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Introduction 

 

Deep in the core of Metallix Solar System, there are three mighty planets. Hyrim, Venom 

and Dymustos. All three have their own pros and cons. Vemon is dark, immoral and has corrupt 

leadership that slowly plagued their society as time passed. Dymustos is laid back, carefree and 

uses tourist attractions and fun to cover up the blood and shame of their jaded history in hopes that 

new eras will not remember the trespasses of the past. Unlike the other two planets, Hyrim refuses 

to admit that Griffin is real and choses to not follow Griffin’s laws and heavily promotes idolism, 

sexual immortality, more so than Venom’s society does.  

Theft, murder, violence is the air the citizen’s breath on Hyrim and they love it. Despite 

such a horrible atmosphere Kerta didn’t have a choice and took her new friends to Hyrim. Kerta 

was in trouble and she knew it. She may have successfully saved the Safaris from Potassium and 

gave them a haven to recover in, but she still had yet to figure out how she would obtain favor with 

a High Priest of Hyrim. She wasn’t a follower of Griffin, she didn’t personally know anyone who 

could be willing to help a lowlife like her. Whatever she was going to do, she needed to do it fast. 

Kerta didn’t want to get caught in her lie and she didn’t want her new friends to think poorly of 

her lifestyles, so she simply didn’t partake in those activities around them and eventually decided 

she would give Griffin a try, not expecting anything in return, but somehow, someway she got the 

complete opposite of what she signed up for. 
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PROLOGUE: BLIND 

 

 

ERTA ENJOYED HER NAP between Neptunium and 

Lithium, but eventually she had to open her eyes and went back to work. She 

didn’t want to wake up the Safaris from their slumber. They had just escaped 

from a torture facility and had walked through the wild jungle, only to collapse 

in the hanger bay of her spaceship.  

“They can’t stay down here.” Kerta studied the dozing women in her arms, then bent her 

head back to gaze the ceiling thoughtfully. “They need comfort.” Kerta glanced down at 

Neptunium and gently raked her fingers through her hair. “They need showers and hot food in 

their bellies. I can’t really give them that until we reach Hyrim.” Kerta carefully untangled herself 

from her friends, then gently tucked the blanket around them with loving hands. She faced the 

elevator, yawned, then idly scratched at an itch on her stomach. “I guess I’ll move this along… no 

sense in waiting on them to wake up. We’d be down here in this cold hanger until we reached 

Hyrim.”  

Kerta reached, into her pocket, took out a small cotton band. She reached up behind her 

head and fixed her hair into a firm, ponytail. Putting her hands on her hips, Kerta turned around 

and began I clap loudly. 

“All right everyone! Time to get up!” Kerta smirked hearing the Safaris groan. “You will 

thank me later.” 

As Kerta walked around, shaking her drowsy guests awake, Plutonium sat up from between 

her brother’s and stretched her sore limbs. She tilted her head and watched Kerta help rouse her 

people and in many cases, help them stand up and guide them over to the elevator. 

“So.” Plutonium stretched her sore arms above her head and let out a contented sigh. “This 

is mother’s other Zentha. I wonder why we’re just now learning about her existence?” 

K 
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“What are you rambling on about?” Curium mumbled, rolling over onto his back. He 

blinked the sleep out of his eyes, then ran his hands up and down his face to help wake himself up. 

“Kerta.” Plutonium nodded at the Hyrim Space Pirate with a small pinch of admiration in 

her eyes. “She’s really nice.” 

“Hmph.” Curium snorted, sitting up beside his sister. “Don’t tell father that.” 

Plutonium frowned and glanced up at him. “And why not?” 

“In case you failed to notice, father doesn’t like Kerta.” 

“Yes, he made that quite clear, but I want to enjoy her company, so I will.” Plutonium 

carefully stood up, then turned to her brother. “Wake up Uranium please. I don’t know what is 

happening, but I suspect Kerta is moving us to another floor.”  

“He’s out cold. Let me try.” Curium sighed and gradually leaned over to his left to shake 

Uranium’s shoulder, fully knowing that Uranium would need the extra nudging to get up. 

“Hello Sodium.” Kerta greeted Sodium with a cheerful smile on her face.  

Sodium was already awake, quietly taking in his surroundings when Kerta decided to 

saunter over. 

“Hello there.” Sodium arched an eyebrow. “So, was it you who saved us from Potassium?” 

Kerta grinned. “Aye. I helped rescue you. My name is-” 

“Someone not important.” Berkelium muttered, cutting her off. 

Kerta’s face dropped and Sodium saw her sadness surface immediately. Insulted his Zen 

would say such a thing to their caretaker, Sodium glowered down at him. “Stop it. You told me 

last night you were grateful you were rescued.” 

Berkelium stiffened at the words. “You heard me talking about that last night?” 
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Sodium nodded. “Yes. I may have been sleeping, but I still heard your conversation with 

Valine.” 

“Oh. Is that right?” Kerta stopped feeling depressed and put her hands on her hips. “You 

like me after all?” 

“I never said that!” Berkelium snapped, sitting up. He stood up and folded his arms, 

somewhat insulted that Kerta would assume he “liked” her in any way.  

Sodium sighed, helped himself up, then carefully took Berkelium into his arms. “In any 

case, thank you Kerta for helping my people. We weren’t in a good position for three years, so it’s 

a blessing to finally be in a good one.”  

“Why are you even here, Kerta? We were sleeping and you’re waking everyone up.” 

Kerta sighed. “Yes, because this is hanger bay. It’s cold here and I want you all, as my 

guests to be comfortable so I’m moving everyone to the cabin section of the ship.” 

“That doesn’t give you any right to just-” 

Sodium raised his hand and slapped it over Berkelium’s mouth. All other insults were 

muffled and he stood there with his eyes closed and a strained smile on his face. “What he means 

to say it, ‘Thank you so much Miss Kerta for taking our comfort into consideration, please lead 

the way.’” 

Kerta mustered enough strength to reply positively with a smile.  “Okay then. Shall I escort 

you?” 

“Yes. That would be wonderful.” Sodium removed his hand from Berkelium’s mouth. “But 

first...” He glared at Berkelium. “If you ever disrespect a woman of any race in my presence again, 

I will denounce you right then and there. Bias, racist attitudes is not of Griffin and I won’t tolerate 

that kind of behavior in our friendship, Berkelium!” 

“What, why?” Berkelium snarled and sodium slapped his face, making him dazed in 

confusion.  
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“You know exactly why! You’re being ungrateful and you need to stop or I’ll make sure 

you find something to be grateful about!” 

Berkelium’s eyes flickered away from his for a moment, then he began to sulk. “I’m sorry.” 

“As punishment for your lack of gratitude, no hugging or cuddle time until you behave.” 

Sodium let go of Berkelium, no longer in the mood to help him stand. He went over to join 

Rubidium and the other Safaris gathering around the elevator doors. Berkelium stood there, 

devastated, then he recovered and turned to Kerta.  

“I still don’t trust you.” 

Kerta sighed. “Well… guess I’ll have to give you a reason to trust me then.” 

Berkelium frowned, looked Kerta up and down and just shook his head. “Don’t bother. I 

know a fake when I see one, Miss Chives.”  

Kerta glanced down, rubbing her arm. “What’s that supposed to mean?” 

“It means…” Berkelium squared his shoulders. “You say you’re here to help us. Okay. 

Fine. I accept that. You being my sahah’s Zentha?” Berkelium shook his head. “Even in friendship, 

both parties need to see the same thing. Be on the same page. Otherwise it won’t work. I said it 

before and I’ll say it again, Kerta. I don’t like your ties to Neptunium and I don’t think you’re 

worthy of being her Zentha.” 

Kerta stood still, starting at the ground, waiting for Berkelium to walk past her. She raised 

her gaze with a defensive look on her face and asked the man retreating behind her, “Is it because 

I have a gut?” Kerta glanced over her shoulder to look at him. “Is it because I’m a half-breed? Or 

is it more than that?” 

Berkelium froze. Once he recovered from the initial shock of hearing Kerta think he didn’t 

approve of her over her appearance, he turned around to study her. “What would your race, or 

body type have to do with what I think? I never said your outward appearance was why I didn’t 

approve of you.” 
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“Then why won’t you accept me? Your children like me, Rubidium and his wife like me, 

the other Safaris like me—so why don’t you?” 

Berkelium frowned. “You can fool them, but Griffin is assuring me in my spirit that you 

are not right with him or the other members of the Godhead. And although I think your love for 

my sahah is genuine, your intentions with her is not.” 

Kerta’s eye widened. “What… What are you implying?” 

Berkelium sighed and held his forehead in irritation. “Your infatuated with my sahah. 

Admit it. And I don’t mean in a cute admiration kind of way.” 

Kerta whirled around, fists clenched. “That is none of your business.” 

Berkelium arched an eyebrow. “Oh yes, it is. If she thinks you’re worthy to be her best 

friend and you’re having forbidden thoughts and desires for her, it surely is my business Kerta.” 

“What I feel for Neptunium is-” 

“Lust. Under the genuine, sincere non-sexual affection there is devil in secret. And is 

name—is Lust.” 

“No. It’s not lust.”  

Kerta lied, she didn’t mean to, she just said it without thinking. She was sexually attracted 

to Neptunium, but after seeing Neptunium weak, wounded and defeated in that cell back on Nexus, 

she realized confessing those feelings wasn’t going to help anything. She was frustrated, but she 

was also trying to put those feelings away so they could remain friends. At the same time, Kerta 

did not crave Neptunium for sexual pleasures, or believe loving a woman was wrong. She simply 

wanted to be with her, but that was impossible because Neptunium was married and not attracted 

to her. Despite these facts, Kerta couldn’t seem to stop how she was feeling towards the Safari. 

 “Yeah, right.” Berkelium clicked his tongue and turned his glare away. “Forget it. I’m not 

going to even go there with you. Know this much though. She’ll never return these feelings you 
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have, just so you know.” His jawline tensed at the thought. “And if you use Neptunium’s kindness 

as your little high to cope with it, I will personally get rid of you myself.” 

Kerta blinked once, then raised a slow eyebrow. “Are you threatening the one who saved 

you?” 

“I did.”  

Berkelium started to walk away, done with her. Kerta wasn’t done with him. She went after 

him, but kept a good amount of distance between them.  

“That’s not very Tryst-like of you.”  

Berkelium turned around without warning and Kerta bumped into him. He bowed his head 

and level his stern stare with her angry one. “Neither is yearning after a married woman who has 

children. Neither is being called her Zentha and keeping the truth about how you feel from her.” 

Kerta’s eye narrowed in anger and with a soft frustrated cry she shoved Berkelium back using the 

palms of her hands. “It’s not lust! I really do care about her so stop saying that! And even if I did 

want to act on these feelings sexually, they’re still genuine. You can be arsenokoitai1 and still not 

lust over someone Berkelium! Why do you make it sound like caring for someone of the same sex 

is evil?” 

Berkelium caught her wrist and lowered it down when he saw she was about to smack him. “Oh? 

So, you do see her sexually after all? Why did you lie about it? Afraid I’ll tell your precious Zentha 

the truth about who you are? Do not add words in my mouth. I said lusting after the same sex is 

wrong. You can care for someone as an arsenokoitai all day long, but the vice of arsenokoitai or 

any sexual corrupted lifestyle is an abomination unto Griffin and will always be the devils way of 

deceiving people.” 

“What does that even mean, Berkelium?” 

 
1 Arsenokoitai means “Homosexual in Greek. 
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Berkelium rolled his eyes and huffed in annoyance. The basics of spiritual warfare was 

obvious to a seasoned Christianós like him, but to a lost soul like Kerta was ludicrous. Berkelium 

knew due to that difference in understanding he needed to be slow to anger and have compassion 

on her, but it wasn’t easy. He was speaking to a person who was lusting after his sahah and didn’t 

feel sorry for her actions. That nicely ticked him off and his rising anger was driving the situation 

to a negative.  

“Kerta. The devils are literally the opposite of Griffin. If Griffin is love, they are hate. If 

Griffin says loving people purely is okay, Canicous will do the opposite automatically. He comes 

in a ray of light, appearing innocent and harmless at first, even going to the point of using Griffin’s 

own creation, word and terms against us, just out of context.” 

“And how would you know that? Are you and the Sodium fella more than just good 

friends?” Kerta growled, trying to take custody of her wrist, but Berkelium wasn’t having it. He 

held onto her, refusing to let her go. 

“Don’t confuse my pure Zen status with your corrupted one. As for how I know, I know 

because I read and test all things to see if they are of Griffin, or of the enemy. You on the other 

hand, I can tell do not read, or test anything. Who gave you this feeling you have for my sahah? 

Who is encouraging this “feeling”, Kerta? The word says to rebuke the very appearance of that 

which is evil. So, understand that no matter what you may think, or have convinced yourself of or 

what your society back home may think on these things, Griffin is the same yesterday, today and 

tomorrow. The Godhead thought of how sex and normal,” Berkelium emphasized the word on 

purpose and took pleasure in seeing Kerta flinch. “sexuality works.” 

Kerta wasn’t able to pry her wrist free, so she stood there, glaring up at Berkelium as he 

criticized her. 

“If that is true, then why create us to even harbor such feelings? I don’t believe in the whole 

Tanakh2, but I am aware of the basics. Didn’t it say somewhere that the Godhead knew us before 

 
2 Tanakh means “Bible” in Hebrew. 
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the womb?” Kerta shrugged. “Okay then. If Griffin is all-knowing and knew we would fail them 

because of vice, why did they give me these feelings to start with?” 

Berkelium was torn between laughing at Kerta’s ignorance or staring at her in amazement 

because of her lack of understanding in the Holy Scriptures.  

“Kerta that’s not how Griffin works. He knows all yes, but it’s called free will. He didn’t 

shove vice onto you. He is not evil, it is not His nature. He tells you what is evil and why to run 

from it. To say Griffin or any member of the Godhead made you evil would imply predestination 

in a negative context. Just because He’s in control and knows all, does not mean He sets people 

up for failure and some up for success. Although, it is true Tryst said the [lambs] who come to him 

are giving to him because his father directs them to him, you can’t just call that predestination the 

way I know many do.” 

“Is it not Griffin’s doing that I am the way I am?” 

Berkelium scowled, shaking his head in disgust at her. “You blame Griffin for your shortcomings 

and your vice, yet you don’t even serve him? How does that make any sense? I serve Him, not 

you. If anyone would have means to say these things, it would be me if I had the mindset like you 

did, but even if that was the case, Griffin is still not the villain. His path is never forced upon 

anyone. We are enticed and led astray by our own heart’s desires. Yet the desires of the heart, is 

infected by vice from the womb. Vice choose us, but we aren’t aware of it until the age of 

accountability, or if we are shown the truth and taught right from wrong. Then, we must choose 

whom to serve, just as Griffin told Bastoúni3. Good and evil is laid out before us, Kerta but we 

must choose whom we will call our master, or allow to rule over us. When you start looking at the 

whole [bible] in order, you will see it is so much more, than choosing to think it’s all predestined.” 

“It sounds like a scale system to me. Good over here, bad over there. I see no difference. 

It’s like a sick twisted game between Griffin and Canicous.” 

 
3 Bastoúni means “Cane” in Greek. 
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“You have to see that through Griffin’s eyes, not yours. For if you look at the entire Holy 

Scriptures through your perspective and with your understanding, you’ll fail, fall down and say 

Griffin is the biggest hypocrite you’ve ever seen. You speak on things you know nothing of.” 

Ignoring that jab, Kerta continued on with her rant, feeling like she needed to defend herself 

against him. “Griffin knows everything. So, he knew I would choose vice and like it and see 

nothing wrong with it and allows me to continue in it. See why I don’t serve him? He’s sick, 

twisted and a coward.” 

Berkelium sighed and shook his head. “No Kerta. He isn’t sick, twisted, or a coward. Listen 

to me closely. If the Godhead wanted same sex unity, bestiality, fornication, porn, immodesty, 

murder, rape, profane language and every other type of evil vice under the sun, then it would 

simply have been in the Garden from the start. But it wasn’t. Purity was there and it was called 

very good. What you think and what you feel for Neptunium, how you view the Godhead in 

general, I am telling you is not from them. The book of [Titus] explains to the reader that Griffin 

is not evil and cannot lie. The book of [James] tells the reader that Griffin will never tempt us with 

evil. Canicous however, is not Griffin. He isn’t interested in pure love, he just uses the same 

features of Griffin to lure people like you in and after the innocence fades, lust will come out. Vice 

is pleasing for a season, however long that season is before it comes back to bite you.” 

“That doesn’t make any sense to me…” Kerta muttered, looking down at the ground. 

“You’re making my head hurt and I’m not sure why.”  

Berkelium tugged Kerta closer to him, not in warmth, not in invitation, but in anger. 

“My words frustrate you and you cannot understand me because you are blind by your own 

carnal desires and too distracted by your emotions to see clearly, which is exactly what Canicous 

wants. Keep it up Kerta. When the season of pleasure is over in your life and Canicous comes to 

collect on you or possibly just kill you and take your soul to Hell you will really find out what real 

“hurt” is.” 

Kerta flinched at his words. “Stop it. I don’t want to talk about this anymore. This is my 

life, not yours, so keep your consecrated petty comments to yourself. I’m free to do as I please.” 
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Kerta jerked her wrist out of Berkelium’s hand and rubbed the area he gripped so hard. “You don’t 

know anything about me, but you say such condemning things to my face. You’re not my judge.” 

“I can make a righteous judgement and I can judge you by the fruits you bear. You think 

your fruit is fit to eat, but in reality, it’s not. All of your fruit is poisonous and rotten and you eat 

it daily, unaware that it’s slowly killing you. Canicous has you so steeped in deception you can’t 

properly separate the truth from a lie.” 

“Are you two coming up or what!?” Sodium yelled across the hanger bay, drawing their 

attention. “We are waiting on you Miss Chives! Berkelium, you too!” 

Berkelium and Kerta slowly curved their necks in the group’s direction. Everyone was 

there, from youngest to oldest and they were staring at them in silence, expecting one of them to 

move things along. 

“We will continue this later, Kerta.” 

Kerta crossed her arms and looked away with a hurt, wounded expression on her face. “I 

don’t want to talk about this. Not with you, not with anyone.” 

Berkelium shook his head and motioned at her to catch up. “Right now, you have a choice 

to tell everyone the truth, but if you do not, that is fine. Griffin will expose the vice sooner or later 

to his true children that are his.” 

Kerta scoffed, blinked rapidly and arched her neck back in shock. “Expose me to his true 

children? What in the name of Murk is that supposed to even mean?” 

“It means, if I were you, I would confess this to Neptunium before someone else figures it 

out and does it for you. Griffin talks to his children, to those who are willing to believe the word 

over what people say. He can still talk. He is the still small voice and if you think he will not let 

Neptunium in on what is going on, you are very mistaken.” 

Kerta glanced up at him, amazed that he didn’t offer to do it himself. “You’re not going to 

tell her?” 
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“Tell me what?” 

The two turned around to see Neptunium carrying a limp Lithium in her arms, curled up 

comfortably. Neptunium’s pale eyes darted between Kerta and her beloved sahe. The silence made 

her frown slightly, making her feel as if they were sheltering her from something she needed to 

know. “Tell me what?” She repeated, taking a step closer. 

Kerta cleared her throat while Berkelium smoothed out invisible wrinkles on his shirt.  

“Well, we were just talking about something personal concerning me. Right, Berkelium?”  

“Leave me out of this.” He spoke coldly as he continued to walk and partly limp towards 

the elevator. 

Now alone with her crush, Kerta winced as she watched the blind Safari in front of her, 

suddenly nervous.  

When Neptunium didn’t hear anymore chatter, she lifted her head slightly and spoke to 

Kerta again. “Do I have to wait until you’re ready to talk about it?” 

“That… would be nice.”  

Neptunium smiled softly. “That’s fine then. Just as long as you tell me.” Neptunium walked 

over to Kerta and then gently positioned Lithium to her back.  “There we go. Now come here. I’ve 

missed you so much.” 

Using one hand, Neptunium hugged Kerta’s arm tightly. They stood there a moment and 

Kerta looked up to admire how Lithium’s arms dangled over Neptunium’s shoulders and the 

ungraded expression on her face. Her snoring was somewhat loud, yet sounded so peaceful. Kerta 

smiled at the dozing Safari, then glanced back over at Neptunium.  

“You look like you want to ask me something. What is it?” 

“Can you guide me to the elevator please?” 
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“Of course!” Kerta responded in a fluster, feeling her heart racing in excitement from being 

so close to Neptunium. 

When they joined the large group by the elevator, there was total of 20 adults and 5 

children. Kerta calculated what rooms would be suitable for the Safaris who had families and the 

Safaris who had no families. Leaving Neptunium in the care of her friends, Kerta guided her guests 

in groups, taking so many into the elevator and up to the cabin floor.  

“Do you want to room together with our families?” Sodium asked Berkelium while they 

stood by, waiting for Kerta to return to the hanger bay. 

“Actually… I need some alone time. If you want to combine with my family feel free.” 

Sodium nodded and found where Berkelium’s children were standing. They were talking 

with some Safaris and appeared to be discussing the same options. 

“I want to sleep where Curium sleeps.” Uranium linked arms with his elder brother. 

“Brothers only.” 

Curium sighed and looked a little disappointed. “Well Onyx, you heard him. Guess I’m 

taken.”  

Onyx stroked his bushy beard, then nodded in understanding. “That’s all right. We can 

bond on Hyrim.” 

Onyx started to say something else, but stopped feeling Plutonium lean past his broad 

shoulder, glance hopefully between Ion and Rosarium. 

“Hello Rosarium. Can I sleep with you, Ion and Valine?”  

Sodium grinned hearing Plutonium squeal in delight when the former Esknee Warriors 

nodded gently in agreement. 

“Oh, thank you so much.” Plutonium reached out, and threw her arms around Rosarium in 

gratitude before stepping back and walking away. 
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“Are you sure about this?” Rosarium asking, taking her eyes off the optimistic youth and 

settling them on her Zentha. “You have been through so much, at this point I thought you would 

love some peace and quiet.” 

In the three years the Safaris had been slaves and experimented on, Valine managed to stay 

alive. It wasn’t easy and Potassium was sure she’d die at some point, but she didn’t. Her friends 

were happy she survived, for they had lost so many Esknee Warriors during the harsh testing and 

it was a wonder Valine, who was already disabled from warfare, pulled through.  

“Plutonium is like her mother. She is positive, optimistic and kind.” Valine closed her eyes, 

and winced as she tried to sit up. “Could one of you please help me up? I would do it myself, 

but…” Valine patted her left stub. “Sadly, I still am without a leg and I’m even weaker now after 

all that none sense Potassium put us all through.” 

“I will help her.” Rosarium held up her hand seeing her friends open their mouths and cut 

them off. “I am her Zentha. It is my sworn duty to help her.” 

Ion crossed her arms, and rolled her eyes. “Hey, we may not be her best friend, but we are 

still her friend and do not act like you are not hurting either. If you go down Rose, one of us-” Ion 

gestured between the group of male and female Esknee Warriors standing around in a circle. “will 

help Valine and you too if we have to. We’re all family at the end of day anyway, title or no titles. 

It’s in our heritage, in our blood. You can’t use that as your excuse to be around Valine all the 

time.” 

Rosarium cocked an eyebrow that was permanently slit in half eyebrow and grinned 

slightly. “I know. That’s why I’m going to take this opportunity while I am feeling good to help 

her. So there.” 

Rosarium went over to the matt Valine was resting on, and knelt down by her. She took a 

moment to assess the wounded woman, and couldn’t have but sadden at the sight of her. Valine’s 

short, spiky hair, that once was long, silky and radiant, was no longer bursting with vibrant color. 

The tests she underwent changed her physique, similar to everyone else’s. The drugs that Rosarium 

she knew were still in Valine’s system, had made her friend extremely lethargic, just like Lithium. 

Valine’s blue-red eye color and blue-red hair tinted hair had faded to the same greyscale pigment 
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like hers, and so many other victims of the lab experiments. Her skin tone remained the same, but 

she was missing hair in several places on her body. The barren spots with no hair revealed the 

smooth skin underneath, but there were sickly botches on the skin, making her complexion 

haunting to look at. 

“How are you feeling?” Rosarium leaned in and gently nuzzled Valine in greeting.  

“Tired. I am just so tired, Rose…” Valine quietly admitted, gently taking hold of 

Rosarium’s face with her wrapped hands. “I want to feel better. Do you really think Neptunium’s 

friend can help us? At most, just take us someplace where we can relax?” 

Rosarium carefully gathered Valine’s limp body into her arms and stood up with her extra 

slowly in fear that a sudden movement would overwhelm her senses. 

“I remember Kerta from the war. She was not pleasant back then, but it appears that she 

has changed. She came back for Neptunium. I’m sure of that much, but to find her in this situation 

must have been a real shock.” Rosarium pressed her forehead to Valine’s and smiled hearing her 

sigh. “We’re going to be fine. Weak, and wounded we are, but we out number Kerta so if she tries 

anything, I assure you we will defeat her. And if that happens, I am personally taking charge of 

the group, and taking command of this ship. If Kerta cannot help us then I will find us a sanctuary. 

I didn’t come this far to die. Our planet is in danger, we need to get better so we can do something 

about Potassium’s tyranny.” 

Valine chuckled, and nuzzled Rosarium’s cheek with her own. “You always were 

headstrong and commanding. I will let you oversee to my needs, but I overheard Ion and you need 

to share me. Sharing is caring.” 

Rosarium sighed, but nodded to show she heard and understood. 

“Depending on how many rooms are available, I may be sleeping with Rubidium’s group 

after all. Seems the younger ones all want to have certain people in their rooms.” 

Berkelium rolled his tired eyes and subconsciously rubbed at his sore leg. A lovely parting 

gift of a failed experiment that Berkelium would have to live with for the rest of his life. “In that 
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case, let’s sleep together with Rubidium and his family and let my children do whatever they’re 

planning to do.” 

Sodium smiled, glad to see that Berkelium had changed his mind. “Wait, what about our 

sahahs?” 

Berkelium crossed his arms, nodding at their approaching lovers. “They can do whatever 

they want. Neptunium missed Kerta and I am sure she wants to spend some quality time with her. 

Not to mention Lithium, who she was forced to hear suffer for three years straight. I’d imagine she 

would enjoy some quiet time alone with them.” 

Sodium waited for the women to come closer so he could ask them directly what their plans 

were. Sure enough, just as Berkelium suggested, Neptunium wanted to spend time with her 

Zenthas. Just as Sodium was going to encourage the three of them to bond, Berkelium interrupted 

him. 

“Careful ladies. You do not know where she has been. It might be safer to let Kerta sleep 

on the floor, or in another bed if it is possible.” Berkelium faked a smile. “Oh! Better yet, let the 

Kur sleep outside where she belongs.” 

Sodium stared at him, stunned he would say such a thing. Lithium had just woken up and 

heard the last bit of what Berkelium said and was quite lost in what was going on. She remined 

still on Neptunium’s back and kept her mouth shut, uneasy about putting herself into the 

conversation. Before anyone could correct him for his rude remarks, Berkelium limped off to the 

side to stand by himself, but made sure to keep a watchful eye on Kerta.  

Neptunium frowned at the stinging tone Berkelium used in his voice, knowing he was 

hinting at something. She let it go, turned to Kerta and offered her a warm smile. “Please overlook 

him. I think he is still sour over losing to Potassium and being held captive against his will for 

three years in a lab.” 

Kerta waved a hand, dismissing it. “It’s fine Neptunium.” 

“Miss Chives, I am so sorry.” Sodium bowed before Kerta.  
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“Like I told Neptunium. It’s okay. I’m used to being slandered.” 

Sodium straightened his posture and took a defensive stance as he crossed his arms. “Never 

settle for that. He knows better and should be more considerate of the situation he is in. He owes 

you his life and that hurts his pride I am sure, but now he is just taking this personal.” 

Kerta swallowed and Sodium arched an eyebrow hearing nervous laughter come out of her.  

“Don’t take it too personal everyone. I’m sure he has a reason to not like me.” Kerta rubbed 

at her neck and averted her eyes away from theirs. “I bet it’s a good one, so don’t stress over it. 

I’m fine. Really.” 

“No.” Sodium frowned. “You’re our rescuer and helped us escape from Potassium. You 

have our gratitude and everyone else here, except for his. I’m sorry for that, I will try talking some 

sense into him.”  

Sodium walked up to Neptunium so he could rub noses with Lithium. 

“Hello my precious one. It’s good to see you awake and not acting completely crazed. How 

you feeling?” 

Lithium lifted a heavy head and groggily rubbed the tip of her nose against his. “Like I 

want to kill and not stop… I know it’s the effects from his drugs and testing and trust me, it’s not 

a nice feeling to have.” Lithium lowered her head down and Sodium watched her hide her vein 

strained face into Neptunium’s hair. “I… don’t feel in control of my emotions, or my actions. 

I’m… scared. I’m scared of what I might do to myself, to anyone here. It’s taking a lot to even talk 

properly, much less remain calm.” 

Sodium’s gaze saddened and he felt his heart twist within him seeing his sahah suffer so. 

“It’s that bad?” 

Lithium shuddered from the cold of the hanger bay and from what she perceived as 

withdraw effects of the drugs.  
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“Yes.” She whispered, wrapping her arms more securely around Neptunium’s neck. “It’s 

that bad. You should probably tie me down and leave me in a dark room somewhere for your own 

safety.”  

Sodium reached out and rubbed Lithium back cautiously, wanting to sooth her distress. 

“We will do no such thing. We’re being moved to another floor and we will see to your 

needs my love. Whether it comes from me, Miss Chives, or your Zentha. We’re here for you. 

You’re safe.” 

Lithium trembled again, almost fearing their freedom was limited and Potassium would 

find them and cage them again. She whimpered without realizing it and released a shaky sigh of 

distress. 

“I don’t feel safe, Sodium.”  

Neptunium turned her head and with a light jerk of her head, forced her hair to spill over 

one shoulder. With her hair out of the way, she bumped her forehead against Lithium’s, knowing 

Lithium would welcome the comfort.  

“Don’t worry Lithium. I’m sure the High Priests on Hyrim can help us and find a way to 

get you to feel like your old self again.” Neptunium found Kerta’s face and smiled at her. “Right 

Kerta? They will be able to fix us, won’t they? You said they would.” 

Kerta laughed awkwardly again and all three Safaris noticed.  

“Yes. That’s right.” She assured them with a quick nod of the head. “But understand the 

High Priests are like celebrities in the south and enemies of the north. Trying to get an audience 

with them is difficult. But don’t worry, I know a High Priest and I’ll be able to get you all the help 

you deserve. Now…” Trailing off, Kerta started for the front of the elevator. “Let’s get everyone 

in a room.” She placed her hand on the keypad and pressed the button to summon down the 

elevator. “Let’s start with the families and those who want to stay with them.” 

One by one, Kerta sorted the Safaris and showed them where their cabins were. There were 

showers and basic necessities in each cabin. Towels, tooth brushes, combs, bathrobes and of course 
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a den area where the Safaris could lounge and relax. Curium and Uranium were very happy with 

their lodging and appreciated that Kerta took time to show them where everything was at and also 

give them a brief orientation of the ship. 

“Have you been doing this for every Safari and Safari family?” Uranium asked, going over 

to sit down on the plushy mattress.  

“Yes.” Kerta muttered, holding back the urge to yawn. “I have. It’s only right that everyone 

knows my ship, where to go, where to not go.” 

Uranium tilted his head and smiled at his new Sonar. “You have a troubled heart, but I 

admire how you are so generous and kind to us. People you don’t even know.” 

Kerta returned the smile and found herself softening as she gazed at Uranium.  

‘He looks like his mother, but has Berkelium’s hair style. Slightly. Curium on the other 

hand looks identical to his father…’ Kerta glanced at Curium, admiring him for a moment. ‘She 

has such lovely children. She clearly prefers the opposite sex, but I can’t help but want this setting 

for myself with her.’ Kerta blinked, snapping out of her fantasy of being Neptunium’s significant 

other. ‘No, no. Kerta, no. I can’t afford to ruin my friendship with her.’ 

“Are you all right?” Both brothers asked.  

“I-I’m fine. Just a little tired.” Kerta started to walk backwards towards the door. “I need 

to go get your sister and her group situated now. After everyone is safely in a cabin, I’ll cook 

something juicy for all of you.” 

At the mention of food, the two perked up and looked at Kerta with anticipation. 

“Food would be great.” Uranium glanced over at Curium. “When is the last time we had 

whole solid, good food brother?” 

“Three years. Sonar Kerta. Please feed us real food, I beg you.” 

Kerta motioned at the men to calm down. “Easy. I’ll make sure I make something worthy 

of Safari taste buds. Wait for me please. I’ll make an announcement over the intercom and ask 
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everyone to come to Deck 3 where the dining hall is located. When we stop at a space station to 

refuel, I’ll see about getting everyone clothes.” 

The Safaris looked at each other, then at their Sonar with arched eyebrows. 

“You’re going to buy us clothes?” Curium pointed at himself, then at Uranium. “Truly?” 

“Yes.” Kerta nodded. “You can’t walk around on Hyrim in those mangy lab suits. People 

will think I brought in slaves or something and that’s never a good thing unless I am a Slaver by 

trade, you know? We’ll draw attention and we don’t need that.” 

“But how will you afford to buy everyone on this ship clothes?” 

Kerta patted her belt where her money pouch was located and couldn’t help but smirk when 

she saw their eyes follow her hand to it. “Oh, don’t worry. I have more than enough money to 

supply everything on this trip, including your needs.” Kerta grinned. “I never leave home 

unprepared.” 

Uranium got off the bed and went over to hug Kerta. He embraced her from the front, while 

Curium hugged her from behind. The sudden fondness they gave her caught Kerta off guard and 

she stood there frozen in shock for several seconds. 

“You’re going to be a great Sonar. I can tell.” Uranium whispered, nuzzling under Kerta’s 

chin.  

“Oh. You think so?” She slowly raised her hands and placed them on Uranium’s back. 

“Because I never planned on being a role model of any kind. I wouldn’t get your hopes up just 

yet… you two don’t know me, or my past.” 

“So?” Curium let go of Kerta and came to stand in front of her and Uranium. “If mother 

felt she could trust you as her Zentha and assign you as our third mother, you shouldn’t take that 

lightly, Sonar Kerta. You don’t know anything about us.” Curium gave Kerta a lopsided smile. 

“Not yet. But you will. I have a feeling as we travel and get our bearings on Hyrim, you will be 

amazed how much we will warm up to you.” 
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Kerta chuckled softly and gently wiggled herself out of Curium’s hold. “Looking forward 

it then. I should um… get back to moving the others into cabins.” 

Uranium re-took his spot on the bed and kicked his legs back and forth like a child. “Okay! 

We’ll be here if you need us, Sonar Kerta.” 

Kerta resumed her walk for the door. “Good to know. Enjoy your cabin and remember if 

you need me, press the green button on the door panel and it will go directly to the captain’s cabin.” 

Curium and Uranium nodded to show they understood, then they gradually made their way 

into the bathroom, desperate to take a hot, warm bath, shower, or both. They didn’t care just as 

long as they could soak their sore muscles and lather bodies that were in desperate need of a   

cleanse. 

 

… 

 

Once Kerta had gotten every Safari assigned to their cabins, the only people who remained 

down in the Hanger Bay was Neptunium and Lithium. Although the women could have shared a 

cabin with Plutonium and her group, they decided to stay with Kerta. When Kerta came down to 

the Hanger Bay, she was ready to lay down and sleep, but she pushed through her exhaustion for 

the sake of her guests. They were hungry and the children looked very miserable because they 

hadn’t eaten yet. Kerta was going to cook for them after she took Neptunium and Lithium to her 

cabin, but after their bellies were full, she was going to bed, in her cabin, on the floor.  

There was only one bed in the captain’s cabin and Kerta didn’t want the weakened Safaris 

to be uncomfortable. She grew up on Hyrim, joined temples and lived the high life of a typical 

tyrant in her past. What was sleeping on floor, compared to days in a frozen wasteland, waiting for 

a caravan to raid? Or a Proxy attack that required a whole army to defeat? It was Kerta’s pride that 

had a problem with it. Had Berkelium not suggested she sleep on the floor, she wouldn’t have 

thought anything of it. 
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“Are you all right?” Lithium asked, picking up on Kerta’s agitation. “You seem… upset 

about something.” 

Kerta had her back to the women and stood perfectly still in front of the sliding doors of 

the elevator, eager to move things along.  

“I’m fine. Just a little tired.” 

“Would you like someone to aid you around the ship?” Lithium suggested softly. “Our 

people are not rookies at these sorts of things. In fact, Berkelium is a professional shipmaster. He 

could help you.” 

Kerta turned her around just enough so she could make eye contact with Lithium. “Thank 

you, but I work better on my own.” 

Neptunium stood beside Lithium and had her arm linked with hers. She observed the 

conversation, listening closely to everything being said. 

“All right. If you find yourself needing help, please don’t hesitate to call on someone here 

Kerta. You did… save us.” Lithium took a slow breath, then released it a moment later. “We’re 

not weak people, but Potassium’s experiments weakened us and it’s hard for me personally to 

receive help from outsiders.” Lithium looked down at the floor. “Especially from a person who 

was our enemy during the war and is taking us to the very planet we fought so hard against to keep 

our freedom.” Lithium sighed again. “Yet our real war was within our own community and now… 

look at us. We’re just fragments of who we once were.” 

Kerta turned around, hand on her hips. “That may be true, but once you all recover from 

this, who knows? Maybe you can find a means to retake Nexus and bring that Potassium jerk to 

justice. There’s still Safaris on that planet, enslaved to him, right?” 

The women nodded. 

“Okay. More than enough reason to get better and figure out a new plan.” 
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“I sent my son away, in hopes that he would find help and return to Nexus with an army. 

Does that count?”  

Kerta stared at Lithium for a moment, unsure of what to think of that.  

“You sent… your son away into the voids of space, by himself and just happened to believe 

he would make contact with the right people, at the right place, at the right time and somehow, 

bring back a force strong enough to stop Potassium?” 

Lithium flinched at the degrading tone Kerta used. “I didn’t just do it for that purpose. I 

sent him away to save him from what was happening on Nexus.” 

Kerta frowned. “I understand why you did it, but you do realize he could run into something 

worse out there, right?” Kerta rolled her eyes. “It’s space and Parru isn’t a small solar system like 

Metallix is. Granted, both are massive in their own ways, but the odds are bigger in Parru. I’m not 

so sure I would have sent my kid off by himself and expect amazing results in the future. No 

offense…” 

Lithium held her forehead, suddenly dizzy at the thought of her only child being in harm’s 

way. 

“It didn’t occur to me at the time, okay? I was desperate to get him off the planet and far 

away from that horrible man I once called my friend.” 

Kerta opened her mouth, wanting to say more, but the elevator dinged, cutting her off. The 

three women stepped out and into a narrow hallway. Kerta sighed as she rubbed her neck. “Sorry 

that I criticized your thought process. You were probably scared for your son’s life.” 

Lithium mumbled, “He was the only child I had that survived. Of course, I was frantic. so 

was his father.”  

Neptunium saddened and held onto her friend’s arm. Kerta turned back around to give her 

entire attention to Lithium. She hugged the women, then motioned at them to follow her the 

captain’s cabin.  
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“Hold on. I need to unlock the door.” 

Lithium right eyebrow furrowed slightly in puzzlement. “You have security codes for all 

the cabins on the ship? Or just this one?” 

Kerta entered the passcode on the terminal, then stepped back, expecting the light to turn 

green. “Just the captain cabin. All valuables and documents of importance are in my room.” 

The A.I. of Kerta’s ship, PIT, spoke in a kind, polite voice through the terminal’s speaker 

box. “Identification rejected. Please re-enter your passcode and try again.” 

“What?” Kerta frowned, getting flustered since she was embarrassing herself in front of 

her crush and Lithium. “All right then. PIT, activate voice identification. It’s me, Kerta.” 

PIT beeped and responded in a sorry tone, “Voice analysis failed. Host of ship is no longer 

Kerta Chives. Please send a consultation message to the new owner of the ship to request a reset.” 

“What?” Kerta glared at the terminal and for a second in the screen of the metal, she saw 

Klopí with a wry grin staring back at her. “Ugh. Raja Klopí.” Kerta held her forehead and sighed. 

“Not now. I’m working.” 

“Who?” Neptunium tapped her chin and tilted her head. “Who did you say?” 

“Don’t worry about it. Just a minor technical malfunction.” Kerta frowned, exhaled loudly 

and cracked her knuckles. “That’s okay. I’ll just execute Plan B.” 

Lithium arched an eyebrow. “What’s Plan-” 

Lithium caught her words when she noticed Kerta holding onto both sides of the door. 

Seeing Kerta’s fingers grip so tightly into the metal that it bent under the pounds of pressure and 

flexing without strain surprised her. Kerta flexed her muscles so hard, Neptunium and Lithium 

saw the veins bulge under her clothes, especially the sleeves and neckline. Before either Safari 

could ask Kerta what she was doing, they found themselves mute and watching with wide eyes as 

Kerta thrust her palms forward and slammed them on the door panels. With a loud grunt, Kerta 

forced the panels to slide apart. It didn’t take her long to do it and when she had successfully 



Artzenin Eklektós 

28 

 

opened the door, she stepped back and turned to the women standing beside her. With a lazy grin 

on her face, Kerta politely gestured at the doorway. 

