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Chapter 1
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Nox

The sun was already setting, it's last beams of pure golden light shone on the Nameless Godforsaken town, Volubteam. Also known as the city of many pleasures. With various gambling houses, brothels and taverns that are scattered around the city. And large part of the population working for it. The perfect place to gain or most often lose your coins, moral and in some cases your freedom. Which was not something he wanted to think about. He was hiding behind a large enough bush, his gaze was fixed on one of the houses in the Silverplate district, the rich part of town. But was not there because he wanted to rob the house, alright he was planning to steal something. He sighed, after months of sourcing, he had to find them here. Pearl roses, his mother had them in the garden when he grew up. And he had longed for something familiar after four long yours. One beam of golden sunlight hit the garden. He gasped, there was a girl in the garden. Her snow-white hair seemed to glow in the sunlight. She was not working in the garden as far Nox could see, there were no tools near her and her dress was made from expensive fabric. Although a simple design in the dullest color of gray that could be found. The girl was just sitting there. He couldn't see her face, but her shoulder were shaking a little. He didn't know why, but he felt sorry for her.

"Stop it Nox." He was talking to himself, maybe it was because he knew himself. The dark chestnut wooden door of the mansion, build from gray oil stone with black veins, flew open, and an older woman stepped through. The girl in the garden shrunk a slightly, as if she was hiding from this elegant lady.

"Korákia, where are you!" The woman with charcoal black hair and flawless white skin shouted loudly enough for every one that was near to hear, and she was followed by three girls. The girls shared their mothers black hair and skin.

"I have seen her here, mother," said one of the girls who clanged to her mother like a little girl, and the others nodded in agreement. Nox had seen the look on the girls faces before, but normally he would see it in the eyes of a hungry animal.

"There she is," said another, running towards the girl with snow-white hair. The girl grabbed the girl by the arm and pulled her with some force up. "Found you, slacker." Nox cursed softly, again he felt for the girl.

"Thank you for pointing her out, Despiona darling," the mother gave her daughter a smile that showed how proud she was of her daughter. Nox had seen this pride on his mother's face, when he brought home his first pearl. But this kind of pride made him sick. The woman turned her attention towards the girl, raised her hand and struck the girl. Nox could hear it from where he was sitting, and he needed to constrain himself. Otherwise, he would blow his cover and everything he had worked for the last four years.

"I am sorry, stepmother," said the girl, named Korákia. "I was not hiding, I...I..." The girl shock a little, why was she so scared? Did they mistreat her in there? This was not a question, he could see al the signs clear as day.

"Save your breath, I don't want to hear your excuses. I ordered you to take care of my daughters." Korákia looked at the three girls that were circling around her, like a pack of hungry wolves.

"I did take care of them, they send me away. Stepmother," Korákia’s voice clear, and he was even able to see that she was straighten her back.

"Stop calling me that," another struck hit the girl's face, it was so hard that she lost her balance and fell. The girls and their mother were laughing, when she struggled to get up. Nox could now see her face, her skin was slightly tanned but just like her stepmothers flawless. There was a healthy blush on her cheeks, and her mouth were the same color as one of the roses he was planning to steel. He swallowed, he couldn't deny that she was a beautiful girl. "I told you many times. Call me madam." Korákia nodded.

"Yes madam," there was a small tone of deviance in her voice, which apparently only Nox had heard.

"Good, well come with me, your father is waiting for you," her stepmother grabbed her by the arm and forced her towards the house. The three other girls followed them and the garden was empty.

