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Dedication
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To all those fantasy readers who like a strong female lead,

who swears and drinks a lot, kicks ass and takes no prisoners.

This one is for you.
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WARNING
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Set in a medieval dystopian world with magic

Mentioned throughout this series are several triggers including;

A lot of swearing

Violence

Murder

Intimidation

Gas-lighting

Submission

Suppression

Forced Proximity

Explicit sex scenes

Assault
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Welcome Home
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ANTYN'S

PROPHECY COLLECTION
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Beware the birth of a daughter

of the three formidable races.

This magic must be sought out and controlled for the

Dragon's blood to rule the world and cannot rule without it.

Keep the silver-haired one close and control the

power to prevent a catastrophic doom

for she will struggle under pain as the power

writhes up to devour her.

The Dragon's blood will rule absolute, the

entire world held by his omniscient vision.

It must be this way for the world to be free

of its own minds oppression and once more rise

up in prosperity and peace under a ruling

God.

- excerpt from

The Prophecies of the Dragon Born 1623
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Map of Tylan Continent


[image: ]


[image: ]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Prologue
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The first week on board ship couldn’t go fast enough for Tyg. She was sea sick for most of it and wished she could die. Luckily the side effect of her sickness was that Leviathan left her alone. Antyn helped her of course, giving her herbal remedies and magical calming spells to help with the nausea.

By the start of week two she had found her sea legs. She found that keeping to her cabin during the day and coming up on deck for fresh air at night was the trick to keep avoiding Leviathan and the crew, they hardly knew she was there half the time, which was a good thing since they firmly believed, like most sailors, that a woman on board was bad luck.

She knew she couldn’t avoid Leviathan forever though and she could feel that his anger and frustration was getting worse by the day, but she enjoyed making him suffer. She figured it had probably been a long time since he had, had no power in a situation and she wasn’t feeling like letting him off the hook yet. Although it was now to the point where it was getting beyond either of their control, only Antyn could see that, if it wasn’t sorted soon it was going to come to a head and someone was going to get hurt.

There had been a couple of times they had nearly had altercations on board. Leviathan had almost caught her leaving the deck late at night one night. He had come out of his cabin just as she was walking back into hers. She had glanced at him like a terrified rabbit to a wolf and slammed and locked her door as he had growled her name, his cool blue eyes blazing.

Just like at the Manor, he wouldn’t enter her room, it seemed. But, her time was running out and Antyn had become more and more insistent that she stop being so childish and patch things up with Leviathan before they reached Tylandria. For the most part she ignored his advice which frustrated him too, besides he was hardly innocent in the whole affair either.

Tyg decided to play a risky game and came up on deck one morning early to see the sunrise after it had been squalling rain for the past two days. Staying in her cabin for two whole days had made her feel nauseous again so the fresh air was welcome. She still had another twelve days on board ship to go, and that was with the assistance of the warlocks using their wind manipulation to keep the sails full and the ships moving at a decent speed. She was standing at the aft of the ship, wrapped in a warm cloak watching as the light increased on the horizon. The Captain was at the wheel and had been watching her strangely as she stood behind him. She was a bit of an enigma since the sailors hardly ever saw her, they knew nothing about her and it was rumoured that she was perhaps the Lord’s mistress or whore. They didn’t even know Leviathan’s real identity, Lord Doven had merely told them he was a special client and to treat him with the upmost respect.

Tyg froze when she heard the Captain suddenly leave the wheel.

“Tygarya.” A whisper came from behind her. She grit her teeth, she could never hear that sneaky sorcerer approach.

She turned around slowly to face him. Leviathan was standing by the wheel, he looked like he was trying to approach a wild fawn in the forest. Tyg remembered back to the day in Arial when he had raised a fireball and then come to take her to a banquet afterwards like nothing had even happened, so mercurial it always put her on the back foot.

“I don’t want to talk.” Tyg muttered.

Leviathan’s jaw clenched. “This has gone too far, Tygarya....enough of your childish sulking!” He muttered in that low commanding tone of his. His tone just made her dig her toes in further.

“Really? Because...I don’t think so...” Tyg said as she quickly darted round him and took off back to her cabin.

Leviathan growled and shot a fireball over the side of the ship in frustrated rage, down into the frothing waves of their passing. Frustrated he stood at the stern of the ship and looked out at the rising sun not really knowing what to do to get Tygarya back on side.

He couldn’t cause a fuss on board, the sailors, given to them by Lord Doven along with the use of the ship, didn’t know he was a sorcerer, or an Emperor...only a Lord. It was frustrating...he wanted to just envelope Tyg in his power and make her yield...she had to be made to realise she was his now and it was crucial that she was under his control when they arrived to his homeland.

After killing her boss, who was also her mentor, teacher and benefactor for years he could understand her sulking for a few days, but Palin had known all along what she was and had purposely nurtured that side of her to make her into his own personal killing machine, manipulated and used her for his own gains. Why did she continue to cling to her loyalty?

Leviathan wanted that loyalty for himself.
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“I’m sick of her avoiding me, Antyn.” Leviathan growled as he stalked into the aft cabin.

“Can you blame her, you killed...what’s his name...?” Antyn waved his hand around nonchalantly.

“Palin.” Leviathan growled under his breath, his fists clenching.

“Yeah him. You killed him right in front of her, but at least she still came with us...freely.” Antyn said frustrated. “That means there is still some semblance of trust towards us. Just give her time to take it all in.”

“I’ve given her enough time...what is she trying to prove? I want her back like she was before, when she came to me to get me out of my melancholy.”

Antyn wiped his face. “That was before you fought with her.”

“I also saved her arse.” The growl this time was fierce.

“You also tried to kill her when she killed that assassin...” Antyn sighed and rubbed his eyes. “I don’t know Lev, I’m not an expert on human female emotions but...”

“She’s not human.” Leviathan sneered.