“After you two.” 

Neptunium covered her mouth and she stared at Kerta, impressed with what she had just 

heard. Lithium was caught off guard and strangely impressed with Kerta’s strength.  

“Kerta.” Neptunium smiled. “That was… dynamic of you.” 

Kerta blushed and quickly shuffled further away. “Big muscles run in my family.” 

Thinking about her roots left a sour taste in Kerta’s mouth. She winced and waved at the 

air idly. “At least… one side of my family.” 

“You’re a half-breed?” Lithium asked, allowing Neptunium to enter the cabin first. 

“Yeah. My parents weren’t traditional at all. A unwanted child hurt their lifestyles. The 

only reason they settled in the Clemall4 of Kivó̱tio is because my mother didn’t want to travel 

while pregnant. Neither my mother or my father wanted a kid. They dropped me off at the 

orphanage in Ekrand the moment I was weaned, and I haven’t heard or seen them since. The most 

they did was sign a birth certificate and name me.” 

Lithium entered the cabin, excepting Kerta to join them. When she saw that Kerta didn’t 

come inside, Lithium turned around and motioned at her to come closer, but to her shock Kerta 

shook her head and remained on the other side. 

“I need to work on the terminal, then get dinner started. You two get comfy and enjoy each 

other.” 

“Then will you come rest? I know you’re tired, Kerta.” Neptunium asked from her position 

on the couch. 

 
4 A Clemall on Hyrim is a heavily fortified place that has tall walls built around the city to keep attacks, and invaders 

out. These walls can be built out of wood, brick, stone, and other hard substances builders can find to enhance the 

durability of the walls. 
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“Aye.” Kerta started for the elevator again. “Just stay inside and if you need me, press the 

green button on the terminal inside the cabin.” 

Before either woman could say anything back, Kerta entered the elevator. The doors shut 

quickly and she went to Deck 3 to prepare a feast for her guests.  

“PIT, turn on the lights for Deck 3 and the storage rooms.” 

PIT started to beep and confirm the command, but the next tone told Kerta her request was 

declined. Again. 

“Negative. I am unable to execute domestic and formal orders on behalf of operator Kerta 

Chives. Please contact the new owner of the ship to issue a reset of my programming.” 

Kerta sighed and threw her arms up in annoyance. “Guess I’ll have to turn them on 

manually then, won’t I?” 

“I apologize for the inconvenience.” 

“It’s not your fault PIT. I will see to it.” 

Kerta went over to the control panel in the kitchen and unlocked it to search for the switches 

for Deck 3. She reached for the first five switches, but when she turned them on, she watched them 

switch back into off mode. She snarled as she punched the switches angrily. 

“Klopí quit that!” 

She heard a giggle and out popped Klopí from the control panel. She was small at first, 

then grew to a normal height. Klopí posed seductively since she especially wore barely any fitting 

clothes for Kerta to take notice. Kerta screamed in frustration and instinctively pulled out of the 

aprons from the rack back the panel box and threw it at her.  

“Wear some clothes!” 

“But I thought you liked girls!” Klopí scoffed and flicked her hair. “Since Pornera wasn’t 

working out for you I thought I would.” She quickly changed the subject as she covered herself 
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with the apron. “Just look at me.” She exhibited her left arm covered in gold. “From all the 

offerings this month I decided to change my arm into gold to show off my wealth.” 

Kerta stared and hesitantly opened her mouth. “I don’t understand why you used your 

power to change your arm to gold. You can’t use it, you’re a spirit.” 

“So?” Klopí cackled. “It’s still fun to show it off.” She spun to flaunt her gold accents in 

her hair. “Next I’m going to turn my leg or maybe even make my stomach have teeth so it can grin 

with me.” 

Kerta shuddered and fought back the urge to gag. “That’s terrifying, Klopí.” 

“You wanted a gold beast tattooed on your arm before and another one of a monster with 

teeth eating a whole through your stomach once upon a time. Which there’s nothing wrong with 

that. It is quite the viceful thing to flaunt, I commend you for marking your temple.” 

Kerta held up a hand, cutting the Raja off. “That is significantly different to a mouthed 

stomach.” She shook her head and sighed. “And I no longer desire a tattoo.” 

Klopí frowned. “And why not?” 

Kerta crossed her arms and gave Klopí a pointed look. “I became a Sonar. A third mother 

of three lovely Safaris my Zentha entrusted to me along with Lithium. Neptunium  nestnes tattoos 

and follows Griffin’s laws, so naturally I must upkeep that creed whether I am in agreement with 

it or not.” 

Klopí rolled her eyes. “Lovely.”   

Kerta cleared her throat, wanting to change the subject. “Since you’re here. I have a 

question for you.” 

Klopí grinned. “Yes?” 

“Why did you twist your face yesterday when I laid down to go to sleep between 

Neptunium and Lithium?” 
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“Because I wanted to scare you.” 

Kerta glowered and squinted her eye. “But why? It haunted me all night. I didn’t like it.” 

Klopí rolled her eyes. “Too bad. I’m a Raja and I make it a point to bother and torment you 

as I please. Whether that is acting nice to you or showing you my true colors.” 

“True… colors?” That bothered Kerta. Leaning in a little, she cocked her head at her Raja. 

“What are your true colors, Klopí?” 

Klopí’s smile faded and her eyes locked onto her. Kerta was confused until she saw black 

liquid drip down from Klopí’s hair into her face.  

Klopí was unphased by Kerta’s reaction to her new appearance. She giggled and tilted her 

head and when she spoke her voice sounded inhumane. “Why tell you now and ruin the surprise? 

Wouldn’t you like to wait and find out when we meet on the other side together?”  

“You mean the afterlife?” Kerta felt her chest getting heavy from how she began to 

frantically breathe, stepping back at Klopí distorted her neck as she sauntered closer. Kerta 

scrambled away and in a frantic attempt to keep the distance between them she began to throw the 

cylinders that held utensils and other kitchen items on the floor. Wooden utensils, metal tools 

clattered and clanged across Klopí’s feet. She merely stepped over the sharp objects and blades, 

disturbing Kerta more by how she was bleeding by the soles of her feet yet still pranced over them 

intentionally and laughed about it as well. 

“Don’t worry Kerta. You’ll see more than this from me soon enough when you die and 

meet me in-” 

“Ana Kerta?” 

Kerta whirled around and blinked, seeking to find the owner of the voice. Her eyes were 

welled up with tears for the startle. “What? W-Who’s there?” 
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A small Safari boy with a wooden spoon swinging at his side came in. Pretty fluffy pastel 

pink hair that looked like candy and murky brown eyes that were concerned and curious as to why 

she was crying. “Ana, why are you crying? Did you have a bad dream?” 

“Oh, it’s…” the breath she was holding released as her strength to stand departed as well. 

She crumbled to the floor and gasped for air. “It’s just you Ozone.”  

Ozone nodded and then said something that made Kerta’s eyes widen.  

“Who’s that scary lady behind you? Is she… hurting you?” 

Klopí scoffed, highly annoyed Ozone could see her. But where he was a child and was 

innocent, she wasn’t surprised Ozone was able to pick up on her presence. Not about to allow him 

to expose her for who she truly was, she phased out of existence, leaving Kerta be. 

“Oh. She ran away. She’s a coward then.” 

“You could see her Ozone?” 

Ozone nodded. “Yes, I see mean women and men like that when I sleep or when someone 

is doing something bad to someone else.”  

“Oh.” Kerta didn’t really believed him or was convinced about the extra information he 

said, but humored him with a fake smile. “Wow you must be really strong.” 

“It’s Griffin that’s strong. Not me. Those kinds of bad spirits linger around certain people 

when they know you are theirs. If you don’t get rid of your vice soon, one day she will really eat 

you. You aren’t saved or a child of Griffin so they can legally assault you.” 

Kerta sniffed and wiped her tears away as she stood up. “There’s that name again.” Kerta 

rubbed her neck and gave Ozone a cautious glance, then quickly averted her eyes away from his. 

“Listen… I need to get dinner ready. I’m okay now. Really.” 

Ozone made a show of glancing around the room, then looked up at his rescuer. “I can help 

you cook. I am good chef. My father told me to come in here and help you.” 
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“Oh.” She blinked. “Rubidium asked you to come help me. That’s kind of him.” 

“No. My spiritual father Griffin told me to.” 

Kerta didn’t want to go there so she just smiled and thanked him for coming. Ozone 

followed after her when he noticed she was speeding her pace. “Do you not like Griffin?” 

“Not really.” 

“Why? Is it because Une Berkelium insulted you? I’m sorry he didn’t show Griffin’s love 

back there. He should know better.”  

“You said you could cook, right?” Kerta entered the kitchen, doing her best to avoid the 

topic. “We have more than enough food. Please listen to my orders and we will be able to get this 

done quickly.” 

She shoved the vegetables in his hands and he blinked, slowly watching her slam cupboard 

doors and carelessly drop things onto the counter as he took his time to chop an herb trunk.  

“Griffin does not hate you, Kerta. But He cannot protect you if you don’t choose Him. If 

you expect Him to just deliver you and shout at you all the time that’s him being a controlling 

father and not an understanding one. He wants you, but he cannot claim you if you don’t claim 

him.” 

“Ozone, please!” She slammed her knife into the cutting board and Ozone flinched, 

watching her composure. Taking a deep breath, Kerta spoke using a much softer voice. “Please 

stop talking about Griffin.” 

Ozone spoke softly back to her as well, not wanting anyone to hear him. “Why will you 

give your life to a person that finds it fun to hurt you?” 

Kerta’s eye widened and she stared at the herbs she wantonly listened to the reason in his 

logic. Her breath quaked and she found herself crying again. She dropped her head into her hands 

and sobbed, hating that Ozone saw her do this. Ozone moved a stool over to her side so he could 

scale it and be tall enough to hug her.  
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“Is the money and people that only love what you can give them worth it? If so, I will 

understand and I won’t ask again. But please understand that it makes no sense to love someone 

that would want you to die alone, not care about the choices you make and then turn around and 

scare you.” 

Kerta Lifted her tear stained face out of her hands and gazed at Ozone in fear and alarm. 

“What am I supposed to do, Ozone? My entire life was put into this path I chose for myself.” 

“I realize that, but why did you turn to the life of vice Kerta?.” 

“I chose the Ragas and Rajas because no one took time to try and help me when I asked 

for it. Or they sneered at my questions concerning certain topics in the [bible]. I did ask people, 

trying to understand what vice was and why it was wrong to begin with. All the so-called holy 

people on my planet turned me away and mocked me to my face.” Kerta rubbed her eyes, trying 

to make herself stop crying. “I couldn’t go to a High Priest, I didn’t know the route when I was 

younger, but the Geokiins they sent to my area didn’t even to try and save me from this stupid 

conviction! They just looked at my clothes, saw my tattoos and dismissed me.” 

Ozone tilted his head to the side, fascinated at a new term he had never heard before. 

“Kerta, what is a Geokiin?” 

Kerta sniffed, feeling herself start to calm down. “The spiritual law of the land in the south 

on Hyrim. Geokiins are trained in all ways of the Holy Scriptures.” 

“How so?” 

“They are taught spiritual warfare, the Torah and other things about the [bible] I don’t quite 

understand myself, but a Geokiin would understand. Geokiins are ordained men and women of 

Griffin. It’s literally their job to teach the citizens about Griffin—but when I was younger and one 

came to my area he… Ozone he just told me I was too lost and there was nothing he could do for 

me.” 

Ozone helped Kerta stand up and dusted her off. “That’s awful. He was a bad Geokiin then. 

I don’t believe every Geokiin is like that, you just have to find the right ones.” 
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“Yes… I suppose he was a bad Geokiin. I’m not sure if I would ever find a Geokiin I could 

get along with, though. I’m not exactly the best company when it comes to these sorts of things, 

Ozone.” 

Ozone smiled warmly up at the distressed woman and gave her tummy a fond pat. “I 

noticed, but I still think you’re a nice person Kerta. Let’s make that food together. Maybe after 

eating yourself you’ll feel better!” 

Kerta smiled and blinked the remainder of tears from her eyes. “Okay. Thank you for 

listening to my story, Ozone. That was very kind of you.” 

Ozone nodded. “You’re welcome Kerta.” 

Ozone waited for Kerta to freshen up and watched her wash her face in the sink, sanitized 

her hands. She turned to him and smiled faintly.  

“I’m ready to cook now.” 

“Good. I am too!”  

They gathered the supplies they needed out of the storage room and together, they began 

to prepare the food. Kerta looked over from where she was standing and watched Ozone as he 

poured vegetables into the boiling pot on the stove top and began to reduce the meat stock in the 

sizzling surface. She was so distracted in her thoughts, she forgot to keep chopping the stocks on 

her cutting board. Kerta’s puffy eye saddened and she found herself wondering if she could be as 

happy as Ozone. As she continued to gaze at the humming child beside her, she accidently sliced 

her finger. Kerta cried out from pain and Ozone gasped in surprise when he saw the blood running 

from her finger. 

“Are you all right?” 

Kerta nodded. “Yes. Not the first time I’ve done something so careless.” Kerta sighed, 

struggling to think straight.  “Ozone, throw these vegetables on the cutting board away. My blood 

got all over it and it’s not good to eat anything. Clean the cutting board in the water basin using 

and then go back to doing what you were doing. I need to find a cloth and mend my cut.” 
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Ozone gave Kerta a thumbs up. “I understand.” 

Kerta laid her knife down and quietly retreated to the back office in the kitchen that 

contained a medical kit. She cleaned the cut, applied the rubbing alcohol to the area and made sure 

to coat the wound with antibiotic ointment. Kerta wrapped her finger and exited the office, 

expecting to see Ozone struggling to keep up with the labor. To her shock, he was managing each 

station effectively and efficiently. Not only had he cleaned the cutting board that she asked him to 

do, he had also wiped down the prep area and sorted the food per group on the counters behind 

him. 

“Kerta, you seem tired.” 

Kerta took a small breath and nodded reluctantly as she went to go stand by him. “Yes.” 

She agreed softly, picking up a wooden spoon. “I am. But I can’t sleep right now, I need to-” 

“Rest. You need to rest.” 

Ozone cautiously pried the wooden spoon from her hand and tugged her gently away from 

the stoves. “Come, come. You sit down and wait. I know what I’m doing and the safety precautions 

in the kitchen. I’ll be fine.” 

Ozone guided Kerta out of the kitchen and into the dining hall. He helped her sit her down 

at a round table so he could continue cooking without worrying about her. Kerta watched him 

saunter off, then got comfortable at the round table.  

“I’ll just close my eyes for a few minutes…” Kerta muttered, resting her elbows on the 

table and lowering her head into the pit of her arms. Her breathing pattern deepened and after a 

few seconds passed, Kerta nodded off, unable to stay awake any longer. 
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Kerta was snoring, completely in bliss and unaware that she had fallen asleep at the round 

table.  

“Kerta.” Ozone shook her shoulder and didn’t stop until he saw Kerta lift her head out of 

her arms. “Wake up.”  

“Huh? What?” Kerta blinked the sleep out of eyes and looked around the room to see all 

the Safaris in the dining hall. “Oh no. How long have I been asleep?” 

Ozone smiled as he offered her a basket with assorted dishes. “A couple hours. I let you 

rest, even after I called everyone to eat and had my father move to a table near the window so you 

could continue to sleep in peace.”  Ozone set the basket on the table, pleased with himself. “Look. 

I made round loaves, garden morsel glossed in dew drops and a lot of hot meaty stock for the 

others. They’re very pleased with their meals. I hope you will be too.”  

“You made all this? By yourself?” Kerta reached into the basket and took up a loaf of 

steamy bread. She bit into it and sighed tasting the milky honey texture of the bread. 

“That’s not all I made. I saved the best portion of the main course for you Kerta.” Ozone 

left Kerta momentarily. He came to the round table again with a large pot he had firmly gripped 

by the handles in his mitten gloved hands, then left again to go bring her a plate and utensils to eat 

with. 

“Here. This should fill you real nice.” Ozone served Kerta large chunks of seasoned meat 

and smiled seeing her reach for the plate. 

“Thank you, Ozone. I appreciate this. I’ve never been… served before.” 

Ozone grinned. “Never ever?” 
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Kerta shook her head. “Never ever. This is first for me. Thank you. It smells and looks 

better than what I had planned. I can’t wait to eat it.” 

While Kerta stuffed herself, Ozone went around to each round table, asking if they needed 

anything to drink, or more food brought to them. Kerta ate everything in the basket and the pot of 

meat. She saw Neptunium eating with her friends and family and even though she wanted to get 

up and go talk to the Safaris, Kerta was content on just observing them. Berkelium made eye 

contact with her once, but as quickly as their gazes met, they quickly found other people to look 

at. 

“Oh. Not this again.” Kerta put down her fork and knife and held her head, knowing the 

feeling she felt building up in her chest wasn’t from herself or from her Raja. It was the same exact 

sensation she experienced on the flight over to Nexus. Kerta knew it was conviction and where it 

was coming from.  

“I can’t just seduce them or get drunk. Well no. That’s not true. I can, but…” Kerta’s eye 

trailed across the dining hall and found Neptunium again. Instantly, she felt guilt overwhelm her 

senses to the point that if Kerta remained still, she knew she would scream. 

“Dishes. I’ll distract myself by cleaning up.” 

Kerta drowsily stood up and staggered forward slightly and caught sight of Ozone leading 

a small group of Safaris into the kitchen. She froze.  

“Wait. Are they cleaning up?” Kerta groaned. “No, no. I was going to do that.” Kerta 

gradually made her way into the kitchen and sure enough, she saw Ozone and those he brought 

with him, picking up dirty dishes and putting the food away. 

“Ozone, you don’t have to. I was going to do it.” 

“Nonsense.” Ion cheerfully remarked, looking up from the sink of soapy, fresh water. “We 

are so grateful for what you’ve done for us. Let us help you clean up dinner at least.” 

Kerta opened her mouth, but closed her mouth feeling a firm hand slap down on her 

shoulder. She looked over and blinked at the Safari beaming down at her.  
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“Um. Hi?” 

Rosarium chuckled and moved her hand off Kerta’s shoulder. “Don’t think we didn’t see 

you passed out all alone Miss Chives. Go relax somewhere. This ship is pretty big, so I’m sure you 

can find something to do. Just make sure you take some time to rest properly. I’m assuming Hyrim 

is going to take a lot energy out of us and you, so do take care of yourself.” 

“But I-” 

“No.” Rosarium dipped her head down, pecked Kerta softly on the forehead and leaned 

back just in time to catch Kerta blush. “You are not working more than necessary. We may be 

weak, but we’re not helpless.” 

Kerta’s hand subconsciously went up and touched the spot Rosarium kissed, unsure of what 

to think of the affection. She wasn’t against it, but she surely wasn’t expecting it from a Safari she 

had no relationship with either.  

“Why did you… kiss me?” 

Rosarium rolled her sleeves up and arched the eyebrow with the scar line down the middle. 

“In our culture expressing pure affection is normal and doesn’t know a stranger. Would you like 

me to stop?” 

Kerta didn’t know what to do, or how to feel. There were suddenly so many changes that 

she was going through and she had no way of dealing with any of them. 

“No, no. It’s… fine.”  

“We got things here. Why not go to your cabin and relax a bit Miss Chives?” 

Ion suggested, putting her arms into the sink and ready to start scrubbing the dishes. 

“Maybe I will. I’m not really feeling well.” 

Ozone glanced up from the counter he was wiping down and frowned. “Did the food not 

sit well with you.” 
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Kerta chuckled and rubbed her stomach to show Ozone she was content. “No, the food was 

delicious and didn’t bother me. It’s more of a personal issue I’m dealing with and I think all this 

thinking just has me stressed out.”  

Kerta couldn’t run, she couldn’t escape the conviction and she knew it was pointless to try. 

Defeated and weary, Kerta quietly exited the kitchen and made her way to the elevator to retire to 

her cabin, unaware that several Safaris stopped eating or talking and watched her wander off. 

 She entered the elevator and rested her backside along the wall and tipped her head back 

to think. Kerta hadn’t know the Safaris that long, but from the time she rescued them, to now, this 

much became clear to her. Their lives were in her hands, reflected on the words that some said to 

her and finally realized they were saying what they did because they wanted to trust her and also 

cared about her. Not just physically, but spiritually as well. The elevator reached her floor and she 

stepped out into the narrow hallway and kept walking until she came to her cabin. The doors were 

still broken. She had forgotten she needed to fix the terminal Klopí had messed up. Sighing, Kerta 

went into the cabin. She waited for a few moments to see if the silence would be her only company 

before sliding against the wall near her bed, onto her haunches and pressing her forehead into her 

knees.  

“Griffin, I know you exist.” She muttered softly under her breath. “I know because you’re 

the only Theós in existence that makes the Rajas and Ragas mad. No other name is so widely 

debated and fought against in the entire universe.” Kerta rolled her head back and pressed it against 

the wall that held her. “But you can’t possibly have a purpose for me anymore, right? Not after I 

spent far more than a good lifetime messing up and pleasing my flesh, right?” Kerta plucked idly 

at her fingernails as she continued. “I wasted all of my chances. Plus, after living in vice for so 

long it’s going to hurt to let all of this go. So, I won’t follow you or accept your son.” She stood 

up briskly and huffed in agitation. “I’m telling you this because I know you exist. But I’m making 

up my mind because you gave me the ability of choice and this is what I have decided for myself.”  

Kerta was about to crawl into bed, take her clothes off and just lay down and forget 

everything for a while. As she went to pull off her shirt, she paused mid-way and flinched as she 

looked back at the spot on the floor where she had spoken her genuine feelings to Griffin just 
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seconds ago. “But let’s say I did change my mind and let’s say I did want to follow You. Even 

though I’m so late and I have such horrible desires I want to feed… will You take me?”  

Kerta stared at the area in hopes of hearing Griffin answer her, but nothing happened. She 

sulked and resumed undressing herself. Just as she was about to get comfortable in the bed, a still, 

small voice spoke in her ear and for a moment, the heaviness she always carried deep within her 

heart stopped for a moment, allowing her to feel safe.  

“It’s never too late to change Kerta. The day of your salvation is now. If you truly want 

Me, put away your pride, stop lying, stop stealing, stop sleeping with men and women, stop 

fornicating, stop selling your body for money, stop serving the fake gods of Hyrim. You who are 

burdened and weary, come to me and I will give you rest, for my yoke is light. Fear of Griffin is 

the beginning of wisdom, so work out your salvation through fear and trembling and understand 

I cannot save you unless you surrender your heart and confess that Avril Tryst is Lord. If you do 

that, you shall be saved. Do you want Me to save you Kerta? Or are you going to run away from 

Me again because you don’t like that giving up the pleasures of your flesh? Good and evil is laid 

out before you, but you must choose whom you will serve.” 

Kerta whirled around, thinking someone was standing right behind her. When she saw that 

there was no one present in the room with her, she looked up at the ceiling in silence before hiding 

under her blankets to cry. Thankfully, Kerta cried herself to sleep by the time Lithium and 

Neptunium came back up and settled down for the rest of the ship ride to Hyrim.  
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CHAPTER 1: DESECRATION 

 

S PROMISED, KERTA BOUGHT the Safaris clothes when 

they safely docked at a space station. Kerta gathered all the Safaris together and 

explained to them that they were to shop for clothes, refuel, then head straight for 

Hyrim. 

“We don’t want to stay here long, but I also want you to buy clothes and something to carry 

your clothes in.” 

“What about hygiene and hair care supplies? Can we purchase those items too Miss 

Chives?” Rubidium asked, drawing Kerta’s attention to himself. 

Kerta nodded briefly, then pointed with her thumb over her shoulder. “Sure thing. Just 

follow me over here to the outlet mall. It has several types of merchant stalls and imported goods 

across the universe. We’ll find everything we need there.” 

The Safaris and their families obediently followed Kerta to the outlet mall, earning several 

stares as they walked past the local citizens. Lithium was still very tired from everything that had 

happened over the course of three years. She, like many of the Safaris with her, remained fatigued 

and had exhausted expressions on their faces, despite that they had been able to sleep and sleep 

hard on the ship ride to Hyrim. Berkelium was just as tired, but he didn’t let it show. He was far 

too angry with Kerta to let himself expose weakness around her. Sodium noticed this, but said 

nothing to him. He was also trying to figure out the tension between Kerta and Berkelium. 

Neptunium was just happy to be free, safe and surrounded by people she trusted and knew 

personally. It helped with the transition of their situation. She smiled through her weariness and 

tried to keep a strong, optimistic attitude for the sake of her children.  

“Hello Kerta!” A station tech dressed in a fancy modern work suit with soft glowing lines 

greeted Kerta cheerfully and bowed respectfully at the group of people with her. “What brings you 

A 
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to the space station today? Looking for a new ship?” The station tech smiled. “Or something 

simple?”  

“Hello RJ.” Kerta put out her hand and the two exchanged a firm Hyrim handshake. “I am 

not in need of a ship, but if you could send one of your boys to my ship to bypass my A.I. software 

and restore it to factory settings, that would be great. I’ll pay you the usual.” 

RJ crossed his arms. “It malfunctioned again, eh?” 

“Yes, but not for the reasons you’re thinking.” 

The Safaris observed Kerta engage with RJ and remained quiet the entire time she spoke 

with him and anyone else who approached Kerta at the station. There were many people of various 

races at the space station who knew Kerta. She was kind to them and took time to answer any 

questions they had for her, something that the Safaris found charming about her. Even Berkelium 

thought Kerta could work a crowd well and she was surprisingly knowledgeable about several 

topics and informative. 

“Ah. Here we are.” Kerta stopped walking and turned around to offer a polite bow and 

gestured towards the doors of the outlet mall. “After you. Enjoy, find your size and buy as many 

clothes and whatever else you will need. I’m not sure how long it will be until we can get everyone 

set up on Hyrim and find jobs for you to make a living, so stock up now while you can.” 

“Thank you, Miss Chives.” Ion bowed her head in gratitude. “We deeply appreciate this.” 

The other Safaris saw Ion’s manners and decided to bow their heads too, excluding the 

ones who were dozing on their friend’s backs.  

Such praise from her guests made Kerta feel uncomfortable. She took an awkward step 

back and instantly felt sweat trickle down her side of temple. She raised her hands and waved them 

franticly from side to side as uneasy laugher slipped from her lips. “Oh. You all don’t need to do 

that. Please…” She whispered, looking down at the floor. “Don’t do this. I… don’t deserve it.” 

She muttered under her breath, glancing away from their confused faces. “Go shopping and I’ll 

wait outside for you. Send someone out here to get me when everyone is ready to purchase their 

belongings.” 
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Kerta quickly walked off to the side to sit down on the bench under the window panel and 

doubled over so she could hold her face with her hands. 

“Should one of us say something?” A female Safari asked, pointing at the distressed half-

breed. “She doesn’t look like she’s feeling well.” 

“No.” Her friend remarked in a firm voice. “Miss Chives asked us to shop, so let’s go in 

here and do that so we can continue our trip to Hyrim.” 

With Plutonium’s help, Neptunium was guided inside the outlet mall with the other Safaris, 

but not before giving Kerta one last final glance of worry. 
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The total of expenses was so large, the Safaris had a hard time believing Kerta could pay 

for all of it. Berkelium had the displeasure of going outside to summon Kerta into the counter. 

“We’re ready to buy now.” He muttered, making sure to avoid making eye contact with 

her. She stood up from the bench and quietly approached the cashier.  

“How much is it?” She asked softly, lacking energy to sound cheerful. Every Safari noticed 

Kerta’s depression, but no one said a word to her. For now, they were more curious to see if she 

truly could pay for their items. 

“The total is 10.” The cashier held off on purpose, wanting Kerta to raise her gaze and look 

at her. 

“10 even?” Kerta started to reach into her pouch to get her wallet, not convinced the total 

was correct. “Or 10K? Be honest with me, Madeline.” 

Madelaine giggled and twirled a strand of her ginger hair around a pedicured finger. “Okay, 

okay. It’s 10M.” 

Madelaine grinned seeing Kerta grimace and drop her wallet.  

“10M?” Kerta stooped down and collected her wallet and stood back up with a slightly 

annoyed look on her face. “Is that with my discount?” 

The curly red head nodded. “Yes, it is. They bought quite a lot of clothes, among other 

things.  What currency would you like to pay with today, Kerta?” 

Kerta sighed. “I guess I’ll use Space Credit. Take off 20 for your tip.” 

Madelaine beamed. “See, this is why you’re my favorite customer, Kerta. You give such 

nice tips!”  
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Madeline took Kerta’s card, scanned it over a hologram screen next to her drawer and a 

green light appeared on the hologram screen. 

“Here you go. Thank you for your contribution, please visit us again Kerta!” 

Kerta nodded distractedly as she took her card back and stashed it back in her wallet. “Uh-

huh. Sure, sure. Can you get some stock boys to carry these bags to the ship?” 

Madeline’s answer to Kerta’s question was pressing a button on the surface. Shortly after 

she did this, ten broad shouldered men came up to the front and automatically just started taking 

the bags of items out of the Safaris’s hands and into their own. Kerta turned to the group behind 

her and nodded at the stock boys.  

“You know where to take it. Run along now.” 

They simply walked out of the outlet mall and in the direction of Kerta’s ship. With them 

gone, Kerta sighed and rubbed at her neck to ease the soreness she felt around the nape.  

“Okay. Shall we go?”  

The Safaris’s eyes widened in astonishment seeing how easily Kerta purchased their things, 

then had the Human men take their bags to the ship so they didn’t have to. 

“Ana Kerta is so nice.” Ozone whispered behind his hand to Curium. “She didn’t have to 

do that you know.” 

“Forget her kindness. Can we just…” Curium caught Uranium by the elbow, held him back 

and glanced between his brother and Ozone’s face. “Take a moment and register that Miss Chives 

literally purchased 10M in currency for us alone? Like it was nothing?” 

Uranium squinted, looking at Curium questionably. “What are you trying to say?” 

Curium blinked. “Uranium, Ozone, don’t you get it? She had to have money in the bank 

somewhere to make such a large purchase. Her ship by the way, is a newer model, so it cost more 

than our mansion and Sonar Lithium’s on Nexus. I did the math last night after dinner.” 
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Uranium’s eyes widened and his mouth dropped as he finally realized what his brother was 

saying. “So, in other words…?” 

Curium shrugged. “Our second Sonar is ridiculously, insanely rich.” 

Ozone walked between the two older men and looked up at them. “Where did Ana Kerta 

get all this money? What kind of job does she have anyway?” 

“I don’t know. But I’m assuming when we reach Hyrim, we’re going to find out.” Curium 

retorted gently, then swept Ozone up into his arms.  

Ozone giggled and slid his arms around Curium’s neck and began to kick his legs up and 

down in excitement. “I can’t wait to try on my new clothes!” 

“I can’t wait to see Hyrim.” Uranium grinned. “It’s going to be interesting to live on the 

planet our parents fought against in the wars.” 

Curium frowned and began to walk faster so he could catch up to their group. “Yes, but 

I’m not holding my breath. Our home is Nexus. Not Hyrim.” 

Uranium matched the pace of Curium, thinking about what he had said. He loved Nexus, 

it would always be his home, but Uranium was open to having a new home too. 

“But what if we can’t go back to Nexus?” 

“Atomic is still out there.” Curium looked up at the sky for a moment. “My hope is he will 

come find us and bring people strong enough to help us defeat Potassium so we can return to our 

home.” 

Uranium nodded, but didn’t talk Nexus or Hyrim anymore. Clearly, it was a sensitive topic 

for his brother and he didn’t want to distress him by mentioning the past. When the three caught 

up to everyone else, Kerta was helping the stock boys take in the bags and load them onto the ship. 

After they completed this task, Kerta took out physical coin and tipped the stock boys for their 

service. With everyone happy and content, Kerta went to the Bridge. Although she had no crew to 
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direct, Kerta did have PIT. He was more than qualified to maneuver the spaceship and meet all the 

needs Kerta would have.  

“PIT, register me as the new owner of Calkutta, please.” Kerta muttered, lowering herself 

down into the captain’s seat. She crossed her legs and rested one elbow on the armrest of the chair. 

“And after you do this, set a course for home, please. Do not stop until we have entered Ekrand’s 

space port.” 

“Affirmative. Please wait a moment while I run the set-up wizard in the programming.” 

Kerta released a deep sigh and used the tips of her fingers to massage the base of her 

forehead. The moment she heard the A.I. software ding, she knew PIT was hers again. 

“Setting a course for Hyrim. Estimated time of arrival is approximately 13 hours and 10 

minutes.” 

Kerta lifted her face out of her hand and stared tiredly out the oval arched window and into 

the dark depths of space. “13 hours huh? Good. Maybe I can get some sleep in before I arrive.”  

“Kerta, you seem stressed and look like you’re about to collapse. Is something wrong?” 

Kerta groaned as her eyes shut. “I’m taking 25 Safaris to my homeland and have nowhere 

to house them except for one place… and I’m positive my lover isn’t going to be in agreement 

about this arrangement.” 

“Kerta, you have had several lovers. Both male and female. Please clarify which lover you 

are referring to.”  

Kerta groaned again, allowing her head to tip back into seat. “Bellamy.” 
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Calkutta had successfully docked at the Ekrand space port and had been received by the 

crew members of the station. Kerta trudged out of the hanger bay, down the ramp behind the 

excited Safaris. She should have been glad to be home after so much travel across space, let alone 

breaking into a secret facility and rescuing 25 people without help from someone else. She had 

accomplished so much in such a short span of time. Kerta wanted to smile and feel superior, but 

all she felt was conviction and the horrible dread of one day explaining her attraction to 

Neptunium. 

“Kerta?” 

Just hearing Neptunium’s voice made Kerta angry. 

“What?!” Kerta didn’t mean to snap at Neptunium, but her sharp tone made Neptunium 

flinch unexpectedly. Kerta saw what she had done and in her frantic state, she dropped some 

luggage and instantly began to hyperventilate. 

“I-I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to yell at you, Neptunium.” 

Neptunium was standing there, arm looped with Plutonium’s and both women were giving 

her very concerned looks. “Are you sure you’re okay? You’ve been acting strange ever since last 

night.” 

Kerta waved her arms dismissively. “Everything’s good!” She scratched along her cheek 

as she spoke and Plutonium blinked noticing a purple rash rising on the same cheek. “Just a little 

sleepy.” 

“Sonar Kerta, are you sick?” Plutonium whispered, reaching forward to rub her thumb 

along the ragged texture along Kerta’s cheek. 

It felt so nice to be babied and fretted over, Kerta sighed and leaned into Plutonium’s touch. 

Plutonium smile and kept stroking the discolored patch on Kerta’s cheek. 
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“Now that you mention it… I think I am coming down with something. I was fine before I 

left Hyrim… not sure where this sickness is coming from.” She honestly told the women standing 

in front of her, keeping her eyes shut and allowing herself to relax. 

Plutonium and Neptunium smiled and observed the bliss on Kerta’s face, but the tender 

moment was ruined when Berkelium stormed over and moved Plutonium’s hand away from 

Kerta’s face. The offended women glowered at the angry Safari and they were curious as to why 

he had suddenly came over and interrupted them. 

“Don’t touch your second Sonar, Plutonium. She’s filthy.” 

Plutonium stared at her father with wide eyes and her mother was just as upset at 

Berkelium’s actions, if not more. 

“Father!” Plutonium explained, letting go of her mother. “Why are you being so cruel to 

my second Sonar?!” 

Neptunium’s expression hardened immediately and everyone was surprised by her sudden 

shift in attitude. 

“You will not insult and disgrace my Zentha in front of our family! You are being 

distasteful and I will not stand for it any longer. Keep your disgusting treatment to yourself or 

behind our backs because I will not stand for this any longer. Stop embarrassing Kerta, it’s not 

nice!” 

Berkelium motioned at Neptunium to calm down. “Wait, Neptunium-” 

She slapped his hand away when he tried to hold her. “I will not praise a man that has done 

wrong. Go hug Sodium. Or better yet, go seek holy advice from our sons and humble yourself.” 

Kerta felt a big grin spread on her face seeing Berkelium being scolded by his own sahah. 

But the moment she was having some pleasure out of the scene, conviction gripped her in the core 

of her stomach and she stopped smiling. 
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“We should… get a move on. The wagons will be arriving soon at the station. By wagon, 

it will take at least 3 more hours to reach the Kivó̱tio Clemall where I reside.” 

“Wagons?” The Safaris echoed together. 

“Yes.” Kerta confirmed. “Wagons. Not all of Hyrim is modern, advanced, or can afford 

space ships like me. The regions that are wealthy and can afford to do this are selfish and don’t 

share their trades with others.” Kerta gathered the luggage she dropped earlier back up into her 

hands and turned to the small group observing her. “My Clemall, Kivó̱tio, is rich, but the people 

don’t get to enjoy the benefits. Truly, only the Zahrs in each Clemall get to reap the luxuries of 

travel, custom house designs, stock, etc. Unless of course you’re serving a Raga, or Raja, then a 

common citizen’s living status will greatly increase over time.” 

Plutonium arched an eyebrow. “So, they have dogmas here?” 

Kerta nodded with some difficulty. “Yes. They do. All across Hyrim.” 

Plutonium peered closer at Kerta. “Do you… have a dogma, Sonar Kerta? Or do you follow 

Griffin only?” 

Kerta cleared her throat and purposely ignored the direct question pertaining to her faith. 

“I’ll fill you all in on how things work around here. I wouldn’t want you to be ignorant, or taken 

advantage of.” 

Kerta went ahead of them, making a straight line for the station down the steps. With Kerta 

gone, Berkelium tried to persuade Neptunium to forgive him. 

“Neptunium, let me help you carry your things? I am your faithful companion and love you 

very much. It’s only natural you let me help you where you’re blind and in a delicate state.” What 

was intended to be a smooth recovery, turned into a complete disaster. 

“So now I’m helpless due to my blindness?” Neptunium shook her head in disbelief. 

“Berkelium. Stop. I’m still mad at you, so stop trying to make me happy.” 
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Berkelium did the opposite of what his sahah asked and attempted to take Neptunium’s 

bags. Sensing his movement, she turned away from him and simply handed her bags over to 

Plutonium. “Come along Plutonium. We need to board a wagon.” 

“As you wish, mother.” 

Neptunium put her back to him and walked off with her daughter. 

Berkelium hung his head in defeat and muttered to himself, “This is going to be a long 

season of rejection. I can feel it Griffin.” 

Outside of the space port, the Safaris were standing near the wagon area, waiting patiently 

on Kerta to direct them. They had to wait for a certain wagon to enter the station and once Kerta 

saw the tag for Kivó̱tio Clemall, she explained to the Safaris they needed to board wags with that 

tag only. As usual, Kerta went around to each group, helping the Safaris into separate wagons and 

get comfortable. The wagon Neptunium boarded, Kerta also joined. On the wagon ride to Kerta’s 

home, Berkelium found himself looking over at his sahah, in fear that she was still cross at him 

for his petty actions earlier. Berkelium pursed his lips and engaged a soft approach, reaching over 

to touch her hand. 

When his skin brushed against hers, Neptunium jerked her hand out from under his and 

instinctively held onto Kerta’s arm. It was so sudden that Kerta gasped and blushed bright red as 

she felt Neptunium place a hand over hers. Berkelium was disgusted as he watched their fingers 

intertwine, knowing that the hand Neptunium was holding was meant to be his instead. Grumbling 

unhappily, Berkelium let his conceit getting the better of him. 

“Fine. I’ll just go to my Zen if you’re going to go to your Zentha’s.” He said this loud 

enough for his ears to hear and no one else’s. Huffing softly, Berkelium crawled over to Sodium. 

Sodium frowned and raised an eyebrow at Berkelium, watching as he held out his hand, waiting 

for an exchange. 

“What?” Sodium questioned, frowning harder. “What is it, Berkelium?” 

“Let’s hold hands.” Berkelium mumbled, doing his best to keep his tone polite and steady. 
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“Ha!” Sodium laughed bitterly. “Am I the second choice now because your precious sahah 

is depriving you? I don’t reward pride Berkelium.” Sodium pointed down at Lithium. “Try your 

luck with Lithium. Maybe she’ll love on you.” 

Lithium was napping peacefully with her head on his Sodium’s lap snoring softly, 

completely oblivious to the events happening around her. 

“You know that’s truly a false statement. She is my rival Sodium. You know this. I can’t 

ask her to hold my hand.” 

Sodium grunted, refusing to budge. “Well, I am not doing it. So, you can forget it.” 

“Sodium, please. My love is already upset with me.” 

“And you think I am not? You are a man, Berkelium. With a sahah. You’d think after years 

of experience you’d know how to treat a woman with respect.” 

“But you’re not a woman.” 

Sodium blinked, not sure if he just got insulted, or praised. “And if I was?” Sodium leaned 

in, not to rub noses, or kiss him fondly on the head. He leaned in so he could smack Berkelium 

lightly on the cheek. “Never mind me. Kerta is a woman.” 

