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Trained in an abbey,
she is finally out, married to a vampire, and looking for a fight
within a day. Whatever will she do on day two?

 


 


To protect herself and
those around her, Ebra has spent the last twelve years at an abbey,
training to be a good wife and mother... and assassin, commander,
warrior, spy, and interior decorator. It was a full education that
helped her manage the syndrome that made her so deadly.

Assigned to the
man her parents decided to give her to, she trusts her family not
to do anything stupid. The offer to cure her is a surprise as there
is only one cure. Death.

The treatment
that is offered is a cloned body without her flawed DNA and
transfer of most of her consciousness before they destroy the
original body. She would like a second opinion.

A convenient
attack on the space vessel she is on gives her the chance to escape
her fate with minimal bloodshed. Getting caught by the man she
proposed to is a bit of a surprise, but she is nothing if not
adaptable.

Changing from
one suitor to the next is easy enough, but is the vampire going to
be happy with the lady in his embrace, or will he have second
thoughts?
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Chapter One

 


 


Ebra looked around the
abbey and fixed her veil as she watched the shuttle descend.

The mother
superior murmured, “Don’t worry. You are just headed to your
marriage. It is a good thing. Sister Weller will be with you until
you meet your fiancé. You will be fine.”

Ebra looked at
her instructor, bodyguard, and mentor. “You don’t mind the time
away from the abbey?”

“I will
experience what I can, and then, I shall return home and do
penance.” Sister Weller grinned. “You can’t sin on a good scale if
you never leave home.”

Ebra snorted
and took up her small bag. “Thank you for your guidance,
Mother.”

“You are most
welcome, daughter. Take care, and don’t forget to write. We didn’t
go through years of calligraphy for you to discard it just because
you are about to become a queen.” The mother superior smiled
gently.

The two men in
royal livery stepped forward and bowed. “We are here to escort
Mistress Ebra Arthun to the royal court of Urnet.”

Sister Weller
stepped forward. “We are ready to proceed.”

Ebra looked at
the men, and they held out a scanner. She stepped forward and put
her hand on the plate. The plate chirped, and her identity was
confirmed.

One of the
guards said, “Why are you dressed like that?”

“I have been
here for the last ten years. It would be rude to stand out.” She
folded her hands in her dark robes and smiled slightly.

The guards
blinked and were slightly dazed. She sighed. It seemed that the
effects of her syndrome remained. She hadn’t seen a man for a
while, and she thought the effect she had might have worn off.
Apparently not.

Sister Weller
stepped forward. “Please, let us be on our way.”

The men shook
their heads and led the way to the shuttle. With one final look at
the abbey, Ebra followed the strangers and headed to her future as
the wife of a powerful man. It was what she had been raised for,
after all.

She was
strapped in and breathing calmly as they left the world where she
had been safe and protected. Sister Weller was nearby, and they sat
in silence as the shuttle flew skyward and headed for a large
warship.

When they were
docking, she asked the question that had been in her mind since she
had gotten the message from her royal house. “Is the prince going
to be on board?”

“He is on the
way. We will meet him en route.” The guard who wasn’t at the
controls smiled back at her.

She nodded and
looked forward, focusing on appearing as ladylike and
non-threatening as possible. That had been the first part of her
training.

Her body was
hers to control, her mind had to remain clear, and her movements
needed to be focused. She could not lose control.

Ebra got up and
followed the guards out of the shuttle. When she was facing the
medical team, her stomach flipped. “What is going on?”

The doctor
smiled and bowed. “I am Dr. Rejis. I am here to assist with
treating your Storner Syndrome.”

She was
instantly tense. “Treatment? Really? That’s interesting. As far as
I was aware, it is stamped into my DNA.”

He smiled
brightly. “I have made amazing strides regarding the syndrome. If
you come with me, I can explain it. Do you know much about your
condition?”

“I have more
than a passing familiarity with it.” She stepped with the doctor,
and Sister Weller tried to follow. The other members of the med
team moved to stop her.

Ebra stopped,
and the doctor was a few steps ahead when he realized she wasn’t
with him.

“What are you
doing, miss?”

“My companion
is essential to my equilibrium. I will not proceed without
her.”

The doctor
paused, and then, he nodded. “Very well. Allow the sister to
accompany us.”

Something was
very wrong, but Ebra was on a warship with precisely one person on
her side. She was going to keep that person near her at all
times.

They walked
into the center of the ship, and that made Ebra uneasy. It was
going to take a bit of effort to get out if she needed to. She
inhaled and exhaled in a controlled manner. No sense borrowing
trouble. The treatment might be completely benign.