“Been raised human, no matter how psychotically by that asshole, and so still quite inexperienced in relations. She is only nineteen, remember that, you’ve got decades of experience over her. She probably has no idea how to put things right either and is confused and scared.”

“Hmm.” Leviathan snorted. “I’m going to talk to her. It’s been over a week for fuck’s sake, how long can someone carry a grudge? And I know she’s up there now...enjoying the darkness. I can’t stand being so close to her, yet so bloody far away!”

Antyn gave Leviathan an exasperated look, it worried him how attached and possessive Leviathan seemed to be over the girl that he also worried it would end up messing with their plans.

“I understand the need to get her under your control, Lev, but be careful. Pushing her could cause the opposite effect, she’s extremely headstrong.”

Leviathan huffed as he walked to the door and left.

☬

Tyg was standing close to the bow of the ship, her hands rested on the rail, as she looked out at the darkness of the water. The moon was up and shining on the inky black surface. A cool breeze blew against her face, but she didn’t care. She loved the night on board ship. It was quiet and peaceful. A time for contemplation. She still hadn’t decided whether or not she had made the right decision to return with the brothers. Antyn, of course, seemed nice enough and was helping her learn their language, giving her lessons in her cabin during the day.

Leviathan, on the other hand...

He was so intense. She loathed the way her heart hammered in her chest every time he was nearby, like a silly teenager, infatuated. Was she infatuated with him? That thought just made her want to avoid him even more, knowing who and what he actually was scared her a little and she didn’t like the feeling of being scared of anything, or anyone. The fact he was stronger, faster and far more lethal than her definitely scared her...it was a new experience and the way he watched her made her shiver. Her conflicting feelings for Leviathan confused her deeply and she didn’t like being confused, and after what he did to Palin just made her even more conflicted. She knew the brothers had some ulterior motive for bringing her to their homeland – her homeland, they had not held that a secret from her, Leviathan admitting more than once that he needed her for something. She just wished she knew what it was.

Tyg was brought out of her reverie by footsteps behind her. She turned to see Leviathan approaching. A spark of warning raced up her body as she saw that same vulture like expression on his face. With nowhere to go she had no choice this time but to face him. He came forward and stood in front of her. An imposing figure, his height and broad shoulders were accentuated by the heavy black coat he wore. He effectively blocked any chance of getting around him to escape this time. Tyg could tell by the way he held himself that he was looking for an argument, she grimaced inwardly...this was it the inevitable clash of wills.

“You have been avoiding me, Tygarya. I won’t stand for it any longer.” Leviathan said in that low calm voice. His eyes seemed to burn with a strange fire in the moonlight.

Tyg tried to find some way around him, then settled for simply putting her back to him by turning to the rail and looking out to sea.

“Perhaps I have, but can you blame me, after what you did?” Tyg answered.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Leviathan replied, a hard edge coming into his voice. He didn’t like the fact that she had turned her back on him. “I saved you...remember what he said.”

Tyg took a deep breath. “I’m not stupid...” She turned her head to speak to him without turning around, she heard the growl in his throat at his annoyance. “You said you wouldn’t kill him, instead you stuck him like a pig! And enjoyed it! Do you think I enjoyed seeing you do that to my teacher?” Tyg looked back at the sea in the darkness, she could see the twinkling lights of the other ships in the distance. Corvyn was out there on one of those, Leviathan had deliberately put him on a different ship.

“I know you have some ulterior reason for wanting me to return to Tylandria with you than just returning me to my homeland. I don’t know what that is, but let me tell you...” She felt him take a step closer, his hulking form looming over her making the hairs on her arms lift. “...I’ll not be so easily coerced again by the two of you as I was to get me to come with you. I don’t know what magic you used to get me to come with you so easily, but it won’t work again. As soon as we reach Tylandria I will be seriously considering getting straight back on the next ship back to Arial.”

Tyg bit her lip. Maybe that was too far. She knew Leviathan’s terrible temper first hand and didn’t want to ever feel that again. The sailors had received his temper in the last nine days, Tyg had heard of him throwing a sailor overboard and striking the first mate for a ripped sail, but luckily these sailors didn’t know who or what he actually was or what he was truly capable of, only that he was immensely strong and very quick to anger. The fact that the wind seemed to always be at the tail was only seen as a great luck story as they made great time.

Leviathan laughed. Not the reaction Tyg was expecting, but it never was with him. He leaned towards her, placing his hands on the rail either side of her, effectively trapping her. He pressed himself against her, pinning her to the railing. He lowered his head towards her, grabbing the edge of her hood and pulling it back away from her ear as he brought his mouth close and whispered in a low dangerous tone.

“You think to tell me what I can and can’t do in my own Empire? Yet, you say you’re not stupid. You have a lot to learn, my dear...especially your place in all of this. When we land you will very quickly realise just how powerful I am. You will need my protection.”

Tyg suddenly felt very much out of her depth, his words were threatening yet the smell of him was intoxicating, the warmth of him enveloping her was enthralling, she knew her attraction to him was going to make her relent easily. She tried to break free of his little prison he had created with his body, but he deftly pinned her arms to her sides, by wrapping his arms around her and holding her against his chest. He made her listen as he continued. She wasn’t used to anyone being stronger than her and she hated having to yield to him constantly like this so out of control, but she stilled in his arms and closed her eyes, her heart hammering in her chest and her stomach doing strange little flips at having him so near.

“You have journeyed with us at my request, Tygarya. Better for you, because you would still be here, in chains if need be, understand that. You are important to my Empire....and to me. The full extent of which I am yet to fully understand, as I have already told you, so you need to understand this...you will not be going anywhere once you reach Tylandria but to the castle with me. You will stay by my side, my dear.”

Tyg was on the verge of panic as Leviathan ran his hand up from her hip to under her ribs then against her breast, as he turned his face and kissed her just behind her ear. She gasped and struggled against him causing him to hold her more firmly, painfully. He whispered in her ear again.

“You are mine now, Tygarya. The sooner you accept that fate the better time you will have.”