“You don’t know what I know about her…” 

Sodium frowned and sat back in place, minding Lithium’s head. “I think I have an idea 

what’s happening.” He whispered low enough so Berkelium could hear him. “But no matter what 

her vice is, no what type of person she is, you can’t just take out your frustration on her like you 

have been doing. Griffin doesn’t like that my brother and I won’t hold your hand as punishment 

for your crimes against that beautiful woman.” 

Berkelium scoffed. “Beautiful? You think she’s beautiful? Maybe for her mother...” 

Berkelium didn’t realize how bias he was being. He just wanted to win and have support for once. 

Sodium inclined his head and his right eye twitched. Twice. “Yes. She is beautiful. Both 

inside and out. Although her choices are questionable, she’s showing more humility than you right 
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now.” Sodium glanced down at his lap and gently raked his fingers through Lithium’s hair. “We 

look like ragged animals with our flawed genetics and our women naturally let their body hair go 

unshaven. There is absolutely nothing wrong with that, for it is the natural look of our bodies prior 

to what beauty standards say… but I find it very ironic that you are calling the half-breed ugly. 

She who has normal genetics and also grows her hair out, something that should have been a huge 

plus for you. But no, you look at her like she’s the most hideous person here.” Sodium looked 

away, disappointed and hurt by his Zen’s words. “You’re not my son anymore.” 

Berkelium squinted. “What?” 

“You’re not the child I once loved.” 

Berkelium sighed, then realized Sodium was using an inside joke they came up a few years 

ago. “You’re being so dramatic and extra right now.” 

“Says the man who just slandered an innocent woman?” 

Berkelium almost choked on his own saliva. “Innocent?” He dryly remarked in a hushed 

voice. “Are you all even aware that Kerta is a-” 

“Will you two please keep it down?” Lithium groggily muttered, keeping her eyes closed. 

“I’m trying to sleep and my headache is killing me…” 

Sodium and Berkelium shut their mouths in response to Lithium’s request and continued 

to glare at each other. Sodium didn’t break eye contact with him as he cocked one of his legs over 

the other and held Lithium’s hand up for her and squeeze it. She moaned softly and managed to 

return the soft squeeze he gave her, then her hand slipped out of his grasp and back down onto his 

lap. Just to spite him, Sodium reached over and took up Neptunium’s hand. She looked up at him, 

smiled and hugged his hand back. Sodium glanced over at Berkelium with a mischievous grin and 

Berkelium just rolled his eyes before looking away from Sodium and out to gaze through the 

window. The rest of the trip to Kerta’s home was nothing but pure silence. Everyone was either 

sleeping, or too tired to start a conversation. 

Upon arrival to Kivó̱tio Clemall, Kerta was the only one awake and the only one restless. 
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“We’re here, Kerta.” The wagon driver softly announced. 

The other wagons halted behind the main wagon. The weary Mystic Stallons shook their 

long faces, snorted through flared nostrils and neighed quietly to their drivers. 

“Thank you, Dorset. How much do I owe you for this?” 

The man dressed in the elegant pirate trench coat shook his head, refusing the fee. “Don’t 

worry about it. I know ye haven’t been having the best booty haul lately. Keep yer money lass. If 

and when I see you acting more chipper around the Clemall, then I’ll collect from ye.” 

Kerta gently untangled herself from Neptunium’s arms and carefully stepped over the 

Safaris as she quietly came to the front of the wagon where Dorset was sitting on the driver’s 

bench. She shut the flap so they could talk in private and sat down beside him, looking worn out 

and like she needed a week’s worth of rest. 

“No.” She sighed. “I’m not. I haven’t been keeping up with quotas for Raja Klopí. Raja 

Pornera on the other hand I’m doing just fine with, but Raja Klopí and I have recently had some 

conflict in our relationship...” 

“Klopí?” Dorset grunted and shifted on the wooden seat to get more comfortable. “I 

thought ye were severing Ragas too, not just Rajas.” 

Kerta dipped her head and rubbed at the splotch on her cheek. Now it was burning and 

itching her. “I was, but 15 years ago after the raid on Nexus, I got hurt. Not as nimble as I use to 

be, so I quit serving my Ragas Javion and Pólemos. As you know, Javion is the Raga or murder 

and Pólemos is the Raga of War.” Kerta’s right hand came down to rest over her thigh, then slid 

down to cover the middle of her torso. “I was struck in two vital areas and never fully recovered 

from it, rendering me useless for Javion and Pólemos.” Kerta raised her hand off her torso and 

flexed her fingers, studying the crease lines for a moment. “But that’s not the true reason I walked 

away from them.” 

Dorset scooted closer and playfully nudged Kerta with his shoulder. “Go on. I’m listening.” 
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“Javion likes to install a false mentality to kill in order to survive so his followers will 

become stronger warriors. It doesn’t matter if the victim is holy or unholy, followers of Javion will 

take a life or multiple lives at some point to earn his favor. That sounds great if the results equaled 

the labor, but I realized far too late that Javion only gives out limited blessings. He is not one to 

bless unless you can impress him with your performance. The more a follower spills blood, the 

better chances they have at earning a blessing from Javion. I…” Kerta trailed off and looked down 

at her gut, then glanced up at Dorset’s amused eyes. “I wasn’t really hardcore, murderer material. 

After I got hurt and started gaining weight, I became even slower, so I quit serving him.” 

Dorset smiled. “I take it you quit serving Pólemos for the same reason?” 

Kerta rested her head on Dorset’s shoulder and he let her do it. Taking a small breath, she 

quietly admitted, “Yes.” She sighed. “Pólemos was very war crazed and still is. He feeds off 

people’s anger and causes the anger to spike to unnatural levels. When people start fighting, or 

declare war, he is pleased. Shedding of innocent blood, brutal deaths and a reckless lifestyle of 

destruction are what he seeks in his followers. I was for that in the beginning, because the idea of 

becoming a Warlord Space Pirate sounded nice to me. Unlike Javion, his blessings were easy to 

earn. If a follower shows that they are simply able to kill without conviction from Griffin, he’ll 

add to their profits, doubling whatever they make.” 

“I’m going to be bold and say you fiddled with Pólemos for the money?” 

Kerta nodded. “Yes. I did. But after that war on Nexus, I was useless to Javion and Pólemos 

and told them exactly why I had to quit, knowing they might kill me for it. To my shock, they let 

me go and I’ve never stepped foot in their temple since.” 

Dorset looked off into the distance, recalling his own Ragas and the hectic lifestyles he 

lived just to get a blessing from one of them. “Aye. It’s true we do much to earn favor from our 

Ragas and Rajas. But what can I say? I’m a simple man, with simple desires. I like a pouch full of 

coin. Life to me is just that. Life. We either live, or die. Nothing in between. So, I say if we must 

live or die, why not make the most of it? It’s not like what we do during our lives, however long 

or short has consequences.” Dorset glanced down at Kerta resting on his shoulder. “Right?” 
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Kerta should have agreed with Dorset, for she herself had the same mindset previously, but 

after her brief encounter with Griffin in the space ship, she wasn’t confident enough to believe 

there was no life after death. If there was life after death and Griffin was real, that meant there was 

consequences for every action she had done up until now and Kerta just couldn’t bring herself to 

comment back to Dorset. She raised her head off his shoulder and straightened her posture, staring 

down at her lap while one eyebrow furrowed madly. When Dorset didn’t get a reply, he cleared 

his throat and moved onto to something else. 

“So, lass. I understand why you left the Ragas. What about your Rajas? You said earlier 

you were just serving Klopí and Pornera. May I ask why?”  

“I got tired of trying to keep myself fit and sexy for Lagneía. She is such a demanding 

mistress and if you gain so much as one pound, she makes you go on these crazy diets that make 

you feel like you’re dying, not becoming more beautiful. I found that concept very misleading to 

the point of questioning her motives, which she didn’t like.” 

Kerta stopped rubbing the rash on her cheek and lifted her gaze up to study the dark clouds 

of Hyrim’s planet. The clouds were never clear. Always murky, haunting and full of lighting 

almost 24/7. She had forgotten how depressing they made the environment when she had visited 

Nexus. 

“But it wasn’t just that. Lagneía was doing things I didn’t agree with personally.” 

“Oh?” Dorset arched an eyebrow. “Like what? I don’t serve Rajas, I stick with the Ragas 

as you know. I don’t always keep up with their requirements, or penalties like you do.” 

“Well…” Kerta paused off and took a moment to think about how she wanted to describe 

her disappointment with her former Raja. “Lagneía started to curse the men and women who 

started to settle for beauty in their own ways. They argued with her, saying if they were still able 

to seduce someone with their looks, no matter what they physically looked like, why should she 

care about beauty standards. Such followers were cursed Dorset in horrible ways. Even I was 

disturbed.” 

“What did she do to them?” 
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“She… caused them to see themselves skinny, very bony or fat and overweight when they 

were perfectly healthy. No matter how many times they were told they were healthy and didn’t 

need to eat, or to stop eating, they just kept seeing what Lagneía cursed their eyes to see. Those 

followers were broken emotionally and mentally. Several wound up killing themselves because 

they didn’t see their beauty anymore, but what Lagneía twisted their body to look like in mirrors.” 

Dorset’s eyes widened. “She actually does that sort of thing?” 

Kerta nodded, keeping her stare on the sky above. “Yes. She is the Raja of Lust and has 

very strict guidelines. Guidelines that I was failing.” Kerta leaned back and draped her arm across 

her gut. “See this?” 

Dorset chuckled and rubbed the back of his neck hesitantly. “Aye, it’s a little hard not to. 

Although I must admit, you do look nice with a gut, Kerta.” 

Kerta grinned, delighted that Dorset liked her growth. “Thank you. I thought so too, but 

my Raja didn’t. See, in my case it was my Orc genetics that brought this on. Part of it was on me, 

but a majority of it was just in my makeup. In case you didn’t know Dorset, lust has different 

shades of gray. It’s not just about coveting or exposing one’s sex appeal. It’s about selling. Raja 

Lagneía doesn’t just want to lure her followers in with good looks and charisma. That is very much 

a part of what she enforces at her temple, but it’s not what keeps a person. Commitment is what 

the Griffin teaches so she does the opposite. Lagneía will not bless you if you commit to the one 

you are trying to seduce. She will bless you if you obtain fame and fortune by selling out without 

regrets. Sex is similar. She may not be Raja Pornera who is over sexual immoralities, but she is 

over the after effects of it. If a follower can bed someone, get up the next day and walk out without 

a second glance, Raja Lagneía is exceedingly happy. If a couple commits fornication and the 

woman finds out she’s with child, Lagneía will not bless that female follower if she suggests 

marriage to her lover. Anything revolving around sound and true devotion disgusts Raja Lagneía, 

so she looks for people who want to use their bodies to get something out of life, without taking 

responsibility for their actions.” 

Dorset sighed, blinked, then reached over to rub Kerta’s arm. “No wonder ye quit her. I’d 

quit too. Ye must have been under her for quite some time to remember all that in such fine detail. 
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See, I don’t stick with a Raga if they start getting overly complicated like that. It’s why I only 

serve one Raga per season instead of trying to serve them all at once like you did and still are. No 

offense.” 

Kerta smiled, grateful for his emotional support. “I understand and thank you, Dorset. I 

feel better after talking about this with you. It’s sad to know that I served her for many seasons 

right up until I started gaining weight that refused to leave my body. Oh well. Her loss.” 

Kerta shrugged off his hand from her arm and hopped down off the wooden bench. She 

glanced up at him and pointed up ahead at the grand houses on opposite sides of the streets. “I 

need to inform my lover he’ll be having guests for a while. Can you and your hearties stay with 

the lot until I get back?” 

Doreset nodded. “Aye lass. We will.” 

Kerta cracked a faint smile. “Thank you. I appreciate it.” 

“Anytime. Also, before ye go. Are ye feeling all right? You look like death warmed over.” 

Kerta groaned, rubbing her temples sluggishly with her finger tips. “I’m… fine. Just tired.” 

Kerta blinked, catching herself saying the repetitive statement.  

‘I keep telling everyone who asks that but… why am I so tired anyway?’  

Kerta wondered as she began to walk towards Bellamy’s house. She saw many of her lovers 

out and about, walking around in a cheerful spirit. When they called to her, she just waved a hello, 

never made eye contact and kept going towards her destination without a word. One contact she 

knew from Pornera’s temple walked right up behind her and caught her by the waist. Kerta’s tensed 

feeling him kissing into her neck and his anxious hands come up and cup her breasts. He did this 

in the open, in front of everyone. This type of foreplay was not uncommon to see and under normal 

circumstances, Kerta would welcome it. For some reason, when her lover did this to her, it made 

her feel sick to her stomach and her head hurt.  

“Borso, not now.” She turned around and roughly shoved him backwards and looked at 

him with such intensity, Borso became uncomfortable under her cerulean gaze. 
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“Kerta, what’s with that attitude? I just want some attention.” 

Kerta stormed up to him and without hesitation, flipped him over her shoulder and down 

onto the ground. Those watching were shocked to see Kerta reject the advances of a lover and 

continued to stare at her, curious to see what she would do next. 

“I said, not now!” 

Borso grunted loudly when his back made impact with the ground. He flinched in pain and 

grabbed at his now throbbing shoulder. “That was a kick in the pants. Kerta, what is wrong with 

ye lass?” 

Kerta clicked her tongue and turned on her heel to trudge away from him in anger. Women 

and men alike that saw the encounter peered over each other’s shoulders to see what happened. 

She ignored the gawking stares until she made it to Bellamy’s house. It was only then that she 

began to rehearse what to say to herself.  

“How about, “Hey sexy, been a while’?” She winced at the thought. “Too forward. Maybe 

I should try a more seductive approach.” Kerta mustered a smile when the door swung open. “Hi 

Nic. Can I just say, loving you is like breathing. I just can’t stop.”  

She was snatched into the house and in a flash she found herself pinned to the wall, with 

her feet barely able to touch the ground. Kerta’s eye widened and couldn’t help but gaze at the 

familiar dark skinned, chiseled frame of her favorite lover. His pointy ears flicked in excitement 

and his cool chuckle made her forget all about how she found sex at that time unsettling, for she 

was ready.  

“Ahoy, Kerta. Welcome home.” He growled mischievously as he leaned forward to pursue 

her lips. Kerta gasped in reply to the confident kiss and she broke into small moans. Their kissing 

became heavier and the foreplay escalated to the point that Bellamy was trying to pry her shirt 

from her chest. When Kerta felt the cloth leaving her skin she immediately pulled it back over her 

hairy covered torso and became bashful. She broke the kiss, painting heavily as Bellamy licked 

his lips slowly at the sight of his long-awaited prize.  
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“I’ve missed you so much.” Bellamy smiled, kissing her earlobe, then dragged his lips 

down the side of her neck. “How have you been?” 

Kerta was so riled up from the surprise affection she got at the door that she forgot all of 

her smooth lines and just blurted out her intentions. “I need a place to stash my mates.” She 

grimaced when she saw Bellamy’s happy expression faded, just like his mood. He placed her back 

down on the floor and walked farther into his nest.  

“No.” Bellamy answered coldly. “Stash your mates elsewhere.” 

Kerta quickly fixed her shirt, then chased after him desperately. “Please? It’s just for two 

days. They have no home right now.” 

“And that is my problem because…?” He turned around, meeting her in the middle of the 

grand living room. “Tell me, how is this my problem, Kerta?” 

“To be fair, it’s not.” Kerta admitted, averting her stare away from his upset face. “But it 

would mean so much to me if you could help me.” 

Bellamy waved a hand to the side, dismissing her. “Forget it. I have a date tonight anyway. 

And a whole week planned with some other contacts to have noisy guests ruin it.” 

Kerta’s eye widened and she sulked, suddenly threatened by the thought of him dating 

other women. “You’re dating again?” 

Bellamy looked back at her, puzzled by the reaction. “You left as soon as me and the boys 

got back from a raid. I planned to catch up with you, but then you up and left out of nowhere. Not 

to mention you never texted me until you got on Calkutta so I was always in the dark about where 

you were at.” He slowly turned his full attention to her as he listed all that was wrong with her 

unjustified response. “I sent you texts, but you never replied to my messages when I asked when 

you were coming back. You disappear for two weeks and now you arrive unannounced, come to 

my  nest to drop off people I don’t even know? What’s worse, you didn’t even ask me how my 

day was or how I’ve been the past two weeks while you were gone.” 
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Kerta blinked, looked down at the wooden floor. She sighed, then casually lifted her gaze 

to his again. “How was your day?” 

“Splendid.” He snarled. “Want to know why? Because I’m going to go on a date tonight to 

forget about you.” 

“Don’t be like that, dove.” Kerta complained, latching onto his arm to stop him from 

leaving the living room. “I’m the only woman who can make your heart race. No other woman 

will do and you know it.” 

Kerta felt his muscle tense under her hold.  

“I’ll do my best to find a replacement.” Bellamy turned his head away from her attractive 

expression. 

Seeing it, Kerta arched an eyebrow and smirked. “You’re looking at the replacement.” 

Bellamy returned her lustful grin as he cupped her cheek gently in the palm of his hand. At 

first, Kerta thought he was going to lean in and surprise her with a kiss. To her disappointment, he 

let go of her face, pushed her away and his face darkened. 

“I’ll take my chances with another option.”   

Kerta wasn’t giving up. She swiftly grabbed him by the collar of his shirt, tugged him 

roughly down to her level and stole a kiss from him. Immediately his foul personality dissolved. 

Unable to deny her, Bellamy groaned with so much yearning and frustration, he couldn’t stop 

himself from gripping desperately at the clothes on her back, begging her to strip for him. He 

stroked through her hair long blonde hair as they tried to find a good place to hold other each other. 

Kerta cried out when Bellamy pressed her against his bedroom door, not from pain, but from 

arousal. She moaned his name as they slid down the door’s face and continued to wrestle each 

other in desire. They eventually got up and staggered into the bedroom and suddenly stopped 

moving. Kerta found a guilty pleasure in Bellamy cursing under his breath when they broke apart.  

“I missed you so much, Kerta.” Bellamy dipped his head, giving her another lingering kiss 

on the mouth. 
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Kerta’s cheeks flushed when she heard his accent roll off his tongue when he said her name 

so helplessly. She hugged him close to her chest and panted heartily.  

“I missed you too.” She smiled through her heavy breathing and twirled her finger through 

a lock of his hair. “See, I told you. You can’t get over me that easily.” 

“You didn’t miss me enough to even message me.” He sighed. “You’re only here because 

you want a favor.” 

“That’s not true at all.” Kerta smiled fondly up at him. “You know you’re my number one. 

This was just a good excuse to come see you.” 

“Really?”  

Bellamy smiled softly in the kiss she gave him and Kerta gave a small groan in affirmation. 

“Yes. Really.” 

Kerta placed her hand over Bellamy’s and started to guide them backwards into the 

bedroom. Bellamy felt her move closer to him and glanced away from the longing on Kerta’s face, 

as though he couldn’t bear to look into her eyes. Whatever hesitation he was struggling with, it 

went away when Bellamy stepped closer and helped push her down onto his bed.  

“Are you going to give me a proper greeting?” Bellamy questioned, watching her pull the 

V-shirt from her shoulders and off her body.  

“Of course.” She giggled softly, then a dreamy sigh left her mouth when Bellamy massaged 

the softness of her chubby stomach. “Don’t do that. I’m the one performing right now.” 

“But you like it.” Bellamy lowered his face to cover her gut in pepper kisses. As he was 

pressing his nose against the skin, she clutched at his shoulders to stop him. He looked up at her 

puzzled.  

“What?” 
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“About my mates…” Kerta blushed, looking away to find something in the bedroom to 

study, knowing if she stared at him, she should wouldn’t be able to think straight. “I know you 

don’t like it when I do this, but please understand that I really do need this-” 

“Do whatever you want.” Bellamy was so captivated by feeling her skin against his that he 

was becoming compliant.  

Kerta’s eye darted back down to his face and she grinned just slightly. “Really?” 

“Yes, now please convince me to cancel my date and all the others I have set up for this 

week.” 

Kerta sat up, took hold of his face and lifted his mouth from her belly. “We need to make 

this quick. My Safaris mates are waiting for me at the station drop off with Dorset.” 

“Dorset can wait and so can they.” 

“But-”  

Bellamy claimed Kerta’s mouth with his own and delighted in hearing her throaty moan 

fill the room. Kerta respond immediately, pulling Bellamy closer, delving her fingers into his hair 

and kissing him feverishly. Several minutes later, they finally pulled away, breathing hard. Kerta 

raised her head, Bellamy lowered his and the two rested their foreheads against each other as they 

took a moment to recover. When their lips met again, Kerta felt a wave of weakness and a familiar 

sensation of warmth only Bellamy could create. All the curious thoughts about Griffin and the 

conviction to do the right thing was fading to nothingness, just as Klopí said it would. That should 

have made Kerta feel good about herself, but it actually made her mentally wince. She decided she 

would worry about that later. For now, she wanted to express herself the best way she knew how 

to. 

“Mmm. Come here dove.” Kerta mumbled, rolling them over.  

Bellamy grinned up at Kerta, excited to see her dominant side show. He laid there, enjoying 

the way she positioned herself on top of him and began to kiss in his neck hungrily. When Kerta 
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grew tired of that, she lifted her mouth out of the crook of his neck and licked a trail along his 

jawline. 

“Stop teasing me, Kerta.” 

Kerta response to him was kissing his lower lip softly at first, then she covered his whole 

mouth with hers and deepened the kiss. The of intensity of this action made Bellamy cling to her 

flexed, hard biceps and he instinctively clawed his greedy nails into her pale flesh, trailing them 

down each defined muscle. He shouted out her name and Kerta sighed in bliss from the sound of 

hearing it. Bellamy’s demanding mouth parted against Kerta’s shaking lips, creating chills down 

her arms and spine. 

“Oh, don’t worry. I’ll make this worth your wait, Bellamy.” 

She reached over him momentarily to find the switch on the lamp. It was the only light on 

in his room and she turned it off, not wanting to feel distracted by the bright hue from the small 

object. Kerta undressed and then helped Bellamy undress. She then positioned herself on top of 

him like she usually does, gradually lowered her head down and quickly covered his mouth with 

hers. Their exchange of vigorous hunger for each other went on longer than intended. Bellamy 

nicely forgot about his date and Kerta completely overlooked going back to drop off station to 

retrieve her friends. 
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In the haze of breathlessness and lechery, the young couple found themselves satiated after 

a short, but endearing session of unrestrained exchange. Kerta kept the blankets close to her body 

while Bellamy kissed into her neck and pecked her all over while she was barely able to stay 

awake.  

“Did I relieve a bit of that stress you were packing?”  

Bellamy rested on his arm as he watched her stretch and a subtle yawn escape her lips.  

Kerta rolled over, facing him and made a pouting expression, somewhat embarrassed that 

he had picked up on it. “Does it show that badly?” 

“A little.” He nuzzled into her hands that reached out for him and he smiled as she cradled 

him closer. “As much as I want to just lay here with you, we can’t. Let’s shower and dressed so 

we can go collect your mates.” 

“All right.”  

Kerta sat up and stretched again. She pushed through her exhaustion and managed to take 

a decent shower with Bellamy. They got out together and went into the bedroom to finish to getting 

dressed. They used pricy lotions to moisturize their skin and sprayed themselves with exotic 

fragrances., then exited his bedroom together, holding hands. They continued to hold hands as they 

headed for the front door of the  nest.  

“You will like them. They grow on you after a while.” 

“Heh. Sounds like a fungus.” Bellamy snorted, opening the front door for his prized lover.  

It was then that they both looked up to see a good sum of Safaris standing at the door. 

Ozone, Uranium and Curium being at the front of the group.  
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“See, I told you she was here.” Curium pointed a finger to the two. “When we get currency 

of this world, you so owe me.” 

Kerta felt her cheeks redden as she squeezed Bellamy’s hand harder. She glanced up 

Bellamy, worried he’d feel disrupted by this surprise invasion, but he actually looked quite passive 

and curious.  

“Oh.” Bellamy murmured calmly as he gestured at the Safaris. “You brought sacrifices too. 

Which Raja are you dedicating them to?”  

Kerta’s face paled. She turned and stared at Bellamy in disbelief.  

“Sacrifice?!” The Safaris chorused together and immediately everyone’s demanding eyes 

fell on Kerta. 

Kerta panicked and to avoid telling the Safaris what Bellamy was referring to, she began 

to laugh nervously to help break the tension.  

“He’s kidding!” Kerta let go of Bellamy’s hand and put herself between him and those near 

the front of the group. “These lovely people of Nexus are my Safari friends and will be staying 

with you until I can prepare my house for them. At least the umm, boys and families will be staying 

with you. I have rent a room for the ladies at Magévos Guild.” 

Bellamy cleared his throat and side stepped so the Safaris could come inside. “I see… well 

welcome to Hyrim and to my nest.” 

Uranium went towards Kerta, opening his arms. “Sonar Kerta we got tired of waiting for 

you, so we came after you!” 

Kerta caught Uranium and rubbed his back in a motherly manner and looked up at the 

ceiling. “Is that so?” She leveled her gaze with his and her eyes widened when he leaned forward 

and family pecked her on the mouth. “U-Uranium!” Kerta stuttered, clearly embarrassed by the 

gesture. She put him at arm’s length and stared at him with a conflicted look on her face. “Why 

did you do that?” 
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“Get used to it. You’re my Sonar, just like Sonar Lithium. You’re my second mother.” 

Kerta blushed and pursed her lips at the title. “Your… second mother?” 

Uranium rubbed noses with her before stepping back and going off to join his brother and 

friends in the living room.  

Bellamy was counting the Safaris walking through the front door, but he broke his 

concentration and jerked his head in Kerta’s direction when he heard Uranium address Kerta as 

his second mother.  

“What did he just call you?” 

Kerta chuckled, but sounded like it took effort. “Umm. His second mother…?” 

Bellamy frowned and put his fists on his hips. “So, you went off to adopt furry children, 

who have a maternal mother. Are you and the other woman raising them together as marital 

partners? Is that it?” 

Kerta motioned at Bellamy to calm down. “It’s not what you think.” 

As Bellamy opened his mouth to comment, he saw a beautiful blind, purpled haired woman 

with hair over her one of her eyes come through the door and snuggle up behind Kerta. Neptunium 

kissed Kerta lovingly on the cheek. Because it was Neptunium who did this, her secret crush, 

Kerta’s body betrayed her. Her eyes fluttered shut and she groaned softly in pleasure feeling 

Neptunium’s lips press against her cheek. Neptunium didn’t think nothing of it, she just thought 

Kerta was simply happy with the affection. 

“Hello Zentha.” Neptunium walked around Kerta and looped arms with her and leaned her 

head on Kerta’s shoulder. “I missed you. Thank you so much for helping us. I really appreciate 

your hospitality.” 

Bellamy arched an eyebrow, looked between the two of them and made a “O” shape with 

his mouth.  

“Not what I think eh?” 



Artzenin Eklektós 

69 

 

Kerta’s eye snapped and she found Bellamy’s amused gaze. “It’s not!” She insisted. 

Bellamy sighed and looked away. “Maybe I should go on that date after all.” 

“Wait! No!” Kerta broke away from Neptunium and clung to his arm.  

Neptunium blinked and turned her head at the two. “Oh, Kerta.  I didn’t know you were 

dating someone. Is he good to you?”  

Kerta flinched, because she wasn’t really dating Bellamy. She was romancing him without 

the restriction and responsibility. She turned to her and forced out a laugh and nodded.  

“Yes, we are dating and yes he is good to me.” 

Bellamy’s eyes widened a little when she said that and his cheeks reddened. He squeezed 

her hand affectionately and averted his look of happiness away from her. Kerta glanced over at 

him when she felt his squeeze and felt her body become respond internally at his adorable response. 

Neptunium beamed and clapped her hands together in approval.  

“That’s wonderful! You’re such a good influence for my children.” 

Bellamy snorted and then burst into cackles and heavy thunders of laughter. “Are we 

talking about the same woman?” 

Kerta glared at him and stomped on his foot.  

“Oh, stop it Neptunium. You’re making me blush.” Kerta cupped her cheeks and laughed, 

waving after Neptunium as the Safari walked into the living room before turning on her heel to 

face her lover. “Bellamy, are you trying to destroy my cover?” 

“I'm sorry. I just found it funny that someone trusted you with their children.” He wiped a 

tear from his eye with the butt of his palm and chuckled softly. “I understand now. Not marital 

partners, just an extra helper with benefits. That’s culture difference for you.” Bellamy nodded at 

himself. “I see. Anyway, I can house all of these Safaris. No problem.”  

Kerta softened. “Oh good. For a while I thought you would be against it.”  
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“No, I’m fine.” Bellamy smiled as they walked through the door frame that took them into 

the kitchen. “Why would I be-” 

They froze seeing a prayer service between the Safari children. Ozone was leading the 

group and when he was done, he smiled as he finished his prayer to the Godhead.  

“In Griffin’s name amen!” Ozone clapped when everyone else did. “Praise Griffin!” 

“Praise Griffin! Praise Griffin!” The children cheered.  

Bellamy grabbed Kerta by the wrist and marched them past the living room and into his 

bedroom. He slammed the door closed, turned to Kerta and glared at her. “They have to leave.” 

“But you just said-” 

Bellamy presses a finger to her lips, silencing her. “I know what I said and I’m retracting 

it now.” 

“Bellamy, please don’t go back on your word. What do I have to do?”  

Bellamy looked down at her lips and slowly bit his own, watching them carefully. Kerta 

held her breath and stepped back when he reached out to take her hand. 

“Let me know you again.” Bellamy smirked, walking over to Kerta and grinning wider 

when she fell onto the bed.  

Kerta swallowed a lump in her throat. “We can’t, everyone is here. They’ll hear us...”  

“Not now.” Bellamy rolled his eyes. “Let’s go on dates this week and during those dates, 

let’s have some alone time.”  

Kerta frowned. “Will that make you happy?” 

Bellamy frowned back. “This isn’t some sort of barter trade, Kerta. If you don’t want to 

it’s not fun for me if you feel obligated.” 

“I don’t feel obligated.” 
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Bellamy positioned himself on top of her and she melted under him, giving into his touch 

far too quickly. He lowered his head and gave Kerta a slow, lingering kiss. 

 “Then be mine again.”  

Kerta sighed softly as his lips pressed against hers. “Be yours?” 

“Yes. Don’t date anyone else.” 

Her eye widened and she stared up at him. “What?” She squealed when he snagged her 

waist and pushed her against him in a demanding manner.  

“I’ll get jealous. You owe me so much attention so do not give it to anyone else.” Bellamy’s 

face darkened. “Like your Safari mates out there. Neptunium, was it?” 

Kerta caught her breath and he heard it. “W-What?” 

“She’s taken anyway. Let her go Kerta and focus on me instead. It’s the least you can do. 

For a season, devote your entire being to me.” 

“I-I can’t do that.” Kerta spluttered, turning away from him with a flushed face. 

“Let me guess. You want to fulfill your quotas to Pornera?” 

“Well…” 

“Listen, you can do that, just not with her.” 

“What?” 

Bellamy kissed in Kerta’s neck. “You’re not dating her, are you? Pornera won’t count your 

offering unless you go all the way. You have to sleep with the target, remember?” Bellamy nipped 

Kerta’s earlobe and grinned against the skin hearing a soft moan fall from her lips. “So. Did you 

intend to sleep with Neptunium? Is that why you can’t do it?” 

“N-No. That’s not it at all.” 
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“Then (---- --) Kerta, keep your hands off her and leave her be, all right?” 

“I have other lovers Bellamy who serve Pornera.” 

“I am aware. Don’t deny them if they come to collect, but keep it business only. You don’t 

have to make it more than just an exchange of pleasure. Give me your greatest moments, give me 

your highs. And whatever you do, don’t sleep with Neptunium.” Bellamy pinned Kerta when he 

felt her starting to get up. “Kerta. I’m not joshing, I’m quite serious.” 

“I…” She sighed and gave in, no longer able to keep up a front. “I understand. But to make 

this fair, you shouldn’t date others, or go all the way with them either.” 

Bellamy raised his head and glared down at Kerta. “What?” 

“It’s fair.” 

“I slept with you and asked you to convince me to cancel my dates. I serve Pornera too and 

as long as I’m sexually active, sleeping with someone, she’s happy. I wanted to be sleeping with 

you solely, Kerta. I wasn’t even going to consider being with my other lovers. You honestly think 

I’d have the nerve to ask you and not do it myself?” 

Kerta pursed her lips. “Hmm. Well, you do tend to get pangs when I’m away.” 

“I won’t date anyone, just you.” 

Kerta tipped her head back and sighed. “Okay, okay. Now that we’ve gotten this 

established.” She sat up, pecked Bellamy quickly on the lips, then skillfully slid out from 

underneath him. “I need to go to go reserve my rooms for the female Safaris at Magévo.” 

Bellamy hopped up to his feet and went over to join Kerta by the door. “You think Osium 

will let you?” 

Kerta grinned. “He will. I’m a good child.” 

Bellamy looked Kerta up and down and shook his head. “A good child? That’s an 

understatement.” 
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Kerta playfully punched Bellamy in the arm. “He sees me as the daughter he never had and 

is willing to help me when I need it. Unlike some people I know.” 

Bellamy sighed while rolling his head. “Ha, ha. Very funny.” 

They stepped out of the bedroom, only to come face-to-face with a moody Berkelium.  

“Berkelium.” Kerta’s eyebrows arched up in surprise. “Is something wrong?” 

“I’ll say. This place smells like a harlot’s service house.” 

Bellamy said nothing in his defense, but Kerta laughed nervously and looked off into the 

distance. 

“Is that so?” 

Berkelium shoved his finger so hard into Kerta’s shoulder, she staggered back. Bellamy 

saw it and it took everything in him not to tackle Berkelium to the floor and start a brawl. 

“Kerta. This isn’t a house, is it?” 

Kerta rubbed the area Berkelium poked and jutted her lower lip out in a pout. “It is so. It is 

Bellamy's nest. He earned it and paid for it with his money.” 

Berkelium crossed his arms and turned to the dark-skinned man beside his nemesis. 

“Bellamy, I wasn’t born yesterday. This building you call your home, is home to a lot of things, 

isn’t? Admit it, this place is a brothel.” 

Bellamy squinted and inclined his head to the side in challenge. “Careful. You’re just a 

little boy playing in a sandbox whose bastion I have built.” 

Berkelium’s eyes charged with his element and to Berkelium’s astonishment, he saw 

Bellamy's eyes light up slightly, projecting a beautiful blue hue.  

“What exactly are you? Are you a Safari too? A Hybrid perhaps?” Berkelium made a show 

of looking around the room in disgust. “I wouldn’t be surprised at what comes out of the women 

on this planet here. They probably have laid with every race known to humanity.” 
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Bellamy walked in front of Kerta and cracked his knuckles. “Stick around lad, get to know 

me and you might find out.” 

Berkelium growled and his left ear twitched in agitation. “You may not live that long so 

what will it matter?” 

Bellamy forced a smile. “Kerta your furry friends are terrible company. Let me sacrifice 

this annoying one to Javion. He’d love it and frankly so would I.” 

“So, couples will be living downstairs. The men will be staying upstairs.” Kerta pulled on 

Bellamy’s arm, tugging him back and away from Berkelium. “Berkelium, please be nice to your 

host. He is taking care of all of you until I can clean my nest.” 

“Nest?” Berkelium blinked. “You both have used this word and it vexes me. What do you 

mean? Speak plainly so I understand.” 

Kerta sighed. “Right, I keep forgetting you don’t live in this solar system or know how 

idioms and terms work on this planet. A “nest” is the corresponding use of a “house” or “mansion” 

that you label buildings in your solar system.” 

Berkelium opened his mouth, ready to argue with both of them, but didn’t get the chance 

to. Sodium sauntered over with a forced smile, grabbed him by the forearm and simply pulled him 

off to the side. 

“Berkelium I’m hoping you were thanking Bellamy for allowing us to stay in his house.” 

Sodium just happened to catch the rest of Kerta’s explanation and quickly corrected himself. “I 

mean his nest.” 

Berkelium gawked at Sodium, trying to decide if he should laugh or smack Sodium across 

the face. Sodium was clearly avoiding the obvious and Berkelium wasn’t in the mood to go along 

with it. 

“I can’t believe you, Sodium.” Berkelium threw his arms up. “You’re supposed to be on 

my side.” Berkelium quickly motioned at the scallywags in frustration. “Not theirs. I want a safe 
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place to recover in, not a-” Berkelium made quotes with his fingers. “Nest of vice. This is ludicrous 

and I demand a community meeting at once.” 

“Just listen to yourself!” Sodium crossed his arms and raised an eyebrow. “You are so mad 

you cannot even appreciate the help we’ve been sent and a roof our heads. Are you saying now we 

were better off being Potassium’s subjects and experimented on? Careful, this is the man who 

robbed your sahah of her sight and left your other friend, my sahah, completely weak and useless!”  

“I am insulted you would say this to me!” Berkelium barked. “Of course, I’m glad we’re 

not captives anymore, but if this nest is the best we have to look forward to and you are aware of 

what I’m complaining to these people about, maybe it’s you who needs a reality check!” 

As the two men continued to argue, Bellamy slowly turned his neck, crossed his arms and 

just gave Kerta a knowing look. 

“Kerta.” He muttered. “This isn’t going well.” 

“It’s just two days.” She leaned in and kissed him fondly on the cheek. “What could go 

wrong?” 
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Kerta gathered up all the women and asked them to follow outside and to the guild house 

where they would be lodging until further notice. Valine remained behind with the weaker Safaris 

in the nest. From where she was standing Kerta could see Valine being supported by Berkelium, 

and holding onto the hand of Rosarium through the doorway. 

“You will come back to me safely, right?” Valine asked, locking worried eyes with 

Rosarium’s. “This city is… dangerous. I cannot explain it, but Griffin is letting me know in my 

spirit this place is not safe. I am actually questioning if we should find other means of shelter.” 

Rosarium frowned, then glance up to give Berkelium a knowing look. She wanted to speak 

to Valine alone. He nodded quietly, and simply helped Valine limp into Rosarium then backed 

away from them to give them privacy. 

“It is just two days, darling. But to be fair, I do not like the atmosphere either, but Kerta 

has proven she is for us and not against us so please be patient with her and with me. I… I am in 

agreement with whatever it is she is doing.” Rosarium cupped Valine’s face, and stroked her cheek 

with her thumb. “I failed you once as a your Esknee. I failed to protect us when Potassium’s spies 

came into our home, and took us as slaves. I will not fail again. I will personally watch Kerta, and 

keep a steady eye on the activity. Just rest, and stay inside this house at all times. Never go out 

alone, and don’t trust the citizens of the Clemall.” Rosarium frowned harder. “Ever. We are 

outsiders and they know that. Stay inside.” 

Valine placed her hand over Rosarium, and gave it a gentle, reassuring squeeze. “I won’t. 

Please be careful.”  

Rosarium bumped her forehead against Valine’s wrapped one and softly wrapped her arms 

around her frail shoulders. She pulled her closer and began to speak softly to her in their native 

language so Kerta couldn’t understand them. Kerta noticed this and looked away, feeling snubbed 

by the action but somehow could understand the Safaris need to code their talks if they didn’t feel 

they could trust the ears around them. When they finished speaking, Rosarium smiled and so did 
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Valine. Whatever it was Rosarium told Valine, Kerta guessed it must have been encouraging, and 

uplifting because the cautious gleam in her eyes left, and her entire body relaxed against Rosarium 

shortly after. Rosarium nuzzled in Valine’s neck, making her laugh softly out loud and Valine 

naturally patted on Rosarium’s face in attempt to make her stop. 

“Rose, not in public. You know people outside of our culture won’t understand this. And 

even if they do, you know how shy I am about it displaying it in front of others.” 

“Then the ignorant people of Hyrim can skip off. I’m making up for three years of being 

forced away from you in a separate cell. Besides I’m going to be lodging somewhere away from 

you, let me have this moment.” Rosarium muttered as she lightly walked Valine back into the nest, 

and straight into Berkelium’s open arms. Valine glanced up at him and smiled when he kissed her 

dotingly on the head. 

“Come with me Valine. I’ll get you a comfortable spot near a window and we’ll pass the 

time by spying on the very ones we called our enemies once upon a time. Would you like that?” 

Valine nodded. “Actually yes. I’m curious to learn more about the Hyrim and this dark 

society they live in.” 

Rosarium smiled, proud to see that everyone was banding together and being supportive of 

each other’s needs.  

“Thank you, Berkelium. I entrust my Zentha to you and the others. Please look after her 

for me while I’m out with our care taker? Oh, and make sure she eats, and stays hydrated.” 

Rosarium paused, and cupped her chin and remembered something else to add. “Ah yes. Whatever 

drugs Potassium put inside her body makes her senses super sensitive. Slow movements, nice and 

easy. And make sure she stays hydrated, and gets at least two naps before bed time. She gets so 

cranky without naps.” 

Berkelium and Valine raised eyebrows, and shook their head in disbelief at her 

overprotective orders. 

“I pity the man that you marry one day Rosarium.” They replied in unison then grinned 

seeing Rosarium’s cheeks reddened. 
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“If this is you with your Zentha, your sahe is going to be in over his head.” Berkelium 

grinned. “You are slightly controlling when you are worried and think you know best. But hey, to 

each their own, right Valine?” 

