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​Prologue
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There was one thing that all the great houses inside the Sharax Empire fear the most, being

PURGED.
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Chapter 1
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The silver moon was shining into her window, the sound of a battle being fought down stair sipped through her door. Tears of fear were streaming down her face, her hands, no her whole body trembled.

Her father, Biran Giora, who was head of one of the nine mayor houses in the Empire, had ignored all the signs.

Her stepmother, Aviv Giora, had chuckled it up to be a sick joke. But she knew what was waiting for them, as soon as they were not allowed in the Temple of the Volaris, the Goddess of Honor and Strength.

She knew it when one of the servants found a boutique of bloody black roses at the front door of the Giora mansion. The subtle jet crystal clear warnings, and still no one, not even the servants listened to her. Which was not surprising, she was the daughter of a servant, who had crawled into their masters bed. Even when they knew that her mother didn’t had much choice in the matter. But that didn’t matter, she was nothing more then the bastard daughter of the Lord, and what did she know about politics. What did she knew about the PURGE?

It was something that didn’t happen often, and could only be done when the Emperor, Chezi Oran, himself gave permission. S

he slowly shook her head, and her long black hair waved before her head. She knew enough, she knew that Chezi Oran was the nephew of the current head of the House of Eldar, and that he, the Emperor, didn’t have any backbone when it came to his uncle. And she had hoped that her father knew that too, ​Unfortunately for her, this was not the case. She sighed and tried to calm herself down.

The guards would stop them, who was she kidding.

Apparently herself.

Most of the guards, if they were smart, had either deserted their duty, shifted their allegiance, or were fighting to the death. And she couldn't blame them, either.

She only wished that she had the same luxury.

The nine mayor houses of the Empire were, Eldar, Oran, Moriel, Barkai, Tzviel, Shilo, Cherut, Aharon and Giora. But now this house was about to fall, wiped out not only by name, but their name will be removed from the History of the Empire.

Screams from people, maybe her spoiled half siblings, echoed through her mind. The scream only lasted for as long as it did, followed by silence.

Dead silence.

“Sir, there is only the tower.” a male voice said out loud.

The tower, her room. Far away from everybody else, out of sight, out of mind. At least in theory, her half sibling knew where to find her if they needed to ‘punish’ her for a crime she didn’t commit.

“I doubt that somebody lives up there,” said another. It was again a man's voice, but this one was higher pitched. Would they skip this room?

She hoped this with all her heart, that meant that she could escape this place. She would have to get rid of her family name, but that wouldn't be that much of a sacrifice.

“My father said to check every room,” a low and dangerous voice said. “And who knows, that Old Crow, could hide his most viable possession up there.” He would be heavily disappointed, when he opened that door and found her in here. Still, one set of heavy boots climbed the stone spiral staircase.

Her heart was beating heavily in her throat, she had a simple dagger, which she had snatched from the armory after the first warning, in her hand.

The door swung open and one man entered. His black hair and silver eyes betrayed his name Ginat Eldar, son of the head, better known as the Black Wolf. Which was the crest of the house Eldar.

“Who are you?” His question was simple and clear.

“Meyda Giora, Sir Eldar.” she replied there was no point in lying about who she is. Knowing that even servants were not save during a PURGE. “I am Lord Giora’s bastard, daughter.”

Ginat nodded towards the dagger in her hand which trembled like a leave in an autumn storm.

“What were you going to do with that?” he asked.

Her gaze went over the dagger, that was a very good question. She had taken the dagger to protect herself against any attackers, but she knew deep down that she was no match for the Black Wolf. She could use the dagger to kill herself, but she didn’t know how and she doubted that she would do a poor job with those shaKing hands. She would die with a lot of pain, and pain was the one thing she was the most afraid off, more then she feared death. So she let go of the knife, the cling of the steel onto the wood was deafening, slowly she sunk through her legs. Tears flowing over her cheeks, she was a dead woman after all that time locked up in this tower she was going to die like the rest of her family.

The rest of the heavy boots came closer, her heart was beating at the same rhythm.

“Is it going to hurt?” she asked softly.

“What?” his low voice sounded surprised.

So she repeated her question, but was met with silence. So she figured that she needed to clarify herself a bit more.

“Dying by your sword, does that hurt?” she asked, her voice was trembling so much that it was surprising that she was able to form the sentence.

“Yes, it is going to hurt.” he replied. So he was not going to lie to her, that was a good. At least now she knew what to expect. “But not for long that much I can promise you.”

She nodded slowly, her head bowed. She was going to die there was nothing she could do about it, nothing she could do or say that would change his mind.

The rest of her family hated her as much as they hated a rat, but her father had still given her the family name. And that was going to be her down fall.

“May I request one thing before you do it?” she asked, surprised by her own question but there was one thing she always wanted.