*******
[image: ]


NOX SLOWLY APPEARED from his hiding place, he needed to hurry. Although, he could travel back to his island in the cover of the night. It was still dangerous, the roads around this town were heavily guarded. And he couldn't risk being caught. He climbed over a small oil stone wall. It was a small wall for a house of a wealthy family, not that he was complaining, but people who were skilled enough could easily climb over it. Like he skillfully demonstrated. His feet touched the ground, without making any sound. Slowly he shoveled towards the pearl rose bushes, while he distracted a little knife from his hunter pouch. He knelt by the first rose bushes, it was the most common color, red. Slowly and carefully, he cut a small cutting of the plant. He looked at it and nodded. This cutting would hopefully grow in his own garden. He put the cutting in a leather pouch that also was filled with dry dirt from his garden, and slowly moved towards the next bush. He looked at the pink flowers that bloomed proudly, at the heart of the flower were three little white bubbles. Nox repeated his actions and put the cutting in his with dirt filled pouch. There was one bush left, the rare yellow pearl rose. It was the same color as Korákia’s lips. He shock that thought out of his head, not now. He shoveled towards it and moved his knife towards the plant.

"What are you doing in my mother's garden?" the voice, like falling rain, rang in his ear like a cry would have done. He jumped up, Korákia, the girl that was forced in the house earlier, was standing next to him. He had not heard her, her hazelnut brown eyes followed his every movement. Praising himself for putting on a mask before going in to this garden, but he needed to go. Before somebody else saw him, and maybe call the The Watchward. But he couldn't move, she had enchanted him. Not with her beauty, but with the fire that burned in her eyes. "I am going to ask you one, more time. What are you doing in my mother's garden?" He opened his mouth, ready to answer. But he was interrupted by a white raven. The bird with its snow-white feathers flew over his head. Breaking the spell she had placed over him. He run towards the low wall and climbed with easy over it. "Wait." She didn't yell, she had simply followed him and had grabbed him by the arm. He looked at her, did she climb over that wall? She had in her hand a yellow pearl rose, slowly he took the flower.

"Thank you," he said. She shrugged slightly.

"It only seems fair, after all that sneaking around." She explained. He put the flower by the cuttings and nodded. He even cracked a sly smile. She was strong, which was not a bad trait. But then he looked at their surroundings. They were standing pretty much in the out and open.

"I better go," he whispered. She simply nodded and he turned around. When he again was covered by the bushes, he turned around again. And saw that Korákia climb over the wall, she also turned for a brief moment. "She looks like her." He said softly towards himself. Before he pressed on, he had where he came for.

********
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HE RUN THROUGH THE clearing of the woods that provided him with enough cover. His horse, that he borrowed without asking, stood near a small pound. The animal was drinking from it, Nox approached the animal.

"Thank you for waiting, my friend. It is time that I bring you home," he said. The horse raised its head and Nox could swear that the animal nodded. He made him loose and rose in the saddle. But before sporing the animal on, he froze. There was a small opening between the trees and leaves. Small enough to see someone he hadn't seen in the last four years. His best friend and rival, Leonidas. "What is he doing here?" The animal stamped on the forest floor, making clearly known that he wanted to go. But Nox held the reins tight. "I am sorry, my high-spirited friend. It seems that we are going to stay here for a while." The horse breathed out annoyed through the nose. He dismounted and followed on foot, his former best friend.
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Korákia

Korákia entered her father's office, her cheek was still burning, she knew better than to complain about the beating. Her father did almost everything to keep the peace between the women inside his household.

"Korákia, good, you are here," he didn't look up from his paperwork, Korákia walked to a chair that was up a set from her father's desk.

"You have requested my presence," she saw him frown, but he still didn't look up. "You are going on a business trip." It was not a question, her father nodded.

"Yes, and I am sorry to say, sweetheart. But you can't come with me this time," he said softly. Korákia's heart stopped for a short moment. She has always been looking forward towards those trips, ever since she was small. Those trips were the short, but sweet times without her stepmother and half sisters.

"Why?" she asked with a trembling voice. He always took her with him, and she was willing to beg. Not even caring about what he might think of her. She wanted and needed some time away from here.

"Because we are going to Staerdall, and you have heard the rumors around that place. That Mystic is a real tyrant and has a keen eye for beautiful woman." he said, his voice was deprived of any form of emotion. Telling her that he didn’t like it either, but that he believes that he has no other choice. Only she willfully ignored that. While she nodded, that were indeed the rumors. And she completely understood that he wanted to keep her out of harms way. At least from men, but he was clearly fine with leaving her at the mercy of her stepmother and half sisters.

