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Chapter 1

“Tie me up.”

“What?” Bekka asked, pulling her hood back and releasing long tresses so dark they seemed to absorb the light around them. Her green eyes pierced the man who had spoken. “Why bind you, Logan? We know of your curse.”

“I can invoke it and have some control when there’s no moon,” He said. “This place has two moons! The smaller is always full. I can feel it now and it’s not even risen.”

Bekka glanced to the sky, searching for the missing satellite. A dockworker had told them it circled the northern sky and rose and fell at least once, sometimes twice a night. “We’ll take care of you.”

Beside her another woman pulled her hood back to reveal wispy blond hair that nearly floated on her head. She looked like more of a girl than a woman until her eyes were noticed. They seemed to have witnessed a thousand hardships. She nodded and smiled at the priest. “It’s our time to help you.”

Logan took in the reassuring looks upon their faces and felt some of the weight on his shoulders lift. “Thank you. Both of you. I often wonder what I’ve done to deserve such friends.”

Bekka snorted, then covered her mouth in embarrassment. “I’m sorry, but you’re both here to help me, remember? I’m the lost soul looking for guidance.”

“We’re all looking for something, that’s what brings us together.” Logan reassured her.

Bekka touched him lightly on the arm but said nothing. Logan knew how she felt and it warmed him. Bailynn, once a magically controlled assassin used by the elves, let a partial smile show on her face. Logan saw it and felt his own mood darken. She’d been taken from her parents too young and twisted into a weapon. She was free now, but she deserved to know more than the hard work and violence that she’d endured.

“Hurry, the sun will be down soon,” Logan urged. “We’ve enough wood for the night. If it’s as bad as I fear, I don’t expect any of us will sleep much.”

Bekka reached into Logan’s pack and pulled out a long coil of rope. Logan nodded when she looked at him. “It’s special, crafted by the Elders.”

“You had your choice of anything and you had them make you a rope to bind yourself with?” Bailynn blurted out.

He smirked at her question. She was right, it did seem ridiculous. “They offered me a magical one that would confine me on command. I was afraid I might let myself out.”

Bekka nodded. “You’re a strange and wonderful man.”

Logan felt his cheeks warm. “Thanks,” he mumbled before turning to a rigid tree he’d specially picked when he’d chosen the campsite. He stood facing it and then sat down, wrapping both arms and legs around it. “Hurry please.”

“I’m better with knots,” Bailynn offered. Bailynn had been a deckhand on the Voidhawk while Bekka was the helmsman.

Logan waited, feeling sweat break out on his brow as the shadows lengthened. Bailynn wrapped the rope around him time and again, adjusting tightness and placement at his suggestion. When he found even taking a deep breath was difficult, Logan was certain she’d bound him well. Now all that remained was for the final rays of the sun to dip below the mountains to the east and the smaller moon to rise.

He’d felt alive and full of energy since arriving on Kelios, but it was an energy he knew and feared. Now it was growing inside of him, making it hard to stay still. He focused his breathing and shut his eyes, resting his forehead against the smooth bark of the tree in front of him. Behind closed eyes he imagined a speck of light surrounded by a field of darkness. All he had to do was focus on making his way to that promising light and he’d be safe from the monsters in the darkness that sought to make him one of their own.

* * * *

“It must be terrible,” Bekka whispered, staring at the bound priest. His clothing was dark with sweat and in spite of the rope around him he would still twitch and jerk violently from time to time. The smaller moon had just risen in the northeastern sky and begun its rapid streak across the night time sky to the southwest.

Bailynn shivered and looked away. She stared at the fire, saying nothing. Bekka alternated between watching here two companions. Logan struggled while Bailynn focused on everything but Logan. She reached across slowly and touched the girl on her knee, making her jump. “’Lynn, are you okay?”

Bekka saw the haunted look in her eyes before she forced a smile and nodded. “I’m fine. I’ll take watch, you keep an eye on things here.”

Bekka closed her mouth, surprised at how quickly Bailynn jumped to her feet and stepped away from the fire. She patted the gloves at her side to be sure they were with her then left the ring of firelight behind her. Using her half-elven heritage Bekka could make the girl out until a growl made her look away.