“That depends on the request,” he replied, which puzzled her even more. But that means that the Black Wolf could be reasonable.

She closed her eyes.

“A huge” she said softly. She hadn’t received a hug since her mother passed away, she herself was only two summers old.

Her father had snapped at her that she was not a baby and shouldn’t cry as much over a dead woman.

After that the only human touch she received came with pain, her stepmother and half siblings had used her as their punching bag. And her father the man that gave her the Giora name, gave her barely enough food to get through one day and some clothes to cover herself, didn’t stop them. On the contrary he even encouraged it, she hated the man that called himself, her father. But she hated the fact even more that she asked this man, the man that was about to kill her, to give her at least one positive interaction. All was it her last.

“A hug? That is it?” he asked surprise was clearly audible.

She opened her mouth to explain why she had asked him for one.

“How can I trust you, what would stop you from killing me with another dagger?” He couldn’t trust her, not even when she would give him her word. Because her word didn’t hold much value, she was a bastard, a woman, and above all else a Giora.

“You can’t,” she whispered. “You can’t trust me. I understand if you decline my request, it was a stupid one at that.” She didn’t look him in the eyes when she said that, her head was still bowed. But she saw his shadow, and it became bigger.

He was kneeling down in front of her. He picked her chin and forced her head slowly upwards, so that she needed to look him in the eye. Those cold silver eyes, a shiver went through her spin.

She was not permitted to look at those above her in the eye, not her father, stepmother of half-siblings.

But this man was forcing her to do it, maybe to see what kind of woman she was.

“Your request was not stupid, a bit unexpected, yes. But not stupid,” he said. He leaned closer and wrapped his arms around her. He was hugging her, he was really hugging her.

All the tears that she hold back over the years were now pouring out, the years of pain, neglect and the endless emptiness. Which would end very soon, with one swift stroke of his blade. It would only hurt a little, that was what he said and after that she would sleep forever. Free form it all, she closed her eyes ready to blow out her last breath.

*******
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GINAT WAS REALLY TAKEN a back by that request, she wanted him to do what? It was not simple hug, he could even stab her in the ribs while he was ad it. Killing her mercifully, as she seemed really scared about the fact that it might hurt. But something inside him was telling him that this was not the way to go.

The woman who was on the ground in front of him had black hair, but not raven wing black. Her hair made him think of the night sky, which always had a hint of dark blue. Her pink eyes told him that she had a hint of demon blood in her veins, which made her beautiful to say the least.

Demons was another name for an extinct race which once inhabited these lands, he himself didn’t know the actual name, his father might know.

But that was something he could worry about another time, the woman was not looKing at him, her clothing which barely covered her body was dirty and full of holes. Which made it possible for him to see the brushes on her body, her legs and arms were covered by them. He knelt down and took her chin gently, forcing her to look him in the eyes.

She was shaKing, so much. She was beyond scared, something he was able to understand his black clothing was covered with her families blood, maybe there were even some drop of said blood on his face. She was a sight to behold, but he must not forget his orders. She was a Giora, she was part of the enemy. But a hug was such a strange, but simple request.

So he wrapped his arms around her body, and was shocked about how thin this girl was. All what he was able to feel were her bones, that Old Crow might have given her the Giora name, but he currently didn’t her treat her as such.

The girl started to cry her heart out, and he understood why. It might have being a long time that she was met with such kindness. He might be sent here to kill her, but he had shown her more respect then her own family had done. He closed his eyes and cursed his father’s orders, he really didn’t want to kill this woman. Then he noticed her becoming lump in his arms, she had lost conciseness, her skin was also cold to the touch. Her chest went up and down, so she was still alive, but barely. He cursed out loud, which was enough for his man to rush up the stairs.

“Sir, is everything alright?” that was Baruch, a man with a very high pitched voice. “Who is that girl? That Old Crow’s latest whore?”

Ginat gave him a death glare, Baruch knew as much as he did that these women didn’t had much choice.

The Old Crow, better known as Biran Giora had a lot of power and enslaved the women that worked for him. He had no doubt in his mind that Meyda’s mother was one of these enslaved women.

“She is the Old Crow’s bastard,” Shir said, his voice was low and soft. Some might even say that his voice was calming. “I have seen her a few times inside the temple, she was there when they were not allowed entry.” Shir placed his hand on his chin. “It was clear to me, from my point of view, that she was the only one who knew what that meant.” Shir walked towards her and looked her over. “She is still alive. Sir...”

“She asked me for a hug, and I gave it to her.” Ginat said, he didn’t look at his men. Knowing how this might sound. “If you look closely, you all can see that she has not received much love. So a simple huge was not much, she however fainted after crying her eyes out. Which is not surprising, she has barely any meat on her bones.” He now looked at his men, who all nodded. ”I know our orders, we have to kill everybody with the name Giora.” He then looked at the woman, even if what Shir had said was true, and she understood what was going to happen what change did she have.