"Please take me with you, father. I can take care of myself." she at least needed to try it. Knowing that this had little to no effect on him. He nodded, appearing to think about it.

"I know that, and that is why you are staying here," he said. She sighed, he clearly made up his mind and not even she could change that. She bowed her head slightly.

"As you wish, father." she said defeated.

"I know that your stepmother is not the most lovable woman. And that she spoiled your sisters like it is nothing. But she is simply jealous." he said, with a sigh.

"Jealous, is she jealous?" she asked loudly. Her father nodded again.

"At your mother. Your mother was maybe only a maid. But I loved her dearly." He said, there was no ouch of guilt in his statement. Korákia looked away, she didn't know her mother. She died after given birth to her. "And you are taking after her." Korákia stood abrupt up, she had heard enough. She already knew that her stepmother was punching her, because she looked acutely like her mother, she had the brushes to prove that.

"I have chores," she said, before storming out.

********
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KORÁKIA WALKED THROUGH the hallway, her half sisters and stepmother were nowhere in sight. Probably busy with a lesson of some sort, something she was not allowed to see or hear. She was the daughter of a kitchen maid, a servant and as her stepmother liked to call her the whore. According to her stepmother, Korákia needed to be grateful for everything she had. Korákia passed the door that lead to her mother's rose garden, it was a gift her father had given to her mother when he found out that she was pregnant. Something caught her attention, a man dressed all in black and with a black mask on was sneaking through the garden. Silently as possible, not knowing if the man was armed or not, she opened the door and sneaked towards him. He crouched by the pink Pearl rose bush, she saw that he took a small cutting of the plant and put the piece carefully in a leather pouch. Before sneaking towards the yellow roses. Korákia knew from her father that Pearl roses were quite expensive, so stealing a few cuttings was a major crime. But she was amazed that somebody would steal something like that.

"What are you doing in my mother's garden?" she asked. The man almost jumped out of his skin, clearly she scared him. He looked at her and he kept on looking. His light green eyes kept staring in to hers. "I am going to ask you one more time, what are you doing in my mother's garden." In the mask were three holes two for his eyes and one for his mouth. Which opened hopefully to answer her question, but as his voice was almost over his lips. A white raven flew over them, one of its feathers came loose and fluttered towards the ground. She crouched to pick the feather up, but when she came up, the man was already running towards the wall. Korákia reached towards a yellow Pearl rose and picket it. If she gave him the rose, he didn't steal it. She grabbed her dress and ran after him, Korákia had no trouble to climb over the low wall. She had told her father that the wall was too low, and it was an easy target for thieves. But her stepmother loves the forest view. She reached him. "Wait." she said while grabbing his arm. He stopped and turned, she held up the flower, and he carefully took it.

"Thank you," he said. She gave him a smile and shrugged.

"It only seems fair, after all that sneaking around," She replied, while she watched him smile when he put the flower by the cuttings. She had so many questions, who was he, and why was he wearing a mask? To name a view.

"I better go." he said, his gaze was snapping all around them.

He turned again, and ran away.

*****
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KORÁKIA HUGGED HER father as tightly as possible.

"Be careful," she whispered in his ear, he simply nodded. He stepped back, made himself loos from her grip.

"I will miss you, sweetheart. I will have gifts when I return," he said. Korákia didn't want any gifts, she wanted to go with him. A change to escape this nightmare. Her father stepped into the carriage and drove away. Korákia's heartbeat slowly died when the distance between them became bigger.

"Korákia," her stepmother's voice was like a whip on her skin. "Come inside, your chores are waiting for you." Korákia bit softly on her lip, but slowly turned and entered the house. The door slammed shot and Korákia looked at the faces of her three half-sisters who were grinning. Her stepmother had something planned, and Korákia was sure she was not going to like it. "Wear this, it is more suited for someone of your station." A rag was thrown at her. "You will no longer wear that dress in my house, only when I let you out of this house, you are allowed to change in something above your station." Korákia looked at the dark brown dress, which was full of holes and dirt.