Logan’s breath was fast and barely controlled. Tinged with the sounds of him panting were growls and whimpers that came from deep in his chest. The hair on his arms grew darker as she watched. He was fighting it, but she thought he was doomed to fail.

What did that mean for her? Kelios was reported to have wild and magical races upon it. Creatures powerful and wise, as well as deadly. She sought out one race in particular, they called themselves the Fayer. She’d heard they were a reckless and impulsive race of beings, but they possessed great understanding of magic and of hidden truths. That was what Bekka sought, an understanding of the strange talents she possessed but never fully understood.

Logan had pledged his help, but if every night they had to bind him and sleep was impossible, how much help would he truly bring? Bekka sighed. Logan was a dear friend and one of the few people in all the void she knew she could truly rely on. The others she could count on one hand – Bailynn, Dexter, Jenna...and perhaps Keshira though only because it would be Dexter’s will that she help him. There’d been others, but those had been lost to the void over the years.

Fighting back a lump in her throat at the thought of Willa, Jodyne, and Kragor — fallen friends — she looked again for Bailynn. The girl was small for a human, smaller even than Bekka and she was part elf. Between Bailynn’s petite size and skills she’d learned as an assassin for the elves, she was nowhere to be seen.

Bekka frowned. It wasn’t fair of her to consider Bailynn a girl. She was middle aged or older, by human standards. The elves had trapped her when she was a teenage girl, halting her physical maturity for their own nefarious purposes. The permanence included the scars to her soul that made it so hard for Bailynn. Bekka suppressed a shiver. She pined away at her own confusion and feelings of incompetence, yet two people far worse off than her had pledged their support. No weapon in her arsenal could prevent the tear that fell from her eye.

The moon took four hours to pass and set. Logan slumped against the tree. Bekka watched the hair on his hands and neck lighten and recede. His back rose and fell more slowly and deeply. Within moments she could tell he’d passed out from the exhaustion. She turned away and felt her eyes drawn to a dark spot between two trees. Eyes stared back at her, making her gasp.

Bailynn stepped around the trees and approached, pulling the custom gloves the elves had given her free of her hands. Her eyes passed over Logan quickly then fell on Bekka. “Half the night? Should we split what remains?”

Bekka shook her head. “I’ve already put up a glamour around our site. It’s not much, but it’ll fool any simple animals or tired people that stumble by. We can rest.”

The former slayer nodded. She knelt next to the fire and stirred the burning logs, adding a couple to keep it warm.

“’Lynn, why did you come?” Bekka blurted out. Bailynn stared at the fire. “Haven’t you had enough misery? You could have stayed in Dasnari or with Dexter and Jenna. Anything you want would have been yours.”

“I don’t know what I want,” Bailynn whispered. She pulled a cloak out of her pack and moved a few sticks out of her way. She pulled the pack and rested her head on it before staring up at the stars. “I’m trying to figure it out.”

Bekka watched her curl onto her side and pulled her cloak over her. She felt a strong urge to walk over and give the girl a hug. She folded her arms against herself instead. She’d been confused too many times now with how caring her female friends had been. First Jenna, then Willa. Bailynn had enough problems without Bekka adding to them.

* * * *

“Let me up,” Logan groaned the following morning.

Bekka dropped her pack, letting out a yelp of pain when it landed on her foot. Bailynn glanced at her then turned to look at Logan. She studied him for a moment then glanced to the sky. The sun was up and there was no sign of a moon. She moved closer and started untying the complicated knots she’d put in the rope.

Nearly five minutes later Logan slumped away from the tree and fell flat on his back. He groaned again. His body was a collection of alternating aches and numbness. He worked limbs one at a time, trying to restore proper blood flow. As the tingling stretched into agonizing moments of life returning to his wooden limbs, he was forced to grit his teeth.

Logan noticed a wide eyed look on Bailynn’s face and he realized his expression was probably similar what he’d looked like last night. He forced a breath through his lips and relaxed his jaw, then offered her a smile. She smiled back, a bit nervously he thought, then turned away and walked over to her things.

Logan rose to his feet, fighting back the grimace. He stretched, loosening his body up further and inciting additional pain. The sun brought warmth to his face and reminded him of how good it felt to be alive.

