incompetent when it comes to solving
crimes.”

“I didn’t realize that they had much crime
on Creda.”

“I researched before I made the decision to
open an agency. Most of the crimes go unsolved if there is any
complexity to them. They can take care of petty thievery, but
anything bigger confounds them.”

She hesitated. “I’d like to give it a try
then if it doesn’t work out, I’ll do something else.”

“I was hoping to enlist you in a teaching
position at the Academy. The young recruits could learn a lot from
you.”

“My plan is to try it for a year then if I’m
sitting in my office twiddling my thumbs, I’ll give it up before I
waste any more of my hard earned pension.”

Serena sighed. “Okay, I guess I can be happy
with that. I hate to put out negative thoughts, but I think I’ll
see you next year, teaching at the Academy.” She wrote a note on
her official stationary and handed it to Zara. “Take this to the
armory and you’ll be issued a weapon. They’ll give you a badge to
wear and you’ll have to show this badge if you’re challenged on
Cera or Creda by the police forces. Good luck, Zara.”

They both stood and Serena came from around
her desk and kissed Zara on both cheeks. She gazed into her eyes
and shook her head again.

Ecstatic, Zara left clutching her paper, but
she knew she would have to wait until tomorrow morning as the
armory was closed for the holiday. In the meantime, she would
design a uniform, one in ice blue and one in silver, her favorite
colors. These are what she would wear when she was on a case.


Chapter Three

 


Birds trilling outside her window woke Zara.
She stayed in bed longer than she planned as she thought about her
errands. Half the night had been spent designing a uniform and
today, she would take the design and have it made. She would have
two in each color made and a matching cape with a place to conceal
her weapon. Mootie had prepared a warm drink and buttered rolls
with a small dish of fruit. Dressed, she ate quickly and left for
the Armory, anxious to get her badges and weapon.

Once there, Serena’s note was passed to
several different people. The clerks sounded like hens clucking
their disapproval. This was not protocol. It should have come from
Communications, not in a note. Weapons were issued to Warriors, not
retired Warriors. One clerk decided to call Serena’s office and she
confirmed that they were to give badges and a weapon to Zara.
Reluctantly, they complied.

Now my next task is to look for an office. I
think I’ll look in the downtown plaza. I’m sure I saw something for
rent there.

The largest city on the planet was no more
than three hundred thousand people. This was the city, Ceropolis,
where Zara wanted to site her office. Most of the cities on this
planet were under 100,000 population. Cera was a large planet,
twice the size of earth, but the population of the planet was under
three billion. Many thousands of years ago there had been a
devastating war that wiped out most of the population. The winning
side became a Monarchy. There was a long standing peace until Taryn
tried his coup, 100,000 years ago. Afterward it was decided to have
leaders elected by the people. No more inherited titles.

There was a concerted effort to keep the
population under control. There was no law that said families could
consist of only two children, but most couples felt that two
children were enough to be able to give them the time and love that
was needed. The building codes were strict and all buildings on the
planet were no higher than three floors. Building anything required
environmental assessments that could take years, which was typical
of any bureaucracy on any planet in the galaxy.

The robocar settled into the parking space
and Zara went into the building where she thought she had seen a
rental sign. Stepping into the manager’s office, she was pleased to
see a human not an android. When she explained what she wanted, he
took her to the second floor to show her the only office space
available. The reception area was small--- just big enough for a
small desk and two chairs. The office she would occupy was not much
bigger, but she was pleased and said she would take it.

They went to his office to sign the
lease.

“I’ll need the office cleaned and I’d like
the carpet replaced with different flooring, one that won
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