Where was her stepmother aiming for, not even the servants are wearing this. She lowered the dress.

"I am not going to wear that, madam. According to father you approved the dress that I am wearing right now," Korákia dropped the clothes towards the ground. Her stepmother nodded slowly.

"That is true, I however did not approve of his choice of fabric," she said smugly, Korákia shook her head. She couldn’t believe what she was hearing, and her father wasn’t here to protect her from this.

"I am not my mother, madam," her stepmother stepped forward and stroke her. This was the second time that day that, Korákia fell to the ground.

"Watch your mouth, your father is not here to protect you. Go back to work." Korákia scrambled to her feet. But was struck again and again, this time by her half-sisters. "Girls, that is enough." Her stepmother didn't sound serious, just half amused. Still her half sisters stopped hitting her, and she lay on the ground until the left her.

*******
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"MISS, ARE YOU ALRIGHT?" One of the older maids helped her to her feet. Korákia wanted to nod, but her whole body hurts.

"Yes I am fine. You know how they are," she replied her voice was a bit croaked. The older maid nodded. Korákia couldn't remember seeing the woman here before. But that wasn't strange, her stepmother changed servants as easily as gloves. "I am sorry, I wanted to thank you, but your name escapes me." Korákia smiled at the woman, who chuckled.

"That is fine miss, if you had to remember all our names your head would spin and fall off. I am Aria Baxter-Aradia, and yes I am new here." Korákia smiled at madam Baxter-Aradia.

"Thank you for your help, Madam Baxter-Aradia," madam Baxter-Aradia nodded and sighed.

"You are really a bloom between the weeds." Korákia frowned, must she knew what that meant. Madam Baxter-Aradia petted her on her arm. Somehow, the pain that she felt a moment earlier was gone. "Be brave and strong. Know your own mind and trust your guts." madam Baxter-Aradia turned and walked away.

******
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KORÁKIA HUMMED SOFTLY during her chores, her mind was not at her task. Not that it needed to be there, she had scrubbed these floors a thousand times, if not more. Her mind was by the stranger from the garden she had met a few days ago. Still, she didn't know who he was, he left a strange impression.

"Mother says that you need to chaperon us into town," Eliana came in with her dirty shoes, leaving marks on the just cleaned floor.

"I am not done with this floor, Eliana," Korákia looked up to the oldest of her half sisters, Eliana and she were close in age, they were born weeks apart from each other. Korákia was then followed by Despiona and then came Lia.

"You can finish it when we get back. Come on, Despiona and Lia are already waiting for use." Eliana said a bit irritated. Korákia got up, wearing the rags her stepmother had thrown at her. She had no other chose all her another dresses were convicted while she was a sleep.

"I need to change first, I am doubting your mother will let me out of the house, looking like this," Korákia said. Eliana nodded slowly.

"Yes, you are probably right,” she said, the sound of disappointment was clearly audible.  “You," Eliana pointed towards a male servant. "Get one of her boring dresses." The man ran away, and got not much later back with one off Korákia's dresses.

"Here you go, miss." He gave Korákia the dress, she took it and left the chamber. Glad that she could wear something else than those rages. She changed in her own little bedroom, of course her stepmother gave her the smallest room in the house. It was not bigger than a broom closets. It fitted a single bed, a chest for her clothing and a small table with a washing boil.

"He, he. That took you long enough," said Lia quite anyone, Korákia shrugged.

"I am here, aren't I," she said. All of her half sisters sighed and walked out of the front door.

******
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KORÁKIA HATED THIS so much, her sisters walking from one dressing store to another. While she carries the bags, loaded with new dresses, shoes and other trinkets they actually didn't need.