Valine took Berkelium’s hand into her own, and tugged on it to indicate she wanted to start 

walking away. “And yet, I agreed to be her Zentha and allow her to pamper me. I might need to 

set some boundaries if she insists to treat me like a helpless child.” 

Since Valine only had one leg and stump for the other, Berkelium simply picked her up so 

he could carry her. His bag leg was throbbing, but he ignored the pain so he could be supportive 

for those less fortunate than himself. They left Rosarium there by the doorway, standing there with 

her jaw dropped open. 

“I am just trying to look out for you in your wounded state and be a good friend!” Rosarium 

shouted at their backsides as the two started for a window in the living room.  

Annoyed, Rosarium turned around and returned to the group waiting for her outside. 

“Everything okay?” Ion asked, looking over at Rosarium. “Seems like you two took your 

sweet time saying goodbye. Are you going to do that every time you leave her side?” 

Rosarium rolled her eyes. “No Ion. I am bad, but I am not that overbearing.” 

Ion looked forward with a blank expression on her face. “Sure. If you say so.” 

Kerta did a quick head count to make sure everyone was present, then she began to lead 

the Safaris to the guild house. As they walked Rosarium noticed activities happening in daylight 

that made her uneasy and if she was going to be honest with herself, embarrassed to be a woman. 

“This planet and the people living on it are so sexual.” Rosarium gruffly remarked, running 

a frustrated hand through her hair. “I’ve never seen such boldness in my life. Don’t the women 

here respect their bodies?” 

“Well, our culture is different from yours, Rosarium.” Kerta calmly explained, as she 

walked past a graphic scene of a nicely dressed male assassin running another man down and then 
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stabbing him in the back of the neck to complete his Quota for the day. “This is our normal. 

Nothing here is weird or shocking to us. In fact,” Kerta glanced over her shoulder so she could 

smirk smugly at the offended Safari. “We like sexual activities and our boldness is considered a 

virtue.” 

As Kerta said this, the Safaris had the displeasure of witnessing the other man who was 

openly having intercourse with a harlot against a light post get stabbed five times by the harlot’s 

jealous Ogre lover. The stab was quick and once the man fondling the Ogre’s property was 

disposed of, he roughly grabbed his lover by the wrist, backhanded her for her disloyalty and 

forcefully dragged her away from him. The wounded man convulsed on the ground and his ear-

piercing scream made Rosarium wince deeply.  

“Did we just witness a murder?” 

Hearing Ion whisper that question, Kerta smirked with pride. “Ah. Yes, you did. Raga 

Javion must be pleased today to have a murder so early in the morning.” 

“Who?” The Safaris asked, blinking at Kerta’s backside.  

“Don’t worry about it. I don’t think you will appreciate our Ragas or Rajas, so we just 

won’t talk about them.” 

Rosarium frowned and looked over her shoulder at the dead man lying in a pool of blood. 

“This is your normal, huh?” 

No sooner after Rosarium said those words, the group heard aroused cries coming from the 

alley ways. They blushed, knowing very well what the individuals were doing and in their 

desperation to escape the sounds, they began to sing hymns of praise to Griffin to distract their 

ears from the raunchy cries of pleasure around them. Kerta just shook her head to herself, thinking 

how hard it might be for the Safaris to adjust to Hyrim’s way of life. 

‘Were they that sheltered on Nexus or are they just shy about these things?’ 

Kerta opened the doors to Magévos Guide and smiled politely at the male Safari wiping 

down the surface behind the receptionist desk. “Ahoy Osium!”  
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Osium glanced up from the spot he was trying to polish on the wood and beamed the second 

he saw Kerta enter the guild house. “Well, well. Look what the Smilodon dragged in.” Osium 

stepped out from behind the receptionist desk and went over to wrap his arms around Kerta.  

“Oh, lass. There’s so much more of you to hug lately.” Osium prodded Kerta gently. 

“Where did the thin, beautiful Space Pirate and her lovely curves go?”  

Kerta giggled, openly enjoying the nuzzles Osium gave her. “Oh, stop teasing me. You 

watched it form, you saw my eating habits. You of all people shouldn’t be shocked it’s still there.” 

Osium gave her stomach a hearty pat and smiled. “What may I do for you today?” 

“I’d like to rent three rooms for these Safaris that are with me, please.” 

Osium looked up to see the Safaris were singing hymns of prayer loudly, causing some 

harlots and drunks to become annoyed and scoff at them as they passed. He blinked, then glanced 

back down at Kerta.  

“Kerta. They are Griffin’s precious children.” 

Kerta nodded. “Yes.” 

“You mean to tell me you’re putting these innocent souls in the core center of murderers, 

thieves, liars, drunkards, converters, rapists, pagans, idle worshipers, Slavers, Space Pirates, 

cultists, fornicators, the sexual immoral of all types… and harlots?” 

Kerta rubbed her neck, struggling to find a new excuse to give Osium. “That’s why I’m 

renting the white rooms. Those are the cleanest ones you have, right?” 

“No white room can paint the vices that are stained in crimson lass.” Osium muttered. “I 

don’t think the Magévos Guild is the place for your friends over there. You should take them to 

Zahr Odin. Yggdrasil Clemall would be better for them, I think.” 

Kerta scoffed and crossed her arms. “Yggdrasil Clemall is a region full of death, animal 

attacks and bandit raids. Not to mention Griffin followers go missing there half the time.” Kerta 

glanced behind her, gave the Safaris a once-over, then looked viciously upon her friend. “You 
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want them to die? I just saved them from the pit of death on Nexus. Why would I risk their lives 

and to travel all the way to Yggdrasil?” Kerta shook her head. “It’s my job to assure their 

wellbeing, Osium. They’re not in the greatest shape enough as it is. Just let them stay here for two 

days. They’re within my reach here. It’s not worth the travel, or the fee paid to go that far. I just 

need two days’ worth, surely they can put up with the nonsense?”  

Overhearing their conversation, Rosarium motioned at the women around her to cease their 

praise. Rosarium frowned, not liking the sound of their lodging options at all. Ion was interested, 

as were the rest of the women standing around her. They kept listening, wanting to learn more 

about Hyrim, the Clemalls and Zahrs Osium spoke of. 

“Stop right there.” Osium wagged a finger, correctly her. “Get your facts straight. It used 

to be like that. Ever since the Geokiin Akiva moved in and was crowned the Neelif, Yggdrasil 

Clemall has become a much safer haven for travelers, tourists and locals alike. Asgard, the capital 

city is strongly fortified I might add. I’m telling you, they’ll be happier there.” 

“It’s still dangerous.” Kerta argued, putting her hands on her hips. “And even if Asgard is 

safer, I don’t trust the male population with my friends.” 

Osium cocked an eyebrow. “And why not?” 

Kerta inclined her head and stared at Oisum, torn between laughing at him, or hitting him 

upside the head. “You know very the men in Asgard have lust problems when it comes to beautiful 

women.” 

Osium pursed his lips. “Like you can talk Kerta. Who are you to criticize Zahr Odin’s 

males when you struggle with the same vice?” Osium shrugged. “Clearly, you’re not keeping up 

with news of the Clemalls or you would know that when Zahr Odin got saved half of his people 

hailed to Griffin and the other half did not and left the region. If any man or woman tried to make 

a pass at your guests I assure you, Zahr Odin would chastise that citizen and defend their honor.” 

Kerta blushed and her eye widened nervously at the jabbing remark. 

“What did he mean by that?” Rosarium asked, noting how easily Kerta became 

embarrassed. “Do you have a lust problem for beautiful women, Kerta?” 



Artzenin Eklektós 

82 

 

The Safaris studied Kerta closely and waited patiently for a response. Kerta cleared her 

throat and idly tugged at the collar of her turtleneck shirt and did what she did best when she didn’t 

want someone to know the truth about herself. She lied.  

“I use to have a lust problem, but I’m much better now and perfectly in control of myself.” 

Osium blinked and his face scrunched in confusion. He lifted a hand and pointing an 

accusing finger at Kerta as his eyebrow raised. “Stop right there. Keta Chives, you know that’s 

not-” 

“Isn’t Griffin good?! I am so grateful He saved me from my vice!”  

She spoke over Osium, cutting him off on purpose and Osium stood there, gaping at her in 

astonishment. The Safaris saw how things were getting awkward, but they were too tired and 

mentally drained to question Kerta further, so they let it go.  

“The point is, Zahr Odin would bed my friends the moment he saw them and I can’t allow 

that.”  

The Safaris blinked and their faces reddened at the praise. They didn’t care about their 

appearance, but hearing Kerta say they were beautiful did make them feel a little special and it 

showed on their faces. 

“Blast it all Kerta.” Osium pinched the bridge of his nose and exhaled softly through his 

nostrils. “Look at this practically.” 

“I am looking at this practically. Why are you fighting me over it?” 

Osium hesitated, then gave a reluctant sigh. “Kerta, I’m not trying to be difficult. I just 

think with them being Griffin’s children, they would be more comfortable among people who think 

and behave like them.” 

“You fear the Griffin, you love him and own this guild house.” 

“Aye, I do. But I was brought to this planet against my will as a slave and my master gave 

me this guild house before he passed. It’s all I have. The people know I don’t approve of their vice 
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and I do put my foot down when needed. This is supposed to be a shelter, a safe place for the weary 

and wounded. How it turned into what it is today, is a shame. I can’t stop it, for Zahr Pandora 

herself told me she wanted this guild house to represent her tastes. She is the Caesar of the this 

Clemall and I must submit myself and live as peacefully as I can until I can find the means to move 

away. If I don’t like this atmosphere, what would make you think I’d want your friends to be here?” 

Osium pressed his hands to his chest and his face darkened. “Kerta can’t you see I’m trying to 

spare them the heartache of witnessing the vice in this place?” 

“But at least you’re someone they could relate to.” Kerta took Osium’s hands into hers and 

squeezed them desperately. “Please Osium? They have nowhere to go. Just let them use the white 

rooms. I’ll pay double.” 

Hands on her hips, Rosarium turned to the two citizens and glowered. “What’s this about 

white rooms?” Rosarium narrowed her eyes, suddenly suspicious of Kerta’s motives. “Because if 

it’s what I think it is, I am not having it. And neither are my comrades.” 

Ion pulled at Rosarium’s arm, causing her to look down at her. “Rosarium, please don’t 

complain like Berkelium. Kerta is doing all she can.”  

Kerta saddened. “This is all I can do for you at the moment. I’m putting you in the white 

rooms.” 

“White rooms?” A female Safari put herself into the conversation curious to learn more. 

“What is the difference? Are they somehow more special than a non-white room?”  

“Those rooms are dedicated to persons that have little to no sexual interest.”  

Ion tapped her chin. “What does that mean? I have an idea, but I’d like one of you to tell 

me plainly.” 

Osium answered. “It means sexual intercourse or fetishes are not allowed in those rooms. 

White rooms are for sleeping, relaxing, etc.” 

“This place houses people with fetishes too?” Rosarium just looked at Kerta in 

bewilderment. “Is he joking or is he serious?” 
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Kerta rubbed her arm and she dropped her gaze down to the floor. “Yes.” She confessed 

honestly, for once. “Is that going to be a problem?” 

“It is a problem. We don’t want to stay here.” 

“What Rose means to say is, we wouldn’t normally stay in such a setting if we could help 

it, but since we can’t we’ll comply, Kerta.” Ion quickly added, not wanting to ruin their chances 

at sleeping on a normal bed for once. “Right Rose?” 

Rosarium rolled her eyes, crossed her arms, but nodded to show she was in agreement. 

“Perfect.” Kerta smiled up at Osium. “How much?” 

“For three rooms?” Osium hummed thoughtfully, stroking his beard. “It’s going to be very 

pricey. Why not just let them bunk together? I can give you two white rooms, with four double 

beds, which would house all of them.” 

Kerta nodded. “All right.” 

While Osium was helping the Safaris upstairs to their white-rooms and telling them where 

to go and where to not go, Kerta remained downstairs on the first floor. She started to go upstairs 

and had intended to help her friends get settled, but stopped in her tracks spotting two stunning 

women sitting at a round table against the guild house’s wall. One woman was a Safari, the other 

woman as mysterious and wore a velvet cloak with the hood back. The Safari woman was quite 

hairy, similar Neptunium, but she didn’t have extra scruff under her chin and trailing down her 

neckline. She did have scruff on her elbows and striking hazel-red highlights in her platinum hair.  

The woman sitting across from her sipping on a wine glass, matched her in beauty. As 

Kerta slowly approached them, she took in the second woman’s features extra closely. A deep 

maroon tint reflected within her hair despite at first glance it looked black. Tints of gold and copper 

refracted in her eyes and shimmered with each shift of her gaze or movement in the environment. 

Her neck was slender and her cheeks were rosy in her olive colored skin. She had jewelry and 

cloth clasped around her neck like a choker and the small gems threaded down to her well covered 

bosom. 
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Kerta felt her heart race and start to pound hard in her chest. She stopped walking and had 

to lean against the wall to rest, suddenly out of breath. She was hot and the rash on her skin started 

to burn. Kerta’s free hand went up to scratch at the splotch and it was then she noticed the rash had 

appeared on the back of her hand. She squinted at the purple spot, confused as to why she had it 

and where it was coming from. 

“That wasn’t there before.” 

Kerta glanced up from her hand and at the two women laughing softly at each other. She 

stared too long, far too long for it to be in admiration of their beauty. She clutched at her shirt and 

closed her eye as the familiar arousal of desire came over her, practically paralyzing her on the 

spot. 

“Hello Kerta. Welcome home.” 

Kerta’s eye snapped open and she staggered off the wall and stumbled to turn around to 

face her second Raja. Pornera. “P-Pornera?” Kerta spoke softly, not wanting anyone to hear her 

talking to her Raja. A Raja only she and the followers of Pornera could see.  

“What are you up to?” Pornera was laying on silky velvet cloth that hovered in the air. She 

kicked her feet behind her back and forth as she laid stretched out comfortably on her stomach. 

Kerta immediately averted her gaze away from Pornera, somehow bothered at the sight of seeing 

Pornera naked.  

“You’re floating around like that?” 

The dark-skinned woman smirked as her long pink hair slicked over her left eye. She blew 

it out of the way and continued speaking with her devoted follower.  

“We’re both women here. What’s the harm in flaunting my nudity? Nudity is completely 

natural and a fact of life.” 

“But it’s immodest of you to show yourself outside of a private setting like that.” Kerta 

spoke the words without realizing it.  
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Pornera raised an eyebrow, deeply insulted by what Kerta had just said. “Excuse me?” 

“Nothing. Forget I said it.” 

Pornera sat up and whistled, which made a fur boa swoop down and wrap itself over her 

shoulders, she began to stroke it like a pet as she continued to speak in her seductive tone. “I 

couldn’t help but notice how you were looking at a more than one acceptable woman over there. I 

want you to go over there and lay with the Vampire.” 

Kerta coughed unexpectedly and Pornera’s grin stretched.  

“Not feeling well, Kerta?” 

Kerta shook her head and turned it away so she could finish coughing. When the pressure 

to cough subsided, she glanced back at her Raja with a lost look on her face. 

“I’m sorry, did you just say Vampire?” 

Pornera nodded gently in agreement. “I did. Her mistress is happily married, heterosexual, 

just as she is. But I trust you can change the Vampire’s mind and get her to think like you before 

the month is over. You are one of the top followers in my temple for this reason.” 

Kerta swallowed and glanced nervously between the Vampire and her Raja. 

“B-But I just wanted to say hi. I’ve never seen them here before and-” 

Pornera’s slid off her floating carpet and as soon as she did this, it disappeared. She landed 

gracefully on her feet and stepped in behind Kerta. She placed her hands on Kerta’s waist and 

pressed her glossy lips to Kerta’s ear. She chuckled hearing the small gasp from the hybrid and 

slanted her eyes half way in amusement.  

“It is because you’ve never seen them, I want you to lay with the Vampire. You’ve just 

about seduced every person in this Clemall, excluding the elderly and the youth. I’m giving you 

the urges and desires of your wicked heart. Make me proud and go pressure the Vampire to lay 

with you.” 
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Kerta whimpered and feebly slapped at Pornera’s hands, indicating she wanted Pornera to 

let her go. “Please Raja Pornera. Have mercy. I’m so tired…”  

“I want her virginity as my prize.” Pornera gripped Kerta harder and turned her perfectly 

rounded fingernails, into abnormal ragged fingernails. She pierced into Kerta’s flesh, breaking 

skin and blood poured from the tiny puncture holes. “Do it.” 

“But I’m not in the mood. I haven’t been feeling well.”  

Kerta winced, struggling to remain still in Pornera’s hold. The piercing of her flesh did hurt 

and Kerta strangely felt weakened by it. 

“I don’t think I asked you that. I’m pretty sure I said I saw some meat and I want it. Go 

fetch, Kerta.” 

“My Raja, I’ve slept with so many people already. I’ve given you more performance than 

Raja Klopí and I’m barely able to keep my Quotas with her enough as it is. My body can’t perform 

like it used to. I am not immortal like you are.” 

“I am aware of your own mortality. So be of some use to me before you drop dead.” 

Pornera removed her nails out of Kerta’s body, turned her around and grabbed Kerta’s face 

roughly. “Look at me Kerta.” 

Kerta whimpered again, but did as she was told. “Y-Yes?” 

“I’ll make you deal. If you can sleep with Neptunium, I won’t require the virginity of the 

Vampire.” 

“Bellamy wouldn’t like that.” 

Pornera blinked, not impressed with her response. “Bellamy isn’t your theós, now is he?” 

“No.” 
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“And you didn’t ask my permission to be his. You and him are my property. If you want 

to go frolicking together and be loyal with your uncultivated romance, then you should go to 

Griffin.”  

She grinned and her perfect pearly white teeth, turned sharp, like canine teeth Kerta would 

find in a Proxy. Kerta made a disturbed face and gaped at her Raja in fear. In all the years Kerta 

had served Pornera, she had never twisted her appearance before. Why was she doing it now? 

Kerta swallowed and wondered if Klopí had spoken to Pornera about what had happened on the 

spaceship and thought that was why she was being more aggressive with her. 

“And you’re not doing that, now are you?” Pornera slowly dragged her finger over Kerta’s 

blotches that were on her cheek and starting to spread down her neck. “Or are you? Because I 

would hate for you to quit serving me so late in the game, Kerta.” 

Kerta felt sweat trickling down her face and a wave of fear grip her. She wasn’t sure where 

the anxiety wasn’t coming from, she had never felt scared in Pornera’s presence before. Taking a 

small breath, she quietly admitted to her, 

“You can’t force me to sleep with them Raja Pornera. I still have my free will. I can deny 

your request if I decide to do so.” 

“You’re right. I can’t force you to do anything. But I can torment you and make you so 

miserable you’ll wish you had obeyed me.”  

Pornera forced a rough Kerta’s mouth, but her kiss wasn’t pleasurable. It burned her lips 

and it tasted like sulfur and brimstone. Kerta tried to pull away, but the second she tried, she found 

herself pinned to the wall, arms high above her head and Pornera’s leg wedged between hers.  

“If you deny either of my requests, there will be consequences Kerta. Just remember that.” 

Pornera released Kerta’s wrists and stepped away from her. “Now. Go and convince the Vampire 

to sleep with you. If you can’t, then you must lay with Neptunium. Your Quota date for either is 

due at the end of this month.” 

“I… I understand.” Kerta stared down at the floor, needing a moment to take in what had 

happened between her and Pornera.  
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Pornera smiled and pulled her white robes that were stained with blood back onto her body. 

She reached down and she retrieved her harp from her side and began to strum it. At the tune, 

Kerta felt her body feeling refreshed for a moment. Her puncture holes were healed. She felt vigor 

and actual excitement. Her body once again betrayed her tired thoughts and the unquenchable thirst 

for sex drove her senses wild. The first person she thought of satiating her urge was Bellamy. Her 

knees buckled and she panted heavily, looking up at her dazed. Pornera smiled.  

“Put that hunger into one of those blind girls Kerta. I’ll be waiting for my Quota. 

Remember.” She strummed the chords on the harp again. “The Safari Neptunium, or the Vampire. 

Pick one to seduce and try not to get attached to them, all right?” 

Kerta waited for Pornera to fade away before she slid down the wall to the floor. She sat 

on her haunches, staring off into the distance with mixed feelings. She didn’t want to lay with a 

person she didn’t even know, she didn’t want to hurt Neptunium or lose her standing with her 

either. Pornera wanted her to have sex with one of them before the month was over. Groaning, 

Kerta doubled over, feeling her stomach twist. She feared she would get sick if she tried to move 

so waited to see what would happen. She took a few more deep breaths and when the urge to vomit 

passed, she looked at the front door entrance with a newfound desire to be with Bellamy. She knew 

Pornera wanted her to use this spike in energy to lay with a woman, but she pushed the impulses 

away and stood up slowly to her feet, determined to find Bellamy and make him hers. Pornera 

restored her drive to be active, but as long as Kerta had the ability to choose who to be with, she 

would do it, even if it meant angering her Raja. 

“Bellamy. Where is he?” Kerta took one step and swayed and shook her head to clear the 

dizziness. “I… need him.” She stumbled back into the wall and pushed her shoulder against it for 

support.  

“Are you all right, miss?”  

Kerta slowly turned her head and caught her breath. It was the Vampire and she was 

standing right in front of Kerta. Kerta shamefully roved her eye over the Vampire’s body. She was 

completely modest and there was nothing exposed to tempt a person’s imagination, yet Kerta 

entertained forbidden thoughts and visualized herself stripping the Vampire naked in her mind.   
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“Miss are you, all right?”  

The Vampire’s hands were on her shoulders and she gently pulled Kerta off the wall and 

tried to steady her. Kerta’s eye fluttered shut and she groaned in frustration and in desire. No matter 

how much she told herself she didn’t want to hurt the women Pornera told her sleep with, no matter 

how much she tried to fight the urges, she was helpless when the temptation was right in front of 

her. Kerta reached up and clutched at the Vampire’s sleeves. 

“I’m sorry for this. You should just let me go.”  

As Kerta said this, she gradually leaned into the Vampire, needing to rest herself. The 

Vampire was understanding and a compassionate smile graced her lips.  

 “Did you have too much to drink?” The Vampire wrapped her arms around Kerta in a firm 

hug and rubbed her back gingerly. “Or are you just that hung over from previous binges?” 

Kerta leaned back in the Vampire’s arms and found herself looking everywhere but at the 

Vampire’s face. 

“Are you in awe of my beauty?” 

“Huh?” Kerta’s eye finally snapped from Vampire’s chest and she beheld her properly. 

She grinned, glad to finally have Kerta’s attention. “I do have that effect on people.” The 

Vampire raised an eyebrow. “Even on the crowds I prefer not to entertain. If someone must look 

at my body, I wish they’d do so respectfully and just admire me. Sadly, many just want me for one 

thing and I’m not surprised you’re giving me the same reactions they do.”  

Kerta’s cheeks reddened. How long had she been ogling at her? Was it that obvious to the 

Vampire she was lusting after her? 

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to stare miss…?” Kerta trailed off and rubbed at her neck 

apologetically. “Could I get a name?” 

The Vampire smiled and Kerta watched how her lips curled and parted as she began to 

introduce herself. 
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“Juvo.” Juvo offered her name to Kerta and grinned slightly when Kerta sighed dreamily 

and went limp in her arms. 

“Juvo. That’s such a pretty name.” 

Juvo confessed a dark truth concerning herself to force Kerta out of her infatuation. “Yes. 

And the man who took advantage of my blindness during the day thought so too.” 

“What?” Kerta sobered and stumbled away from Juvo’s open arms. 

 Content that the news has helped Kerta regain her senses, Juvo crossed her arms and her 

attitude became serious.  

“Yes. On my way here, a so-called holy man of Griffin forced himself upon me.” Juvo’s 

face darkened. “It always starts with a stare and if not careful, it can lead to so much more than 

just gazing. I just assumed because he was a Geokiin he would be nice. I won’t make that mistake 

again.” 

Kerta saddened. “I am… so sorry.” She cleared her throat and did her best to keep her eye 

on Juvo’s face only. “That must have been a traumatizing experience for you.” 

Juvo shrugged. “It happens. This is Hyrim after all.” 

Kerta felt terrible. She shouldn’t have allowed herself to succumb to Pornera’s influence 

so easily, but she did. Kerta turned away from Juvo and quietly excused herself. 

“It was nice meeting you person who didn’t tell me their name.” 

Kerta winced, whirled back around and involuntary smiled to hide her embarrassment. 

“Uhh. The name is Kerta. Kerta Flambeau Chives.” 

Juvo nodded at her. “All right. Thank you for the encounter, Miss Chives. Now if you’ll 

excuse me, I need to return to my mistress.”  

Juvo went back to sit down at the table with her friend while Kerta found a new wall to 

lean against, far away from Juvo. 
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 “Oh, so she wasn’t a virgin after all.” Pornera phased back into existence and gracefully 

slipped next to Kerta. “Still, go have sex her. I want her pretty face on my records.” 

‘What is wrong with you?!’ Kerta shouted in her head, causing Pornera to lift an eyebrow. 

‘She was raped. You told me she was a virgin. Did you lie on purpose? This is just like the time 

with Neptunium!’ 

“Of course, I lied on purpose. It made the setting so much more interesting having you 

think she was a young maiden to be defiled. As for her story, get over it. If we allowed every sad 

saga to deter us away from vice, you’d never fill your Quotas and I would lack sacrifices.” 

‘Still, she was raped. You always tell me to enjoy spoiling a virgin so you can make them 

feel ashamed after the deed is done, so why settle for a damaged sacrifice?’  

Pornera rolled her eyes. “When I get bored, I switch things up a bit. It’s not like you care 

for her, you don’t even know her. She’s just another sad story, just another disgraceful, broken 

woman who was taken advantage of by a man. Not your problem, so why do you care?” She 

chuckled adoringly when Kerta’s eye snapped open. “Oh, you think just because you were able to 

pity one assaulted woman, you’re a good person and should care? How many people in your time 

severing me have you assaulted and forced to submit to you? Don’t lie to me, I have your records.” 

Kerta’s clenched fists trembled as she gritted her teeth, seeing a flash of all those innocent 

victims she raped in her past. It shouldn’t have bothered her, what Pornera said, but it did. She 

turned away from Juvo’s direction to angrily answer her.  

‘Aye, but I never saw them again to apologize when I came to my senses. And even if I 

wanted to, I couldn’t because you took them away. Where did those lovers of mine go Raja 

Pornera?’ 

The Raja batted her eyelashes to fake a cute confusion. “Hmm? The ones worthy of my 

attention I sent off to regions across Hyrim to start a temple in my name and those not worthy I let 

the male followers rape them before chopping all their limbs off and tossing them into the furnace.” 

She cackled out loud, so hard to that she fell onto her back on her floating pillow seeing Kerta’s 
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surprised stare. “That’s what I do with my useless sacrifices. Don’t act like it’s something unheard 

of. It’s your own fault for not asking sooner.” 

“So, you actually burn the sacrifices we hand over to you, then? It’s not just a rumor, it’s 

true?” 

Kerta knew the Ragas and Rajas enjoyed sacrifices made unto them and the shedding of 

innocent blood. But to learn that the sacrifices were being chopped up and burned in a fire, 

bothered Kerta in a new way that genuinely made her question what she was doing. 

Pornera sat up on her pillow and grinned big. “Sometimes, when I want to see them suffer, 

I’ll skin their flesh off while they’re alive, then feed force them to eat their own peeled skin. Funny 

how you’re never around when that happens, huh?” She pulled a lock of her hair back to show 

how her expression sparkled with excitement. “Isn’t it good to be a Raja?” 

Kerta blinked and her eye squinted in anger. “I don’t know. Is it? I thought you said the-” 

Kerta made quotes with her fingers. “‘Sacrifices’ we presented to Rajas and Ragas were drafted to 

be your new followers?” 

Pornera glided off her pillow, grabbed Kerta’s cheeks and wagged her face roughly. “I’m 

your Raja. As your Raja, I and my kind can do with you mortals whatever we want. In general, we 

Ragas and Rajas have power over mortals as long as you give us permission. The more you vice 

willingly, the more you start to think like us and the more powerful we become.” She let Kerta’s 

face go and jerked her head at the door of the guild house. “Remember what I said. Either have 

sex with the Vampire or with your precious Neptunium.” 

Kerta looked down and her eyebrow furrowed in frustration. “I don’t want women, random 

men or my previous lovers anymore. I just want Bellamy.” 

Pornera slowly curved her neck back around. “Don’t do this Kerta.” 

“Not only do I want Bellamy, Raja Pornera. I want you to answer to a question.” Kerta 

took a bold step towards Pornera, no longer afraid of what she might to do her. “You’re smart. I 

want to know why.” 
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“Why what?” 

“Why is it that Avril Tryst-” 

Pornera hissed. “Don’t say his name.” 

“No!” Kerta shouted, stomping her foot intolerantly. “I want to know why that name, why 

his story, why his rules, why his truth is so offensive to you and anyone else of another dogma! 

Dogma is just a term, a word people have misused and abused and have gone to war over. Yet 

every Raga and Raja I have served and their followers can’t stand to hear the Godhead’s names? 

There are several spiritual beings in history that claim to be real.” Kerta gestured at the room. “Not 

just here on this planet, but across the universe. So why is it, that all of you who claim you’re 

humanity’s lórdons5 and encourage us to promote dogmas don’t want us, the mortals, to serve the 

Godhead? Did Avril Tryst not declare himself the I AM, the Archontas tou lórdons6 with a capital 

L?” Kerta shrugged. “Yet, you are not Avril Tryst. Your kind is just lórdons with a lower case L. 

Which means his title is over yours and I noticed that. If I call you my Raja, a mere lórdon that is 

lesser compared to Avril Tryst, who told the people at that time in history he was the Archontas 

tou lórdons.” Kerta smirked, but not because she was amused, but because she was getting to 

Pornera and it made her feel powerful over her Raja. “Which would also mean, he’s your king just 

as much as he is mine.” Kerta raised a finger and pointed at Porerna’s stricken expression. “But 

you don’t bow to him do you Raja Pornera? Interesting. So, tell me why you can’t stand that name 

out of all the names and rulers in the universe?” Kerta grabbed Pornera’s shoulders and shook her, 

something that she shouldn’t have done, but the adrenaline Kerta was feeling didn’t allow room 

for fear. “Answer me Raja Pornera! Who is Avril Tryst and why don’t you want me to consider 

him as my king?! Why will you hurt me if I so much as even think about asking him to save me 

from my vice?!” 

Pornera’s right eyebrow twitched. “Stop talking about this. Right now.” Pornera’s voice 

dropped to a dangerous tone and Kerta noticed the difference. “Or else.” 

 
5 lardons is “lords” is Greek. 
6 Archontas tou lardons is “Master of lords” or “Lord of lords” in Greek. 
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Kerta looked viciously upon Pornera and for the first time in her life, she truly wanted 

nothing to do with her. She let her go and stood her ground, refusing to let the topic go. “Or else 

what, Raja Pornera?” 

Pornera opened her mouth and exposed her razor-sharp teeth to Keta in the hopes of making 

her follower tremble before her. It didn’t work. Kerta just stared at her, with a hateful scorn on her 

face. 

“Ah lass! You’re still here!” Osium exclaimed, turning around the corner of the staircase. 

“I thought you had a house to clean?” 

Kerta turned head away from Pornera for only a moment to inspect Osium. When she went 

to see if Pornera was still there, she was gone. “I do have a house to clean…” Kerta looked down 

at herself and she finally felt herself starting to calm down and relax. “You’re looking at it.” 

Osium recognized the metaphor Kerta used and his face lit up in excitement. “Oh my. 

Kerta, do you mean that?” 

Kerta nodded and as she raised her gaze, she spotted Juvo and her friend in the arch of the 

doorway. They were standing there, observing her interaction with Osium, but Kerta had a gut 

feeling that they had overheard her argument with Pornera and very well may have assumed she 

was insane. 

“I um… have to go. I’ll be back in two days to pick the Safaris up.”  

As rude as it might have looked, Kerta slanted her eye and turned to walk hurriedly out the 

front door and into the dark of the night.  

“Osium. That was Kerta Chives.” The female Safari beside Juvo softly remarked, looking 

over at him. “Correct?” 

“Aye. It was.” Osium returned to his position behind the receptionist desk. “Do you have 

business with her, Neelif Illinca?” 

Illinca and Juvo exchanged a knowing look before they smiled gently at Osium.  



Artzenin Eklektós 

96 

 

“Do you know how long she will be here, in the area? I am aware that Miss Chives likes 

to travel around, but I am curious to know if she’s going to be still for a while.” 

Osium nodded. “Yes, she is. She is taking care of a group of abused Safaris she helped 

escape from Nexus.” 

Illinca cupped her chin, stroking it a few times as she pondered. “Hmm. I did want to return 

to my homeland and show my husband where I was taken from at some point, but for Miss Chives 

to rescue them from Nexus, tells me Nexus is not in a good place.”  

Illinca gave Juvo a friendly pat on the back, indicating that she wanted Juvo to ahead. Juvo 

nodded and with one last smile to the guild house keeper, she left. 

“I want to question her and those Safaris, but not now. I need to retire for the night. Thank 

you for the meal and drink. It was delicious.” 

Osium smiled. “I’m pleased to hear you enjoyed it. Take care Neelif Illinca.” 

Illinca did a graceful bow, then grinned at him. “I’m off the clock Osium. Illinca is just 

fine.” 

Osium laughed. “Neelif is a full-time job. You know this. I enjoy how you bring peace and 

justice to Ekrand. I can’t wait for Geokiin Cephas to return. Any news on his whereabouts?” 

Illinca started for the door. “No, nothing yet. Thank you for praying for him. Speaking of 

prayer, I will keep Miss Chives in my prayers. She’s battling with devils and a slave to her own 

desires, but after what I just witnessed between her and that Raja, I think she’s finally going to 

make a change for the better.” 

Osium sighed and looked down at the surface of his desk. “So, you see them too, eh?” 

Illinca opened the front doors and glanced over her shoulder at him with a serious gleam 

in her eyes. “Oh yes. I can see them and not because I want to. I am simply blessed spiritually to 

see the spiritual realm and the spirits that live in it. Juvo is blind during the day, but she can see at 
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night. She has seen the devils too, but refuses to admit Griffin is worthy of her time. Pray for her 

as well, brother Osium.” 

Osium nodded, then waved farewell to his friend. “Aye. I will. Take care.” 

Illinca smiled softly and walked outside to join Juvo. 

 

… 

 

That same night, Bellamy was searching for his keys to the nest so that he could leave when 

he realized Ozone was tinkering with the fragment of PIT that Kerta left so that no one would 

interfere with his administrative module.  

“Hey little furball.” Bellamy waved awkwardly at him.  

Ozone looked back at him and smiled happily.  “Hello Bellamy.” Ozone waved a tool in 

his hand in salutation.   

“Greetings, Bellamy.” PIT chimed in.  

Bellamy shoved his hands in his pockets and watched the little boy play before hesitantly 

walking over and looming over him a bit to inspect. “What are you doing?” 

“Helping PIT distinguish Kerta from other people. Kerta complained about someone 

messing with his administrative system on the flight here.” 

“That is correct.” PIT mentioned. “My privacy was breached by an enigma.” 

“An enigma huh?” Bellamy crouched beside the child and watched him carefully. “Do you 

know what it was?” 
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“The enigma was Raja Klopí.” PIT answered briefly. “She possessed me and worked 

through my physical module to mess with my operator. I would know, because she told me herself 

what she was doing.”  

“Raja Klopí did that?” Bellamy lifted his head and blinked.  

He started to ask another question, but he heard the door open. He quickly went to see who 

entered the nest. It was Kerta storming in upset to the point of tears. Bellamy hurried over to her 

and held her hands tightly. “Kerta, what’s happened to you?” He cupped her cheeks and watched 

her expression go from angry to troubled.  

“Bellamy…” Kerta sniffled. “I missed you so much.” 

 He tried to hold back a smile as he pulled a cloth from his back pocket to press to her nose. 

“Blow.” 

She did, then started to cry again.  

“Great, you’re overly emotional. Now I know something is amiss.” 

Kerta blew into the cloth again and sniffled softly as he wiped her nose. She took a deep 

breath, then tried to talk calmly again. “I’ve really had a bad day.” 

“I can you did. What’s wrong Kerta?” He whispered. “Do you want to speak in private?”  

When she gave an affirming nod, so Bellamy held her hand and guided her to the bedroom. 

Berkelium was sitting on the couch, watched them go off and opened his mouth, ready to 

make a rude comment, but someone close by cleared their throat. 

“Berkelium?” 

Berkelium’s eyes widened and darted to the side where his Zen sat comfortably with a 

cheerful smile on his face. 
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“I know you and I’m asking you not to jump to conclusions. Kerta was crying and I don’t 

want you adding to her distress, all right? In case you failed to notice, Bellamy is her lover and 

support—not you, not I. So… let it go.” 

“Hmph.” Berkelium jerked his head out from behind Sodium’s hand and moodily stared 

off into the distance. “At least the house smells normal now. That much I’ll give Bellamy. And 

you’re right. He is her pillar and obviously very personal to her. I shouldn’t jump to conclusions. 

I’m sorry.” 

Sodium nodded in approval. “Also, don’t forget that he made us dinner and has been nice 

to us too. So, cheer up. Once Kerta gets things in order, I’m sure life on Hyrim will adjust.” 

Berkelium sighed, still looking at objects in the house instead of Sodium’s face. “Let’s 

hope so. I really don’t like the atmosphere of this Clemall.” 

“I don’t either, but it’s all we got for now.” Sodium glanced down at Lithium, who was 

sleeping peacefully and snuggled closely into his side with her arms curled around his waist. “I 

just hope Kerta can find us the High Priest so Lithium and the others who are still sick, can be 

cleansed and experience some real rest for once.” 

Berkelium looked around and down at Lithium’s face. Her skin still was stricken with vein 

lines and although she was sleeping, anyone with sense could tell her body carried a springy 

tension. One that would snap if they spoke to her roughly or approached her the wrong way.  

“As much as I don’t want to admit it, I wish the same thing. It hurts to see our people in so 

much misery. I wish…” Berkelium frowned and glanced up to look at his friend. “I wish we could 

have saved all the Safaris and brought them with us. I can only pray Potassium hasn’t abused those 

poor families who have no idea what he’s capable of.” 

While the men continued to converse quietly on the couch, Bellamy closed the bedroom 

door behind Kerta to cut them off from their guests. The second it shut, he attempted to question 

her again, but was cut off by a sudden kiss. He groaned as she cupped his face in her hands and 

kissed his cheeks. 
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“I missed you so much.” Kerta whispered. “Pornera nearly made me sleep with Neptunium 

and Juvo, a woman I didn’t even know.” 

Bellamy was dazed by the kiss until he heard that surprising fact. He tensed up and quickly 

became irritated. “What, why would she do that?” 

Kerta sat him down on the bed and she shook her head. “Don’t be angry.”  

“How can I not be? Did we not agree to be true to only each other?” He growled under his 

breath until she hugged him tightly. Bellamy was conflicted. It was taking everything in him to 

stop himself from getting up and confronting the Raja in her temple, but Kerta’s warm hug made 

his ears flick in content and he slowly dragged his hands over her hips for an embrace. “I just want 

you to be safe.” He kissed into her neck and purred in her hair, “I missed you too by the way. You 

took your sweet time getting back.”  

When she moaned in his ear, he took it as a signal of consent. But when he tried to pull off 

her bottoms and sash, she gripped his wrists, forcing him to stop in his advancements.  

“No.” Kerta bit her lower lip softly and shook her head. “I’m too upset right now so, not 

now. And there’s people here, Bellamy. We can’t.” 

Bellamy was surprised by her resistance. In the past whenever Kerta was upset at 

something or emotional, she would never hesitate to rip his clothes off him to numb away the pain 

she was feeling. “Oh.” He sulked cutely. “That’s fine then.” 

Kerta pulled him down onto the bed and cuddled as close as she could. “Lately, I’ve been 

doing some serious thinking.” 

Bellamy closed his eyes and sighed in bliss. Just being near her made him happy. “Oh? 

Thinking about what?” 

“Griffin, us, my position with my Rajas… lots of things.” 

Bellamy didn’t get mad when she said Griffin’s name. He had enough respect for the ones 

outside of the bedroom and for her to take it personally. 
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“I am denouncing the Rajas. I’m done, Bellamy.” Her eye fluttered shut and she sighed 

weakly against his neck. “I’m tired. Bellamy. I’m so tired.” 

“Aye? That’s nice…” He mumbled sleepily, hugging her more. “Kiss me again.” 

Kerta’s eye opened and she slowly turned her face to him to watch him, wondering how 

long it would take for him to process what she said.  

“Bellamy, are you listening to me? I’m denouncing my relationship with my Rajas, 

effective today. As in, right now.” 

It hit him and it finally clicked in his muddled thoughts what Kerta was saying. Now his 

eyes snapped open and he sat up. “Wait. That means we can’t go on village raids or fill our Quotas 

together.” 

“Aye.” She lifted herself up to sit next to him. “That is exactly what it means.”  

Bellamy squinted, then scoffed in anger. “So, that’s it? You're going to be a Tryst follower? 

Why do you want to be a Holy Walker? You want to be known as a scumbag with those fluffy 

balls out there?” 