Dr. Rejis
walked with her and kept up a surprisingly chipper tone as they
moved into the medical bay. “I had them bring in all the equipment
that I required. This is now the most medically advanced ship in
the Urnet fleet.”

She nodded
politely. “It is an excellent achievement.”

The doctor
smiled brilliantly at her. “You are not at all like I had
imagined.”

“You have
imagined me?”

“Yes, I have
been staring at your genetic code for two years, since the
engagement was announced, I believe. I expected you to be a bit
more of a beast, given your condition.”

She smiled
softly. “There is a time and a place for everything, doctor. My
condition is no longer a concern. The effects of the syndrome have
been corrected.”

They entered
the medical area, and there were a lot of guards on duty for a
place that healed the sick.

Without
ceremony, she was marched into the medical bay, and there was an
empty med bed waiting for her. The med bed that had a patient
chilled her blood.

She swallowed
against her suddenly dry throat. “A Jenven blank. I thought they
were illegal.”

The doctor
beckoned to his assistant. “It is only illegal if you are caught.
You won’t fight now, will you, miss?”

She glanced at
Sister Weller, who shook her head. “No.”

“Please, climb
onto the bed. We need to run the initial scans to make sure the
match is perfect.”

Ebra looked at
the bed and swallowed again. “You don’t need me to remove the
habit?”

“No. That won’t
be necessary. You can keep your dignity until the final phase when
we need access to your cranial scans. We are not monsters.”

She nodded and
got onto the bed, studiously not looking at the blank body with her
features. It was sort of a template for life. Grown to match a
general shape and fine-tuned with actual DNA.

The process
took days and was used for wealthy assholes to replace their bodies
with younger, fitter ones. They kept a younger DNA sample and used
a current brain scan to fill in all the information.

“So, this is
your treatment for Storner?”

“He will have a
nearly identical copy of you without the genetic failure that makes
you dangerous. There will also be certain memories removed, but
that isn’t for you to worry about. You will be reborn inside the
new body, and it will be perfect for the Urnet family. A perfect
body to bear perfect heirs.”

She was going
to comment, but there was a hiss, and she was sedated.

 


Ebra woke up
when the room went silent. She pulled the tubes out of her arm and
swung her legs over the edge of the bed. She took the interface
probe from her sleeve and slid it into the cognitive transfer unit
over the blank with her face. A few jabs and she had wrecked their
ability to download a mind into the body.

She walked to
the screens and looked up their location and the time. She had been
out for three hours. They had gone through two gates and were out
in an open stretch of space.

She frowned. If
she had picked the route, she would never have chosen that route.
It was far too exposed for a ship this large with no nearby
outposts.

The copy needed
to be dealt with. She pulled a filament from the interior of her
belt, and she reached behind the neck and started to lance the
spine. She looked down the body and grimaced. She was curvy and
well-endowed, but the blank had been made into a caricature of a
female body. Her female body.

She spiked it
in several places to make sure that even if she was knocked out
immediately, the blank would not be able to begin the full copy
cycle.

She grabbed her
bag from the base of the med bed she had just been on, and she
headed out to find Sister Weller. She paused and turned back to the
blank. She reached into her bag and put her spare habit on the
blank before dropping it between the two med beds. Genetically it
was her.

The ship’s
alarms began to sound, but it wasn’t the sound of an escape. They
were under attack. “Really?”

She was hiding
behind the door when the medical staff arrived, and someone began
shouting that the blank had been taken, and they needed to find
it.

Ebra slipped
out of the medical bay, and she took a deep breath. She would find
Sister Weller with the effects of the syndrome, enhanced senses,
and homicidal urges. If Weller wasn’t at her side, she had to be
confined somewhere, so she just had to find out where.

She hid from
the crew running to duty stations and eventually got a hard hit of
the sister’s scent—starch and weapons oil. There were no guards on
the room, so Ebra used a jammer for the door and eased into the
space. Weller was sitting with her hands together, and she stood up
with a smile. “It is about time. I was getting tired of praying.
Oh. I have something to atone for. Things are moving right
along.”

“We can’t use a
pod. We have to get a shuttle. There is nowhere to get help around
here.”

“Can you find
our way to the shuttle bay?” Sister Weller shook out her
skirts.

“Of course. All
these years of training won’t go to waste.”

“Can we appeal
to the folk attacking this vessel?”

“I doubt it.
You only attack a warship if you are at war or want something they
have.”

Sister Weller
approached the door where two guards rushed in. She struck them
both with pinpoint accuracy. The men dropped to the ground. “Well,
you are here now. You could be the draw.”

Ebra snorted
and began to lead the way down the hall, her bag draped across
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