"By the Nameless God," screamed Eliana, grabbing the arm of Lia. "There he is." Korákia looked at the man, that her half sister pointed out. Korákia could tell that he was handsome and had money because of the expensive fabric. But after that lured a man that was known for his trail of broken hearts, Leonidas Muliades. Eliana waved at him and he waved back. Only he did not look towards Eliana, he looked at Korákia. Something that made her skin crawl.
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Chapter 3
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Leonidas

Leonidas had to check a few times, was he seeing this right. Between the pretty Spargo sisters, stood a beautiful woman. That made all the other girls around her dull, and so uninteresting. He knew the Spargo sisters, of course, this was not his first time in Volubteam, a town known for its louche behavior. The sisters were all daughters of the richest merchant in town, a man that Leonidas wanted on his side. And getting closely connected with him is something he had considered.

"Good afternoon, mister Muliades." said Eliana Spargo, the oldest of the sisters. She was playing with her charcoal black hair, and placing her chest forward. Clearly she wanted his attention. He nodded politely towards them.

"Afternoon ladies, beautiful day to do some shopping." He said in his smoothest voice. The younger sisters started giggling, something that irritated him. The beautiful girl, with her hair white as fresh fallen snow. Rolled with her hazelnut brown eyes, he had to say he was intrigued. Although she was wearing a dull dress, lacking of any color but gray. He could see that it was made from the finest silk and cashmere. He gave her a smile, and if he didn't mistaken it made her shiver. Leonidas walked towards her, ignoring the other ladies. "Good afternoon, miss. Those bags are looking heavy. Please allow me to carry them for you." he said, again with a smooth voice. She shock her head.

"No, thank you, I am fine. Mister Muliades," her voice was so cold and hostile, his smile get even bigger. He was not used to this behavior, normally girls melted like heated wax in his hands. Some even are willing to undress and give him their pride.

"Are you sure?" he then asked. She nodded this time.

"Korákia, by the Nameless God, you are so rude." Eliana came between them, she turned her head towards the girl, she called Korákia. Grabbed one of the bags and gave it to him. "Forgive my half sister, mister Muliades. She does not get out much." Korákia sighed and rolled again with her eyes.

"But miss Eliana, you have to look up the meaning of the word rude. I asked Korákia a simple question and answered. She said she was fine carrying the bags." He gave the bag back, Korákia grabbed it and started walking away. Eliana’s pure white skin started to turn red. Who this was something worth watching.

"Eliana, your mother told use that we need to be home before the sun started to set. Well, it is setting." Korákia said. Leonidas looked up, Korákia was right. Should he offer to escort them home, no he would look to desperate. Eliana turned towards her sister.

"Are you so eager to get back in those rages, Korákia?" she said with a smug face. Korákia froze that hit definitely a nerve, the other Spargo girls started to giggle even louder. And he enjoined a good cat fight. Korákia dropped the bags in the shallow but still dirty poodle, the dirty water sprung up and hit the stuff that was in those bags. Korákia looked over her shoulder.

"Oops," Korákia said, her face turned a shocked for the shortest of moments. And started walking towards what Leonidas knew was her home. Her sisters ran towards the bags and grabbing them out of the dirty poodle.

"We will tell mother," screamed Lia, the youngest. But Korákia kept on walking, until she was out of his view.

*******
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LEONIDAS SAT IN THE laughing room of the popular Red Room, a brothel that was known for its good liquor and beautiful woman. That served the costumers and not only drinks. A woman, with golden hair and sky-blue eyes, had her hand around his cock. He had his eyes closed and enjoin the experience, only he pictured another girl. One with snow-white hair and hazelnut brown eyes. Korákia, she was a vision to be hold. Beautiful tanned skin, not that white skin of those aristocratic snobs, who believed that a bit of a healthy color was an insult to their names. He had known one other girl that could eclipse Korákia's beauty. Taila, the girl that chose his best friend and rival over him, and had paid for that decision with her live. He couldn't believe that he had discovered her dead body four years prayer. The rage that he had felt
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