“They’re not scumbags. Living a sanctified life is far from the meaning of that word.” Kerta 

shook her head in annoyance. “We’re the scumbags from where they’re standing.”  

Bellamy held his head. “Great. My top lover wants to serve Avril Tryst.” 

“I never said-” 

He cut her off again, continuing his rant. “So that means you’re going to keep rules and-” 

His expression dropped. “we can’t have sex anymore.” He looked over at her devastated. “Grififn’s 

children don’t do fornication or have unholy matrimony. Blast. We can’t have sex anymore… I’m 

actually depressed now.” 

Kerta curled her legs closer to herself in a wary manner.  “Is that all you want from me? 

Is… sex?” 
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“What? No!” Bellamy pursued his lips and lowered his voice so he wouldn’t alarm their 

guests. “But I like doing it with you.” 

Kerta sulked, feeling a bit disappointed as she looked away from him. “Because it just feels 

good to you?” 

“No, that’s not it.” His cheeks reddened. “Because it’s one of the biggest ways I can be 

intimate with you.” He rambled off, rubbing the back of his head. “It’s a time where I can have 

you all to myself and make you feel good and feel special. To me, my home was you in my arms 

in that so of way, Kerta. It still is.” 

Kerta’s eye widened and she felt her face heating up. She got flustered and looked down 

at her feet. “Oh… so it’s not because it felt good?” 

“Kerta Chives.” Bellamy’s eyebrow twitched. “It was you that wanted it because it felt 

good. I just liked being with you.” 

“Oh… that was me wasn’t it?” She laughed sheepishly. “I have Orc in me and my kind 

does like to feel good. Pleasure is such a high and I will admit I was selfish when it came to those 

highs.”  

He frowned. “Yes, you were. You had way more lovers than me. To this day, you still have 

a higher count than me.” 

“That I do.” She swallowed her embarrassment quickly. “A-Anyway, I’m not saying I’m 

going to be a Tryst lover… I just want to experience it and try it out.” 

Bellamy watched her for a few seconds, then sighed and looked away. “Well, if you’re 

okay with it, so be it. Whether it’s just to test it or to fully engaged in it, I’m fine.” 

Kerta’s face brightened, but only a little. “Really dove?” 

“Of course.” He smiled and lowered his head planning to kiss her lips. Even though she 

was willing to return it, he stopped himself and simply stroked her hair affectionately. “I believe 

you can do it. You’re known for being uncommitted, but you’re actually very loyal when you find 
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someone worthy to commit to.” He wavered his gaze and joked, “But with so many lovers, it might 

be hard for anyone to take what I just said seriously.” 

“I’m rejecting them all today. I will no longer sleep with them.” 

“Even the women?” 

Kerta grimaced. Thanks to the lusty efforts of Pornera, women truly were a weakness, more 

so than a regal male, but Kerta wasn’t going to let that stop her from what she wanted for herself. 

“Yes. Even the women.” 

Bellamy smirked. “How come?” 

 She swallowed and wrung her hands slowly. “I… I only want you to be my true love 

interest.”  

Bellamy stared at Kerta, making her wonder if she said something embarrassing. He looked 

away and bit his lower lip.  

“You should have switched deities long ago.” 

“Huh?” Kerta leaned over his shoulder, pressing her finger into his cheek since she was 

curious to learn why he turned away from her. “Why do you say that?” 

“Because I could have had time to grow accustomed to the rules. This is all so sudden and 

there’s restrictions, but I don’t want you to regret this. I think it’s great that you’re taking a bigger 

step for yourself, but I’m admitting it’s going to be harder not to want you in that way.” He 

mumbled.  

“We can still date.” She smiled against his skin. “It would be grand if you supported me 

by avoiding alluring me in sexual ways.” Kerta brushed her lips over his cheek. “I am quite a weak 

woman when it comes to your touch, Bellamy.” 

He nodded and she gave him a quick squeeze before she got up.  
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Kerta turned to him and couldn’t help but grin. “Heard Sodium praising you earlier. 

Something about cooking them food today. Can’t wait to try it.” 

Bellamy rubbed through his hair as he followed her out of the room. “It’s not that big of a 

deal. I just made some pastries, fresh loaves of bread and grilled some Daeodon meat over the 

fire.” He reached down and laced their fingers. “They liked it, so I’m sure you will too.” 

Right as they were about to walk through the archway and into the kitchen, Bellamy tugged 

Kerta into him and embraced her romantically. He dipped her back smoothly and took a moment 

just to stare lovingly into her slanted, tired eyes. Naturally, every Safari that was in the living room 

stretched their necks to watch the exchange. 

“Ahh. Kerta, is Bellamy your sahe?” 

Kerta was pulled upright by Bellamy, then she brushed a lock of her hair behind her ear in 

embarrassment. “No, Ozone. He’s not my husband.” 

“Oh. I see.” Ozone mumbled softly and looked down at his feet. He returned his attention 

to the couple and smiled at them. “In that case, you should get married.” 

“Why?” Kerta and Bellamy asked, coking their heads at him. 

“Because you are good for each other. You act just like Neptunium and Berkelium. The 

only difference is, Neptunium and Berkelium are married.” 

Bellamy left Kerta’s side and went over to ruffle through Ozone’s hair and then flicked his 

nose softly. “Don’t worry. I will.” 

Ozone wrinkled his nose when it was attacked, but looked up hopefully at them, noticing 

Kerta’s mouth was agape in shock and her cheeks reddened instantly. “Really? Because my father 

and Berkelium both says you’re not a good influence.” 

Bellamy winced. “Ah. Did they now?” Bellamy glanced up to see Berkelium smirking 

knowingly at him. Frowning, Bellamy looked back down at the eager child.   
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“So, it’d be nice if you could prove them wrong, because when I grow up, I want to be just 

like you!”  

Bellamy’s eyes widened and Kerta acknowledged how much that meant to him even 

though he picked on Ozone sometimes.  

“Thank you, Ozone. That was quite touching to hear. Never had someone who wanted to 

look up to me before.” 

Ozone’s eyes widened. “You said my name!” He ran off happily to the other couch where 

Rubidium and his mother was sitting. “Mother, father! Bellamy said my name!”  

Bellamy heard Kerta giggle behind her hands, then saw her smile at him fondly, pleased 

with his interaction with Ozone. Bellamy shook his head, trying to shrug off the unexpected blush 

of embarrassment. “Wait, Ozone. Don’t make me sound like such a bad person!” Bellamy winced 

as he watched Ozone run off with his friends, outside to play in pure happiness. 

Kerta called after them and displayed a moment of parental authority, impressing the 

Safaris who were observing her. “Stay in the backyard, don’t unlock the fences and don’t go past 

the borders I’ve marked for you!” 

“We won’t!” The children chorused together, completely forgetting to shut to shut the door 

behind them. 

“And if you hear strange noises from people or see something bad that scares you come 

inside immediately!” Kerta paused, remembering the most important rule of all. “And don’t talk 

to strangers!” 

“We won’t!” The children repeated. 

Kerta started to go shut the door, but Uranium stood up and motioned at her to stay where 

she was at. “I got this Sonar Kerta. Enjoy your meal with Bellamy.” 

“Ah. About that.” Kerta embraced Bellamy from behind and kissed the base of his shoulder 

blade. “Will you get me a plate? I’d do it myself, but I’m very tired.” 
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Bellamy turned to her. “You just want an excuse to be lazy.” 

Kerta stepped away from him and just smiled at him expectantly. “Maybe.” She grinned 

and slapped his shoulder playfully. “I really am tired, Bellamy.” 

“Your woman is exhausted. Be a man already.”  

Bellamy blinked and gawked at Berkelium on the couch. “Excuse me?” 

“She isn’t your draper, so stop acting like it.” 

Neptunium turned her head and sighed loudly. “Berkelium. For Griffin’s sake, please stop 

attacking our hosts.” 

While the couple argued, Bellamy got a determined look on his face and took it upon 

himself to sweep Kerta up off her feet like a prince would do for a princess. 

“Bellamy.” Kerta blushed. “I’m flattered, but I can walk into the kitchen.” 

“No, no. Can’t have my woman thinking she’s room service, now can I?” 

Kerta bit her lower lip and then hid her face in the crook of his neck. She knew this display 

of mannerisms he was doing was to spite Berkelium, but if she was going to be honest with herself, 

she liked the attention and enjoyed being coddled. Bellamy took Kerta into the kitchen, sat her 

down at the dining table and got her a plate of food. He stacked it high, knowing she’d enjoy the 

hefty portion size.  

“Here. This is for you.” Bellamy slammed down the plate, in front of Kerta’s parted mouth. 

“Now I’m going to go to your house and start cleaning.”  

Kerta picked up her fork and hesitantly pointed it at Bellamy. “You don’t have to do that 

at this hour of the night. It can wait until tomorrow, Bellamy.” 

“Oh no!” He exclaimed, throwing his arms up. “Because some people in the house say I’m 

a bad influence and take advantage of my significant other.” 
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Kerta slowly put a slab of Daeodon meat into her mouth and watched Bellamy rant and 

complain as he stormed out of the nest. 

“Your boyfriend is so charming. I wish mine was here.” Plutonium muttered, taking a seat 

beside Kerta. 

“Oh. You have a boyfriend?” 

Plutonium’s features saddened. “Had... I had a boyfriend.” 

Kerta swallowed before speaking again. “What happened to him? What was his name?” 

“Atomic. He was the son of Sodium and Sonar Lithium.” 

Kerta quickly looked down at her plate and felt a huge wave of guilt hit her. “I am so sorry. 

For you and for his parents.” 

Plutonium put her elbows on the table cloth and surprised Kerta by leaning on her shoulder. 

Kerta blinked and lowered her fork away from her mouth and back down onto the plate.  

“Plutonium?” Kerta reached over and did something neither women were expecting. She 

cupped her face and stroked the skin softly and the tears that fell there. “Do you want to talk about 

it?” 

Plutonium sniffed and suddenly jolted out of her chair and right onto Kerta’s lap. She threw 

her arms around her neck and just started crying. Loudly.  

“He’s dead! I just know he’s dead! We… We just started dating and that jerk Potassium 

took him from me!” 

Her wails reached the adults and soon, all the Safaris were coming into the kitchen to see 

what was wrong. Kerta blushed, not sure how to explain to them why Plutonium was crying. Kerta 

glanced up at them and gave them a warning look and to her delight, they nodded and retreated 

back into the living room. 
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“M-Maybe he’s alive. Try to hope for the best, dove. It’ll be all right. After you see the 

High Priests, let’s try to go find him. Together.” 

Plutonium sniffled and tried to apply that logic to her broken heart, but the sorrow 

remained. “I miss him so much. Every night I wondered if he was eating okay, or if he has a roof 

over his head.” She sobbed harder in Kerta’s shoulder and gripped her tightly. “But then I realized, 

it was stupid to think like that. We were separated and even though his parents did it to save him, 

I don’t trust space. There’re smugglers and asteroid belts and so much more things that can destroy 

an escape pod. And even if he is alive, what good does it do either of us? He’s gone and I’m here 

on Hyrim, away from him. Sonar Kerta, why can’t I have him back?” 

All Kerta could do was hold Plutonium, hoping she’d feel better with this small act of 

kindness. She was hesitant at first, but then she broke a piece of bread off and pressed it to 

Plutonium lips. The younger woman did not know what to make of it at first, but gratefully opened 

her mouth to eat it. Soon Kerta was feeding her adoptive daughter as she sniffled softly. Berkelium 

didn’t leave with the other. He stayed in the kitchen and found himself watching his daughter 

chewing with puffy, tear stained cheeks like a cute, small fuzzy animal. Kerta praised her or patted 

her head each time she stopped crying long enough to chew.  

“Good girl. You have to grow up strong and healthy for Atomic.” 

Plutonium nodded before swallowing. “So, you… really believe he’s still alive?” 

Kerta looked at Berkelium for approval. Taking a deep breath, he nodded and smiled 

genuinely. With his silent consent, Kerta dropped her head and whispered in Plutonium’s ear, 

“Yes.” 

That was all the encouragement Plutonium needed. She wiped the remaining tears, then 

asked Kerta a question. 

“Is it all right if I sleep with you tonight Sonar Kerta? At your nest?” 

Kerta looked up at Berkelium for approval again. He nodded, then turned around to go and 

left them to themselves. 
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“Sure dove. Whatever you want. But umm…  my place is pretty nasty at the moment. I 

haven’t cleaned it since I’ve been away from Ekrand and-” 

“Sonar Kerta, I don’t care. I just want to be with you.” 

Kerta helped Plutonium sit in her chair, then leaned over to nudge her gently in the side 

with her elbow. “You just want to be with me?” 

Plutonium giggled. “That tickles. Stop it.” 

Kerta raised an eyebrow. “It tickled?” 

Plutonium pursed her lips. “I said nothing.” 

Kerta forsook her appetite and scooted the plate of food away. She grabbed Plutonium and 

pull her into her lap once again and suddenly began to tickle her. Plutonium’s laughter was music 

to her parents’ ears in the living room.  

Neptunium turned to Berkelium and smirked at him. “See? She’s a good mother.” 

He rolled his eyes. “Yes dear. I can see that. Kerta, despite her flaws, is surprisingly 

maternal.”  

Neptunium looped her arm through his and nuzzled his arm. “Oh Berkelium. You need to 

learn to share with others.” 

Berkelium sighed and watched Kerta stand up with Plutonium in her arms and start to sway 

her to an invisible beat as she hummed a lullaby to her in her native accent. Plutonium smiled and 

shut her eyes, soothed by Kerta’s lovely voice. 

“Sharing is caring Berkelium.” Neptunium added, sensing his resistance. 

“Fine, fine. I willl share.” 

“Thank you.” She smiled and patted his shoulder before moving away from him.  

Berkelium whimpered and reached out and held her hand tightly.  
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“Neptunium.” He was about to open his mouth after a long pause, but she filled the silence 

for him.  

“If you’re going to say you’re sorry for your past behavior, go to the person you offended 

the most first.” She gently pulled her hand out from his grasp and went over to sit beside Sodium. 

Together, they stroked their fingers through Lithium’s hair, which had grown out even more since 

being confined underground on Nexus. They smiled and their gazes softened as they admired the 

sleeping beauty on Sodium’s lap. Berkelium watched them away, then got flustered. He found a 

wall and repetitively bumped his forehead into the smooth wallpaper and sighed loudly. Kerta 

stuck her head out of the kitchen when she heard the noise.  

“Berkelium? Are you all right?” 

Berkelium’s left ear twitched and he turned hateful eyes on her. “You…” He whispered, 

squinting slightly. 

Kerta noticed he seemed to be more in a complaintive mood instead of being angry with 

her.  

Correcting his facial cues, Berkelium looked down at the floor, pouted and stomped his 

foot in frustration. “It’s because of you that I can’t hold hands with her. Or get cuddled by my 

Zen.” 

She blinked in confusion, arching her neck back in surprise. “Pardon?” 

“Forget I said anything.” He muttered, charging off to another room in the nest.  

Kerta hesitantly returned to the kitchen to retrieve Plutonium who had fallen asleep. As 

much as she wanted Plutonium to come to her residence, Kerta just couldn’t bring herself to let 

Plutonium to see the mess there. 

“I’ll just put you to bed here in your parents’ room.” Kerta whispered, gathering the dozing 

girl into her arms from the dining chair. “Forgive me Plutonium. You’re just going to have to wait 

until I clean my nest up.” 
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Kerta quietly made her way out of the kitchen and settled Plutonium in the bedroom on the 

second floor. After she tucked her in, she gave her a soft kiss on her cheek.  

“Rest well, Plutonium.” 

 With Plutonium asleep and in bed, Kerta decided it would be a good time to return to her 

home. It was late. Very late and she was beyond exhausted. She said her goodbyes to the Safaris 

who were awake, then headed out of the nest and made her back to her own. 

“I should try cleaning up a little, so I don’t have that much to do tomorrow…”  

Yawning, Kerta sleepily unlocked the door and dragged herself inside, expecting to trip 

over something. Knocked over furniture, trash bags, weapon racks, or anything thick and easily 

overlooked by her in the past. However, when she was multiple steps in and didn’t trip, she rubbed 

her eyes open to see the lights were on and the floor and walls are spotless. 

“What?” She blinked, trying to wake herself up. “Who did this?”  

She rushed into the kitchen and found that all the dishes and utensils were cleaned. Not 

only were they spotless, they had been put away in the cabinets and the table had a new cloth over 

it, with a fresh candle in the lantern.  

Alarmed, Kerta stumbled out the kitchen and thought to check the laundry room. shelved. 

She opened the doors and her jaw dropped at the sight. The laundry room was spotless. There 

weren’t dirty clothes in hampers and no clothes ready to be washed in the water bins. The floor 

was swept and thick black bags coated the insides of barrels in the corners she used as a waste 

source. Kerta left the laundry room and ventured upstairs, curious to see what else had changed. 

She opened the door to her master bedroom and caught her breath. The fresh scent of lavender and 

spring mist hit her and as her eyes scanned the room, she saw the master bed had been made and 

matching fresh silk sheets, pillow cases and curtains had been applied. She gasped in surprise, 

astonished at what all she had come home to. She walked out of the doorway and gasped again 

when she felt someone grab her arms from behind.  

“Are you satisfied with my work?” 
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Kerta turned around and glanced up to see Bellamy beaming down at her. She returned the 

grin, then pulled him closer to her. “Thank you so much Bellamy. Now I can bring all of the girls 

in here so they won’t feel uncomfortable.” 

“The only rooms I didn’t get to was the three spare bedrooms and the parlor.” 

Kerta rubbed her hands up and down his shoulders. “Don’t worry dove. I can handle that 

tomorrow. You cut me an entire two days’ worth of labor and I’m so grateful for you.” Kerta’s eye 

lid started to drop against her will and she found herself leaning further into Bellamy’s chest. 

“Thank you… so much.” 

Bellamy was about to kiss her, but she suddenly collapsed in his arms from exhaustion. 

“Kerta?” Bellamy lifted her up slightly so he could get a better look at her. “Kerta…?” 

When he didn’t receive a response, he sighed softly in disappointment. “That’s a shame. I 

wanted to have you to myself for a bit too.” 

Bellamy glanced back down at her, hearing her breathing deepen. “But you’re cute when 

you nod off like that.” He rubbed his nose against hers and giggled hearing her garble in her sleep 

for him to stop. 

“All right, I’ll quit.” 

 Bellamy slowly placed Kerta on the bed, then made sure her head was comfortably 

positioned between the massive pillows. He lowered his head and planted a firm kiss on her cheek, 

then brushed back some hair that fell into her face. He eased back, ready to leave the  nest, but she 

spoke up, stopping him.  

“Wait.” She whispered faintly. “Sleep here. With me.” 

He grinned, lifted up her hand and brushed his lips along the knuckles, watching her sleep 

expression. “The Holy Scripture says I cannot fornicate with a woman that isn’t my wife 

remember? If you are pursuing the Godhead, I respect you enough to keep boundaries when it 

comes to these things.” 
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“Mmm, what?” Kerta raised her head up a little when he said that and stared at him.  

 She didn’t even she know that and she was the one that wanted to be a follower of Griffin. 

“Bellamy.” She groggily called after him, sitting up on her elbows and watching him head 

out the door. “Wait, Bellamy how did you know that? Where did you get that from?” 

“Goodnight Kerta. Get some rest. You deserve it.” 

He turned off the light to the bedroom and smiled hearing her flop back down onto the bed 

and sigh deeply. His smile turned into a grin when he heard her snoring fill the room a moment 

later. Instead of leaving on the lights in the house, Bellamy did Kerta a favor by going through her 

entire nest and shutting off every light before finally leaving her house for the night.  
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The following day, Kerta stirred late into the day. She sat up holding her head and felt like 

she had drunk herself into a harsh stupor. She groaned as she sluggishly swung her legs around 

and planted her feet firmly on the floor. 

“Oh. I feel awful. My head hurts, my stomach hurts, my muscles hurt—everything just 

hurts for some reason.” She subconsciously scratched at the rash on her cheek and neck. “Perhaps 

I pushed myself more than I thought?” Kerta shook her head to clear the drowsiness that refused 

to leave. “I slept for so long and it’s already noon, but I feel like I haven’t slept at all.” 

Kerta eventually got up from the bed and finished cleaning the nest. Thanks to Bellamy’s 

intervention last night she only had to work a few hours. At the end of her labor, she went into the 

kitchen, opened the icebox to get some beer and whatever food she saw fit to eat. There wasn’t a 

lot of food in the icebox. Kerta would fix that before she brought the Safaris to her home. 

“I still have to figure out a way to get them to a High Priest.” Kerta grabbed two beers by 

the neck of their bottles and took out a plate of sliced Hyaendon meat. It hadn’t molded it the time 

she had been away, but she still warmed it over the stove to kill any lurking bacteria that could 

have contaminated the meat. She found an iron skillet in a cabinet, tossed the Hyaendon meat in 

it, then put the iron skillet in the middle of the oven.  

“But I don’t know any High Priests. Just that one who lives in the Clemall and he’s rarely 

ever here. He’s always about Griffin’s business it seems.” 

 Kerta set the setting on the stove to broil and stood off to the side, hunched over, backed 

pressed into the counter. As the Hyaendon thigh broiled in the oven, Kerta swayed subtly in place 

as she drank her beers in silence, not surprised to see that she was already slightly under the 

influence. She polished them far too quickly and returned to the icebox to retrieve three more 

bottles. Kerta didn’t feel like standing, so she went over to the table to sit down. She gulped down 

the three beers, enjoying them to the fullest.  
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“That was good. Should have saved one for my meal.”  

Kerta set the empty beer bottle next to the others on the table and stood up from the table. 

Where no one was present in the nest with her, Kerta felt no indignity in releasing the foamy belch 

in her throat. It was loud, like most of her belches tended to be and she was quite satisfied with 

herself. 

“Now to check on the meat.”  

Kerta opened the door of the oven and the sweet spices she seasoned the Hyaendon with 

filled her nostrils. She put on a mitted glove with padded rubber in the middle and carefully 

withdrew the iron skillet and placed it gently on the surface of the stove. There were seven slices 

of meat and Kerta ate them all, but drank milk instead of another beer. Fully of warm food and 

drink, Kerta ventured into the den of the nest and laid down to rest on the couch. She was still 

sleepy and felt like her routine was off in a bad way. A quick nap should have fixed it, renewed 

her strength. Five hours later, she blinked open sleepy eyes and felt even worse.  

“What is wrong with me? Am I actually sick? Do I need to see the physician?” 

Kerta shook her head and sat up on the couch. “No. I’ll worry about that later. I need to 

finish cleaning so my friends can… can…” Kerta’s eyelid became heavy and they started to drop 

against her will. “What’s going on? This isn’t normal. What I’m feeling, isn’t normal.” Kerta 

blinked rapidly, thinking if she made herself blink, she might snap herself out of her drowsiness. 

It didn’t work. Annoyed, Kerta groaned and tried to stand up, hoping a walk around the nest would 

help. Her cheek, neck and left arm started to burn and it hurt Kerta so much, her eyes fogged with 

tears. She winced and struggled to keep herself upright as she staggered away from the couch and 

to a bathroom. She turned on the light and walked up to the sink with the mirror hanging over it 

and took a long hard look at her reflection. The rash was dark in color, almost a sickly purple. Tiny 

pores had grown in the middle of the rashes and were threatening to burst open at any moment. 

Kerta swallowed and hesitantly rolled back the sleeve of her turtle neck sweater. She didn’t pull 

back that far and already she could see the rash trail. Disgusted, Kerta tugged the sleeve down, 

huffing loudly.  
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“When I am done cleaning this house and transport my friends here, I’m going to the 

physician. This is ridiculous.”  

Kerta didn’t want to see the rest of the damage of the rash on her arm, but she knew she 

would once she finished cleaning the nest. She was in desperate need of a shower and intended to 

bathe before leaning to retrieve the Safaris. 

“Let’s get this over with.” Kerta glanced at the window, noting the position of the sun and 

the color of the sky. “I slept longer than I meant to. I want this done and over with.” 

Kerta left the bathroom and started with the first spare bedroom. A good three hours later, 

Kerta finished cleaning the spare bedrooms and the parlor. The floors were mopped, the sheets had 

been changed, the wood had been polished and the stale odors had been eliminated. 

“There.” She put her hands on her hips, admiring the tidiness of the parlor she had just 

finished. “Now if they want a place to study, or relax, they can come in here.” 

Kerta took a long shower and washed her hair and made sure to scrub the infection out of 

the pores in her rash, extra hard. It hurt, but it was worth it. With the infection out, the burn 

lessened. Kerta did feel a little better after her shower, but the fatigue remained, making her feel 

lousy and overall, just irritable. The random knock on the front door drew Kerta’s attention. She 

frowned and went to see who it was. She opened the door and caught her breath seeing who was 

standing on the other side of the door, smiling kindly at her. 

“Greetings to you, Miss Chives.” Juvo bowed her head in respect, then took a step back to 

gesture at the cobblestone pathway that led to the main road. “Would you do me the honor of 

following me to my mistress’s mansion?” Juvo turned to Kerta and offered her another smile. “In 

case you failed to notice, my mistress is not just any person in the Clemall. She is the Neelif and 

has asked to have an audience with you.” 

Kerta blinked and for a moment, was glad Juvo was blind so she didn’t see the stupid 

expression on her face.  

“W-What?” She whispered, going to lean against the doorpost for support. “Your mistress 

is the what?” 
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Juvo smirked and noted the doubt in Kerta’s voice. She skillfully reached down, opened 

her pouch and pulled out the letter Illinca had written herself, just in case Kerta did not believe 

Juvo’s message. 

“Here. This is for you.” She handed the letter to Kerta, expecting her to take it. “It is most 

urgent to come with me today. Did you have any other plans?” 

Kerta shook her head as she took the letter from Juvo. “I don’t. I originally told my friends 

to wait two days for me, but I finished cleaning and intended to pick them up today…” Kerta 

trailed off and carefully read over the letter, simply amazed that she had been selected to see the 

Neelif. “So, no. I don’t have anything important lined out for today.” Kerta’s tired eye widened 

when she read the bottom paragraph. “The Neelif has been watching me?” Kerta snapped her head 

up and stared at Juvo in astonishment. “Has she really? I-I don’t even think I know who the Neelif 

is, but she knows of me and what I do. She made that very clear in her letter.” 

Juvo chuckled softly. “Yes. And she should. It is her job to keep a watchful eye on the 

citizens who abide in Kivó̱tio. She is merely doing her job as Zahr Pandora’s Neelif, so please do 

not take her observation of you to heart Miss Chives.” 

Kerta re-read the letter before neatly rolling it back together. Clearing her throat, she 

handed the letter back to Juvo, then rubbed her neck awkwardly. “I’m assuming that woman you 

called your ally last night, is her? You know, the pretty Safari woman I saw with you at the guild 

house?”  

“Yes.” Juvo nodded. “That was Neelif Illinca. Wife of Geokiin Cephas.” She smirked and 

smoothly added, “And my mistress. I owe her and Geokiin Cephas my life for what they did and 

Neelif Illinca is quite aggressive with anyone who tries to take advantage of me or remotely makes 

me uncomfortable. One man, she had thrown in the reservoir for a month, all because he bullied 

me for being a Vampire and made me cry. He went slightly insane and when he was released, he 

apologized to me and never made fun of another race again.” 

Kerta pursed her lips, somehow knowing that was a warning at her. “I see. She must admire 

you a lot to go to such measures.” 
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Juvo crossed her arms and turned to Kerta. “She would do that for anyone who is being 

harassed, not just me.” 

“Oh. Well, that’s good. She must have a lot of attention with all those fancy titles, eh?” 

Juvo smiled. “She does. She has acquired the attention of several within Kivó̱tio. Except 

yours and she finds that impressive and insulting.” 

Kerta blushed. “I’m sorry. I just don’t care for politics. I never make it a note to know who 

is who, or what someone is doing in the kingdom. I just-” Kerta realized she was about to tell Juvo 

how she prided herself in completing quotas for her Rajas. She shook her head of the foul memories 

and continued. “Rather, I use to be about serving Rajas up until recently. They were all I saw and 

obtaining their blessing was all I cared about.” Kerta sighed and bowed her head. “Not that you 

would believe me. My former Rajas are real, despite what I know other people might think. They 

are very real and have power.” 

Juvo’s response surprised Kerta. “Oh. I know. I saw you challenging a Raja last night. 

Pornera, was it?” 

Kerta raised her gaze and stared at Juvo with an intrigued look on her face. “You can… 

see them? And you don’t think I’m crazy?” 

Juvo waved a hand, laughing softly. “Miss Chives, I see lots of things. Don’t let my 

blindness fool you. Since living with Neelif Illinca I have been educated on many things. Although 

I do not hail to the Godhead, I know they are the superior and theses Ragas and Rajas, are just 

petty evil spirits trying to establish their own supremacy on planets throughout the universe.” Juvo 

shrugged. “I see them even with my blindness and I know what they are. Yet you who are not blind 

choose to follow them and refuse to acknowledge who they really are. That is to say until last 

night. What changed your mind? Are you… going to become a follower of Tryst then?” 

Kerta looked down at the ground, unsure of what to say. “I… I want to try it. See what 

happens. If it doesn’t work, then Tryst wasn’t for me.” 

Juvo raised an eyebrow. “You quit serving Rajas and now you’re playing with the 

Godhead? Careful there Miss Chives. According to what Neelif Illinca has told me, the Godhead 
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doesn’t like it when people entertain them with their lips and their hearts are far from them. They 

also don’t care for people taking advantage of the mercy and sacrifice of Avril Tryst. Neelif Illinca 

strongly warned me that if people willfully vice after being shown the truth and being corrected 

and keep repeating such shameful behavior that there will remain no more sacrifice and will be 

thrown into the fires of Hell.” Juvo tilted her head and lifted a finger. “According to what Griffin’s 

book says.” 

Kerta frowned. “That sounds scary.” 

Juvo nodded gently in agreement. “It is scary. But I can understand why it would be set up 

like that.” 

“But I’m just testing it. I don’t want to make the Godhead mad like that. Can’t they go easy 

on me? At least I’m looking into things. I’m going to pray for help too, just to see if they’ll answer 

me and bless me.” 

“That’s not how it works, Miss Chives. You don’t pat a child on the head when they just 

robbed a pecuniary. Likewise, you don’t bless a rebellious child who is trying to behave, but isn’t 

serious about getting better.” Juvo stroked her chin, humming thoughtfully. “Oh, what did mistress 

say about that. Hmm. I cannot recall it fully, but it was something about how Griffin won’t hear 

the words of a vicer unless that vicer is truly sorry and wants to turn away from their wicked ways.” 

Kerta’s shoulders slumped and she became unhappy. “So, I have to really mean this, I can’t 

just play with it. Is what you’re saying?” 

Juvo turned to her and focused on Kerta’s face, knowing she was staring right at her. “I am 

the last person to tell you what to do. I am Apistos, so I don’t believe in anything, I’m just telling 

you if you’re going the route of a Christianós, you shouldn’t fake it.” 

Kerta blinked and tilted her head to the side. “But you said you saw Raja Pornera. If you 

saw the Raja, how can you say she doesn’t exist? You even told me she was an evil spirit.” 

Juvo shook her head. “I said I don’t believe in anything, as in I do not care about dogmas, 

their books or the lifestyle of a devout worshipper. I never said they did not exist.” Juvo pointed 

up at the sky. “I know the Godhead exists, I know supernatural things happen on the terrestrial 
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plains we call “planets”. I know there is concrete evidence that justifies the Holy Scriptures of 

Avril Tryst and artifacts that have been found in the very places the Holy Scriptures mention. But 

just because I have knowledge of these things, does not mean I believe in it. I do not follow dogma, 

Miss Chives. It is a sickening control that brain washes people, a tool powerful men and women 

use to teach others what they think is the right way of life and a gift from their theós.” Juvo scoffed. 

Just thinking about apologetics upset her and made her mad, but for Kerta’s sake, she made sure 

to keep her annoyance off her face and out of her voice. “And that is another reason I do not follow 

anyone. Everyone seems so sure their theós is real, yet I can clearly tell these Ragas and Rajas are 

fake and their dogmas are just as false and deceptive. The theós statues you see in this land are just 

built with hands of mortals. If a mythical theós is real, why do people have to build their faces? 

Should they have not been able to build their own statues? How can humanity be so foolish and 

blind? They have so called prophets, but those prophets all contradict each other in every 

generation that is born.” 

Kerta sighed and found herself very intimidated by Juvo’s position, her views on 

spirituality, dogma and a person’s reaction to those two themes. She stepped outside, shut the door 

behind her and went over to stand beside Juvo.  

“If that’s how you feel Juvo, why do you submit yourself to a woman who stands for Griffin 

and has a husband who is a Geokiin? Why fiddle with them at all? They’re not going to change 

their minds. Anyone on Hyrim who I see walking around claiming Tryst as their King rarely every 

denounces him. I highly doubt someone as ordained as a Geokiin and his faithful partner would 

budge for people like us.” 

Juvo looked off into the distance for a long moment and her ears heard angry talk between 

two distinctive parties. There was a perverted exchange between followers of Pornera taking place 

behind a fence from the sounds of it and the outraged cries from followers of Griffin were 

obviously offended. The followers of Griffin were angry at followers of Pornera for showing 

foreplay in plain sight and one of them asked the Ekrand guards to do something. As usual the 

Ekrand guards refused to help. They simply turned their heads away and acted like what the 

followers of Griffin were complaining about wasn’t important. Hearing the offense was heart 

breaking and even though Juvo was not for Griffin, she was a woman who hated injustice. 



Artzenin Eklektós 

121 

 

“Because.” She finally muttered, turning her head away from the commotion and locking 

her troubled stare with Kerta’s confused one. “Because I want to understand why my mistress and 

her husband and anyone else who hails to the Godhead, are so willingly to be martyred for their 

faith and walk by faith and not by sight. Out of every verse in the Holy Scriptures, that verse 

staggers me the most. I. Do not. Understand.” Juvo’s eyes slanted half way in thought and her 

expression saddened. “So many have died for Tryst and are still dying for His namesake. Who is 

this man who claimed to be the Son of Griffin? Who is this man that even His own blood is shed 

among His followers? Who is this man, that even the winds and sea had to obey His voice?” Juvo 

glanced up at Kerta and gazed at her with such intensity, Kerta couldn’t help but be in awe at her. 

“Just who is this man, that at just the mention of His name, it causes galactic wars and rage among 

nations? Who. Is. Avril. Tryst?” Juvo’s expression softened and her smile returned. “I want to 

know. I submit myself to my mistress because I want to find the answer for myself. What is your 

reason for going after Avril Tryst, Miss Chives? Do you also want to understand or are you just 

going through motions?” 

 Kerta opened her mouth, but Juvo reached out and took Kerta’s wrist captive. “Save it for 

another time. We’re running late and really should go now.” 

Kerta allowed Juvo hold her wrist, as she took across the threshold and to Illinca’s 

residence. In all the time Kerta had lived on Hyrim, she hadn’t noticed who was rising in power, 

or who was dismissed from office. Truthfully, Kerta didn’t care. Politics were constantly fighting 

and scandals were always a problem. Kerta couldn’t imagine what the Neelif of would want with 

her. Whatever business Illinca wanted to discuss with her was, Kerta was about to find out. 
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Illinca’s house was incredibly beautiful. It was home that seemed to mature finer in age. It 

was overrun in plants over domes of its walls and windows, but they looked like they added a nice 

accent the large home. A rustic red color was shredded over the slender columns and a deep 

mahogany laced the skeleton. Cobblestone guided Kerta and Juvo towards the large door and as 

Kerta was looking around she noticed what seemed like a large wheel churning in the river over 

yonder. She peered over the railing to see by the west of the residence a section that was very 

cylindrical with a top that was complimented by a small tin faced image of a feline. 

“Wow. I didn’t realize the Neelif lived so… so-” 

“Luxurious?” Juvo offered, finally letting go of Kerta’s hand. “Yes. Many say this who 

visit her for the first time.” Juvo climbed the steps to the porch and smiled when she heard Kerta 

stumble over herself and bump into her lightly. “Too much to drink, Miss Chives?” Juvo asked, 

turning around to hold Kerta by the shoulders. 

Embarrassed that Juvo was able to see she was under the influence, Kerta bowed her head 

in shame and nodded, even though she knew Juvo couldn’t see her do it.  

“A-A little. It doesn’t take much for me to get drunk anymore. It’s quite the flaw of my 

Orc genetics as well.” Kerta raised her head, but averted her eyes away from Juvo’s inquisitive 

stare. 

“You mean to tell me just because you have Orc in your blood, you’re somehow destined 

to be a drunk? Last time I checked free will is given to everyone.” 

Kerta winced. “No. I mean yes. I mean,” Kerta sighed. “due to several people on my 

mother’s side who were hard drinkers, it made me more susceptible to the effects of alcohol, is 

what I was trying to say.” 
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Juvo stepped away from Kerta, allowing the other woman to steady herself. “That is even 

more of a reason to not consume alcohol then, Miss Chives.” 

Kerta rubbed her neck and nodded in agreement. “Yes, yes. You’re right, but I wanted what 

I wanted and when I was serving my Ragas and Rajas, they gave double blessings when we pushed 

ourselves like that. But even without their encouragement, I do like the taste of booze and I didn’t 

start out a drunk. Over time, I fell into the cycle and I let it get out of control.” Kerta cleared her 

throat and quickly stepped around Juvo and walked to the front double doors. “A-Anyway, enough 

about my follies. I should meet your mistress now.” 

Juvo rolled her eyes. “Yes. But if I were you, I wouldn’t try to say much in your state. Just 

stand there, nod and listen. Whatever she tells you, or asks of you, simply do it. She is the Neelif 

and denying her is the equivalent of denying Zahr Pandora.” 

Kerta swallowed and pushed open the doors. “I understand.” 

“Good. Please follow me. I will lead you to the Neelif.”  

The outside was slightly intimidating. The inside of the house was even more impressive 

and the layout was quite spacious and professional. The house didn’t look like it had been lived 

in, but properly organized with the purpose of being for show, not for personal usage. 

“Does the Geokiin and his wife really live here?” Kerta glanced up at a photo portrait of a 

beautiful woman and a regal man who had their arms wrapped around the other’s waist and were 

smiling warmly at each other. Kerta was sure the people in the portrait was the Geokiin and the 

Neelif. 

“Yes, they really live here. Why would you think otherwise?” Juvo turned around a corner 

and motioned for Kerta to keep following her.  

“It just feels empty in here. That’s all.” Kerta muttered, hoping her blunt honestly wasn’t 

offensive to the Vampire. 

“Well, the mistress is not able to have children, so that might make the mansion appear 

abandoned.” 
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Kerta glanced up at that remark and glared. “The orphanage in this Clemall alone is full of 

children who need good homes. Why don’t they just adopt?” 

“Because they are too busy with their callings from Griffin and in harm’s way to adopt at 

this time.” 

“Ah. Don’t want to endanger their young. I can respect that.” 

They entered the office space in the house and Kerta looked around at how large just the 

first room was. There were tall wooden bookcases lined up against the left and right wall, full of 

thick books and scrolls. The chandelier hung from the middle of the ceiling, lighting up the room. 

The tall rectangle windows had elegant curtains pulled back and pinned in place, allowing the 

bright rays of the sun to shine in and bathe the objects in its light.  

The fireplace behind the grand desk with pawed feet cackled softly in the background, 

making a cozy atmosphere. The moment she stepped in, Kerta could tell it was the most important 

part of the house, just from the display of so many bookshelves. When she dared to tip her head 

back, she saw a trail of shelves over the doorway. Juvo proceeded to where Illinca was and left 

Kerta to herself for the moment.  

“That’s a lot of books.”  

Kerta looked straight ahead and tried to see if she could count how many books were 

present. As Kerta was admiring the massive library, she staggered without warning and tripped 

over the leg of a chair. She quickly regained balance to see a woman sitting in a large, leather chair 

behind a desk. Juvo stood left of her and stared down at Illinca in silence, waiting for the right 

moment to speak to her. Illinca was a soft looking woman in the face, but her marble-cut body told 

Kerta she was also a powerful individual. Her platinum, red hair with black highlights trailed down 

to the middle of her back and the bangs fell over the right side of her face gracefully, shadowing 

her eye. Illinca didn’t look up from her documents to greet Kerta, she was too busy reading.  

“Mistress I have brought Miss Chives, just as you requested.” When Juvo didn’t get a 

response and reached down and touched Illinca’s shoulder to squeeze it. “Mistress? Did you not 

hear me?” 
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 The pressure from Juvo’s hand snapped Illinca out of her reading and she glanced up at 

Juvo in alarm. “Oh. Juvo.” Illinca sighed and placed her hand over Juvo’s. “Forgive me. I did not 

even notice you had entered or heard you. My apologies.” Illinca slipped a long-dehydrated flower 

petal that was sealed in plastic material between the pages and finally turned her head to inspect 

Kerta. “Hello Miss Chives. Thank you for coming on such short notice.” 

Kerta mustered a nervous smile. “It’s fine. I didn’t mind.” 

Illinca gave Juvo’s a hand a gentle squeeze and a kind smile. “Juvo, could you please fetch 

the special document that I have prepared for our guest?” 

Juvo nodded and withdrew her hand out from under Illinca’s and made it fist over her heart. 