Bekka’s voice twisted him around from where he was basking in the sun. “The sun’s been up an hour or more. After last night we figured you earned a little extra sleep.”

“No need, my body is sore but it will pass. I can miss a little sleep. In order for this curse to be effective it insures that I’m fully rested. Tell me, how bad was it?”

“You’re still here,” Bailynn pointed out.

Logan turned to look at the tree. There were spots where the bark had been worn free by the rope. His clothing showed similar abrasions and marks. He grabbed his rope and began to coil it back up. “I am,” he said. He glanced at the sky again and felt his heart skip a beat in his chest. The small moon was visible again, jus rising above the treetops. “How can this be?”

“I was thinking about it last night,” Bekka said from behind him. He turned and saw her walking up to him. “How do you feel right now?”

“Fine mostly. The soreness is nearly gone. I can feel a building urge in me to move. Not to hide from the moon, I mean it’s hard to stay still.”

“There’s no way that moon can be full every night, Logan. It’s small and close to Kelios, which is why it travels so fast around this planet, but a moon is lit by the light of the stars nearest to it,” she explained.

“What are you saying? What else could it be?” Logan was staring at it again and wondering why he didn’t feel the unnatural pull within him. Was it because the sun was also up? Did that counter the effect of the moon?

“It’s a moon. We didn’t see it when we landed by blind luck. But that doesn’t make it less than what it is.” Bekka paused, drawing Logan to look at her. “There’s magic about it, I think. It’s lit by itself.”

“A small sun?”

Bekka smiled. “Even at this distance if it were a sun Kelios would be a lifeless desert. Suns burn – I’ve heard Xander ramble on about theories that suns are focused portals into the realm of the element of fire. I think our experience with the sun of Dasnari proves otherwise, but I’m no sage.”

Logan nodded. The portal theory made sense, but when Rosh had returned life to the sun Dasnari floated around it had required a burst of magical power, not a rift into another realm of existence. He shook his head and glanced up at the round object so far away in the sky.

“If you feel well enough now, perhaps some of it is in your head?” Bekka added.

“No!” Logan snapped, then felt foolish for it. “I’m sorry, but I mean how could it be? I fought against it last night.

Bekka shrugged. “I’m no sage or wizard. I’ve been a midwife and a healer, as well as thief and an illusionist. Dexter trusted me with the Voidhawk, that’s been the greatest honor I’ve ever known.”

“I meant no offense,” he stammered.

“And I took none. I just wanted to remind you I’m looking for answers too. It’s by accident that I can read, I’m no great thinker or book of knowledge.”

Logan bowed his head respectfully. “You do yourself an injustice. I think highly of you, all of us aboard the Voidhawk did. You’ve proven yourself time and again.”

Bekka smiled at his words, but the smile faded quickly. “Rosh didn’t think so highly.”

“Aye, well, Rosh is a complicated man. I’d bet my life on him standing up for you if he needed to.”

Logan found himself locking gazes with Bekka, as though the power of his conviction alone could prove the point to her. She looked away after a moment, her eyes falling to the ground. She saw her pack and reached over to pick it up.

“That’s for neither of us to say. The Fayer live in the deep woods many days hence. Do you still think you can do this?” Bekka asked him. “I’d never challenge you, I just don’t want you to do something for me if it causes you pain.”

Logan smiled and tried to make sure she understood the smile came from his heart. “I took vows many years ago to guide and protect those who would accept it — and offer it to those who do not. It is my calling to test myself every step of the way. This is just another test.”

Logan thought he saw a strange expression on Bailynn’s face, but before he could double check she’d looked away. He focused on Bekka instead and saw her smiling at him. “I don’t know what I’ve done to deserve people like you in my life, but thank you both. Now let’s get going, we’ve a lot of walking to do!”

They set out without further discussion, each keeping their thoughts to themselves. Clouds rolled in by mid day and opened up, leaving the three companions soaked and chilled. Bailynn kept her head down as she dragged her feet through the puddles while Bekka pulled her hood tight about her face. Logan let the rain hit him, trying to enjoy it as he reminded himself water like this was unheard of in the void.

“How many times would we have given everything for this much water on the ‘Hawk?” He asked the girls, trying to buoy their spirits.