He turned her round forcefully by the shoulders to face him, one hand running to the nape of her neck, his long fingers grabbing into her hair at the base of her skull. He kissed her hard, forcing his tongue into her mouth. His hips pressed against hers as she leaned back against the railing, his hands holding her strongly. Tears started to form in Tyg’s eyes as she struggled against him. She didn’t want to kiss him like this, but then he trickled power into the kiss. Tyg’s eyes widened in surprise, it was like a drug and it made her lose herself as her body betrayed her to the warm sense of pleasure and relaxed, her eyes fluttering closed.

A low steady voice sounded behind Leviathan.

“That’s enough, Lev. Let her go.” It was Antyn, coming up to check on what was going on. Seeing Tyg struggle then go limp told him exactly what Leviathan was doing.

Leviathan broke off the kiss and raised his arms to the back of his head in mock surrender. A wide grin on his face as he looked down at Tyg. His hips, however, were still pressed firmly against her. She was frozen to the spot, still dazed by his magical kiss, not sure what to do. Their eyes were locked on each other, both of them glowing softly in the darkness.

“Tyg, come away now.” Antyn said softly, as he held his hand out to her.

She looked down at where Leviathan’s hips were pushed up against her, she placed her hands on his chest and shoved him backwards, her eyes blazing ice blue fire with contempt as her senses came slamming back to her. He staggered back a couple of paces, chuckling to himself. Tyg stared at him a moment then stormed off to her cabin, feeling embarrassed by her reactions to him.

Leviathan put his forearms on the railing, leaning down, and looked out at the black water. He was suddenly no longer amused but quietly contemplative. Antyn watched Tyg retreat then turned and approached Leviathan leaning his hip on the rail sideways, facing him, he folded his arms.

“Was that altogether wise?” Antyn asked, feeling a little mystified by Leviathan’s aggressive action.

“It’s time she realised she’s not here by her own choice. She’s figured out that there’s something about her that we want. She made it quite clear to me that she intends to resist us every step of the way.”  Leviathan chuckled. “I think it’s time to stop pussy footing around her and let me take over again.” Leviathan turned to face Antyn.

Antyn looked over his right shoulder at the water, then over his left shoulder at the couple of night watch sailors who were standing watching the proceedings. Antyn locked eyes with them a moment and they quickly returned to their duties. He turned back to Leviathan who was watching him intently.

“We still have at least another two weeks left on this ship, all going well. I don’t think it’s wise to let anything about who she...or we...are slip just yet.” Antyn glanced back at the sailors meaningfully. Even though they were on Lord Doven’s personal ship the crew seemed less than civilised and more like pirates. He wondered if Lord Doven had swapped out the crew or if some of the sailors had refused the contract.

Leviathan followed Antyn’s gaze and looked at the sailors, now back checking and tightening ropes, he gave a small snort of disregard.

“Still, a quick lesson in how vulnerable and alone she is out here wouldn’t go amiss, besides the pureness of the power radiating from her is intoxicating. It’s like a drug, Antyn. I want more, and you know the more I take from her the calmer she will be for the rest of the journey.”

Antyn raked a hand through his hair and cursed. “For fuck’s sake...just stop feeding her your power, it’s not fair on her.” He looked hard at Leviathan. “If you want to bed her why not do it the normal way and woo her into it with your charms. The attraction is there...just give her time...must you really do this so forcefully...and right now?” Antyn was almost pleading with his brother.

“You’re one to talk...besides where’s the fun in that? I need her to realise I have full control over her now so she stops this ridiculous charade and submits to my control before we reach shore.” Leviathan snorted as he stood up, rubbing his neck. “Besides, every time we get close something always makes her pull away...you’ve seen it.”

“Yes.” Antyn frowned, he had wondered whether it was past trauma that made her freeze up when affections got too raw and real. “So you know she will fight you.”

“I know, I’m rather looking forward to it...her weapons are all safely locked away in the hold, I made sure of it.” Leviathan said with a grin. “Besides, underneath it all, we both know what she is...a wild Elvian. I want that personality out where I can see it and nurture it.” Leviathan turned and strode off back to the aft cabins following Tyg. Antyn watched him go, emotions pulling him in several directions. He sighed, turned and leaned his elbows on the railing staring out at the blackness of the water. He couldn’t shift the thought that Leviathan seemed extremely pleased in the fact that Palin had known what Tyg was and had trained her up coaxing some of the worst traits of her race in her. It would have been a lot easier if she had been found still innocent and living with some middle class family, educated and polite. Still the raw power she contained was evidence enough that they had been right to follow the prophecies and search for her. How easy it was going to be to get her to awaken that power under their control was something only the heavens could answer at this stage.
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Tyg was standing in her cabin, facing the large porthole in the side, looking out at the moon. She was shaking with rage. After fleeing to her cabin she had gone over in her mind what had happened and now she was angry. She didn’t like what he did to her, kissing her like that. She lost all control and that scared her wondering how far he would take things if she had no control to resist. It was overwhelming to her senses, and as much as she was attracted to him she did not want to have her body taken without her ability to give her consent. That brought back all the thoughts and feelings of why she allowed Palin to train her as an assassin in the first place. She grabbed her small three inch dagger that she had been hiding under her bed and was now turning it over and over slowly in the palm of her hand, as she stared out the porthole. She would never give anyone that sort of power over her, she would rather die first.

The door banged open and Tyg spun round, hiding the dagger behind her back. Leviathan stepped into the room, dipping his head through the doorway and without even touching it, the door swung shut behind him. Tyg knew that if she tried it, the door would be locked to her efforts. Leviathan had a smug grin on his face which just managed to make Tyg even angrier. He had entered her room...her sanctuary...something had changed between them and she felt it, ever since she had stepped on board this ship and sailed away from Arial. It was that feeling of not being in control of her own decisions anymore and that made her revert back to that wild street urchin that would have done anything to survive and not be abused, triggered by Leviathan’s domineering behaviour. The anger burned, her eyes blazing. Leviathan saw it and chuckled a deep rumbling laugh as he approached her. He stopped a couple of yards away from her and held out his hand to her.