She bowed her head in respect, then turned to the entrance. “As you wish.” 

Kerta watched Juvo leave, wondering what it was Illinca wanted to show her. Eventually, 

her attention turned back to Illinca and the moment their eyes met, they began to quietly assess 

each other. Kerta wasn’t cautious of the Neelif, or scared of her. She was in awe of her. Illinca’s 

beauty, her kindness and her presence was quite something to take in. Likewise, Illinca was amazed 

at who was in her home. Griffin fearing people citizens commended Illinca and respected her for 

good works, Kerta was praised by the wicked citizens for her corrupted works and was very 

popular around the Clemall for all the wrong reasons. No one had to say it, both women knew that 

they were each other’s foil and opposite. Yet there they were, staring each other down, wondering 

who was going to make the first move. 

“Juvo told me she was taken advantage of by a Geokiin on her way to Kivó̱tio Clemall. Is 

that true?” 

Illinca blinked and her expression went from thoughtful to defensive. The transition was 

so intense, Kerta actually took a step back, in fear that she had offended Illinca. 

“That is quite the conversation starter, isn’t?”  

Kerta rubbed her neck and gave Illinca an apologetic look, one that begged her to 

understand. “I meant no harm in asking.” 
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 Illinca’s eyes narrowed ever so slightly. “Then why did you?” 

Kerta looked down at the floor briefly before meeting Illinca’s disapproving gaze. 

“Because I don’t think it’s right for a Geokiin to go around raping women.” 

Illinca said nothing. She just sat still in her chair, watching Kerta closely. 

“It looks bad when a holy person claims they’re of Griffin then go off and do what people 

on my side of the fence do. That’s all I’m saying. You’re the Neelif, right?” 

“Yes. I am.” Illinca mumbled, leaning back in her chair. “What of it?” 

“Are you not the second most powerful woman in this Clemall?!”  

Illinca raised an eyebrow at the challenge she heard Kerta’s tone, finding Kerta’s rising 

frustrating towards her odd and slightly vexing. “Why do you sound upset Miss Chives? And why 

do you care about what happened between Juvo and the Geokiin?” 

Kerta’s features hardened and she gave did something bold just then. She walked up to 

Illinca’s desk and slammed down both hands, creating a loud, shocking noise. Illinca didn’t flinch 

at the disturbance. She remained calm and continued to stare at Kerta with an unreadable 

expression on her face.  

“You can’t honestly sit there and tell me you’re okay with someone from your ring doing 

something so vulgar, rude, evil and unloving towards that helpless woman!” 

Illinca motioned at Kerta to calm down with one of her hands, but Kerta overlooked the 

warning and kept going. “Why haven’t you done something about this?!” 

“What makes you think I haven’t?” 

Kerta was so riled up, she didn’t consider Illinca’s words as progress, but instead, saw them 

as a way to avoid being direct with her.  

“Your husband is a Geokiin, sent from Ierousalím, ordained of Griffin and the High Priests. 

How can either of you act like this is okay and let that other Geokiin walk free like that?” 
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“What do you think my husband has been for the past five weeks? As for myself, do you 

really believe I have not brought this incident to Zahr Daivey and Zahr Pandora’s attention?” 

Kerta threw her arms up in frustration and sighed loudly. “I wouldn’t know, Neelif Illinca, 

you tell me. I think it’s safe to say I trust my eyes more than words.” 

Illinca raised her hand and motioned at Kerta to calm down again. “Please lower your 

voice, compose yourself and I just might.” 

Kerta pursed her lips and just happened to turn her head to the right and see the leather 

chair that was conveniently next to her. She made use of it, sat down with a huff and clutched at 

the armrests, never breaking eye contact with Illinca. “All right.” She mumbled in a controlled 

tone. “I’m calm. Please explain to me what you mean.” 

“I find it strange that a woman of your lifestyle is getting upset over what happened to my 

friend.” 

Kerta squinted and Illinca returned the gesture with her own eyes, welcoming the insult 

she knew Kerta was about to give her. 

“Maybe because you’re supposed to be the defenders of weak, upholders of justice and 

supposedly the better people of society? And yet a Geokiin is raping women and no one is doing 

anything about it.” 

“Actually, we are.” Illinca quipped, folding her arms and nodding at the moody woman 

across from her. “He and I, plus our associates are looking into this crime and are working very 

hard to find and retrain Barabbas. He is no longer considered a child of Griffin. He is a fake. A 

fraud, a vile man and a disgrace to the male species.” 

Kerta raised an eyebrow, not expecting Illinca to say such a thing. “Is that so?” She didn’t 

sound convinced, but she humored Illinca and kept an open mind while listening to her. 

“Yes. Although Zahr Pandora is not a Griffin fearing woman and detests Geokiins, she was 

just as appalled and shocked to learn about what about happened to Juvo. As you know, our Zahr 

is very liberal in her thinking and has allowed corruption in her region for decades. Even so, she 
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is the governor over us and authority the Supreme Court assigned over this region.” Illinca crossed 

her leg over the other and wagged her ankle and wondered if Kerta was truly listening and taking 

what she said to heart. “If and when Barabbas is caught by my husband and those traveling with 

him, he will be taken to Zahr Daivey and will be given a fair trial.” 

“Fair trial?” Kerta scoffed. “Why should a rapist be given a fair trial? He raped her and 

possibly, has done it to other women and your people want to give him a fair trial? That makes 

sense to you?” 

Illinca narrowed her eyes, placed her hands on the surface of the desk and leaned forward.  

“Yes. It does. Tryst said by the weight you judge someone you will also be judged. He also 

said if you are not quick to forgive others and withhold that forgiveness, he and his father would 

withhold forgiveness. If I am to judge someone’s actions, I am to make a righteous judgement, not 

a judgement based on opinions or what I think is right or not. I let the Holy Scriptures reveal 

judgment according to the will of Griffin, but my duty is to properly discern the evidence in all 

situations. We are fair to our offenders, we harbor no favoritism, for Griffin is not a respecter of 

persons and Tryst followers shouldn’t be either.” Illinca sat back, resuming her relaxed position 

from before. “Why are you so quick to have no compassion on your own, Miss Chives?” 

Kerta curved her neck around and looked hatefully upon Illinca. “He is not my own, I don’t 

claim that idiot and I never will. He wasn’t serving Ragas or Rajas, so therefore, how was he of 

mine?” 

Illinca tilted her head, cocking an eyebrow. “Oh? What’s this? But vice is everyone’s 

weakness. Just because Barabbas didn’t walk into a false deity’s temple and bow before them 

doesn’t make him any different from you. How can you slander Barabbas with the past you have 

then come into my home and get upset at me and the council under Zahr Abraham for wanting to 

show him compassion? We hate his vice, but love him. I realize to someone like you that sounds 

ridiculous, but the entire behavior of Tryst during his ministry, clear up to his death and 

resurrection demands that his followers stop thinking carnally and be transformed by the renewing 

of our minds and spirit.” 
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Kerta didn’t know what to say to that, so she didn’t say anything at all. She bowed her head 

and focused on the base of the wooden desk, using it as means to distract herself from looking at 

Illinca. 

“Why are so quick to attack him? You point a finger at him, but the very hand that you use 

to accuse this man, do you not see that there is three fingers pointing back at you?” 

Kerta frowned, not understanding what Illinca meant. Seeing the confusion on her face, 

Illinca sighed and clarified herself. 

“He is of your own.” She insisted. “Not because he has your approval or mine, but because 

of race. Your Orc genes have a bad tendency to give into sexual vice. He also serves Canicous 

now, just as do you by promoting devious lifestyles of you own vice.” 

Keta stood up from her chair so fast, she almost knocked it over. “First off, Orcs are more 

than just sexual predators. Some of us give in way too easily and some of us actually build good 

reputations across the universe, known for good deeds, not bad ones.” 

Illinca shrugged a shoulder, not concerned with the Orcs of good stature. They weren’t her 

issue. Kerta was. “I know that Miss Chives, but history has proven time and time again that some 

races just are weaker against certain kinds of temptations. Physical pleasure is something your 

people are good at falling victim to.” Illinca tilted her head, looked Kerta up and down with her 

slanted eyes, then remarked in quiet tone, “You and your 300 lovers over the years most certainly 

did.”  

When Illinca saw Kerta open her mouth to object, she held up a hand, stopping her. “Do 

not even try to lie about it or tell me indifferent. I have seen your records and researched them 

carefully. Many of your lovers were Orcs or hybrids, such as yourself.”  

Kerta’s eye narrowed being addressed as a “half-breed” by the other woman. Normally 

when someone called her that it didn’t bother her, but hearing it come from Illinca’s mouth put her 

on edge and she wasn’t sure why. Getting the feeling that Kerta took offense to what she had said, 

Illinca took a small breath and tried to clarify her perspective. 
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“Not all of your lovers were Orcs, but quite a large sum of them were. That aside, it is due 

to your history being a typical power crazed Orc I want you to consider-” 

Kerta cut Illinca off, not letting her finish what she needed to say. Illinca let it happen and 

closed her mouth, waiting for Kerta’s outburst to end. 

“Stop labeling me! For someone who knows so much about my past, you don’t seem to 

recall that I stopped doing some of those things Orcs are known for! I don’t rape people anymore, 

I don’t murder people anymore!” 

Illinca blinked slowly, then drummed her finger tips on her thighs under the desk, sensing 

another argument about to start. “I am mindful of that Miss Chives, but you still continue to serve 

devils and do petty things. Such as harming citizens in society through theft, lying and other crimes 

I don’t even want to waste time mentioning. I marvel at how quick you are to take offense at these 

truthful accusations. I wanted to think you came in prepared for this conversation prior to reading 

my letter. I pointed out quite a few trespasses of your past and current investments with your nest. 

All of which still make you a pretty horrible, wicked person of society. It is a wonder you haven’t 

contracted a fatal STD, have been purged by your enemies or worse, become impregnated from 

your male lovers and have your seed filling the orphanages in the Clemall.” Illinca rested her 

elbows on the desk and inclined her head just slightly and inserted a jab she knew would get Kerta’s 

attention without shadow of a doubt. “Which, I must admit I’m glad you never convinced and bore 

children. With the record you have I wouldn’t be surprised that you would abandon your bastard 

children and leave them to wonder why their mother and father didn’t want them. Kind of like you, 

huh? Or would you surprise me and actually take responsibility for every child you would acquire 

through unholy union and raise them in the name of defying the very people who abandoned you 

at the orphanage?”  

Kerta’s eye widened and for a solid ten seconds, she had to fight everything in her to not 

hurdle over Illinca’s desk and slam her pretty face into the wall or the floor.  

“What do you want from me?” She asked in shaky voice, refusing to look at her rival. 

“Why are you telling me these things I already know and implying things I wouldn’t even want to 

consider, should it ever come to me having a child or a dozen children?” 
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 Kerta blinked two unexpected tears from her eye and quickly used the back of her hand to 

wipe them away. Sniffing subtly, she raised her head feeling Illinca’s cold, unfeeling gaze, cutting 

her in the tense silence that stretched between them.  

“Let’s save those reasons for another time.” Illinca glanced off, then quickly locked her 

eyes with Kerta’s again. “Though I doubt I’ve made a good impression on you and wouldn’t expect 

you to return willingly to me. I still want your corporation for something.” 

Kerta squared her shoulders, suspicious of Illinca’s intentions, as if suspecting the Safari 

had set her up from the start. “No. I want to know why you went out of your way to list so many 

of my past offenses. Why bother?” 

“It because you have lied to others, raped several, plundered, shed innocent blood, robbed 

from the rich and the poor and indulged yourself in iniquities I want to draft you for a special 

mission.” 

“Mission?” Kerta stepped back in shock and found herself reaching behind her with a hand 

to find the cushion of the chair. She sat back down and waited for Illinca to elaborate. 

“Before I explain that, I want you to understand why I have selected you for this task. You 

say to me you don’t do some of those horrible things you use to do. That is good, but without Tryst 

Kerta you cannot be truly cleansed of such filth and I think you know that.” 

“Yeah. I’m aware… I am slowly working on that, believe it or not.” Kerta sighed and began 

to scratch on her neck and her arm. “Not that you would care.” 

“Actually, I do care. I am happy you want to make better choices that won’t result in your 

spiritual demise.”  

Illinca slowly got up from her seat and walked around her desk to go stand beside Kerta. 

Kerta flinched when she felt Illinca gently cup the cheek with the rash on it. She didn’t feel like 

looking at Illinca, but she did to show Illinca she wasn’t giving in and wasn’t going to lose to her. 

“You know Miss Chives-” 
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“Kerta.” Kerta jerked her cheek out of Illinca’s hand and glared up at her with a cocked 

eyebrow. “Call me Kerta.” 

Illinca’s eyes widened. “What? Why? We’re not exactly companions. We just met and it’s 

just protocol that I address you formally, given with my title as Neelif.” 

Kerta frowned. “Your rules can shove off and find a cave to hide in for all I care. Call me 

by my first name. I don’t want to be treated like an important guest. Not by you…” Kerta doubled 

over slightly and rested her arms on her thighs lazily, suddenly drained of all her energy. “I won’t 

sit here and say I haven’t been intimidated by your authority, but for someone who is praised so 

highly by the people, you’re not a nice person.” 

Illinca’s hand fell away back down to her side and she genuinely appeared remorseful. 

“Kerta.” She whispered. “I wasn’t trying to insult you earlier.” 

Kerta glanced back up at Illinca and just shook her head in anger. “From where I’m 

standing, the lines are a little blurry.” 

“I know and I’m sorry I came at you like that. But you are a compulsive liar, so had I just 

simply questioned about your past, or how Orcs behave I had every reason to believe you would 

deny it and try to trick me.” Illinca’s features softened and saddened at the same time. “You can’t 

deny that you have a charismatic way with words. I have sat at the guild house several times and 

saw how you spoke to your next lover of the evening. I have also taken walks in the fields of Hyrim 

and had the displeasure of seeing you slay a married woman, just so you could dominate her 

husband.”  

Kerta swallowed, recalling the very day, year and time she did such a selfish act in her 

drunkenness. She genuinely felt horrible about it and instantly suspected it was “conviction” from 

Griffin. 

“You are very good at lying. It’s like it’s your specialty. I have documented proof showing 

that you can talk your way out of a situation and convince anyone you want in most cases.” 

“That… is… true.” Kerta reluctantly admitted, starting to see why Illinca approached her 

the way she did. “But you must believe me, when I tell you I don’t do half of what I use to do 
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anymore. After the war on Nexus, I stopped serving Ragas and Rajas that commanded me to do 

those things, Neelif Illinca.” 

“Yes. I know.” She replied, her tone much softer and kinder. “However, it is because you 

have walked such a crooked path, I think you can better understand Barabbas. Also, where you are 

half Orc you are on his power level, which is vital for the mission I want you to consider on my 

behalf.” 

Kerta leaned back in the chair, needing to rest and regain some stamina. From the talk, or 

exerting herself emotionally with her limbs, Kerta wasn’t sure. All she knew was she could barely 

keep her head up and her eyes open. It was embarrassing for her to think she might pass out in 

middle of their conversation, but she just couldn’t seem to fight off the drowsiness settling over 

her. 

“Aye. What’s this got to do with…” Kerta yawned softly and had to shake her head a few 

times to get herself to focused again. “Me Neelif Illinca?” 

Illinca turned her head to gaze out one of the windows and her face scrunched in deep 

thought as one eyebrow furrowed. “The Noble Compatriots Zahr Abraham sent to aid my husband 

have not written to me in quite some time. I feared where Barabbas is much stronger than the 

average race on this planet, Cephas would have difficulty tracking and subduing Barabbas.” Illinca 

glanced down at Kerta. “I want you to locate my husband and his group and take down Barabbas. 

To death if necessary, but only if there is no other way. Zahr Abraham wanted him alive for a 

reason, but given with this man’s aggressive nature, peace may not be an option.”  

Kerta was nodding off, on the verge of passing out, but that news woke her up. Blinking, 

she arched her neck back, gazing at the other woman in front of her in amazement. 

“You want me to be your executioner?” 

Illinca sighed. “I wouldn’t call it that exactly, but yes. I want you to stop Geokiin Barabbas 

who I am confident is still out there, hurting innocent people as we speak. But your main goal is 

to find my husband, the Noble Compatriots and secure their safety before going after Geokiin 

Barabbas.” 
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Kerta stood up, faced Illinca and looked her up and down, trying to understand why Illinca 

wanted her to do this instead of someone else.  

“I don’t get it. You have entire Clemall of loyal subjects, Griffin worshipers and whoever 

else is a fan of you running around this place.” Kerta pointed her herself. “I’m not your friend or 

a admirer. I’m just here because I was summoned. As enticing as this offer sounds, I want to know 

why you’re pegging me to do your dirty work.” 

Illinca crossed her arms and raised at the same time Kerta did. “Oh. Don’t get the wrong 

idea. I would go myself and look into the matter, but Zahr Pandora will not allow it. She has been 

summed by the Malehgoot and must go to Honleeon Clemall.”  

Kerta shrugged. “So? Zahr Pandora travels a lot. Why would this trip any different?” 

“Because I am her Neelif, a public official. I have to go with her. If it was not business 

related, she would not care, but sadly it is and my reason to be dismissed will not go over well 

with her.” 

Kerta groaned, finally understanding the situation. “You need someone you trust to do the 

job and do it right. I get it.” Kerta went to stand behind her chair so she could relax against and 

take some strain off herself. “But we just met less than a half hour ago Neelif Illinca. Do you trust 

a woman of the dark side to take on this assignment?” 

Illinca opened her mouth to say something, but stopped and glanced up spotting Juvo enter 

the study. She waited for Juvo to come closer, then when Juvo was close enough with the item she 

had requested, she reached out to take it from the Vampire. 

“Thank you Juvo. Could you remain here with me? What I am about to say next concerns 

you and Miss Chives.”  

“Kerta! Call me Kerta!”  

Illinca frowned. “Correction. What I am about to say next concerns you and Kerta.” 
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Juvo crossed her arms and tilted her head at the drunkard. “I can’t wait to hear it, mistress. 

By all means, what is it you want to tell us?” 

Illinca motioned between the two of them. “If Kerta agrees to accept this mission, I will 

assign you to her and she will become your new mistress until the mission concludes itself.”  

“What?!” Juvo and Kerta exclaimed, eyes wide and jaws falling open. 

“I said,” Illinca began on a low voice. “if she complies, you will go and live with her until 

the mission is over. She will be your mistress, your caretaker and your authority.” 

“You cannot be seriously considering this.” Juvo muttered, holding her head in disbelief. 

“Why should I agree to this? You are my mistress. I swore my loyalty to your house, to you and 

Geokiin Cephas. The people who saved me from that wretched man!” 

“I am aware Kerta is not your savior or has impressed you since your first encounter, but 

she is the one I have chosen for this task.” 

“Forgive me mistress.” Juvo tensed and squared her shoulders. “But I suddenly must 

question your objectivity and admit this is out of character for a woman of your nature.” 

“I did pray about this Juvo.” 

Juvo forced a polite smile for the sake of appearance. “And what did your Theós say to 

you?” Juvo asked, crossing her arms and tapping her foot impatiently. “Please tell me what the 

man in the clouds whispered to you, I am dying to know.” 

Illinca didn’t react to Juvo’s insults or slander of Griffin. They had already established than 

they believed differently and when one disagreed with the other to not make the mistake of getting 

angry and lashing out.  

Clearing her throat gently, Illinca looked right at Juvo and wryly replied, “Griffin told me 

to draft Kerta and to send her to retrain Geokiin Barabbas.” 
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Neither Juvo or Kerta saw that reason coming and they stood there, staring in an awkward 

silence at Illinca for the longest time. Illinca remained still, professional and simply waited for one 

of them to speak. 

“Are you serious?” Juvo finally asked, squinting her eyes. “You actually expect me to 

believe that your Theós told you…” Juvo took a brief moment to gesture at Kerta standing beside 

her. “To ask a corrupted woman of iniquity to save your holy people from yet, another evil person? 

Had I known this, I wouldn’t have agreed to go get her, mistress!” Juvo scoffed and threw her 

arms up in frustration. “That doesn’t make any sense! I don’t understand this Griffin, or his system 

in the slightest and you know what? I don’t want to. Why would Griffin ask you to hire Kerta 

Chives? You told me the Holy Scriptures say if you are friends with the world, you are Griffin’s 

enemy.” Juvo looked at Kerta for a hard second, then turned her offended eyes back onto Illinca. 

“Is Kerta serving Griffin?” 

Illinca shook her head once, then sighed. “No. Not exactly.” 

“Has she confessed Avril Tryst is her Archontas and Savior?” 

“No.” 

Juvo blinked and found herself torn between wanting to laugh at her mistress, or back hand 

her across the face. “Then that means, Kerta is still the Godhead’s enemy, which would also mean, 

Kerta is under qualified for this job. Wow. And I thought I was the blind woman here.” 

Illinca frowned. “Juvo, I don’t except you to understand Griffin or his ways, much less his 

thoughts. All I know is I tested this, the voice that spoke to me and prayed a lot about it. My job is 

to obey and obedience is better than sacrifice.” 

“Still doesn’t make sense to me, but if that is what you wish, I will do it.” 

Kerta turned her head, carefully observed Juvo’s reaction and patiently waited for her to 

finish before inserting herself into the argument. 

“I am not in agreement with this decision, but I will choose to trust you, mistress.” 
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Illinca looked over at Kerta and they locked eyes immediately. “Kerta, will you accept this 

mission? Yes? Or no? You must decide.” 

Kerta opened her mouth, intending to tell Illinca her reply, but all that came out was a 

hiccup. Juvo and Illinca blinked, not expecting her to make such a cute, but also disturbing noise. 

Deeply embarrassed at what she had done, Kerta covered her mouth and stared down at the ground, 

hating how her body choose that moment to let her knew she was full of warm drink and 

shamefully desired more.   

“I. Am So. Sorry.” Kerta glanced away from their puzzled faces, trying hard to get herself 

to stop blushing. “I really didn’t mean to do that.” 

“It’s all right. I’m not mad, just shocked.” Illinca hesitantly remarked in an amused tone. 

“But try to keep sober on the mission? I want you to be alert and aware of your surroundings at all 

times.” 

“If I were to decline, what would you do?” Kerta asked softly, bashfully looking back 

around at the women.  

“Well, I would have to obviously pray and find someone else. But if you did agree, I would 

pay you and also help with your… condition.” 

Kerta glanced up, suddenly intrigued. “To what would you be referring to, Neelif Illinca?”  

“That rash on your skin you got there.” Illinca nodded at the area of the infection on Kerta’s 

body. “I’ve seen it before and know where it comes from.” 

“You do?” Kerta asked.  

“Yes. It is a spiritual curse, as well as a physical one.”  

Juvo rolled her eyes. “Again, with the spiritual references?” 

Illinca watched over at Juvo and gave her a disappointed frown. This made Juvo upset and 

feel guilty that she saddened Illinca despite voicing her opinion.  
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“Kerta. This gift I wanted Juvo to bring up here, is not just any kind of gift.”  

Illinca sauntered over to her desk and placed the box Juvo brought her down on the surface. 

She took off the lid, then slowly pulled out a glass flask with a sparkling type of transparent water 

inside of it. Kerta’s eye widened when it fizzed and popped lightly within its glass prison. She was 

slightly overwhelmed by this mysterious liquid and couldn’t seem to stop staring at it.  

“This can help you.” Illinca confirmed, wagging the flask slightly from side to side. 

“That?” Kerta pointed at the flask. “Will help me?”  

“Yes.” Illinca mustered a soft smile and gave a tiny nod. “It will.”  

“Mere water?”  

Illinca nodded again. “Yes Kerta.”  

“I could just drink something like that at home.” Kerta frowned and crossed her arms 

defensively. “How will it help me? Is this a joke?”  

Illinca’s response to Kerta’s doubt was looking away from her for a moment, then she 

popped the cork out of the tip and without warning, splashed a hefty amount of the water in Kerta’s 

face. Kerta did not expect that and in her shock, yelped in surprise as she staggered backwards. A 

loud sizzle came from her face as she clasped her hands desperately over the rashes to gauge the 

burning sensation, she found excruciating, as much as she did annoying. Kerta thrashed and flung 

her body around the room, knocking over books. She bumped into a display with a bust made in 

the image of Illinca, accidently knocking the bust from the shelf and onto the floor. It shattered 

instantly, but Kerta couldn’t have prevented the damage even if she wanted to. It felt like claws 

were being detached from her face and being forced out of her skin.  

Juvo quietly stepped forward to stop Kerta, but the Neelif raised her arm over Juvo’s path 

to stop her. Illinca shook her head once and Juvo stood beside her and waited patiently in silence 

for Kerta to stop on her own. Finally, the impulse to thrash ceased and Kerta gasped for fresh. She 

chocked a few times as the pain gradually dissipated, then she blinked rapidly as she rubbed her 
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cheeks and neck. The rough texture of the rash was gone and so was the pain that haunted her. 

Kerta’s wide eyes flickered in happiness at this grand occurrence.  

“My face! It’s cured!” Kerta cheered, giving Illinca a fond smile.  

Juvo was also surprised by this, but in her doubt wondered if the flask of water Illinca 

slashed on Kerta’s face was a form of witchcraft. She didn’t want to disturb Illinca’s mood, so she 

kept that personal thought to herself.  

“It felt horrible, but you’re right! It worked!” Kerta peered at Illinca hopefully. “Hey. 

There’s other rashes on my body.” Kerta rolled up her sleeve, exposing her almost fully covered 

arm. “See? Please give me the rest so I can get rid of them too.” She hurried over to the Neelif and 

reached for the bottle. “Give me!” She begged desperately, trying to snatch the flask out of Illinca’s 

hand.  

Illinca smirked, threw the bottle behind her, knowing Juvo’s quick reflexes would catch it. 

Juvo gracefully turned to Illinca, caught the flask quickly and she took the liberty upon herself to 

place it back into the box, out of Kerta’s reach.  

“No.” Illinca smiled. “It will only come back after all.” 

Kerta’s arms dropped to her sides and she made a puzzled face, nod understanding what 

Illinca meant. “What?”  

“If you just heal it physically and proceed to do your viceful foolishness, you will have 

learned nothing. The cycle would just repeat itself. Although your body would physically be 

curable, your soul would still be damned.” 

Kerta groaned. “Translation, please?” 

“In other words, the core to your sickness is spiritual. A devil or a group of devils have 

cursed you and have had the means to curse you because you willing served them. Normally, this 

rash sets in, is when their victims start to consider changing sides and thinking about Griffin more 

seriously.” 



Artzenin Eklektós 

140 

 

Kerta tilted her head. “But I haven’t accepted the Griffin full time… I’m just looking into 

him at the moment.” 

Illinca nodded gently in agreement. “Which is why I shouldn’t waste the medicine any 

further. I could, but until you accept Tryst and get saved Kerta those devils will just curse you 

again and the rash will return.” 

Kerta rubbed her cleansed cheek, delighting in how much more refreshed and pain free she 

felt in that area of her body. “If I complete my mission, will you give me the rest in the bottle at 

least?” 

Illinca exchanged a knowing look with Juvo, before both of them smiled fondly at Kerta.  

“She’s persistent, isn’t she?” Juvo mused, twirling a strand of her hair around her finger 

and tugging on it gently. 

“Yes Juvo. She is. Kerta, I will give you enough for your journey and more upon your 

return.” 

Kerta lifted a finger and knowing what she was about to say, Illinca offered the answered. 

“Whether my husband and the Noble Compatriots are alive or dead, it matters not. As long as you 

bring me proof of either you will receive the rest of medicine.” 

Kerta nodded to herself, weighing the options and decided she would accept the offer. She 

raised her head and beamed at Illinca and all her negative thoughts about her no longer mattered. 

“I will accept the mission Neelif Illinca. I’ll leave once I have informed my friends and gotten the 

female Safaris situated in my nest.” 

Illinca grabbed Juvo by the elbow, then gently pushed her towards Kerta, expecting Kerta 

to catch her servant. “Wonderful. Why don’t you two get to know each other a little bit while I and 

my Temporal Compatriot go pack Juvo’s bags? We shouldn’t be too long.”    

Kerta opened her arms, watching as a slightly resistant Juvo was forced into her hands by 

Illinca. Illinca walked around them as if nothing out of the ordinary happened and exited the study, 
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leaving them alone for the moment. Juvo flipped her slightly thin curly tresses of purple raven hair 

from the front of her face and cautiously peered up at the hybrid with questioning frown. 

“Hello Kerta.” She muttered. “How nice to see you again.”  

Chuckling with some strain, Kerta mustered an awkward smile. Should she be energetic, 

or casual?  

Clearing her throat, Kerta tried to appear mellow as she hurriedly informed Juvo, “I guess 

we’re going to be mates until further notice. I know we didn’t get off on the greatest foot the other 

night, but that’s in the past. We should get along and don’t even trying fighting it. You’re going to 

like it and so will I.” It was only after Kerta said it that she noticed how demanding it was. “Sorry. 

That came out wrong.” Kerta subconsciously cradled Juvo closer to herself, but it wasn’t because 

she wanted to enjoy the feel of a woman. She just wanted to let Juvo know she could be gentle, 

endearing and be genuine about it. “We need to be on good terms for this mission. We need to 

trust each other if this is going to work out. That and I… um…” Kerta stuttered and when Juvo 

didn’t say anything and kept staring up at her with an arched eyebrow, Kerta eventually bowed her 

head and sighed in defeat. “And I’m making a fool of myself, aren’t I?” 

 Juvo smirked in amusement before patting Kerta’s cheek. “Relax. I am fine with you and 

I have to trust you now and I understand that, so do not worry about such things.” 

Kerta lifted her gaze slightly, but the worry was still on her face. “I thought given with our 

first encounter you wouldn’t want to trust me.” 

Juvo broke out of Kerta’s arms and gradually smoothed out the invisible wrinkles in her 

shirt and sleeves. “Under most circumstances that would be true, but you are now my new mistress 

and that changes a few things. Including the first impression you gave me last night.” Juvo’s 

features saddened, but only for a moment. “Illinca will always be my mistress no matter what 

comes of this situation. Understand?” 

Kerta nodded. “Yes. I understand. I wouldn’t try to impose or anything. You seemed very 

upset with her earlier so please believe me when I say I don’t want to drive a nail between you and 

her.”  
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Juvo hugged herself and sighed. “I do not hate her. I just hate the confusion in me pertaining 

to her. I try to understand her perspective on all things, but I struggle to believe that what she says 

of Griffin is true. But I have sense enough to understand that as long as I just see Griffin and the 

inspired book he wrote through hands of mortals as an opinion, then I will always see flaws. I have 

yield to Griffin or my own beliefs sooner or later.” 

“Why not just believe in what works for you?”  

Juvo’s eyes darted over to the side, to Kerta. “Because what I believe is simply in nothing, 

but what Illinca claims is the truth and stands on, has a spiritual resting ground when she dies. I 

want to be with her forever… so if I believe in nothing, I cannot go where she is going when I 

die.” 

Kerta grunted and looked out a window, thinking about what Juvo said. She had similar 

thoughts and recently even told Dorest her views on death. What Juvo confessed was different. It 

was more personal and it amazingly impressed her. 

“Juvo...” Kerta reached out to touch Juvo, but to her disappointment, Juvo shied away from 

her touch and continued to hug herself. “Don’t fight me, dove. I’m trying to be nice here. Under 

all my imperfections and flaws, I can actually be a nice person.”  

Kerta pulled Juvo her back into her arms and held her tight, wanting to comfort her and 

this time Juvo allowed it.  

“Do you not know when to quit?” 

Kerta’s chuckle ticked the back of Juvo’s ear. “No. Not really. Besides, as your new 

mistress, I should be sensitive to your needs.” 

“And what is it you think that I need, Kerta?” 

Kerta rested her chin on top of Juvo’s head and shut her eye. “Honestly? If I had just been 

dismissed from someone I liked or loved very much and was told to go serve and live with a 

complete stranger on such short notice, I’d want a hug. No matter how you slice it, your mistress 

cut you a little today and it hurt, right? It’s okay to be upset or feel sad about it Juvo.” 
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 Juvo sighed and found herself sagging against Kerta, surprised at how much she wanted 

the emotional support from the other woman. “I’m not sad. And I’m not upset.” 

Still keeping her eye closed, Kerta tilted her cheek into Juvo’s scalp and softly remarked, 

“Then why did you sniffle just now? Perk of being a half Orc, is having the hearing of an Orc.” 

Juvo caught her breath and eyes widened. “You heard me do that? But I barely heard myself 

do it.” 

Kerta chuckled lightly. “Again. Orc blood for you.”  

As Kerta tried to come up with more things to say that would lighten the mood, Illinca and 

her Temporal Compatriot sauntered back into the study with Juvo’s bags in each hand. What they 

walked in on made them both freeze and stare in astonishment. 

“Well,” The Temporal Compatriot grunted, arching an eyebrow. “this certainly is a 

unexpected development from the Vampire. I did not think Juvo would be quick to let another 

woman touch her outside of you, mistress. Did you?” 

Illinca felt her jaw drop down and had to make a conscious effort to close it. She turned 

her head and looked at the tall creamy green skinned woman beside her dressed in combat medium 

armor and paused, still unsure of how to react to what she was witnessing.  

“No. I did not. It appears Griffin is working already and in a unique way I did not see 

coming.” 

Illinca’s eyes moved off the Temporal Compatriot and back over to the Kerta and Juvo 

hugging in the middle of the room. Illinca continued to pause seeing the intimacy, glanced between 

the women and coughed softly to make it known she was present. Hearing her do that the two 

quickly sprang apart and faced her as she bent over to place Juvo’s cube bags on top of each other. 

The Temporal Compatriot set a smaller leather bag down by the cubes then quietly retreated to the 

side and resumed her observation the event, silently wondering if her mistress would truly be fine 

without the Vampire’s company.  
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 “She does not have a lot. Just few outfits I bought her, fragrance perfumes, a memento 

keepsake of mother and a journal she likes to write her thoughts down in.” Illinca went over to 

stand in front of Juvo. She smiled and stroked Juvo’s hair out of her face. She hadn’t even left the 

mansion yet and already Illinca missed her. “I will be away for a few weeks. I pray and hope you 

two will remain safe and find Cephas and the others by then. I would like to come home and see 

all of you.” Illinca brought their foreheads together and even though she stared into faded, purple-

orange glowing eyes, Illinca could tell how focused Juvo was. “Be my mirror, my sword and shield 

while with Kerta. You are still under my authority, just not officially. When you return to me, I 

want you to tell me everything you heard and what you learned while traveling with Kerta.” 

 

Juvo nodded, breaking her forehead press with Illinca. “As you wish, mistress.” 

Illinca’s smile saddened and so did her eyes. “Ah... just Neelif Illinca or Illinca for now.” 

Using her hands, Illinca cuffed Juvo’s shoulders and turned her around so she could face Kerta. 

“That woman there is your new mistress, remember?” 

Illinca went over to the desk and took out five bottles of medicine to give to Juvo. She 

strongly instructed Juvo to only apply just enough to Kerta’s rashes, should they spread or return 

to her face. Juvo understood and carefully packed the fragile bottles of water into the leather bag. 

“Go and bring me back good news. Both of you.” Illinca hugged Juvo closely and held her 

for several seconds, then unwillingly let her go. “And mind your new mistress to the best of your 

ability. Make me proud, Juvo.”  

Illinca gave the Noble Compatriot a gentle signal using her eyes to remain still.  The 

Temporal Compatriot nodded in understanding and did not move from her spot. Illinca walked 

Kerta and Juvo to the front door and handed Juvo’s her belongings. The moment the doors groaned 

shut in Juvo’s face, reality sunk in and Juvo realized that she had to leave her newfound home and 

go live with Kerta.   

“So, who was that pale green skinned, tall warrior looking woman that came downstairs 

with Neelif Illinca?” Kerta asked seemingly out of nowhere as they began to descend down the 
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stairs together. “I don’t recall seeing her when I entered. She looks like she could snap someone 

in half with her bare hands.” 

“Ah. That was Neelif Illinca’s Temporal Compatriot, Gerdraks Nendroth. She is a former 

combat Regiment officer. She is Ogre.” Juvo’s lips curled at the edges as her eyebrow raised. “And 

she doesn’t like Orcs. Her career in Regiment was flawless. She climbed ranks quickly and was 

Regiment’s best Centurion in charge of the centuria. She was also their top assassin and had the 

highest kill count against Orcs.” 

Kerta stopped walking and stared at Juvo, who stopped to turn to look back at Kerta. 

“An Ogre that was ranked Centurion and a top rank assassin,” Kerta used her thumb and 

pointed over her shoulder. “is working for Neelif Illinca?” Kerta blinked, sincerely shocked to 

learn who the woman was and her race. “In all the time I’ve lived on this planet I have never seen 

a member of the Ogre race. No one has.” 

Juvo crossed her arms and tilted her head to the side. “And according to Neelif Illinca, no 

one has seen a Vampire set foot on Hyrim soil until I arrived. I do not know what else to tell you. 

Change happens. She and I connected over that actually, because we are literally the only ones 

representing our race on Hyrim according to Neelif Illinca.” Juvo smirked. “I read a book in Neelif 

Illinca’s library that Orcs and Ogres are distant cousin races that have never got along because of 

the selfish actions Valdimere Farsell did during the Dark War Of Ages in E78 B.T. He evidently 

sent the Ogres to their deaths during that war.” 

Kerta hummed softly as she scratched the back of head lazily. “Eh. I’m not too brushed up 

on my lore concerning the heritage of my race or my cousin race, but I suppose that’s what happens 

when ancestors do stupid things. I wonder if she saw me and thought about what Valdimere Farsell 

did to her people and sees me as a threat because of it? Is that why I didn’t see her until last 

minute?” Kerta frowned, suspecting something odd. “I bet she thought I was going to lash out and 

hurt the Neelif simply because I’m Orc.” 

Juvo shrugged. “She is very reclusive and likes to stay hidden by default. She was part of 

an assassin unit in Regiment so more than likely she stays hidden by habit, not by choice. And if 

Gerdraks really did suspect you were going to harm Neelif Illinca I assure you she would have 
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neutralized you before you entered the manor and would not have used the past as a means to 

dispose of you.” Juvo glanced around and pointed in the direction they needed to go. 

Kerta gripped the straps of the cube bags and the leather bag and couldn’t decide if she was 

impressed Illinca was well prepared for such a event or if she was insulted that Illinca had a person 

who would dispose of her if it came to that and didn’t think to inform her ahead of time that 

Gerdraks was lurking about. 

“Forget about Gerdraks. She is not your concern. I am and I would like to go to your nest 

as soon as possible. The daylight is harsh on my sensitive skin.” 

Kerta nodded and resumed her walk with Juvo to the nest. 
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CHAPTER 2: INEPT 

 

 

ERTA AND JUVO RETUREND to Kerta’s nest without any 

trouble. After they had entered the house and Kerta showed Juvo to her room 

where she would be staying, they still refused to say a word to each other. Kerta 

remained standing in the doorway of the bedroom with a conflicted look on her 

face. While Juvo silently began to unpack her belongings, Kerta rubbed the back of her head slowly 

and purposely cleared her throat so Juvo would know she was going to start a conversation. 

“I um… hope sharing a room with me isn’t too awkward.” 

“Why would it be awkward?” Juvo asked, pulling out a drawer to see if there was room for 

her clothes. When she saw that there was, she soundlessly placed her outfits next to Kerta’s. 

“Because normally when I “share” a room, it’s to have physically intercourse with 

someone.” Kerta muttered, looking down at the floor. “But that is not what is happening here and 

never will. I just don’t want you to view me in that light while you’re with me. That’s all. Because 

it would make me feel bad and make things weird between us if you did.” 

Juvo straightened her posture and turned slightly to Kerta with a raised eyebrow. “Kerta, 

if I suspected you were going to do that, I would not have agreed to come with you. If Mistress 

Illinca thought you would do that, she would not have assigned me to leave the mansion with you. 

She said she prayed about it and for whatever Griffin’s reason, he must trust you with me and me 

with you. I am a Vampire. A lethal being of humanity that by nature, can perform stealth melee in 

combat and disable someone else like it’s nothing.” 

Kerta’s eye widened. “But you’re blind. How could you possibly fight?” 

Juvo went over to sit down on the end of the bed and lazily crossed her leg over the other. 

“Easily. It is because we are blind by day our senses are enhanced. At night, we see everything in 

K 
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a ultra violet lens you could say, so certain shades and textures are even more emphasized at night. 

I never see full color, but the color scheme is purple, black, white and grey. That is my world at 

night.” 

“Wow. Being a Vampire sounds interesting. But where is the rest of your clan? From what 

I understand, Vampires have been hunted across the universe for so many reasons. Rumors say 

you stalk people, bite them and drink their blood for food…” Kerta rubbed her arm and gave Juvo 

a hesitant look. “That’s just rumors, right?” 

“Oh no. The rumors were true about my people, but what the other races across space need 

to understand that is a vice, as Mistress Illinca would tell you, called cannibalism. Mistress Illinca 

has expressed to me that Canicous uses vice to mess with humanity is various ways, making our 

bodies and minds behave vulgarly and wickedly. This of course, is either done in understanding 

of who Griffin is or done in ignorance and unaware of who Griffin is. My people, was a lost people 

group in the wilderness and hunted each other and anyone who tried to communicate with us on 

our native planet, Venom.” 