The only two ways of escaping the PURGE was to escape the empire, but that required a lot of money, something she clearly didn’t have.

Or marry out of this family, but which man would marry a woman like her. A woman with a hint of demon’s blood, and with a family name that would haunt her to the end of her days.

She wouldn’t bring in a dowry, only shame.

No man, in his right mind would do that, but then again he couldn’t bring himself to kill her.

“But sir, can we call this a PURGE if we let her live?” Baruch said with his high pitched voice. “I understand that she is a victim of the Old Crow, but his blood is flowing in her veins. And above all else she is carrying his name.”

“I know that!” Ginat shouted, the whole room trembled from the sound. “I know that,” he repeated this time a bit calmer. He placed his hands under the girl. “But killing her feels somehow wrong,” he picked her up and walked towards his men.

The pack, as they were called, a group of Eldar Knights who were handpicked by him.

“The only way to save her is by marring her, Sir.” Shir said. “And your father will not be happy when you tell him this.” Ginat knew this to be true.

“I can handle my father, you all stick with the story that you tried to talk me out of it. But that I didn’t want to listen to reason.” Ginat said, which was the truth, but he knew that all members of the pack would lie for him if he asked them too. They were loyal, all of them. But Shir was right once again, his father will not like this at all. And his promise to deal with him, well that might be harder then he thought.
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Chapter 2
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“He did what!” The voice thundering voice of his father reached his ears, even before the man known as the Silver Fox barged into the guestroom.

Ginat sat on one of the chairs that stood on one side of the bed and doctor Ortal, the private doctor of House Eldar, was sitting on the other side, giving Meyda, who still has not woke up, a medical exam.

Sayar Eldar, who was head of the house Eldar look furious at the doctor, his son and then the unconscious woman on the bed. “So this is her, the Giora’s bastard brat, who put a spell over my son.”

Ginat could have seen that one coming, he knew his father’s temper.

“Come on father, she hardly had any chance to put me under a spell.” Ginat said.

“Then why is she still alive, in my house no less!” His father snapped at him. His father marched towards the bed, but halted when he saw Meyda’s condition. “Good, Gods, do you know for sure that she is the daughter of that Old Crow?”

Ginat answered his father with a nod.

“The pack went through his books, before they burned everything. They found her birth certificate, and her mother’s death certificate.” Ginat said, and he sighed.

Which was a sign for the doctor to speak up. He cleared his throat before doing so.

“The woman is around 19 summers, if I have to believe the date given to me. But I am surprised that she made it this far. I believe, and this is mind you just speculation, that she has given enough food to survive. But she is heavily malnourished, and then there are the brushes that cover her entire body. Which makes me think that she received beatings on a daily bases. I even have detected some scars on her back, which can come from being beaten by a wipe or belt.” The doctor concluded.

His father let out a curse.

“Father, I know what you are thinKing, but let me explain.” Ginat said, and told him the whole story.

His father’s anger faded to the background, and made way for other shock. He never seen that before in his live. Not even his sister was able to do that.

“From what the Pack told me her mother passed away when the girl was barely two, and I believe with all my heart that it was the last time she has known any kind of love. From all the things she could have asked for, a hug was just a simple and kind jester.”

“It indeed is, a simple jester of kindness. What is your plan, son? The PURGE was an order from the Emperor...” His father started.

“I am going to marry her,” Ginat interrupted his father. “I know how this sounds, but it is the only way to keep her alive.”

His father’s mouth fall open well that was a first, hopeful not the last time that this happened.

Ginat’s gaze then went towards Meyda, her black hair with a hint of blue lay next to her on the pillow. Before all of this, he didn’t think to much about marriage. He rather went out with the members of the pack, drinKing, training, hunting. But now he was thinKing about binding himself to a woman he didn’t know, so that she would survive. “Of course she needs to agree with this.” His father raised his hand and sighed.

“Go and get some rest, I will guard her for a while.” His father stated, but he wanted to protest. “I will send for a maid, as soon as she wakes up.”

Ginat knew the look that his father just gave him. It was the do not argue with me right now and go to your room look, which he got a lot when he was just a little boy. But it became less and less when he reached adulthood, so he knew that he was about to step over a line, and it might be better to fight that battle another time. When there was not a life of a maiden on the line that is. He turned around and walked out of the room.

*******
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WAS SHE DEAD? IT DIDN’T feel like it, but then again how did she know how being death feels like. To her knowledge, she has never being dead before. And if this was it, well then curse the Black Wolf.

He had promised her that there would only be a brief moment of pain.

The pain she currently was feeling, was the same as she had injured after a heavy beating. Which in the end was almost at a daily basis, all because no one had believed her in the end.

Her stepmother had blamed her for the lack of invitations to social events, she had blamed her for staff leaving their posts. Of course it must be her fault after all, it was not that the writing was literally on the wall.