“Come to me, Tygarya.” Leviathan said softly compelling, using the same tones he had used back in Arial when talking her down.

Tyg caught herself as she was about to take a step forward, the desire to walk into his arms was strong, she grit her teeth and planted her feet firmly against it. What was this strange attraction and desire to do whatever this man told her to do?

“No.” She stated firmly.

“Why not? You always have before?” He tilted his head in a curious manner, his eyes narrowing.

“Because, your intention is different this time.” Tyg said in a hushed tone, her eyes large and bright.

“My intention?” Leviathan looked amused.

“You mean to harm me...to force me to...I won’t let you...”

She took a step backwards, bringing her up against the wall of the cabin. Leviathan raised an eyebrow in surprise, then asked again more firmly this time, that edge coming back into his voice that he was finished with playing.

He smirked on one side of his mouth, beckoning her with his hand. “That’s nonsense, Tyg, you’re being foolish, come here.”

A wave of compulsion overtook Tyg, she shook as she tried to fight it, a faint sweat appeared on her brow a testament to the battle of wills going on. She was attracted to him, but she didn’t want this. Why was he doing this?

“You said you would never hurt me.” Tyg muttered through gritted teeth.

“I also said this has gone on long enough.” Leviathan growled.

Leviathan stretched his hand out a bit further, his mind willing her to obey him. Tyg realised this was about authority, who was in charge here...and as Emperor it should clearly be Leviathan, but that didn’t give him the right to demand this of her! Her submission to him would never come that easily.

Tyg’s knees were just about buckling under the strain of resisting when, to her dismay, she found herself taking a step towards him, then another. As she moved she noticed that the pressure on her mind lifted slightly with every step. She grinned as she adjusted the grip on her dagger and looked up at Leviathan’s smiling face. She would show him the result of messing with her.

“That’s right, Tygarya, just take my hand.” Leviathan commanded softly.

Tyg locked eyes with him, his eyes were glowing with the power he was using on her. His face twisted in a smug grin. Anger flared up in Tyg as she stepped forward, Leviathan saw her eyes go black, too late.

She brought the dagger round and plunged it into Leviathan’s stomach. Her eyes never left Leviathan’s and she saw his go wide with surprise as that smug grin slid from his face and went grim.

She looked down at the dagger protruding from his stomach, just above his belt, her firm grip around the handle. Leviathan staggered back a couple of steps, pulling the dagger free as Tyg held it fast. She stared at the dagger, bright red blood dripped down over her hand onto the floor. She grimaced, she hadn’t wanted it to come to this but how else could she break his mind hold over her and show him she would not be controlled by anyone.

Suddenly an explosion of pain resounded in her head as she was thrown sideways from a powerful blow to the side of the head by Leviathan’s power. Tyg instantly tasted blood in her mouth as she tumbled to the floor. She lost her grip on her dagger and it skittled away. She glanced up through her hair at Leviathan and saw him advancing on her. His eyes blazing, one hand clasped the wound, trying to stifle the bleeding. Leviathan then grinned maniacally at her as he sent his power into her head. Tyg gripped the sides of her head, gritting her teeth, growling against the pain and doubling over.

“Antyn!” Leviathan roared out.

He walked up to Tyg and kicked her hard in the side. Tyg felt the crack of ribs as all the air in her lungs was forced out. As she tried to breathe again she found herself unable to take another breath against the stabbing pain it caused, she started to panic as the pain from her side sent flaring stabs of light behind her closed eyes while the pain in her head continued causing her nose to bleed. Leviathan stepped over her and grabbed her by her hair at the back of her head and lifted her up on her knees as he crouched behind her. He held her head close to his shoulder, breathing in her ear.

“Where the fuck did you get that dagger, you stupid bitch.” He muttered through gritted teeth.

Tyg, still fighting for breath was unable to answer, as she struggled against him.

Leviathan turned her round to face him, holding her like a ragdoll. He backhanded her across the face, with the hand covered in his blood. He split her eyebrow with the sharp contact, her head not able to move with the blow. She was starting to see stars and feel faint, but her quick healing was keeping her on the cusp and starting to clear her head.

Just then the door slammed open and Antyn rushed in.

“By the Gods, what are you doing!?” He took in the scene quickly as Leviathan dropped his grip on Tyg’s head and stood up. She tumbled to the floor, falling on her hands and knees, her breath rasping in panicked gulps. Antyn stepped up to his brother seeing the wound as Leviathan pressed his hand to it once more.

“My little psycho killer had a dagger.” Leviathan chuckled as he winched in pain. “Nothing too deep, I don’t think she was trying to kill me...” He had lowered his wards where she was concerned, he wouldn’t make that mistake again.

“But you had to retaliate?!” Antyn couldn’t help but curse back at his brother and his vicious temper.

Leviathan glared at him then pushed Antyn aside and wrapped his arms round Tyg’s waist clearly not finished with her yet, picking her up and throwing her on the bed on her back. Tyg’s back arched as her body spasmed with pain and trying to breathe, she couldn’t even scream.

Antyn’s attention was taken by a couple of sailors passing by the open door, he twisted his wrist and the door banged shut. He stepped quickly between his brother and Tyg, his hands coming up to Leviathan’s chest as he braced himself against Leviathan’s advancement as Tyg lay prone.

“Stop, Lev, please...let me heal you before you bleed out or something...that blood is dark.”

Leviathan looked down at Tyg as she glanced up through her hair at them, still struggling to breathe.

“I just wanted things back the way they were before, for fuck’s sake, Tygarya!” He growled at her over Antyn’s shoulder. “Did you really think I was going to...?”

“Not now, Lev!” Antyn said crossly. Leviathan clucked his tongue and looked away.

Antyn struggled to manhandle Leviathan out of the room for several minutes until he finally managed to get out of the cabin and across the hall to their own rooms.