“How quick would Rosh have pointed out the wet dog smell?” Bailynn snarked right back.

Logan missed a step. He caught himself and stared at her, stung by the jab about his curse. He stared at her as they walked, then let out a breath and decided she needed some time and space. Or maybe it was him. Bailynn had been close to him before he’d been forced to reveal his curse, since then she’d grown distant. The others hadn’t been fazed by the news, or at least not for long.

His speculation ended abruptly when Bekka stopped and gasped. Following her outstretched hand Logan saw a white shape moving through the woods off the road. The rain made it hard to make out details but within moments other shapes appeared. They moved together and apart as they traversed the forest, making it hard to count them. Logan guessed they numbered at least a dozen if not more.

“Unicorns?” Bekka said in a hushed tone.

Logan nodded. He’d heard of such beasts but never seen them. They’d always been spoken of as though they were legends and myths, though it was seldom that one who sailed the void discounted anything as a myth. There were too many worlds and too much variety for stories to not have come from somewhere.

The herd moved on, melting away into the forest as quickly as they’d come out of it. A loud crack of thunder broke the moment and heralded in stronger gusts of wind and rain. With a groan, Bekka started forward again, splashing mud with every step.

The weather made the next two hours of their hike seem like a lifetime. It was Bekka again who interrupted the miserable journey. She called out to warn the others of a light shining through the gloom ahead. As they approached they saw shapes in the darkness that confirmed the light was attached to a building. Other shapes began to take form, reassuring them that they’d entered a village.

Logan entered the inn first, pausing only briefly in the doorway to judge the inhabitants. Several empty tables remained and of those that were filled none of the men or women concerned him. They were regular folk, farmers and merchants mostly, with a group of four sitting at a table in the corner outfitted for adventure. Two of them wore leathers while a third was dressed more casually but wore a vest decorated with trinkets and pockets. A fourth wore a chain hauberk and had both a sword and shield resting against the wall beside him.

“Trouble?” Bekka asked, coming up beside him and following his gaze.

“I don’t think so,” He responded. “Just mercenaries I expect. Come, let’s eat and be off.”

“You want to go back out in that?” Bailynn blurted.

“Before the sun sets, yes.”

“Come, we’re making a spectacle.” Bekka hurried over to a table and pulled out her chair. She slipped off her cloak and ran her fingers through her sodden hair before sitting down. Logan motioned with his head to the table, allowing Bailynn to sit beside Bekka. Logan chose the far side of the table, respecting whatever issues Bailynn was having with him and not wanting to press them.

“I’m still not used to having so much hair. It’s been a long time, since I was a little girl, since it’s been this long.”

“It’s pretty.” Bailynn had turned to look at Bekka and offered her a faint smile with the compliment.

“Willa wanted me to grow it out,” Bekka fell silent after speaking of their fallen friend.

Logan sighed. It had been years now since Willa had been lost to the void. They’d stayed and worked with Dexter and Jenna for a while, helping to restore order to the Elven Empire – or what was left of it. The Federation had pushed at the borders, retaking worlds and systems. They refrained from pushing deeply into systems traditionally held to be elven, making it easier for Logan to serve as an ambassador between nations.

Stability returned as the elves struggled to adopt a new culture. It would be generations in the making, and for beings as long lived as the elves it would be long past Logan’s time in the void was up before the changes were lasting.

A serving maid stopped by their table to take their orders. After she’d left Logan allowed his thoughts to drift. Bekka and Willa had grown close at the end. So close that Rosh had assumed there was something between them. Bekka neither denied nor confirmed it, and he’d never felt the urge to pry it out of her. It was her business, even if he’d heard her crying in her cabin from time to time.

Bailynn was something else. He wondered how he might restore their trust and closeness. He almost chuckled at the thought. How could he ask someone else to trust him when he didn’t even trust himself?

“Logan, when we were trapped beneath the lake in that cave you said you could fight off the effects of your curse. Likewise when the elder’s fleet was being recovered, you hid in the underground caverns at night. With the clouds and having a roof over our head won’t it be much the same? Is it the moon itself that brings about the change?”

Logan listened to the sorceress talk. He smiled sadly and shook his head. “Direct moonlight is the worst, but even a reflection of it will affect me. The walls of houses and castles are not enough.”