Kerta frowned, a little disappointed that the rumors she had heard about Vampires were 

indeed, facts and not just fables told at the taverns. “So, under all the fancy pumped up folklore, 

your people just liked eating flesh?” 

 Juvo lifted a finger, correcting Kerta. “Hold on. My race, the Vampire, liked sucking the 

blood out of a person first and then eating their bodies like livestock. Our cousin branch, the 

Zombie, enjoys eating flesh all together. Blood isn’t their thing right off. They want organs and 

lot of it. Vampire or Zombie, Mistress Illinca said the act is vice and straight up cannibalism 

according to Michá 3: 2-37.” Juvo shrugged. “Up until Mistress Illinca explained that to me, I 

didn’t know cannibalism was something Griffin considered “evil”. I grew up around that so it 

seemed normal, even though I personally thought it was anything but normal.” 

“Is this why no one enters Venom? Because of the drinking of blood and eating of flesh? I 

just thought you all were war crazed and liked killing people.” 

 
7 Michá is “Micah” in Greek. 
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Juvo smiled and cocked an eyebrow. “We do like wars with outsiders, that is true. Venom 

is bitter with everyone in the universe because they were first bitter with us. I mean, we were eating 

bodies and sucking people’s blood. Our ancestors did this religiously and saw nothing wrong with 

it. I can understand why other races came together to exterminate us. Problem is not every Vampire 

or Zombie committed that vice and those individuals of my race escaped Venom and the horrible 

communism that rules it. Every leader who takes office, promotes cannibalism and doesn’t see it 

as a vice, just an alternate lifestyle. I barely managed to escape Venom, came over to Hyrim 

because that’s all I could afford to pay out… then… well… you know the rest of my story from 

there.” 

Kerta went over to sit down beside Juvo and their shoulders touched. Juvo smiled a little 

to show she didn’t mind the brief contact and humored Kerta by resting her head on Kerta’s 

shoulder. Kerta stiffened and an audible squeak left her mouth, making Juvo giggle softly. 

“Kerta, I told you before to relax. I don’t mind. But if these sorts of moments make you 

stumble, I need you to tell me so I can stop and back off. That way, you can have time to compose 

yourself. I am… aware you are a sexual woman. I’ve seen your records with Mistress Illinca. But 

just because you have that in your past, doesn’t mean you have to act on such pangs. You are in 

control of yourself and you must be in control if our friendship is to grow. For I think even if you 

were to get truly saved, you might always struggle with this kind of vice.” 

Kerta glanced down at Juvo, then looked up, staring off into the distance. “You don’t think 

Griffin would deliver me out of it for good? Because I was wondering this myself.” 

Juvo pursed her lips, then sighed. “I do think he would, but you’ve been in this vice for a 

long time. Killed to have it and indulged yourself for years with pleasure. That sort of thing 

wouldn’t just won’t turn off you’ll have to work at it.” 

“Do you think Griffin put us together, for that purpose? To help you make me stop?” 

Juvo raised her head off Kerta’s shoulder and Kerta curved her neck to look down at her. 

“I can’t say. I do not follow him. I do not know him like Mistress Illinca and Geokiin 

Cephas does. But I will say this. If he did put us together to help you come out of that vice, I will 
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be just as amazed as you if and when you get saved. I am not Mistress Illinca. She should be the 

one leading you to the cross, not me. I’m just here, observing everything and waiting to see what 

happens.” 

Juvo stood up and Kerta watched her, wondering what Juvo wanted to do next. 

“So.” Juvo crossed her arms. “Now that we’ve established that I will not become your 

lover, but if you stumble, you are to warn me so I can distance myself—what business do we need 

to do today? This mission is very crucial and time is not in our favor.” 

Kerta stood up and cuffed Juvo’s shoulders before gesturing at the open door. “We need to 

go to Magévos Guild and retrieve my Safari guests. After they move in here, I will call everyone 

over to my nest and inform them of my position. Once they are properly updated and I have my 

lover’s pledge he will care for them while I’m away we’ll board my spaceship and go.”  

Juvo nodded in approval. “Sounds like a plan. Do you think your Safari guests and your 

lover will be in agreement to this mission where it is such short notice?” 

Kerta threw her head back and laughed. “The Safaris? Possibly. My lover? No. I’m pretty 

confident he will get mad and yell at me for running off without him again, but this time it just 

couldn’t be helped.” 

Juvo did a graceful mid bow and twirled two fingers on each hand while saying, “Well, 

lead the way mistress. I will be your faithful companion from here on out. Unless you dismiss me, 

I will follow you, even to my grave.” 

Kerta blushed, flattered at the loyalty Juvo so elegantly displayed. “I’m honored. Thank 

you Juvo. I appreciate this.”  

The two women left Kerta’s residence, went over to Magévos Guild to collect the Safaris 

lodging there and when they inquired of Juvo and why she was with Kerta, Kerta had no choice 

but to give them a brief overview of what was to come. Ion didn’t see anything amiss with Kerta’s 

summoning by the Neelif, but Rosarium found it disturbing that Illinca would draft Kerta for such 

an important, official event. Some of the other female Safaris felt the same way Rosarium did, but 

they kept their mouths shut and went with Kerta to her residence with mixed feelings. Kerta 
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ordered Juvo to remain at her nest with the Safairs while she went to go and ask her other guests 

and Bellamy to come over to the nest for the meeting. While Kerta was away doing this, Juvo 

stood in the living room, in front of the fire place, staring down the hairy women and they to her. 

“So, let me get this straight. You basically got kicked from your home and your previous 

boss forced you to come serve Kerta. Now you two have to run across the planet in search of her 

sahe and his people-” 

Juvo interrupted Rosarium to correct her.  

“Those “people” you loosely referred to are formally addressed as Noble Compatriots.” 

Rosarium pressed her lips and firmly rolled her shoulders back. “All right. My apologizes. 

You have to run across the planet to find a Geokiin and his Noble Compatriots and stop a dangerous 

wanted criminal on the side?” Rosarium asked, looking Juvo up and down with narrowed eyes. “I 

don not understand why a Neelif would entrust this assignment to Kerta. Is she really that important 

around here? I was just under the impression Kerta was a common woman with a filthy past.”  

Juvo said nothing in Kerta’s defense. She just stood there, arms crossed and held eye 

contact with Rosarium for a long moment.  

“The Neelif is everyone’s magistrate in a Clemall, acting as the Zahr’s eyes and mouth. 

Kerta had to answer this summoning, but understand Kerta did have the choice to accept or decline 

this mission. Kerta took it and from what I can tell, she genuinely wants to do a good job for Neelif 

Illinca. Are you upset that she didn’t ask her own? Fellow Safaris to do the job? Do you fancy 

yourselves better than my mistress then? Tell me, is it because you are Holy Walkers and she is 

not? Is it because she cannot yield natural elemental powers and you can? Is that it?” 

“I never said that.” Rosarium frowned and shared a frustrated look with Ion and her 

companions before giving Juvo a harsh glare. “I, nor my friends here are not envious of Kerta or 

wish we were summoned by the Neelif. I just think there are others in the Clemall more liable, 

dependable, qualified and suited for the job than Kerta Chives. And that is my honest opinion. 

Besides, she seems like she is sick with something and very tired as of late. I am not too sure what 

ails her, but surely this Neelif you speak of noticed it? And if she did, why would the Neelif send 
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a sick woman on such a dangerous mission?” Rosarium scoffed. “Is the Neelif that crooked in her 

thinking, or is this just the usual mindset of citizens on Hyrim?”   

Juvo broke her gaze with the Safaris on purpose. She found something else to study in the 

den, no longer willing to engage with them. “Fal’ sha rum’ma. Duvich thingee al Hyrim citazohs 

begga qupar? Semtress Illinca ba Griffin. Griffin teal Semtress Illinca ko savis Kerta. Fal’ puh, 

dorema Theós ish qupar! Diga, k’veyah, rope’poe resta. Fal’ knole daka.” 

Rosarium, Ion and the other Safaris blinked. They didn’t recognize the language Juvo had 

used and from the sound of it, she was angry. 

“I am sorry. We do not understand you. What tongue was that and what does it translate 

into?” Ion asked, cocking her head to the side.  

Shutting her eyes and keeping her backside to them, Juvo stiffly remarked in a cutting tone, 

“It is my native language in Vampire. It means, ‘You foolish women. Do you think all Hyrim 

citizens think crooked? Mistress Illinca serves Griffin. Griffin told Mistress Illinca to send Kerta. 

You just said your Theós is crooked! Your ignorance makes me sick! I should vomit you out of 

my mouth. You know nothing.’. That is what I said.”  

Juvo wasn’t surprised she heard outraged cries from the group of women and she really 

didn’t care if she had offended them. They offended her and she truly found it insulting that they 

jumped to a negative conclusion concerning Kerta before trying to understand why Kerta was 

selected. At that moment, just as Ion was struggling to hold back Rosarium with her friends, the 

front door opened and Kerta and the others from Bellamy’s nest entered in. Rosarium jerked her 

arms out of her friend’s hold and quickly went to stand off to the side, refusing to speak to her 

allies, or anyone in general. Ion sighed and quietly sat down on the couch and watched as the other 

half of their group filled the room. The families and their children found seats to occupy, while 

singles remained standing, or sat down on the floor, making a U circle with those closest to them. 

Kerta strode in behind Bellamy, who was the last to step into the nest and she embraced 

him from behind, pulling him closer. She kissed him in the neck and he turned his head just in time 

to see an amused smirk on her lips.  
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“Kerta, you can butter me up all you want. Like I said on the way over here, I’m not happy 

about this meeting. I already suspect it’s not going to be in my favor.” He rolled his eyes. “Again.” 

Kerta released him and sighed. “You won’t like it. And to be honest, I don’t like it either, 

but I have to do this Bellamy and it would be nice if I had your support while I’m away.” 

Bellamy frowned and looked at Kerta, questionably. “Away? You’re going away again?!” 

Bellamy threw his arms up in frustration, huffing loudly and drawing the attention of several of 

their guests. “What’s it for this time?! More Safaris?! Long lost cousin you never met?!” Kerta 

opened her mouth to speak, but Bellamy held up a hand and interrupted her. “Wait. Let me guess. 

You need to raid a planet to get some quick coin, right?!” 

“No. None of those guesses are correct, Bellamy.” 

“Then why do you need to leave the Clemall again?” 

Kerta started to tell him, then stopped herself, remembering that they had an audience. She 

turned to the curious eyes observing them by the front door, then with a gentle pat to Bellamy’s 

back, she jerked her head towards the others, using that a signal to get him to move with her.  They 

went to stand in the middle of the room where everyone could see Kerta and waited for her to 

speak. 

“So, there’s been a slight shift in our plan.” Kerta rubbed her arm, the one with the rash 

under the sleeve. “I know I’m supposed to take you to a High Priest and originally I was going to 

do just that, but now…” 

“But now?” Berkelium repeated in a low voice, already upset with her. 

“Now I’ve been asked by the Neelif of the Kivó̱tio Clemall to find Geokiin Cephas and his 

Noble Compatriots. I need you all to remain in Ekrand with Bellamy while Juvo and I track down 

these people for the Neelif.” 

Hushed whispers circled amongst the Safaris. Bellamy stood beside Kerta, arms folded 

with a grumpy expression on his face. He couldn’t yell anymore now that he knew it was official 

business, but he still was sour over the fact that he wouldn’t be able to be with Kerta. 
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“Why doesn’t the Neelif go and look for this Geokiin and his companions?” Onyx asked, 

arching an eyebrow. “Why does she need you, our provider and caretaker to do it? You have 

already pledged to help us get better, now we must wait longer while you pledge to another?” 

“I have laws on my planet, just like you all did. A Neelif is a public official who serves a 

Zahr in a Clemall. Not obeying a Neelif’s wishes can result in serious penalties, such as being 

thrown in jail or flogged. It all depends on the Neelif’s mood and punishment methods. Saying no 

to the Neelif would not be good for me or for the rest of you.” 

“But we were first. We’re sick and hurting.” A female Safari complained. 

“We’ve been waiting for so long, we want to meet the High Priests Kerta.” Ozone looked 

up at Kerta hopefully. “But this Neelif sounds like the equivalent of an Elder in my culture, so I 

understand that you have to obey the call. I just wish it could have happened after we met the High 

Priests.” 

“You all sound disappointed and are acting like I want to choose the Neelif over you and 

that’s not it all.” Kerta glanced between several faces, noting the sadness, anger and depression 

she saw there. 

“We are still new strangers in a foreign land with no roots yet.” Lithium kindly pointed 

out. “Please try to understand our disappointment. To lose you now is a disadvantage and although 

I am sure Bellamy will care for us while you’re away, the longer we are deprived of meeting the 

High Priests, the more we suffer the effects of Potassium’s drugs in our bodies.” Lithium 

whispered, then groaned as she slumped against Sodium. Lithium shut her eyes, amazed that just 

saying a sound sentence and holding eye contact would drain her so quickly.  

“We really want to get better.” Ion frowned, lifting her gaze slightly to look at Kerta. “Must 

you leave so soon?” 

“Yes.” Kerta nodded. “I have to. But don’t worry Lithium and Ion. I’ll come back as soon 

as I can and then we’ll go to Thysía where Zahr Daivey is located and I promise you all we will 

get you the treatment you deserve.” 
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Lithium smiled when Sodium dipped his head to nuzzle her. “All right Kerta. We will trust 

you and pray for your safe return.” 

Berkelium sat still on the couch beside Sodium and Lithium and his eyes roved across the 

room until they fell on Juvo. He saw the faint glow in her eyes and knew immediately what race 

she was. “Ah, a Vampire?” He jutted out his jaw in slight scorn. “You brought a Vampire in here 

as another experiment, Kerta? Are you going to watch her suck out our blood then? Does such a 

fetish turn you on?” 

Before anyone could react to Berkelium’s jab at Juvo, she turned around, looked him over 

and came back with a counter of her own. “Are you going to lift your leg and pee on a wall like 

the Kur you are? Do you want a belly rub so your “tail” can wag happily?”  

Berkelium’s expression darkened and his nostrils flared. “We are not animals! Our 

corrupted genetics make us grow all this extra hair and for whatever the unexplained reason, 

sometimes makes our tailbones grow longer than needed! Since we have all this body hair, the 

tailbone gets covered too, not our choice, not our fault. We are not Kurs!”  

Berkelium stood up, to get to her, but his Zen reached up with one hand and roughly jerked 

him back down to sit. Berkelium winced and turned his offended glare onto Sodium. Sodium 

scowled back and looked disappointed.  

“Stop starting fights with everyone you meet.” Sodium grumbled. “Haven’t you learned 

anything with Kerta?”  

Juvo walked confidently over to the couch where the two sat with other Safaris and spoke 

up. “I’m getting tired of stereotypes. If you cannot handle a jab at your own species then do not 

bother to criticize mine. I am not proud of my heritage’s ways, but I will live my life very well 

knowing I did not eat flesh as my cousin race the Zombies do or suck blood. And even if I got an 

itch to do either, I refuse to suck your blood Safari or munch on you. With that kind of foul 

personality, you’d just give me indigestion.”   

Kerta hurried over to the three and gently tugged Juvo’s wrist, pulling her behind her.  “I 

realize I told you all that I was going to assist you by delivering you to my High Priest friends.”  
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Juvo reeled her head back slightly and cocked an eyebrow. “Your friends? With High 

Priests? Illinca never told me that.” She said in a low tone that only Kerta heard.  

Swallowing a lump in her throat, Kerta quickly spoke over her.  “But,” She started. “I have 

to go on a trip to help the Neelif first. I do not have a choice in the matter to be quite honest. I 

mean, I did, but the Neelif made it pretty obvious she needed me to say yes.” 

“So why did you bring a Vampire home? I just don’t get that.” Berkelium argued, thrusting 

his hand at Juvo. “She was not part of your deal, so why is she here?” 

“Father could you not? Please try to be nice and respectful to those you meet. The pace 

you’re going, I doubt you will make any friends on Hyrim.” Uranium glanced up Berkelium from 

his position in the U circle on the ground with his siblings. “You’re embarrassing us again.” 

Berkelium squared his shoulders and tapped his foot impatiently. “Uranium, I need to know 

why your other Zentha felt the need to bring a Vampire into our lives. That’s all.” 

Kerta put on hand on her up and used the other to gesture at herself. “I didn’t ask for this, 

okay? And neither did Juvo. She was given to me as gift.”  

“From who?” Curium asked, inserting himself into the conversation. “Because she’s hot. 

Zentha Kerta, I wish I was you right now.” Curium grinned at Juvo and arched an eyebrow 

suggestively at her. “Do you need prayer Juvo?” 

Juvo squinted, put off by the question. “Umm. No? Why do you ask?” 

“Because I would love to lay my hands on you.” 

Kerta sighed, slightly annoyed at her child through adoption would be so reckless with his 

hormones towards her servant. Several Safaris in the room who heard Curium use such a pick up 

line groaned and gave Curium hard glares of disapproval.  

“Easy there Curium. To answer your question from earlier, Juvo was given to me from the 

Neelif. I am her new mistress and she is my servant until we return from the mission.” 
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“Zentha Kerta, let Juvo stay behind. She can serve me while you’re away. I’ll take good 

care of her.” Curium grinned hearing another round of displeased mumbling from the group. 

Plutonium smacked her brother upside his head and shook hers in disgust. “Apologize to 

Miss Juvo. Right now.” 

Curium rolled his eyes and rubbed the sting area on the back of his head. “Sorry. I just 

couldn’t help myself. You are quite a lovely woman.” 

Juvo crossed her arms and scowled. “I realize our races age slower and tend to keep a 

youthful zeal, but generation wise, I’m too old for you. I could be your mother, so you might want 

to flirt elsewhere. In Vampire culture, love is not just love and age does matter, so please don’t 

advance like that towards me again.” 

Curium dropped head his head, suddenly depressed. “Is that right? Sad. Oh well. Maybe 

the next Vampire?” 

“Over my dead body!” Berkelium exclaimed, giving his second son a waring look. “Date 

whoever you want, just not a Vampire!” 

Juvo took offense to the statement, but she said nothing and simply glanced away as she 

muttered to Kerta, “Such lovely friends of yours. Are they always so charming?” 

Kera laughed awkwardly. “They are good people and well behaved. Don’t let one Safari 

to dictate your view of the others. It’s just Berkelium who tends to behave like that when he doesn’t 

like someone.” 

Berkelium was going to lash out at Kerta for saying that about him, but he stopped himself, 

realizing if he did erupt on her Kerta would be justified in her accusation. Turning to Juvo, Kerta 

grabbed Juvo’s hand, raised it high and swung their arms around, grabbing the group’s attention. 

“By the way, Juvo is coming with me. When we get back, I will see to all of you and take you to 

a High Priest. So please wait here with Bellamy while we-”  

“May I come?”  
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Everyone turned to the soft voice who spoke to those words. There, sitting on the opposite 

couch wedged between Ion and Ozone was Neptunium. She was dressed in casual clothes, had her 

hair in a loose ponytail and was giving Kerta such a hopeful smile, it physically made Kerta’s will 

to decline her impossible.  

“Sure dove. I don’t mind, but are you sure a woman in your delicate condition should just-

”  

Kerta’s words were cut off as Neptunium got up to show off the travel bag she had packed 

in advanced. 

“I hope you don’t mind, but I used some of the money you gave at the market plaza today 

before you came to get us. I didn’t know about your mission of course, but isn’t it interesting how 

it worked out like that?” She beamed excitedly and those watching her couldn’t help but smile at 

Neptunium, excluding Juvo. “I also purchased a vom from a peddler for 40 pieces of silver.” She 

pulled out a dark blue square that started ticking when her thumb accidently grazed over the latch. 

“In case we get separated, the one with the vom can turn this switch and the other can listen for it. 

It’s completely convenient.”  

“A vom?” Sodium leaned in closer, minding Lithium in his arms and made sure to keep 

her cradled near his chest. “Why is supposed easy emergency device ticking, Neptunium? And 

what exactly is a vom?”  

Berkelium, Juvo and Kerta realized what the vom was before anyone else and all three 

blurted out. “Because it’s an explosive!”  

Neptunium snapped her fingers, then pointed at them. “You know what? You’re right. Huh. 

The title makes more sense to me now. “Vom” must be a foreign idiom on this planet.” 

“Neptunium that peddler cheated you. He clearly saw you were shopping for survival 

supplies and sold that to you just because.” Kerta panicked, going over to take the object from her 

friend. “Give me that please?” She swiftly took the vom out of Neptunium’s hand and calmy 

looked it over.  
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Kerta tried to reverse the switch back to the original position, but that just made the ticking 

speed up and the sound effect louder. Wanting to help his friend, Rubidium got up from a chair, 

went over to Kerta, plucked the vom from her hand and slapped it into his palm. In front of 

everyone, he summoned forth his frost element and instantly the vom was crystallized over in 

transparent ice. Content with his work, he walked to the front door, poked his head outside and 

scanned the terrain for the bushes or rows of trees. Past the woodland, Rubidium saw the sparkling 

lake and nodded to himself.  

“That will work just fine.” He walked outside, casually strode into the thicket of branches 

and leaves until he came to the edge of a cliff. With little effort Rubidium hurled the frozen 

explosive into the lake and it wasn’t ten seconds later the lake boomed from the depths and massive 

waves bubbled up to the surface. Rubidium returned to Kerta’s nest and proudly announced the 

threat had been neutralized. 

“All done.” Rubidium went to sit back down with his family and closed his eyes, happy 

with himself.  

Neptunium walked over to her friend and glared down at him with hands on her hips. I paid 

thirty coin for that, Rubidium!” Neptunium sighed. “What if we needed it?”  

Rubidium opened his eyes and cupped his chin, humming thoughtfully. “I realize you lost 

money, but I suggest to find another gadget that won’t endanger your party’s life dear Neptunium.” 

He cooed, reaching out to pat her fondly on the head. 

Neptunium folded her arms in annoyance and ignored the amused smirks from the Safaris 

sitting around Rubidium. “Fine. I will.” 

“Well. Now that that’s over with, shall we go to my spaceship and get ready?” Kerta asked 

seemingly out of nowhere.  

“Yes. We should. Let me get my clothes and the box you might need.” Juvo muttered, not 

wanting wanted to reveal Kerta’s condition to the Safaris. 

Kerta hurried after her and ascended the staircase with her. “I’ll come with you.” 
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Juvo chuckled softly and gave Kerta a light jab with her elbow. “Copout. Admit it. You 

don’t want to be yelled at for allowing Neptunium to come with us.” 

Kerta glanced at Juvo sheepishly while rubbing the back of her head. “Aye. I’ve had 

enough talk and activity for more morning. I’d much rather help you pack then listen to Berkelium 

vent at me.” 

Juvo nodded gently in consideration. “Yes. I don’t particularly like him, but he is your 

guest and part of your household, so I will mind myself mistress and be sure  to show him 

respect that I don’t believe he deserves from either of us.” 

Kerta smiled slightly at the title as they reached the top of the step. “That is going to take 

some serious getting use to.” 

Juvo turned to Kerta with a faint smirk on her lips. “And it will take me a while to adjust 

to seeing you as my new mistress, so we’re even.” 

Kerta opened the door for Juvo, allowing her to enter the bedroom first. She shut the door 

behind her softly and helped Juvo prepare her bags for the mission. While they packed and planned, 

Berkelium used that time to express his disapproval to his sahah in front of everyone. 

“Neptunium I do not approve of you going on this mission. It’s too dangerous. No to 

mention there is a Vampire is with Kerta. Two combinations I don’t want you around. I forbid you 

to leave this Clemall with that vulgar woman you call Zentha and her blood sucking Draper.” 

Neptunium stared at Berkelium, brushed a lock of her hair behind her ear and simply turned 

to her friends and former Elder. She smiled at them and her gaze softened, melting their hearts 

immediately. All it took was seeing her smile and the other Safaris, as well as Berkelium’s own 

family members erupted into a loud disagreement. Berkelium blinked and held up his hands. He 

gestured at them franticly to calm down, but they did the opposite. 

“Not wanting my Zentha do what she wants is a dangerous move on your part Berkelium.” 

Lithium sleepily muttered from the couch, taking a moment to glare at him before returning to her 

comfortable position against Sodium. 
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“I second Lithium! She’s in good hands and I’m sure Kerta will take good care of her and 

Juvo!” Sodium spoke loudly over the outraged complaints of his fellow cohorts. “Just let her go! 

She just wants to explore the land, this is a good way and safe route for her to do so! Some time 

away might be beneficial for you both!” 

Berkelium whirled around and gave Sodium such a hard look of disapproval, but just as he 

was about to raise his own voice in anger, Bellamy took out his gun from inside his vest and shot 

two rounds of fire up into the ceiling. The Safaris froze, stopped arguing and snapped their heads 

over in Bellamy’s direction and raised their gaze to the ceiling, watching the debris crumble and 

fall down near Bellamy’s feet. 

“Since no one can decide Neptunium’s fate-” Bellamy twirled the gun around in a perfect 

circle, then stashed it gracefully in the holster on his belt. “I will.” Bellamy bobbed his head at 

Neptunium and went out of his way to smirk to show Berkelium just how much he was enjoying 

having authority in the situation. “She can go. I will take full responsibility for Kerta during her 

time away. Meaning if Kerta offends Neptunium, or does something shameful in anyway, at any 

time, Neptunium can abort the mission and pay a driver to escort her back to this Clemall. I will 

personally give her the coin to do this and expect her to save it for such an emergency.” 

Berkelium’s jaw dropped and his eyes widened in shock, but the Safaris who he expected 

to support him, nodded in endorsement. They clapped in applause for Bellamy’s solution, chanting 

his name stridently. Bellamy put his hands on his hips and puffed out his chest, proud of himself. 

Berkelium wrinkled his nose and pushed through the crowd of Safaris and marched right up to 

Bellamy. He leaned in, putting them nose-to-nose. 

“Last time I checked Bellamy, Neptunium was my sahah. Not yours.” 

Bellamy threw his head back and laughed. “Berkelium, she is her own person and wants to 

travel around. There is no harm in her wanting to do this.” 

Berkelium jabbed his finger into Bellamy’s shoulder so hard, Bellamy staggered and had 

to slap Berkelium’s finger away so he could center himself. “She is subject to me!” Berkelium 

pounded his chest to emphasize his passion. “The Holy Scriptures give me rights over my sahah, 
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you cannot change what Griffin has declared. Furthermore, how can you, a man of vice, one that 

shamefully lays with more than one female give sound advice for a married woman?” 

The room got quiet and all at once, everyone was staring at the two with baited breath, 

anxious to see what would take place. Even Neptunium appeared to be intrigued by their encounter 

over the issue. 

“So? What’s it to me? I don’t hail to Griffin.” Bellamy did not look offended at the truthful 

accusation Berkelium declared. In fact, he was beaming, pleased that Berkelium was so bold to 

expose his private life to his friends and family members. 

“Listen mate, you fuzzy fluff balls who clog my pipes and drains are living in my nest.” 

Bellamy raised his hand and playfully patted Berkelium on his cheeks, making him fume. Bellamy, 

strangely amused by his reaction, gave them one more pat before continuing. “Griffin may be over 

you, but He’s past the stars of space, right?” Bellamy pointed down at the floor. “You’re all down 

here, in the physical realm, living in my nest. Therefore, you are subject to me, your overseer and 

are expected to abide by my rules.” 

Berkelium rolled his eyes and threw his arms up in frustration. “What part about 

Neptunium being my sahah did you not understand? What part that I am the sahe and she is to 

submit herself to me did you not get?” 

Bellamy shrugged, smiling brightly into Berkelium’s angry eyes. “I may not be her 

authority, but it doesn’t change the fact that you and your clan are under my care until Kerta’s 

mission is over.” Bellamy crossed his arms and took a defined step back, putting some distance 

between them. “Relax and trust me. She can go with Kerta and Juvo.” Bellamy tilted his head and 

cocked an eyebrow. “After all, it was a royal decree on Kerta’s part. She has to do this. But your 

wife is choosing to aid my lover on her journey and I find that impressive considering she barely 

even knows her and has no sight.” 

Berkelium folded his arms, shaking his head in disgust. “How can you let my handicapped 

sahah travel with Kerta? A woman you have viced with and shamefully have s-” 
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Knowing exactly what word Berkelium was going to use, Sodium spoke up over him. 

“Something we discuss when the children are not in the room!” 

Frowning, Berkelium looked off, grumbling bitterly under his breath. Bellamy took that as 

a sign that he surrendered to his will and turned to Neptunium. He gave her a solid thumbs up and 

a charming grin, one that actually made some of the female Safaris sigh dreamily, place their hands 

over their hearts and swoon over him. Spotting them do this from the corner of his eye, Bellamy 

ran a hand through his smoothed combed back hair and winked at them playfully. 

“Easy ladies.” Bellamy flung invisible strands of hair over his shoulder. “I’m taken.” 

“That’s too bad. I’d love to have you.” Ion muttered under her breath, only loud enough 

for her ears to hear. 

Realizing she just admitted she wanted to be with a man who was not equally yoked with 

her, she put a hand over her mouth and glanced away from Bellamy’s face, trying hard to fight the 

building blush in her cheeks. Rosarium noticed and arched an eyebrow, confused at her friend’s 

sudden shift in behavior. 

“Okay, we’re ready to go.” Kerta softly announced as she and Juvo descended down the 

stairs and made their way into the den. “We’ll take my spaceship to cover ground faster. Is that all 

right with you Neptunium?” Kerta asked, walking over to Neptunium. 

“I don’t mind.” Neptunium reached out and hugged Kerta’s arm in thanks. “Plutonium, 

Uranium, Curium?” Despite being blind, Neptunium could easily pinpoint where others were and 

look directly into their eyes. She did this for each of her children, wanting them to know she was 

sincere. “I will be leaving the area with your Zentha and her friend. Please mind your father, the 

adults over you and your overseer Bellamy until we return.” Hearing Lithium cough in the 

background, Neptunium’s gaze fell on the weary Safari in Sodium’s arms. “Also, take turns caring 

for your Sonar in my place. She needs lots of encouragement and emotional support until we can 

get to the High Priest. Make sure you give that to her, all right?” 

“We will.” They replied together and took turns exchanging knowing looks with each 

other. 
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“Good. Now…” Neptunium opened her arms. “Come hug me and let me feel you before I 

go. For I will miss you dearly and want to make a solid memory while I’m still here.” 

The siblings got up from where they were sitting and went over to circle around Kerta, 

Juvo and their mother. Plutonium stepped into her mother’s embrace and rubbed noses with her. 

Curium hugged Neptunium from behind and rested his chin on her shoulder. He pecked her cheek 

on whim, then pressed the tip of his nose into the spot he kissed. Uranium remained near Kerta on 

purpose and was content with watching his siblings spoil their mother. 

“Zentha Kerta?” 

Kerta looked down at him and smiled softly. “Yes Uranium?” 

Uranium snuggled into Kerta’s arm and gave her a doting kiss on her cheek. Kerta blushed, 

touched by his kindness towards her and couldn’t help but ruffle his hair and grin down at him. 

“Please protect my mother and do your best to keep her safe. She’s been through so much.” 

Uranium eased up on his toes and whispered into Kerta’s ear. “To be honest, I don’t want her to 

go, but only because I know she’s limited and still is sick from all the drugs Potassium forced into 

her body.” 

Just hearing Potassium’s name left a foul taste in Kerta’s mouth. She frowned and gave 

Uranium a reassuring pat on the head. 

“Don’t worry. I’ll keep her safe and out of harm’s way to the best of my ability.” 

Uranium gave Kerta a lopsided smile. “You’re strong and I trust your skills.” 

Kerta turned to Uranium and flexed her biceps for him, wanting to show him that she was 

indeed, a powerful woman. 

“See these? It’s not just inherited Orc genetics, I work out too.” 

Uranium leapt at Kerta and thanks to quick reflexes, she caught him with ease. He draped 

his arms over her shoulders and family pecked her on the mouth. This caught Kerta off guard so 

bad, she gasped out loud and stared at the boy in her arms with wide eyes. He giggled, leaned in 
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and buried his face into the crook of her neck. Those who watched them were equally just as 

surprised, but no one could find it in them to scold Uranium for startling Kerta. 

“I really like you Zentha Kerta. Make sure you come back safe and sound too. If something 

happened to you on this mission I won’t lie, I’d be very sad.” 

Kerta blinked and found herself staring down at the floor. She cradled Uranium closer as 

she studied the creases in the wood, noting just how much she meant to Neptunium’s children and 

it made her feel special. Like she was finally doing something right in her life. 

“I will come back. I have a whole household of Safaris to take to High Priests, remember?” 

She muttered, glancing up to give the group staring at them a brief smile. 

“I wish I could go with you all, but I’d just be a hindrance in my state.” Plutonium stepped 

out of Neptunium’s arms and put her hands on her hips. “If I wasn’t sick I would go, but since I 

cannot offer any support whatsoever, I want you all to take care of each other. Zen Sodium always 

taught me growing up there was strength in unity, so make sure to grow as teammates on this 

mission okay?” 

Juvo, Kerta and Neptunium nodded. Kerta set Uranium down, Curium’s arms dropped 

from around his mother’s waist and he stepped back so she could go retrieve her belongings near 

the couch. Just as the three warriors were about to pick up their bags and head out the door, the 

children ran over to Kerta and gave her a group hug. It was slightly suffocating, but Kerta didn’t 

mind. She smiled slightly and took a moment to kiss them goodbye on their heads. Berkelium 

couldn’t take it anymore. He had seen enough of their fondness for his rival for one day and 

decided to break it up. He opened his mouth and had intended to tell his children to stop showing 

Kerta affection, but the subtle clearing of throats from the Safaris, as well as Bellamy who was 

standing right next to him forced Berkelium to close his mouth and remain silent. 

“I’m going to go call for a driver to take us to the spaceport. But first…” Trailing off, Kerta 

sauntered over to Bellamy. “I want some sugar before I leave.” 

Bellamy wanted to resist her, but the second she slid her arms around his waist and pulled 

him to herself, his willpower broke. In front of everyone, Kerta dipped Bellamy in a classical pose 
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and planted a firm kiss on his mouth. She refused to end the kiss in just a few seconds and 

prolonged it, as if she’d never have enough. Bellamy’s senses dulled and suddenly, Kerta was 

kissing him deeper with eagerness he had never known her to do before. Kerta eased Bellamy up 

into standing position, her mouth still pressed against his. Bellamy smirked against Kerta’s lips, 

then kissed her back, sending shivers through Kerta’s nerves, making her body visibly tremble. 

“We should stop this Kerta, as we have quite the audience looking at us.” Bellamy 

whispered. 

When she refused to let him go and kept her hands latched onto his waist, he brushed his 

mouth against the hollow of her temple and saw how several of the bodies in the room gawked at 

them in astonishment from the corner of his eyes. 

“Kerta Chives. You’re making this farewell hard for me.” Bellamy dragged his lips over 

the line of her cheekbone. “Go on before I am tempted to do something not so child friendly.” His 

lips hovered over her parting ones. “Or do something far worse and wind up-” 

Kerta reached up, grasped Bellamy’s collar and pulled him to her once again, silencing the 

rest of his words against her mouth. For the sake of their viewers, Bellamy fought the urge to be 

more aggressive and kissed her gently. Sadly, it wasn’t the tenderness Kerta wanted, as she was 

starting to get worked up over something that should have just been a mere peck. She moaned as 

she knotted her fists in his shirt and shamelessly pulled him harder against her. Bellamy groaned 

and quickly caved his arms around her to gather Kerta against him. Kerta walked Bellamy 

backwards and pushed him up against the wall. There Kerta gave him one last final kiss, one that 

stole his breath and gave it back. Kerta unwillingly broke the kiss and guided Bellamy’s feet back 

down to the floor. They stood there, struggling to control their breathing as they gazed into each 

other’s eyes, unable to speak. 

The Safaris, their families and Juvo remained quiet as they awkwardly observed them. 

Some found their exchange a shock, where others were amazed at the influence Kerta’s presence 

had on Bellamy. 
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“When I grow up, I want to marry someone like Kerta and be kissed like that! That kiss 

was so intense, no wander Bellamy can’t keep his hands off her. I want to be able to do that to my 

sahah too. I think she’ll like it.” 

Ozone’s praise made every adult in the room blink and their necks turn involuntarily in his 

direction. Ozone beamed at the older faces peering down at him. “He acts all tough and mean, but 

when he’s with Kerta, he is soft baby and I think it’s cute.” 

“Oh my.” Juvo held her forehead. “Such aspirations you have little one. Maybe you 

shouldn’t let Bellamy’s actions influence your future. You should be you no matter what.” 

“I can’t believe I’m saying this…” Berkelium and pinched the bridge of nose and sighed. 

“But the Vampire is right Ozone. I would much rather prefer you to not model yourself after 

anyone except Griffin and remain as you are. Innocent, kind, modest and fair. Don’t behave so 

vulgarly with your future sahah, okay? It doesn’t suit a boy of your taste.” 

Ozone puffed out his cheeks in a pout and raised an eyebrow. “But he’s so effective with 

Kerta. What’s wrong with me wanting to do the same thing when I grow up and find me a good 

woman?” 

Onyx rolled his eyes. “Ozone, you’re too young to even consider such activities. Berkelium 

is right, keep your purity while you can.”  

Ozone stomped his foot, making a loud noise, demanding to be heard. “I am 10 years old. 

3 in Human years, a fetus in Azure years and 1/1’2 in Orc years.” Ozone crossed his arms. “I know 

what pleasure is. I talked to some of the Hyrim children yesterday.” 

“You did what?!” Almost every adult exclaimed the phrase, making Ozone run and cower 

behind one of his friends.  

A small argument broke out among the Safaris and while this was happening, Kerta 

motioned at Juvo to get Neptunium’s attention so the three of them could sneak out. She watched 

her companions quietly shuffle out the front door, but she stopped in her stride to give Bellamy 

one last look of admiration mixed with longing. She was flushed from kissing him, but her cheeks 
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turned a shade redder just thinking about being with him again. Bellamy rubbed his neck and 

grinned big, knowing exactly what she was thinking. 

“When you come home, perhaps we can… finish what you started?” 

Kerta pursed her lips, suddenly remembering that she couldn’t just sleep with Bellamy if 

she was going to sincerely follow Griffin. Kerta didn’t want to remind Bellamy about that. For 

now, just nodding and giving him a cute smile was enough. 

 

… 

 

Five hours later into their space flight, the three women relaxing in the comfort of Kerta’s 

cabin. Neptunium had already made up her mind that she was going to stay near Kerta for multiple 

purposes. She was blind and required a guide at times to help her get around. She wanted to catch 

up with Kerta and get to know her again. 15 years of separation was a lot and Neptunium could 

tell Kerta had changed and was going through changes even without Kerta telling her. Neptunium 

was very curious about Kerta’s life and wanted to learn anything and everything during their 

journey across Hyrim. But deep down, Neptunium felt in her spirit that Kerta was struggling with 

something. She didn’t know what it was, but she was determined to find out and the only way she 

could do that was if she remained in close range to Kerta. 

Juvo saw what Neptunium was doing and didn’t mind. While Neptunium had her reasons 

to be around Kerta, Juvo also had hers. Neptunium’s personality made the transition to live with 

Kerta a lot easier. There were many characteristics Neptunium displayed that reminded her of 

Illinca. Juvo missed Illinca dearly and when she thought about her, Juvo wanted to find a dark 

corner, sit down and cry. She didn’t. Her pride as a Vampire refused and demanded she be strong 

and shun such weakness.        
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“Hmm.” Kerta hummed softly to herself, easing forward in her chair at the desk. “From 

what Neelif Illinca has provided, these letters Geokiin Cephas sent her were detailed, explaining 

his location, what time his party set off or camped and have names of the people he spoke to in the 

Clemalls they went through.” 

Neptunium was sitting on the edge of the bed, waiting patiently for Kerta to continue. She 

looked at Kerta to listen and learn more about the mission, but Juvo remained silent, standing 

gloomily with her arms folded and a stiff back to the window. The light from the stars bathed her, 

highlighting the texture of her cloak and her fierce features.  

“How many Clemalls did they travel through, Kerta?” Neptunium asked. 

Kerta picked up a red ink pen and circled the names of the Clemalls in the two letters. She 

pointed to each name as she pronounced them for Neptunium and Juvo. 

“Pagóni Clemall, who’s Zahr is Hera. Zenovia, who’s Zahr is Ra.” Kerta winced. “These 

locations we must visit are rough. I’m not going to like passing through any of them.” 

Neptunium tilted her head to the side. “Why? Who are those Zahrs? What do they do for a 

living?” 

Kerta sighed heavily and loudly. She really didn’t like talking about Zahrs simply because 

they were tied into politics and Kerta was never supporter of that world. 

“Well, these Zahrs are very vain leaders who are devout to their dogmas. They defiantly 

don’t like Holy Walkers like you, Neptunium. Unlike me, they would never entertain the idea of 

forsaking their Ragas or Rajas.” Kerta stood up from the chair and began to pace as she tried to 

think of a way to summarize the Zahrs for her friend. 