☬

Tyg grimaced at Leviathan’s parting comment and crawled up the bed, lying propped up on the pillows, having finally got her breath back. She kept her breathing shallow and controlled so as not to aggravate her ribs, she knew they were shattered and would probably take a couple of days to heal properly even with her accelerated healing.

She thought about what Leviathan had said and was fighting remorse. She didn’t know what to think anymore and squeezed her eyes shut in frustration. Had she over reacted to him entering her room like that, she had been triggered by strange overwhelming emotions that she just wasn’t used to dealing with. Was this what it was like dealing with powerful people...used to getting their way...Lord Kor had been a little bit the same, and she was used to Palin punishing her when she did wrong...had Leviathan really just wanted to call a peaceful truce? If so, why come at her using his power like that to try and coerce her?

After a short while Antyn walked in with a tray of tea in his hands, he placed it down on the table and approached the bed. He looked at Tyg’s face. The blood had dried and Antyn grabbed the jug of water from beside the bed and the cloth next to it. He sat down next to her and proceeded to wipe the blood from Tyg’s face. He noticed that her eyes were watchful and untrusting, almost feral. No words were offered and Antyn decided that perhaps for the moment silence was best. He checked her injuries and noticed Tyg’s split eyebrow was already healed and the black bruising was already out and fading away.  It seemed she did indeed heal fast. Finally needing to speak he gave her directions for a salve as he pulled it out of his bag and handed it to her.

“This was to apply twice daily to your cuts and bruising but I see you indeed have accelerated healing like I thought.” He poured a cup full of the tea and handed it to her, making her drink.

“This will also help.” He said, meaning the tea. He turned his attention to her ribs. “Pull up your shirt and lie on your other side so I can take a look at your ribs.”

Tyg looked at him a moment, then did as he asked. Wincing as she rolled over towards him. As she pulled up her shirt Antyn could see a huge area covered in bruising already which should have taken days to come out. He placed his hands over the area, causing Tyg to flinch away.

“It’s okay, I can help fix it, make sure they heal back in the right place.” Antyn said as he placed his hands over the bottom ribs. He closed his eyes and concentrated. Warmth spread from beneath his hands down through Tyg’s skin. At first it was bearable, even pleasant, but after several minutes it started to intensify. Tyg grit her teeth against it.

Just as she was getting to the stage where she couldn’t stand it anymore and was just about to pull Antyn’s hands away, Antyn opened his eyes and removed his hands. Instantly Tyg could feel the ease in her breathing return. She tried moving and could feel a tightness but not the sharp breath-taking pain. She looked at Antyn and smiled gratefully.

“I told you I could fix it.” He said with a weary smile. “It was a punctured lung. If you were a normal human you would have died. Now I need to get some rest myself, you do the same.”

Antyn left and Tyg wondered about his words, if you were a normal human, and grimaced. What the hell was she then, really? No one seemed to want to tell her what an Elvian actually was. She rolled off the bed and onto her feet. She wandered over to the chair beside the porthole window and crouched down. She felt under the chair until she grabbed her dagger that had lain hidden underneath. She tucked it under her mattress and climbed back onto the bed too sore and tired to get changed and under the covers, sensing that Antyn must have given her something in her tea to make her sleep. She drifted off to sleep.
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The next day Tyg woke to find herself tucked into bed with the top bloodied blanket and pillow changed. She grimaced and guessed it must have been Antyn.

“I must tell him not to do that.” Tyg muttered to herself under her breath as she sat up. The mere thought of him touching her body even just to move her while she was unconscious made her want to slide a dagger between his ribs.

She winced at the tightness still around her ribs as they were still a little tender. She looked over to the window and saw the sun glinting off the waves, she realised it must be after noon and was suddenly very hungry. She was just about to get up when a small knock sounded at the door.

“Who is it?” Tyg asked, hoping it wasn’t Antyn. She really didn’t want to face him about last night just yet, especially not on an empty stomach which made her feel every roll of the ship.

The door opened and the cabin boy poked his head in, a wide grin on his face.

“You’re awake! Good...I tried before but you were obviously still sleeping. I have some food for you.” He said as he pushed the door open using his elbow and carried in a tray containing several sea biscuits, some cheese, dried fruit and a pot of steaming Jasmine tea.

Tyg’s mouth started to water at the fragrant smells of the tea as the cabin boy walked up beside the bed and deposited the tray on to her lap. Taking the pot of tea he carefully placed it on the side table. Tyg looked at the tray of food and tucking her hair behind her ears she grabbed a slice of apple and popped it into her mouth. She turned to the cabin boy to thank him and saw him looking at her with his mouth open. Tyg smirked and looked down at her plate.

“It’s not polite to stare.”

“Sorry, but you’re lucky from what I hear.” The cabin boy remarked, smiling back, as he poured the tea into a cup for her. “It must have hurt. I heard the commotion...we all did. I thought it was some of the sailors brawling...they do that sometimes. But they’ve been told to be on their best behaviour with a young girl on board. It wasn’t until this morning when I overheard that it was you and the big guy in black....I couldn’t believe it! But, looking at you now...I guess it’s not true?”

Tyg grimaced, she could just imagine what the rumours were concerning, coming from a bunch of hard up seamen that walked past the door at the most inopportune time, they probably thought she was being raped. “No, whatever they’re saying, it didn’t happen. Make sure to spread that around.”

The cabin boy was only a few years younger than her, she guessed about twelve, and had mainly avoided her since her arrival on board. She guessed now that it was probably nerves. She needed a friend though, and felt that this boy was probably the most genuine person on board. He was relaxed and cheerful and a little roguish.

“What’s your name?” Tyg asked, causing the boy to startle with fright at the question.

“Ah, it’s Toby, miss.” He stuttered in answer, a blush coming to his cheeks.