“We’ve landed on moons before, why don’t those bother you?” Bailynn challenged.

“I’ve wondered that same thing. It’s part of the nature of the curse. Only a moon can affect me when I’m on a planet. I don’t understand it.”

“I can’t imagine what that would be like,” Bekka said. She took a deep breath and let it out, then shivered. Logan wasn’t sure if it was from the chill of the rain or his condition. “To have something like that trapped inside of you, something so vicious and terrible.”

Logan noticed Bailynn fidgeting with her hands on the table, her eyes cast downward. “’Lynn, are you all right?”

She snapped her head up to meet his gaze. She snapped her mouth shut and nodded, then looked to Bekka. Logan noted that her hands slipped to the gloves tucked into her belt, as though their presence alone comforted her.

The gloves had been a gift from the elders and they were very much a weapon. The elders had removed the worst of the corruption the elves had done to Bailynn, leaving her human again, though trapped in the body of the same person she’d been when the elves had taken her. She’d been a dangerous opponent, able to tear flesh and wood with her hands and teeth before. After years of fighting with tooth and nail now her body was no longer a weapon. It was only the body of a girl who’d taken only the first physical steps to maturing into a woman.

The gloves gave her back some of that. When she put them on they melded with her hands and gave her the claws and the strength she was accustomed to. She’d also learned that her magical strength was gone, now she had to work out regularly to maintain it.

“Logan, I have an idea – do you mind if we try something tonight?”

Logan felt his eyebrow raise. “Go on.”

“Perhaps I can put up a ward around you – something to help keep the moonlight at bay when the small moon rises.”

The idea had some merit, but Logan wondered if it could truly work. “Is this just a thought, or do you have something you believe might work?”

“Both,” Bekka said with a twist of her lips. “We’ll bind you tighter than ever to make sure though. And I can silence the sounds in our room to insure no one else hears anything.”

Logan waited as the waitress returned with their food and drinks. After she left he took a long drink of the water she’d brought and considered Bekka’s offer. With Bailynn’s skill with a rope he would, at the worst, end up bound again all night. If Bekka could prevent anyone from hearing him, then perhaps it might be all right. The smaller moon had proven a manageable threat. He wouldn’t dare risk it when the larger moon was full, but he had a dozen days or so until he had to deal with that.

“We can try.”


Chapter 2

Logan had drifted off to sleep when somebody banged on the door to their room. Bailynn flew out of the sleeping pallet she’d made on the floor, landing on her feet and pulling her gloves on. She saw Bekka sitting up in bed in alarm. Both women looked at Logan but he was still fast asleep from his ordeal.

It had seemed easier for him, though Bailynn had done her best to ignore the struggle. Now she wondered if it hadn’t been easy enough. “Logan?”

Bekka turned to look at the priest. She frowned, then nodded. “I’ll hide him.”

“Hide him?” Bailynn hissed. The pounding at the door came again. “How?”

Bekka ignored her. She closed her eyes and began to whisper words that sounded alien to Bailynn’s ears. She turned to Logan and saw no difference. “There’s no difference!”

“Not to us,” Bekka said, “but we know he’s there. Answer the door. Hurry!”

Bailynn scowled at the sorceress but turned and did as she asked. Nobody greeted her on the other side. She peered out into the hall and saw one of the leather armor wearing men that had sat at the corner table moving down the hall. He glanced back at her and stopped. “Found you!” He said.

“Aye,” Bailynn answered, uncertain if being found was a good thing or not.

“Your parents had the look of seasoned folks, we’ve need of them.”

Bailynn felt her teeth grinding. “My parents are younger than I am!”

He stopped his approach and stared at her, mouth agape. His eyes looked her up and down, then he shrugged. “Don’t have the look of it, but we seen plenty of things that don’t make sense. Can you bring your friends to the common room? The White Lady’s sent her unholy troops again.”

“White lady?”

“Hurry, we’ll explain downstairs!”

Bailynn flexed her fingers, curling them into claws and then relaxing them. She nodded and stepped back in, shutting the door behind her.

“What was it?” Bekka asked.