Her younger half siblings were no better, but in the end they were no longer allowed to use the wipe on her, which was a relief in itself.

She slowly opened her eyes, it was dark, no hint of light at the end of the road dark. Which meant she was still alive.

“Ahh, you are awake. That took you longer then I thought. But then again you were on the brink of death, so there is that.” A low and dangerous male voice said.

At first she was not able to see where it came from, but that was just a matter of time.

The man with silver hair, cold iron eyes was staring at her, like a predator looked at his pray. She didn’t need a formal introduction to know who the man was, Sayar Eldar, better known as the Silver Fox. And if she believed the stories this man, has won so many battles, just with his tongue and wits. But that didn’t mean that he couldn't win them by force, his son does not got that from his mother’s side of the family.

“You know who I am, good that will make things easier for us. No, need to introduce yourself either, I know who you are and that is part of my problem. You being still alive, is part of my problem. You are a Giora, and now that you are awake I can see that you have a hint of demon blood as well. Probably from your mother’s side of the family, you got a lot from her, because I can’t see a trace of the man that you called father.”

She already knew that, her stepmother loved to say that right before a beating.

“My stepmother often said that she sometimes even doubted that this was true,” Meyda said, while looKing at her hands.

“Did she now, well that is understandable, her husband had more mistresses then I can count. And do not be mistaken, I can count pretty far. But you are your father’s daughter, he is not the type of man to keep a stranger’s daughter around, and not fuck them.”

She nodded, she also knew that this was true, and often she has counted the fact that she was his daughter as a blessing.

“But now lets gets down to business. My son has given you the change to survive the PURGE, do you know how?”

She wanted to shake her head, she didn’t know what he was talKing about. But then again she had heard about members escaping the PURGE of their family, all of them were women and all of them changed names by... She gasped, no that can’t be it. The Black Wolf would never ...

“I already hoped that you were a sharp one, good I can’t stand stupidity. That is maybe why I couldn’t stand your father. But yes, he is willing to marry you, so that you can live. Only if you are willing of course, but to be honest with you. What other choice do you have?”

“I have none,” she replied for him. Which was nothing new, she never had a choice before so this didn’t change much. It was this or die, for most an easy decision, for her things lay a bit more complicated.

The Black Wolf was, Sayar Eldar’s heir, and becomes head of the family once his father passes away. Meaning that also he needed an heir, and if she became his wife it was her job to give him one. Which from what she heard was quiet painful.

“I only doubt that I would be a good one.”

“We can hire a tutor to educate you on manners, if you are not comfortable sleeping with my son. Well then you always can appoint a mistress, yes, that is also something a wife of a major house can do.” He said when he saw her shocked face. “She even can bare his children, if you so wish. But know that the rest of the household would rest upon your shoulders.”

She nodded and understood what he was saying.

“However, you should sleep with my son at least once, to consummate the marriage. I highly doubt that the Emperor would except it otherwise.” She again nodded and a pit started to form in her stomach, but she was willing to endure it as long as she could life her live in peace.

“When?” she asked softly.

“The day after tomorrow, a priest, my second born, has agreed to do it.” He replied, Sayar Eldar’s second son Dorian Eldar, was also the one who delivered the news of their excommunication from the temple.

She remembered him always being kind to her, despite their families hostile relationships. Even on that day he asked how she was doing, but she couldn’t tell him what was on her mind back then.

Her father and stepmother were listing in on their conversation, and once home they accused her of having an affair with Dorian. Which was crazy and bizarre in its own right. She was not allowed out of the house, not even to walk in their families garden. And was only able to leave when her family took her to their monthly visit to the temple.

“Thank you,” she said. Her eyes where growing heavy and she slowly felt herself fading back to sleep. “I know you must hate me right now, but I will play the role of a dutiful wife and I will do my best not to disappoint you.” Her eyes closed and she fell back asleep.

“Do not thank me yet, you are not married. And even after that I doubt you will survive.” Sayar Eldar said with a sigh. “But I do not hate you, Meyda Giora.”

*******
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THE SUN SHOWN IT BRIGHT golden rays inside the room, songbirds that lived in the lustful garden below were singing their songs with their full excitement.

Meyda opened her eyes, the conversation she had with the Silver Fox was freshly on her mind. This time she was alone in the room, and she sighed a sigh of relief. Her gaze went over the room, which was covered in an off white color, with small hints of light sky blue and gold. The fourposter bed, she was laying in, has ivory sheets with a golden edge. The night stands next to the bed were made from a light type of wood, two large vases with fresh blue flowers were towering over her. She pushed the sheets of her, and swung her legs over the edge. Now noticing the night gown she was wearing, it was a simple one which covered her whole body. She placed her feet on the soft ivory carpet, slowly walKing towards the window intending to open it and let
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