“Nice to meet you, Toby.” Tyg smiled and Toby shyly smiled back. He handed her the cup of tea. She sipped at it gratefully, looking at Toby over the rim as he fidgeted on the spot, not knowing whether to leave or not. “So, why have you been given the chore of serving me, Toby?” Tyg asked patting the bed to indicate he should sit as she drew her knees up, putting the tray on the bed between them.

“Um...well...Lord Antyn said he was too busy and said I should keep an eye on when you wake up and give you something to eat.”

“Did he now...” Tyg said in a flat tone.

“Yeah.” Toby said as he gingerly sat down on the bed facing Tyg. He watched her as she broke off some cheese and chewed it thoughtfully. “I think it has something to do with his brother, they have both been locked up in their rooms since the fight.”

“You don’t say?” Tyg replied. “Well I’m glad he sent you, it’s nice to have someone to talk to closer to my own age.”

“Yeah same.” Toby said, a flush returning to his cheeks as he looked down at the blanket, picking at a loose thread. “Although...”

“Although what?”

“Well, we are hardly from the same background, I doubt we would have much in common.” Toby said somewhat reluctantly.

“Oh, I doubt that our backgrounds are very different.” Tyg remarked, amused.

“Well, you’re a lady and...well...I’m just a cabin boy. Where’s the sameness in that?” Toby muttered confused.

Tyg laughed. “I’m not a lady...I started out as an orphan and a pickpocket. Worked for the local Thieves’ Guild. It just happened that fate put me in touch with a man who helped me to steer away from that life...but a part of me will always be that little thief. Believe me, you don’t want to know what I am now.” Tyg fell silent thinking about Palin, and what he had said to Leviathan. Just what was she now?

“Wow, I had no idea.” Toby said surprised. “I guess we do have things in common after all, I’m an orphan too.”

“See, I told you.” Tyg grinned as Toby grinned back and nodded. “Toby, could you do me a favour?” Tyg said watching Toby carefully. Toby’s expression changed from happy to worry.

“Like what?”

“Well, you would have access to the ship’s stores, wouldn’t you?”

“Yeah, I suppose? I help the cook prepare the meals.” He said a little apprehensive as he rubbed the back of his neck.

“I was hoping maybe you could find your way to getting me a couple of bottles of that red wine I know they have on board.”

“Oh, is that all...” Toby grinned mischievously. “I think you deserve it.”

“Thanks Toby, you’re a real friend.”

Toby beamed a toothy grin and flushed. “I’ll go and see if I can get them now, if you would like?” Toby got up, relieved to be doing something.

“That would be great, Toby.” Tyg said smiling as she watched him leave. She leaned back into the pillows and smiled to herself, it had been a while since she had, had a decent taste of wine with being sea sick, but now she just felt like getting drunk. She popped a piece of dried fruit into her mouth and chewed thoughtfully. Moving the tray to one side she swung her legs off the bed and dug under the mattress with her hand until she felt the cold touch of steel. She smiled to herself and sat in the chair beside the window.

After a couple of hours a light knock sounded on the door. Toby opened it slightly and poked his head in. He saw Tyg sitting in the chair, looking like she just woke up, as she blinked at him trying to focus her eyes.

“It’s only me.” Toby said as he pushed his way into the room. He held out two bottles of red wine, the grin on his face was full of excitement.

“That was fun I take it?” Tyg asked him as she took the bottles from him and looked down at them.

“Yeah it was.” Toby agreed. “I haven’t had that much fun for ages.”

“Did anyone see you?” Toby looked insulted. “Okay, sorry I asked.” Tyg said as she handed a bottle back to him. “Can you open this for me, please?”

“Sure.” Toby said taking the bottle and cracking the seal. He pulled a blunt object out of his shirt and pushed the cork down into the bottle. Meanwhile Tyg had grabbed two glasses which were hanging on a frame above the desk. Toby looked at her questioningly.

“You were going to have one with me, weren’t you?” Tyg asked as she held the glasses out to him.

He grinned as he poured the wine. “Why not, I’m allowed a glass of ale whenever we reach port, so I don’t see why I can’t share a wine with a beautiful lady.”

“Why not indeed.” Tyg said amused at his candour as she sat down in the chair and indicated for Toby to sit on the bed. “Cheers.” Tyg said and clinked her glass against his, then took a sip. She watched Toby over the rim of her glass as he took a sip too.

She closed her eyes in ecstasy as she felt the warm liquid flow down her throat and warm her belly. She took another longer sip. She glanced back at Toby and saw him sitting watching her, an empty glass in his hands. She laughed.

“Oh, dear, Toby, you’re not supposed to gulp it down like ale, you’re supposed to sip it and enjoy the flavour.”

“Oh, really?” Toby said confused. “Well, I have to get back to work now anyway...so enjoy your wine, Tyg.”

“Thanks again, Toby.” Tyg said as he turned to leave. He stopped at the door and looked back. “The pleasure was all mine, believe me.” He flashed another grin and left. Tyg drained the glass instantly and refilled it and relaxed back into the chair.

☬

Tyg sat quietly in her room, sipping her wine and nibbling from the tray of food, she noticed the sun going down and wondered just how long she slept. She cursed Antyn for drugging her, but at least neither brother had been back since to give her any grief. She finished her glass and opened the second bottle. She replayed the scene from the night before over and over in her mind. The more she thought about it the more remorseful she became. After a time she became more restless and finished off the second bottle. She grabbed her cloak and wrapped it round her shoulders and headed for fresh air up on deck. She stopped by the door and retraced her steps, retrieving the dagger and concealing it under her cloak on her belt.

Once out on deck she felt a little better. As she stood on the aft deck watching the sunset, breathing in the fresh ocean air, she pulled her hood down and let the breeze run through her hair. She felt eyes on her and turned casually to look. She saw a couple of sailors looking furtively at her, whispering together. ‘That can’t be good.’ She thought to herself, but shrugged and turned back to the view.

She heard footsteps behind her.