“They want us to come down stairs. Some White Lady sent unholy forces.” Bailynn went to Logan and began to untie the knots. She realized, too late, that she still had her gloves on as she picked at the first knot. She jerked her hand back, expecting the rope to be frayed, but it showed no sign of damage.

She stripped her gloves off quickly, afraid of damaging the rope even if it seemed the elves had made it hardy. Logan groaned and roused himself as Bailynn untied him. He twisted and looked at the shuttered window.

“Is it morning already?”

“No, there’s trouble below, they want our help,” Bailynn said.

“Trouble?” The priest asked, coming quickly to his senses. “What sort?”

“Something about the unholy army of someone named the White Lady.”

Bailynn saw Logan’s eyes widen. “Unholy?” He whispered. She ignored the question and finished releasing the last of the knots. “Aye, he asked me to wake up my parents.”

She heard Bekka gasp behind her. Logan stared at her, his eyes unblinking as he searched hers. Bailynn held his gaze, feeling a fire simmering inside of her. She broke the stare and looked away before her trembling became obvious. Her parents were dead. Killed by elves before Bekka or Logan had been born. She forced her fists to unclench, realizing that her fingernails had dug painfully into her palms. Her fingernails that were normal human nails, not the deadly weapons they’d once been.

“’Lynn, I’m sorry,” Bekka whispered.

Bailynn shook her head. “The gift of eternal youth, most women dream of such things,” She forced a smile. “Hurry up, let’s see what this unholy mess is. Probably drunkards playing on their superstitions.”

Bekka pulled on the loose fitting breeches she favored, sliding them up beneath her long shirt and tying them shut. With no apparent concern about the lack of privacy she stripped off her long sleep shirt next. Bailynn turned to see Logan’s eyes widen before he quickly looked away from the beautiful sorceress. Since she’d grown her hair out it added to her appeal, though seldom did anyone have the chance to notice her for the baggy clothing she wore.

“Bekka!” Logan gasped.

Bekka paused, then pulled on the tighter fitting padded shirt the elves had given her. She worked the laces on the front, pulling and tying them as quick as she could. While she worked she addressed Logan, “Seemed easier than worrying about asking you to step out. Besides, we spent over 12,000 years with you naked.”

Bailynn saw the blush on Logan’s cheeks. “That was beyond my control. I appreciate your desire for haste, I ask only that you warn me next time.”

“Warn you? ! I didn’t... Oh, you’re right. I’m sorry. Yes, I will.” Bekka stammered. She quickly slipped her traveling shirt over the soft armor.

“What happened to your priestly values?” Bailynn asked. She regretted the question immediately. Logan had done her no wrong, but she couldn’t stop herself from sniping at him. He’d helped her many times. They’d all helped her. Bekka had kept her control ring safe before Rosh had destroyed it and set her free. Logan had carried her and requested that the elders mend her broken body and spirit. Dexter had taught her so much and given her freedom. Jenna had risked her life and proved that not all elves are cruel and wicked. The list went on for her. Always somebody helping her, when she had been trained and crafted to be virtually unstoppable.

“I have no vows of chastity,” Logan said. “Only a deep respect for my friends.”

Bailynn turned away before Logan could see the shame she felt. She went to the door and stepped through it, unwilling to endure it any longer. She waited outside for a long moment, listening even as her heart hammered in her chest. She pulled her gloves back on and hurried down the passage and to the stairs beyond.

She had no idea what awaited her but she longed for a challenge. Since the elders had healed her she’d felt useless in a fight. Her gloves changed how she felt even though she’d not had the chance yet to test them. With the fire burning hotter inside her she ached for a chance to prove that she could still fight. She yearned to be useful again and to not need to rely upon the good will of others.

An unholy army? She not only hoped so, she welcomed it!

* * * *

Logan bounded down the stairs, his concern for Bailynn’s odd behavior at war with the image burned in his mind of Bekka’s nude torso, her breasts just barely concealed by her decadent black locks of hair. He tried to purge the vision from his mind, there were immediate concerns he had to deal with.

He entered the common room and saw the warrior stood near the door. A table had been pushed against it but still he waited. His two companions stood back, one with a sword at hand and the other with an arrow knocked in his bow. The fourth was staring out a crack in one of the shuttered windows while he absent-mindedly traced an elliptical charm on his shirt.
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