“Hey, you.” One of the sailors said to her gruffly. She realised then that perhaps Toby had inadvertently let it slip to the sailors that she wasn’t some rich lady to avoid but an orphan and a thief and the actions of Leviathan the night before had obviously changed the sailors’ view of her. Never before had any of the sailors even spoken to her, something had definitely changed in their perceptions of her. She frowned but didn’t reply. She felt a presence by her arm.

“I said ‘Hey’.” The sailor repeated as he went to grab her arm, Tyg flinched from his touch and whirled round to face him, her hand going to her dagger.

“What do you want?” Tyg growled.

“Well, now I’m glad you asked see. Because me and my buddies were thinking that perhaps you should be paying us some attention...aye lads?”

The sailor grinned a toothless smile at her as his two mates fanned out either side of her nodding and jeering. She realised that they must definitely think that Leviathan took advantage of her last night, did they now think she had been brought on board by the brothers as their plaything? She wondered why neither brother hadn’t been up on deck to set the story straight, were they even aware of this change in circumstance? She rolled her eyes internally. ‘Well guess I’m just going to have to fix this myself.’

“What do you mean by that?” Tyg asked calmly as her eyes changed colour. She looked at the sailor that had obviously been appointed spokesman.

“You know what I mean, little lady.” The sailor said chuckling at calling her a lady, with great encouragement and lurid comments from his mates. “We wants a bit of what that big guy took last night. We had no idea that’s what you were here for...until we saw it with our own eyes.”

Tyg thought for a second then grinned viciously. “You want what Lev got from me last night?”

The sailors failed to notice the change in her demeanour and started to get excited.

“Yes, that’s what we mean...share and share alike...he won’t come up, hasn’t been seen at all.” The sailor said reaching out to grab her arm again. “We’ll be nice...nicer than he was by what we heard, chance to earn a little coin for ya....”

Tyg whacked his hand away, cringing at the last comment. “Does your Captain know you’re here asking me this?”

“Of course not.” He looked around furtively. “It’ll be just between you, me and my buddies here.” The sailor indicated his two mates.

“Well...are you really sure you want me to do to you what I did to Lev though?” Tyg asked amused as she acted coy, but gripped her dagger tighter. The sailor took another step closer, putting his hand on her shoulder. Tyg let him this time but recoiled inside to hear the comments from the others.

“Of course, you’re a very pretty young thing, unusual.”

“Okay...” Tyg shrugged. “If you’re sure then, I don’t see why not.” Tyg replied. As the men hooted and howled in delight the leader of the little group leaned in for a kiss. Tyg watched him intently and just as he was about to touch her lips with his, Tyg’s eyes dilated to black and she grabbed his shoulder with one hand while she brought the dagger up with the other and stabbed him in the stomach. As he bent double and staggered back, Tyg put her hand on the back of his neck and stabbed him again and again, with full force, then pushed him forward and jumped up onto a large shipping crate behind her, smiling viciously down at the others. They suddenly realised what was happening when they saw their mate fall and Tyg holding the dripping blade. They tried to grab her but she cut them as she slashed deftly round with the dagger keeping them at bay. The screaming brought more sailors and the others gave a hurried story that she came up on deck and attacked their mate for no reason. This made Tyg furious. She tried to stay calm and concentrate on keeping the sailors away from her as she flipped and twisted back to the deck by the railing. She was surrounded by at least ten men now.

Suddenly the sailors in the centre of the semicircle surrounding her broke away and peeled back, everyone going ominously quiet. Tyg saw the black clothing of Leviathan coming towards her. As he reached the centre of the circle of sailors Tyg saw that Antyn was also with him as well as the Captain. Antyn bent over the injured sailor as Leviathan turned to face Tyg, putting a hand up for silence as the sailors erupted with their false story again. Once everyone had settled into an uneasy quiet Leviathan spoke.

“Seems that dagger is getting you into all sorts of trouble. Care to tell me what happened?” Tyg looked from Leviathan to the injured sailor then to Antyn who was pressing his hands against the wounds. She turned back to Leviathan who was looking at her amused.

“He got exactly what he asked for.” She stated simply, her eyes still a fiery ice blue.

This caused the injured sailor’s two mates to start yelling and accusing Tyg of lying. Leviathan swung his vulture gaze in their direction “Quiet!” He turned to the injured sailor. “What’s your name?”

“Me names Jock, Sir, and that little bitch is a liar.” He replied as he spat in Tyg’s direction. She took a step forward, bringing her dagger down towards him menacingly, but Leviathan shoved her back against the railing with a shot of power. He looked at her a moment then turned back to Jock. Everyone stared stunned, not sure what had just happened. Leviathan was over hiding who and what he was.

“What did she say that makes her a liar?” Leviathan asked carefully, knowing how tricky Tyg’s words could be.

“She said I asked for this, it’s not what I asked for and she knows it.”

Leviathan’s eyebrows raised slightly as he started to piece things together, he grinned wickedly. “Really, so what was it that you did ask for?” Leviathan asked growling as he stepped forward. He noticed that Jock and his friends had become very uncomfortable about the situation.

“Ah...just a bit of attention from the wench is all, we offered to pay! She agreed to it! Then stuck me like a pig.” He grimaced in pain and started coughing.

Leviathan’s face became hard and his eyes glowed. “You’re telling me she agreed?” Leviathan turned to face Tyg who was leaning back on the rail with her arms folded, the dagger still in her hand. Leviathan could feel the anger and see the raw power emanating from her. She locked eyes with him as Jock tried to answer the question.

“Yeah, she did...”

“He’s the liar, I never agreed to that...why would I? You know what I became, the lengths I went to, just to avoid doing that!” Tyg stated.

An argument started up then between Tyg and the sailors involved. All shouting at each other. Leviathan placed himself in front of Tyg to stop her advancing on the men and locked eyes with her again, as Antyn called for silence once more. Leviathan backed Tyg back to the railing again with a hand pressed intimately to her collar bone. She looked up at him transfixed.

“What exactly did you agree to then?” He asked intently.

Tyg took a deep breath and calmed down again, her head suddenly swooning from the wine, or was it Leviathan’s touch? He was gently stroking across her collar bone with his thumb inside the collar of her shirt.

“He asked me to give him the same attention I gave you last night, I agreed and I did.” Tyg said flatly her eyes blazing ice blue fire as she stared at Leviathan. She suddenly saw the edges of his mouth turn up slightly in a suppressed grin as he turned to look at Antyn. Antyn was looking at Tyg with a look of bewilderment on his face, then turned to meet his brother’s gaze. The two brothers looked at each other for an instant and then Leviathan suddenly started laughing.

“Oh, Tygarya.” Leviathan said smiling as they locked eyes again, he brought his hand up and gently stroked her cheek. Tyg smirked as she realised that he understood.

“What’s so funny!?” Jock demanded, coughing. Antyn stood up looking down on him with contempt and taking a handkerchief out of his pocket and wiping his hands clean.

“Well, it seems you did get exactly what you asked for.” Antyn said to him, then held a hand up for silence as Jock and his mates started arguing again. “Let me explain...what you thought happened between this young lady and my brother did not. She is most definitely not a whore! She is incredibly important to my brother and myself. What did happen was a fight that resulted in my brother being stabbed by her, she is trained to kill.” Antyn indicated to Tyg, who was standing with her arms folded looking smugly at all their shocked and mortified faces.

“I hope next time you get your fucking facts straight before approaching anyone to do such a sordid deal.” Tyg sneered at them, still holding the dagger, brandishing it at them.

Leviathan held his hand out. “Give me that, it should have been taken off you before.”

She reluctantly handed him the dagger. “What am I supposed to do now if one of these other sailors wants a piece of me too?”

“Like you need the dagger.” Leviathan snorted and put it on his belt, turning to face the sailors. “It won’t happen, don’t worry. This will be a lesson to all of them...no one touches my things.” His voice was deep and menacing. Leviathan reached out and grabbed her shoulder and pulled her into his side, putting his arm around her shoulders protectively. Antyn looked at him shocked.

“So he just gets away with it.” Tyg muttered as she pulled away from his arm but stayed just in front of him as he towered over her, menacing everyone.

Leviathan glanced down at Jock. “You don’t think his injuries are lesson enough?”

“No. What’s to say once Antyn heals him, they don’t try again, out of revenge this time?”

Leviathan looked at Antyn. “He won’t be healed, so he won’t be able to give you any more grief during this voyage.”

“What about his friends?” Tyg asked worried. She didn’t what to have to stay in her cabin or have to watch her back every second.

Leviathan straightened as if he had made a decision. “You’re right, an example must be made.” Triumphant at his subtle manipulation that got Tyg to this point he glanced at Antyn who was watching him with disapproval. Leviathan twisted his mouth sardonically at him and clicked his fingers.

Jock suddenly disappeared from sight and reappeared several yards out to sea, hovering above the waves as Leviathan had flipped his wrist out palm up, he balled his hand into a fist. Jock was suddenly ripped in two with a great spray of blood and dumped into the sea. Leviathan turned to the Captain, his eyes glowing intently. The sailors, all quaking in their boots and muttering about magic, fell to their knees.

“I’m sure you will know how to discipline these others so they don’t try anything else?”

“Yes, your Grace, of course.” The Captain answered, bowing low, realising suddenly who Leviathan actually was. He had heard the stories before in pubs in the adjacent country’s port about the mighty seven foot tall Emperor of Tylandria and his magic, when in dock. He ordered the sailors be taken to the brig. He turned to Tyg. “I apologise for the actions of these men, my lady, and I will personally make sure it doesn’t happen again.”

“What will you do?” Tyg asked, curiously.

“Twenty lashes for each of them and they will stay in the brig with only stale bread and water until we reach landfall.”

“When will you do these lashes?” Tyg asked, as Leviathan smiled down on her.

“Tomorrow...my lady.”

“Thank you, Captain.” Tyg looked furtively up at Leviathan then heard Antyn cough. He indicated that Tyg should go to her cabin. Tyg looked back at Leviathan as if asking his permission to leave.

“Go.” He said quietly and amused, a dark smouldering look in his eyes.

Tyg took the hint and stepped away to leave. She noticed Toby standing by the hatch, looking at her in awe. She smiled to him and as she reached him she whispered. “Guess the excitement isn’t over, huh? Do you think you could get me another bottle of that wine?”

Toby grinned and nodded his head, stepping out of the way for Tyg to pass by. “I’ll bring it soon okay?”

“That’s fine, Toby, thanks.”

Tyg went into the great aft cabin area and into her room. She looked around and suddenly felt trapped, not knowing what to expect from the brothers after this. Although it clearly wasn’t her fault, she still had to answer for the fight she had with Leviathan.
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Leviathan turned and stood facing the railing, his arms crossed firmly across his chest, the dagger back in his hand. He turned it over and over, spinning it over his knuckles expertly, as he stared out to sea deep in thought. Antyn walked up to him and leaned on the railing looking down at the water rushing past beneath them. The Captain shouted and gave his orders and the sailors dispersed. Antyn remained silent a moment waiting for Leviathan to speak once the deck was clear. When he didn’t Antyn decided he must.

“Well?”

Leviathan breathed in deeply and exhaled very slowly. “She’s amazing isn’t she?” Leviathan replied in no more than a whisper. “Pure power and she doesn’t even realise.”

Surprised Antyn looked up at his brother, who met his gaze and chuckled.

“When she’s like that she’s so dangerous and so damn sexy...I look forward to getting to know her Elvian side better...to nurture it...she is so raw.”

“It was only last night that you tried to kill her.” Antyn reminded him. “Again...”

“I wasn’t going to kill her...I have come to realise just how much she can take...besides she surprised me breaking my compulsion like that...and she is so wild. She needs to be tamed by a firm hand. She wants it, you saw her look to me for permission to leave...don’t deny what’s plainly in front of us.”

“Really?” Antyn
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