“Zahr Ra likes collecting beautiful things. The citizens of Zenovia live poorly, while he 

lives in wealth. Ra also has a pure breed collection of Anubis canines and runs a training kennel 

for the animals outside of the capital city, Iliakófos. If anyone on Hyrim wants a good pedigree, 

or rare animal, they go to Ra’s training kennel to purchase one. Ra also enjoys making stories in 

the form of hieroglyphs. He hires professional artists to sketch his life, his legacy, his decisions in 
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the form of picture frames. These storylines of artwork are exclusively found in the royal pyramid 

shaped tombs under the Elysium Guild.” 

Neptunium blinked, looked off, then back at Kerta. “Oh my. He is quite spoiled.” 

Neptunium stood up from the bed, but didn’t go near Kerta and remained close by the bed. “What 

about the other two?” 

“Zahr Shiva doesn’t like being told what to do or how to run his Clemall. He is under the 

impression everyone, including his enemies, love him.” 

Neptunium cupped her cheek and forced a half-smile. “Is he that handsome and effective 

as a ruler?” 

Kerta snorted, stopped pacing and turned to Neptunium. “No. He’s a coward. He hides 

behind his military and people with power and sides with the parties who have the most power. 

There’s currently a separation of fractions across Hyrim.” Kerta waved her hand to the side to stop 

Neptunium from asking another question. “I don’t want to get into that. We’d be here two weeks 

if I had to explain all 30 fractions, their purposes and the conspiracies they all have. Currently, 

there is a huge war between Regiment and the Vulmims. Regiment hails to Griffin, Vulmims hail 

obey someone, but it’s not the Ragas or Rajas. They’re from another planet, actively invading mine 

and their intentions are unclear at this time.” Kerta shrugged. “Zahr Shiva actually likes Vulmins 

and has allegedly been reported for housing the enemy in his Clemall. As you can see, this is more 

than just a physical separation. It is a spiritual one too. Zahr Shiva does not believe in Griffin, but 

has supported Regiment for months, simply because they’re stronger, faster and have territories of 

rich resources. See why this is a problem? He’s nicely flattering both sides.” 

Neptunium frowned. “He wants the resources, doesn’t he?” 

“Exactly. Zahr Shiva will pretend to consider Griffin and act like he’s sincere about losing 

his vice, but in reality, he’s totally for the Vulmims.” 

“Why?” Juvo asked, wanting to learn some information for herself. 

“Because the Vulmins want diversity of dogma. Their only downside is they have terrible 

resources on their planet, Zahr Shiva will not physically support the Vulmims in that way or risk 
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getting caught doing so. Verbally he praises the ground they walk on, but when Regiment comes 

to his Clemall, he doesn’t talk about them. He just encourages Regiment to slay as many Vulmims 

as they can.” 

Neptunium opened her mouth to comment, but Juvo interrupted her.  

“Interesting. I didn’t realize the politics on this planet were that jaded and scandalous.” 

Juvo narrowed her eyes. “What of the last Zahr? What’s Hera like?”  

Kerta slowly raised an eyebrow. “What isn’t she like.” 

Juvo blinked. “I do not understand. Explain, please.” 

Kerta went to sit down on bed, next to Neptunium. She kicked off her boots, slipped off 

her socks and just because she felt like sleeping top loss, she took off her shirt. Juvo watched her 

stretch her arms over her head as she released a yawn.  

“Hera loves animals.” 

Neptunium smiled and was a little hopeful for the Zahr. “That is a good virtue, right? A 

lover of animals is wonderful.” 

 Kerta tucked her arms behind her head and shut her eye. “Not exactly. Out of all the 

animals, she admires the Pagóni the most. Any other creature she finds repulsive, she hires 

poachers to go off into the land to purge their existence.” Kerta yawned again and naturally began 

to get sleepier as the seconds passed. “Does she sound wonderful now?” 

Neptunium made a mortified expression and winced at the blatant truth of the Zahr. “That 

is horrid. Never mind. I take back what I said. I do not like her at all.”  

“It gets better. Zahr Hera loves Pagónis so much, she went out to catch one to make it her 

personal pet. A pet that made it known it did not want to be tamed, yet she forced it to remain by 

her side. Now her animal hobbies aside, Hera is an exceptionally gorgeous woman and has many 

suitors. As attractive and wealthy her suitors are, she does not desire them and delights in being 

single and the proud adoptive parent of 30 children.” 
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Juvo choked in the background and pounded her chest to get her breath back. “I’m sorry, 

did you just say 30 children?” 

“Yes. Each child she found at orphanages across the land of Hyrim or took in off the streets. 

To her credit, Hera is a wonderful mother and has devoted much of her time to raising the orphan 

children up to be successful heirs to her throne one day. Ironically, Hera does not give her subjects 

the same treatment as she does for her children. She cares for her people well enough intellectually, 

but lacks compassion and basic consideration for them on a personal level. Hera thinks if she 

supplies her region with rich foods, fancy clothes and builds them stylish homes, the people in her 

Clemall will be happy and adore her for it. In theory, she was correct to have that approach. 

However, what I think Hera failed to comprehend is the people’s desires over her own. They want 

her attention, praise and unconditional love. Because she is distant with them and rarely makes 

public appearances the land is quiet. Too quiet and very depressing to visit. Which is ironic because 

Pagóni is breathtaking and so is the environment around it.” 

“How so?” Juvo asked, now invested into the conversation and wanting to learn more. 

“Lush plant life, colorful grooves, well-built structures are spread across the province and 

are very attractive to gaze at. All these buildings and historical landmarks are so well preserved, a 

visitor wouldn’t be able to tell the difference between the old and new buildings. Hera does not 

forbid the residents to have dogma, so long as it is the dogma she follows. The dogma of Aplistía.” 

Kerta shuddered. “It is an intense and selfish dogma that highlights the desire for something, 

especially wealth and power. Hera’s Raja is Lagneía after all so this is to be expected. Unlike the 

other Zahrs of Hyrim, Hera has publicly made it known to her scribes that she knows Lagneía is a 

devil and not the true Theós of creation.” 

“Then she is without excuse.” Neptunium muttered, crossing her arms. “If she knows the 

Raja is a mere devil, why is she doing this?” 

Kerta shrugged a lazy shoulder and sighed. “I don’t have the answer to that, but quite 

frankly, she could care less. She likes what she likes and expects her people to embrace Lagneía. 

If they do not, Hera doesn’t mind. The moment they preach about another Raga/Raja or worse, the 
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Griffin himself, she will have the royal guards evict those people and kick them out of the Pagóni 

as punishment for their rebellion to her law.” 

Juvo’s face scrunched in anger. “And what happens if the people try to come back to her 

Clemall after being driven away?” 

Keta cracked her eye halfway open and looked right at Juvo. “If that were to happen, then 

Zahr Hera will have those individuals executed in her presence just to spite them and their bodies 

tossed outside of the Clemall.” 

Juvo held up a hand and physically felt her stomach twist in knots at the morbid thought of 

innocent people losing to life over such a petty reason. “I have heard enough. It is a pity we must 

visit these places. Can we go to Zahr Hera’s Clemall last?” 

Kerta shut her eye and nodded sleepily. “Sure thing. Now if you two don’t mind, I think 

I’m going to… just… rest a bit…” 

Kerta sprawled over her favorite side of the bed, pawing at the cushy area that was already 

caved in, molding it to her size. She yawned, lowering her face into the plush pillows. It wasn’t 

long before her snoring filled the space. Neptunium loomed over Kerta’s body and gingerly stroked 

through her hair before pulling the covers at the end of the bed forward to cover her bare torso. 

Kerta replied to the kindness with a content mumble and Neptunium giggled.  

“We should go and let her sleep. I may not be able to see her, but I can sense her weariness.” 

Neptunium glanced over at Juvo and stared for a while, as if waiting for the other woman 

to look up and acknowledge her presence. Juvo’s eyes were darting around with a slightly troubled 

expression when they landed on Neptunium’s pale gaze. Juvo peered around her within a three-

meter radius to see if she was staring at anything else, but her. When it became evident that 

Neptunium was staring at her, Juvo cleared her throat and nodded at her in greeting. 

“Yes, Neptunium?”  

“Are you not cold standing there by the window near the draft?” 
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“What?”  

Neptunium pointed at the window. “The glass is cold so why are you over there?” She 

walked to her luggage by the dresser and stooped down. Neptunium began to rummage through 

her bag and pulled out a wooly blanket. “Lithium bought this blanket from earlier in the week and 

said it was so warm you just drift off without realizing it. You should curl up in this.”  

Juvo frowned and idly rubbed at the back of her head. “That is quite all right. I have no 

desire to warm up.”  

“All right then.” Neptunium made an exasperated sigh and slumped in the embrace of the 

material. “I guess I should convince Lithium to go get her money back. She had it custom made 

and engraved the names into it. Yours included.”  

“Yes, I—wait what?” Juvo balanced herself on both feet then stepped forward once in the 

direction of Neptunium. “Your friend did what?”  

Neptunium looked dejected and disappointed as she lifted the blanket to show the cloth 

had many names weaved into it to make the beautiful patterns and in the near center of the blanket 

was a blank space. “It is a family blanket. It does not have your name.” Neptunium smirked and 

arched an eyebrow. “Not yet, but it will once we finish this adventure and return home.” 

Juvo squinted and pointed at the object in Neptunium’s hands. “Then why did you-” 

“I only said that to get you interested. But honestly, I would not mind to include you into 

the family. Not only will your name give Lithium something to do, it will make the blanket longer. 

Once she starts feeling better, she will knit your name into the cloth herself. Since becoming a 

Sonar, she has developed a knack for knitting, but shh. Do not tell her I told you that.” 

Juvo stared in disbelief at Neptunium’s face, then slowly lowered her gaze down at the 

blanket. Due to them being in cabin and away from the light’s brutality, Juvo was able to see each 

color that flattered the family pride Neptunium held up. Just as Juvo was about to fully open her 

mouth to reply to Neptunium, Kerta raised her head up off the pillows and looked at Juvo with a 

tired, hopeful expression.  
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“I don’t particularly deserve to be on that cloth. I’m not a lover of Avril Tryst, Neptunium.” 

Juvo stated flatly and resuming her slouched posture against the window. Neptunium’s features 

saddened as she hugged the blanket to her chest. “I… understand. But you know, you don’t need 

to be a follow of Avril Tryst to have your name sewn into a cloth, Juvo.” 

Juvo sighed and bowed her head so low, her bangs fell over her eyes, shadowing her 

conflicted expression. “You should climb in the bed and get some sleep too Neptunium.” 

“Me? What about you?” Neptunium took the blanket with her over to the bed and nestled 

down beside Kerta.  

Kerta rolled over, putting her back to Neptunium on purpose. She still had lustful desires 

for her, but was trying very hard to not give into temptation to act on them. Kerta closed her eye 

again and drifted off into an agitated sleep, but her ears remained alert so she could listen in on her 

teammate’s conversation. 

“I am nocturnal by choice. I am very active at night and tend to sleep or read during the 

day.” 

“Does that mean we can talk all night?” Neptunium asked eagerly.  

There was a brief pause of silence, but eventually Juvo shook her head. “You wouldn’t be 

able to stay up that long.”  

“Yes, I can.” Neptunium smiled. “Try me, let’s read the Holy Scriptures together.” 

“You brought the Holy Scriptures?” 

“Yes.” 

Juvo scoffed. “We don’t have time to be reading the Holy Scriptures. We’re on a mission 

on behalf of Neelif Illinca.” 

Neptunium gasped and hugged the to her chest. “Don’t say that. There is always time. Now 

come, come sit here and I will read to you.”  
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Juvo frowned, unsure whether or not to take Neptunium seriously. She stood there is 

reluctance for a long while, refusing to come near or to obey. Soon she sighed and sluggishly 

stepped over to Neptunium and sat herself near the handicap.  

“Ever heard of Grousoúzis8?” 

Juvo’s eyebrows rose in confirmation. “Yes, I have. Neelif Illinca mentioned him to me a 

few times.”  

“Good. This will be easy to talk about.”  

Kerta laid her head back down and shut her eye. She didn’t want to listen to their 

conversation, but the sound of their voices soothed her to sleep as they discussed the book of 

Grousoúzis softly on the bed. Kerta continued to listen, even after she had fallen into a deep 

slumber. Normally she dreamed about her temptations and saw the Ragas or Rajas she had served 

in the past or recently denounced. For once, she didn’t see them or have visions of torment. She 

saw herself standing in a graphic valley of bloodied bones stacked as high as the rotten, decaying 

trees. Kerta glanced up and off into the distance of a warm, welcoming light she saw three persons 

clothed in white, majestic robes.  

The taller man had his face veiled by a mist so Kerta couldn’t identify his facial features. 

The man’ whose face she could see, was holding out his hands to her and in the middle of his 

wrists, were holes, as it someone had driven a nail through them. The woman Kerta had already 

seen previously when she was traveling to Nexus to find Neptunium. Kerta blinked, tilted her head 

at them and found herself walking towards them with feeling of determination she had never felt 

before. The entire dream was nothing else, just Kerta walking through the valley of death and at 

the three figures in white. She wasn’t sure if she’d every reach them in time, but that didn’t stop 

her from climbing over the bloody skeletons, logs and trudging through the thick layers of mud 

mixed with blood to get to where they were standing in the warm light. 

After completing their discussion of the book of Grousoúzis, Neptunium curled up on the 

bed next to Kerta. She wrapped her arms around her and snuggled into her side. Juvo remained 

 
8 Grousoúzis is “Jonah” in Greek. 
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standing and watched over them all night. She had nothing better to do. The thought of learning 

the spaceship’s interior design and where everything was located did cross Juvo’s mind. As quickly 

as it entered, she pushed it out, deciding protecting her teammates was more important. Hyrim was 

a dangerous place. The planet was full of raiders, smugglers and evil people who thrive on hurting 

others. Flight from one destination to the next was no different. Juvo wanted to alert, just in case 

something like that were to happen while her friends slept. 

 

… 

 

The following morning, Juvo’s eyes fluttered open and she found herself sitting in an egg-

shaped chair with a dip that had very comfortable cushioning. Juvo was resting in the modern chair 

by the same window she had leaned against the previous day. She rubbed the sleep out of her eyes, 

then gradually sat up. She raised her arms high above her head and released a contented yawn. She 

took in her surroundings, saw nothing out of place and let her muscles relax a bit. 

“When did I get in this chair?” Juvo rubbed her neck and looked down at herself. 

“Nevermind the chair. When did I get the urge to sleep during the night? I’m a Vampire, I’m 

nocturnal by nature.” Juvo started to yawn, then shut her mouth feeling a fluttering sensation move 

around in her abdomen. “Oh.” Juvo breathed in, shocked to find that the movement took her breath 

away. She waited a few seconds, then slowly looked down at her stomach in awe and confusion. 

She raised her arms and gently placed both hands on the area where the sensation continued to 

fester. She winced when the disturbance happened again without warning and this time it was more 

noticeable and sturdier. She sighed as she stroked her stomach, trying to sooth it. “And since when 

do I feel ill when I wake up?” Juvo shuddered and she mentally shook off the experience. “No 

matter. I’m sure it will pass. I guess this trip is taking a toll on my body after all.”  

Juvo stood up and almost lost her balance. She was light headed and didn’t know why. She 

reached behind her to grip the head of the chair and didn’t move until the dizziness passed.  
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“My goodness, what is wrong with me this morning?”  

Juvo sighed, then her roaming sleepy eyes fell on Kerta. Putting her discomfort to the side, 

she quietly walked over to the bed and checked to see if Kerta was awake. She wasn’t and from 

the sounds of it, she wasn’t going to wake up anytime soon. Juvo used that to her advantage. She 

retreated away from the bed and entered the bathroom. Juvo undressed, took a quick shower, then 

and was going to dress in a full body leather outfit, but it was a little snug around her waist. It 

wouldn’t fit. Juvo studied her reflection in the body length mirror and lowered the outfit away 

from her front so she could inspect herself. 

“Have I really gained weight? I barely eat enough as it is.” Juvo squinted and took a long 

look at her middle and found that it was indeed, bigger. Not a lot, but enough that she couldn’t 

wear her usual size for the outfit she desired. “How is that even possible? I rarely wear this and 

one time I want to, I can’t fit into it?” Juvo laid a hand over her belly and cupped the small bump. 

She sighed and noted that it was a delicate, yet blunt roundness she hadn’t noticed before until 

now. “You mean to tell me something that small, is coming between me and my clothes?” Glaring 

at her reflection, Juvo tossed the leather outfit to the side and crossed her arms. “That’s. Just. Great. 

Serves me right for letting Illinca spoil me with treats and special outings late at night. I told her I 

would get fat, I told her it would hurt my figure, but she insisted I “live” a little.” Juvo rolled her 

eyes and gradually tapped her foot impatiently. “And here I am. Living and without a battle garb. 

Tunic and slacks it is then.”  

Juvo gathered up the leather outfit and returned it to the dresser. She exchanged it for 

common tunic and pants. She swiftly dressed herself and when done, turned around to face the bed 

with much on her mind. 

“I don’t know what Kerta likes to eat yet, but I’m sure she’d enjoy waking up to a hot, tasty 

dish of some kind.”  

“Hello. You seem unsure of something. Maybe I can help?” 

Hearing the A.I. voice speak to her should have raised alarm, but Juvo wasn’t afraid of it. 

Such advanced features on spaceships was common on Venom and she had grown up around 
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advanced materials her entire childhood. Juvo cared little for machines that carried V.I. or A.I. 

software, yet she found herself willing to engage with the artificial being for the moment.  

“Hmph.” Juvo snorted, glancing up to squint at the ceiling. “Who are you? What are you 

called on this ship? What does your programming do?” 

“My name is PIT. My name stands for “Personal Intelligence Technology. I was developed 

by-”  

Juvo waved a hand, cutting PIT off. “Save it for someone who cares. Now that I know your 

name, PIT. I want you to explain your program to me so I understand how to use you.” 

A hologram image of a perfect circle, with a glowing middle core phased in front of Juvo’s 

face. She flinched and took a step back, slightly uncomfortable by PIT’s unnerving presence. 

“Current owner is Kerta Flambeau Chives. Installed software update is Version 19.0. 

Although it is ideal to have physical hands-on board, I am fully capable of navigating and 

operating the entire systematics of this spaceship. I also have a physical humanoid body I can 

activate and walk around in if Kerta finds it necessary for me to do so.” 

Juvo crossed her arms and her eyes naturally returned to their usual half slanted position 

and she gave the hologram A.I. a bored look. “I see. You are one of those types of A.I. models. 

All right. One last question. Are you loyal to Kerta?” 

PIT floated up and down gently and his hologram graphics rippled every so often when he 

spoke. It wasn’t a glitch in his software, it was just his way of communicating his emotional 

responses to Juvo. 

“Why are you asking me this? Is there a reason for this inquiry?” 

“Yes. On my home planet A.I. or V.I. could have physical humanoid bodies too.” 

PIT shimmered happily to Juvo’s disgust. 

“How wonderful that your society back home also embraces companionship of machines.” 
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Juvo shook her hands from side to side frantically. “No, no. You do not seem to 

understand.” 

“Help me understand then. The more you teach me the better I can adapt to you.” 

“On Venom, the leaders in office thought it would be cute to assign machines to households 

and into the workforce. They thought it was a good idea to make the machines so humanistic in 

appearance, mind and emotions, the Count made it a planet law that all citizens were to view 

machines as our equals. Next thing you know, the companies in charge producing these androids 

gave them free will and installed programs that basically made them act just like humanity.” Juvo 

growled, shaking her head. “I personally find that ridiculous. They are parts and metal. Literally 

just crafted machines made by our hands. Water is water, air is air and a machine, is a machine. 

No matter what the Count and the law legalized, even I knew machines cannot harbor a soul. A 

soul that comes from…” Juvo paused, knowing what she was about to say would contradict her 

spiritual position, so she re-worded her answer. “What Neelif Illinca believes in is a Creator, 

someone who existed before anything or anyone. This spiritual being crafted a soul and according 

to that doctrine, this is the reason we have life after death and actual bodies even though such 

bodies are no longer physical, but simply spiritual without their shell. Death does destroy the soul, 

it frees the invisible part and the soul returns to its Creator. I can wrap my head around that logic, 

but a machine?” Juvo scoffed and shook her head in anger. “Humanity can make many things, but 

no one of any race of any culture that I know of that inhabits the universe has the power to craft a 

soul. It just simply is not feasible for our species to do.” 

PIT sighed. “I am a A.I. and even I know I do not possess this “soul” you speak of. 

Humanity created my program and designed my physical shell and once I malfunction or am 

turned off that is simply the end of my life spam, of my existence. I take it on your home planet 

your people are delusional and possibly facing a revolution with their machines?” 

Juvo nodded. “Yes. That is exactly what is happening. On top of everything else, now there 

is a movement of machinery. People fighting for rights to marry their machines, have sex with 

their machines, create artificial babies with their machines, use their machines as free slave labor 

and so forth. The Count embraced this forbidden change, but I was not particularly fond of this 
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movement he was so desperate to support.” Juvo rubbed her arm and looked down and was silent 

for a brief movement. “The machine movement is one of the top three reasons I left Venom.” 

PIT hovered around Juvo’s body, circling her like she was his prey.  

“I wouldn’t compare a machine to that of a soul. A soul is given to people by Griffin, a 

machine is built by hands and we can only do what you tell us to do. At least, that’s what I’ve 

heard Bellamy say when he works on me from time to time.” 

Juvo blinked and tilted her head at PIT, impressed with his response. 

“Miss Juvo, please understand. I am designed to be an aid to whomever purchases my 

program and nothing more. I do not delight in your physical affairs nor will I betray my operator, 

Kerta Chives. I am loyal to her because I am programmed to obey the voice of who installs the 

program for safety purposes. Do the V.I. and A.I. androids on Venom not do this? Shame on their 

creators for making them more than what they should be.” 

Juvo hugged herself and looked down at the floor. She sighed, seeing a past memory flash 

through her mind. 

“The companies that mass produce these machines with A.I. and V.I. components do not 

care about morality code. They just want their money. Outside of machines, my planet embraces 

cabalism and encourages us to suck blood or eat guts. Machines are just another messed up tactic 

my leaders are using to defy Griffin. Out of all the deities who claim to be real, Venom cannot 

stand Griffin, His word or what He says is vice so creating machines in humanity’s image was just 

a slap across Griffin’s face as far as they’re concerned.” Juvo shook her head. “I’d rather not talk 

about this anymore. Okay?” 

“I understand. Please call on me if you need help around the ship. If you physically require 

my assistance, I can use my shell to walk around in.” 

Juvo raised her gaze and stared at the floating hologram ball of light and cracked a faint 

smile. “Out of curiosity, how humanoid is your shell? Does it look like a certain race or is it just 

plastic and metal?” 
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“When I am in this form, the hologram is made of electric currents. When you see me, your 

eyes automatically are trained to see what I represent. Before this process happens, I create an 

electrical hologram field, weaved to show you the form you have requested to see. Afterwards my 

core smelts and fills that hologram until my new form is complete. I can become whatever I need 

to be or want Kerta tells me to be because of this feature. My humanoid frame is different. It is a 

combination of bolts, smooth metal and another layer of high-density plastics that is impenetrable. 

It will take a lot to destroy it. The frame also comes fully equipped with weapons, scanners and 

shields.” 

“Can you shapeshift in your physical shell at all?” 

“I just said my humanoid frame is different. Unless I have the physical built-in components 

and it is programmed into my settings to shift appearances, I cannot do this in my humanoid frame. 

But I happen to have those very components thanks to Bellamy’s upgrade to my system.” 

Juvo nodded subtly, then looked over at Kerta on the bed. She got a determined look on 

her face, then curved her neck back around to assess the A.I. in front of her.  

“Can you show me where the kitchen is?” 

“Certainly. Do you want me to talk to you or remain in this form and walk with you?” 

Juvo started for the door. “You can walk with me. I don’t mind.” 

PIT directed Juvo to the Mess Hall then faded out of sight once she reached the proper 

floor. Juvo made a large meal, big enough to feed three people. She cleaned up her mess and picked 

up the tray of food on her way out. She returned to Kerta’s cabin and walked up to the bed. 

“Mistress?” Juvo called out to her, but she was fast asleep. Taking a small breath, Juvo set 

the tray down on the end table. She lightly nudged Kerta, but Kerta didn’t wake up and Juvo 

frowned in disappointment. “Mistress Kerta, please stop being proficient. You have a mission to 

complete.”  

Juvo folded her arms when she got no reply from the snoring pirate. She lifted her hands 

with every intention to slap her, but was surprised by movement under the blankets. She reeled 
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back, ready to slay whatever was rummaging under the sheets, only to find Neptunium rising up 

out of the blankets with a beaming smile.  

“Kerta’s still asleep.” Neptunium simpered, almost daringly. “And you shouldn’t wake 

her.”  

Juvo frowned, then glanced between Neptunium and Kerta snoring on the bed. Juvo 

suspected Neptunium wouldn’t let her do anything so she dramatically flicked a hand in the 

direction of the snoring Orc woman. “Yes Neptunium. I can see that.”  

“Well, that being said Juvo.” Neptunium rolled over and quickly fixed her side of the bed, 

but stopped when Kerta rolled over and demolished her work. “We are going to socialize until she 

wakes up.” 

“Doing what? We’re stuck flying around the region with PIT.” Juvo crossed her arms. “I 

find that boring and very unbeneficial.”  

“I apologize that my internals are not to your liking.” PIT echoed quietly from the hall.  

Neptunium patted the wall to imply comfort for the virtual assistant. “You’re fine, PIT. 

Juvo is just being stiff necked.” She searched for confirmation from the Vampire. “Right?”  

Juvo rolled her eyes and turned around to punch the wall with her fist. “Yes, I am just a 

stiffed necked girl. Don’t let my moodiness bother you.”  

“I am not offended. Returning to system maintenance. Call me if you need me.”  

Neptunium rolled off the bed and hopped to her feet. “You might as well help me cook 

since you are awake.”  

“But I already made the mistress something to eat.” Juvo nodded at the tray on the end 

table. “See? There’s no need to cook more food.” 

“That’s your food for Kerta. I want to cook something for her too.” Neptunium looped her 

arm with Juvo, invading the Vampire’s space on purpose. “Besides. See it as spending quality time 

together. We’re a team on the mission, so we need to get to know each other.” 
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Juvo rolled her eyes. “All right, fine. I’ll help you cook another meal for Kerta.” 

 Juvo quietly guided Neptunium to the Mess Hall, through the dining area and into the 

kitchen. Neptunium let go of Juvo’s arm and went off to find supplies in the kitchen. Juvo remained 

standing in the doorway with her arms cross and watched Neptunium gracefully walk around the 

kitchen. She made sure not to stare too hard whenever Neptunium stood near windows that was 

intensified by dawn light, in fear of hurting her sensitive gaze.  

“I’m going to fix her a quick loaf and a big protein dish for our journey. It will keep her 

stamina up.”  

Neptunium hurried to the counter, nearly tripping over her step on her way over and 

clattered the utensils and ingredients onto the table. She gathered them back into range and quietly 

resumed her preparation. Juvo continued to observe Neptunium quietly as she brought each 

ingredient close to her nose and deduce how she was going to add it to the recipe. Seeing 

Neptunium have so much fun made Juvo feel a tinge of something, but she wasn’t sure what 

emotion it could be. She was dazed in her thoughts, thinking of what the sensation could possibly 

be. Juvo blinked, coming out of her trance hearing Neptunium calling her name.  

“You could come and make us snacks if you’d like?”  

“No thank you.” Juvo stiffened and turned on her heel to leave. “I’ll be returning to the 

cabin now. Do you need me to help you carry the food up?” 

Neptunium bowed her head. “That would be nice of you, but if you leave, I’ll manage.” 

Juvo couldn’t stand to see Neptunium look like that, so she stayed behind just so she could 

carry Neptunium's tray of food. They returned to the cabin and once Neptunium was safely in front 

of the bed, Juvo handed Neptunium her tray of food. Juvo picked her tray of food up off the end 

table, then both women glanced down to see how peacefully Kerta was sleeping.  

Kerta nuzzled into the pillows and mumbled in her sleep, “Mmm, Neptunium that smells 

so good.” Kerta finally came to, but remained in a lazy position on the bed facing the other women. 

“So good I think I might wake up.” 
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“Actually, I’m pretty sure you’ll be savoring my dish. Not Neptunium’s. If it is meat with 

savory gravy and eggs, that’s mine mistress.” 

Kerta blinked open her eye and slowly sat up on her elbows. Her hair slipped over her 

shoulder as tilted her head and took a moment to study the contents on each tray the women were 

holding in their hands. 

“Are these both for me?” She asked softly, glancing up to look at her friends. “Because if 

so, this is going to be quite a lot for me to consume in one sitting.” Kerta paused and blinked seeing 

them drop their heads in defeat. “N-Not that it would be a problem.” Kerta made a fist and gently 

pounded her stomach. “I didn’t earn this beautiful round ball in vain. It was much eating and pacing 

over the years so I should be fine with this.” 

“That is reassuring then. This one is for you.” Neptunium bowed politely and offered her 

dish. Kerta sheepishly smiled before taking the fork from Neptunium’s tray and pulling the small 

bowl’s top off to see a beautiful assortment of meats in the soup.  

“Oh Neptunium. You outdid yourself. This looks really good.” 

Juvo scoffed softly. “I cooked mine first.”  

The women glanced up to see Juvo’s slightly offended expression. It was stoic and her 

eyebrows furrowed slightly.  

“I prepared mine first so wouldn’t it be a waste for me to wait this long only for her not to 

try it?” 

“All right.” Kerta got flustered and shuffled closer to Juvo’s tray. “I’ll eat yours first then.”  

“What if she sampled both of our meals at the same time?” Neptunium offered, gazing at 

Kerta for approval. 

Kerta swallowed the lump in her throat and nervously glanced between Juvo and 

Neptunium’s faces. They were glaring a little bit at each other and Kerta was convinced if she said 

the wrong thing, it would result in her being yelled at. 
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“Why does she have to eat our meals at the same time?” Juvo demanded, arching an 

eyebrow. “That’s just rushing and she won’t be able to savor our hard work.” 

 “I did not say that.” Neptunium growled softly, which surprised Kerta immensely and she 

found it adorable, wondering if Berkelium was ever lucky enough to spectate such a cute action. 

“I suggested for her to sample both at the same time. But as an observation, you adding so much 

meat to your dish and then that large egg is too much. Why would you stuff her like that?”  

“She needs B12 and vitamin boosts. She hasn’t been feeling well in case you failed to 

notice. My dish will boost her energy levels.” 

Kerta raised a finger, attempting to break up their argument. “I-It’s really not that big of a 

deal you know? The order I eat them in. I could just-” 

“Also, I want her to eat mine, which is far bigger in size so she wouldn’t have a need to eat 

yours.” Juvo quipped, giving the blind woman beside her a brief glare. 

“What is your problem?!” Neptunium stomped one foot softly into the floor. “You are 

purposefully being rude to me and I don’t like it.” 

“I am being practical. Don’t take what I say to heart. As her caretaker, I vouch for her to 

eat one, then the other. Mine being first choice.” 

“And as her Zentha, I think she should eat both at the same time.” Neptunium forced a 

merry grin. “That way she can see which meal she likes more.” 

Kerta’s eye widened when the trays were firmly situated over her lap. She looked up at 

their angry faces and felt herself physically break into a cold sweat.  

“Mistress!” Juvo boomed her voice with such authority Kerta flinched on the bed. 

“Zentha!” Neptunium growled, making Kerta jump again.  

“Y-Yes? What is it?” She whispered, glancing nervously between their faces.  

“Eat!” They demanded, pointing firmly at the trays over her lap. 
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“Okay.” Kerta nodded slowly. “I’ll just eat a little bit of each.” 

“No. You must eat all of it.” Juvo added, narrowing her eyes. “Or I won’t be happy with 

you.” 

Kerta picked up the fork, stabbed some of meat from Juvo’s dish and brought the fork to 

her mouth. “Very well. Anything for you.”  

Kerta started to nibble on the food and the more she ate from Juvo’s dish the more she 

blushed from happiness. It tasted wonderful and a satisfied sigh fell from her lips as she lowered 

the fork.  She didn’t finish it because she knew she told them she’d eat both meals at the same 

time. Kerta picked up the spoon next and dipped it into the pool of broth on the second tray. She 

carefully sipped the broth and felt the warmth of Neptunium’s soup splash in the roof of her 

stomach and it went down so easily. She rubbed her stomach in delight when she felt the heat of 

the soup spread through her insides. Kerta squealed and kicked her feet playfully like an ecstatic 

child 

“Nice! That tasted amazing.” 

“Make sure you finish all of mine too. I worked super hard on it.” Neptunium put her hands 

together and smiled in expectation. 

Kerta choked lightly on the food when she swallowed too quickly in response to the heavy 

pressure. “As you wish Neptunium. Anything for you.”  

The women smiled happily at Kerta, but lost their joyful expressions when they snapped 

their heads around to glare at other in annoyance when Kerta wasn’t looking. Kerta ate as much as 

she could, but as time passed each stab of the fork and spoonful became harder to accept or to 

swallow. She whimpered as it got more arduous to maintain a seated position, finding herself 

sinking further into the embrace of the bed pillows once more. Kerta had managed to polish off 

the soup and the side delights of Neptunium’s dish.  

She moved the empty tray off her lap and moved Juvo’s tray closer. She was overstuffed 

and felt like she would implode if she ate another bite of the meat. Kerta stared down at the plate 

of half-eaten food with a strained expression. Just when she thought she could quit and tell Juvo 
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she couldn’t eat another bite, she locked her eye with Juvo’s stern ones. Kerta looked back down 

at the meat and picked up the fork once again. She sighed, dreading the next bite. It was hard, it 

was a struggle, but eventually Kerta ate the remains of Juvo’s meal, clear down to the last drop of 

gravy.  

“T-There. I finished them.”  

Kerta was surprised when a painful belch met her throat after she got to the bottom of both 

dishes. She didn’t have time to be embarrassed about it or even excuse herself. She was in too 

much discomfort to do anything. 

“I intended to get up and move, but now…” Kerta she dropped the fork in her hand and 

never felt so glad to be done holding a utensil. “I-I need to lay back down.”  

Kerta hugged her engorged stomach and groaned as she slumped back into the pillows. 

Juvo and Neptunium’s eyebrows rose in delight and both expressed their gratitude in a different 

way. Neptunium removed the tray and placed it on the end table on top of the other tray. She sat 

down beside Kerta, snuggled close and reached over to pat the top of Kerta’s belly to soothe the 

discomfort Kerta was experiencing. Juvo simply nodded with a slight smirk on her lips, then 

collected the trays. She returned to the kitchen and briskly began to clean around the kitchen. While 

Juvo scrubbed the dishes, Neptunium remained on the bed, listening to Kerta’s stomach digest the 

food.  

“Neptunium do you and Juvo intend to feed me like this every time I get hungry?” Kerta 

slowly rolled onto her side and weakly peered into Neptunium’s face. “Because if so, I’m going 

to need a new wardrobe.” 

Neptunium laughed softly, dipped her head and pecked Kerta on the nose. “I realize the 

error of what we did and I’m sorry you suffered over our competition. It won’t happen again.” 

Kerta wheezed slightly as she attempted to sit up straighter. She couldn’t do it. She was far 

too bloated so she laid back down against the pillows. 

“Somehow I doubt that.” Kerta shut her eye and took slow, steady breaths, hoping to settle 

her nausea. “Could you bring me the map of Hyrim that I left on my desk last night?” 
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“I could, but Juvo would be more suited for that task, Zentha. Vampires can at least see 

outlines during the day.” Neptunium glanced around, making a show of her surroundings. “I know 

she’s blind during the day, but from what I remember about Vampires, they are able to see faint 

outlines of objects and people. She could get the map for you quicker than I could.” 

 Kerta glanced up at Neptunium, then blinked, remembering Neptunium was blind and 

couldn’t see. “Oh, right. My apologies.”  

Neptunium smiled faintly, leaning in to hug her closer, but was surprised by a massive 

blech. She reeled her head back and grimaced feeling a significant amount of the gut deflate under 

her palm. This told Neptunium Kerta was digesting well, but she could have done without the 

intrusion from Kerta’s mouth.  

“Zentha, if this is what happens when you are overstuffed, I assure you we will do our best 

to not overwhelm your stomach again.” Neptunium muttered, shaking her head in disbelief. “I 

thought you Orcs could eat twice as much as the other races?” 

Kerta rubbed her gut and sighed. “That is true for full-blooded Orcs. I am a hybrid, 

remember? My intake capacity is only just a little higher than average, not anywhere close to an 

actual full-blooded Orc. Umm… sorry about that. I really didn’t mean to let one out so suddenly. 

It just sort of happened.” Kerta swallowed some food that tried to come up, refusing to get sick in 

front of her friend. With a determined and weary look on her face, Kerta wedged herself into a 

better position and ignored how the bed creaked under the strain of her heaviness. “Could you go 

ask Juvo to come here and bring me the atlas then?”  

Neptunium eased forward and pecked Kerta’s cheek. “Of course! Be right back.” 

Neptunium quickly got to her feet, left the cabin and made her way down to the elevator 

that would take her to the Mess Hall. She stepped out of the elevator and carefully walked through 

the dining room by using the wall as a guide. She trailed her fingertips along the smooth metal and 

bumps of caps over bolts and couldn’t help but smile. 
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“It’s not easy being blind Griffin, but I manage all right.” Neptunium finally found the 

doorway and stopped in the middle of it. She turned her head in the direction of the racket Juvo 

was making and softly cleared her throat to get the Vampire’s attention. 

“Juvo, could you come with me when you’re done?” Neptunium asked.  

“Hmm? Why?” 

“Kerta needs you to help her with something.” 

Juvo put the last dish in the drainer rack, dried her hands, then turned to Neptunium in the 

doorway.  

“All right. Let me finish wiping down the counters and I’ll go with you.” 

Juvo helped guide Neptunium back to the elevator without saying a word. Neptunium 

accepted her kindness, regardless of their rivalry over Kerta less than 20 minutes ago. It wasn’t 

long before they stepped through the cabin door and glanced around the room in search of their 

leader.  

“Mistress?” Juvo let go of Neptunium’s elbow and did a quick walk around the cabin. 

“Mistress, are you here?” 

“Aye. Hold on doves, I’m in the bathroom.” 

Both women turned their heads in the direction of Kerta’s voice and waited patiently for 

her to come out. Kerta had just finished taking a shower. It had helped ease the discomfort, in her 

belly and the nausea had completely disappeared. Even though Kerta was comfortable walking 

around naked in the presence of other females, she chose not to. Juvo and Neptunium were blind, 

so it wouldn’t have mattered, but Juvo could see at night. Space was dark, creating a nighttime 

effect, but Kerta was positive Juvo could see her or at least see enough to distinguish an outline of 

her body. And if sight wasn’t the issue, Kerta simply didn’t want to be rude, or offend them, so 

she came out with a towel wrapped around her lower body and one over the nape of her neck. Juvo 

smiled spotting Kerta’s signature eye patch. It was wet, implying that Kerta hadn’t taken it off 

when she went to go freshen up. 
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“Do you normally bathe with the eyepatch on or did you just forget to take it off?” 

Kerta went over to the dresser to find something casual to wear and hunted specifically a 

shirt that would fit over her swollen belly. 

“I bathe with it on sometimes. Just depends on my mood.”  

Neptunium went to go sit on the bed, but Juvo went over to help Kerta dress. Kerta didn’t 

mind and knew right away it was just the usual protocol for someone that was taken in under a 

servant mentality.   

“How long will we stay at Zenovia Clemall, mistress?” Juvo asked, tucking Kerta’s pirate 

blouse in around her waistline. “Are we just going to visit for a few hours, or spend the night?” 

“Knowing how Zahr Ra is, he will demand I spend the night like a good little subject either 

in his estate or at the local hana9.”  

Kerta watched Juvo smooth out the wrinkles in her sleeves. When she was done doing that, 

Juvo softly demanded, “Tip you head up for me?” 

Kerta raised her chin and stood perfectly still as Juvo skillfully fixed the black tie under 

the flaps of the collar. 

“Do you want the belt?” 

Kerta cocked an eyebrow. “I don’t want or need the extra pressure against my gut, but my 

trousers will fall without it, so yes. I would like to use my belt.” Juvo stepped around Kerta to 

retrieve the studded belt on the dresser, then quickly slid the stylish strap through the loops of the 

pants. Juvo didn’t buckle it, she let Kerta do that.  

“You look like you want to go curl up with a keg of rum and lay in a bay window of the 

tavern as the sun warms your skin.” 

 
9 hana is “tavern” in Arabic. 
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Kerta grinned as she fixed her buckle. “That’s not too far from the truth actually. But I 

swore to Neelif Illinca I would stay sober until the mission was over.” 

When she was completely dressed, Kerta went over to slip on her leather boots and while 

she did this, she asked Juvo to read the map to her instead of handing it to her like she originally 

wanted. Content with her work. 

Juvo found the map on the desk, picked it up and came over to stand beside Kerta with the 

glass sheet. Like most gadgets in the ship, the map was modern and the software she was looking 

at was virtual. Juvo unlocked the screen and instantly a detailed hologram came up, reflecting in 

the girth of the glass. It revealed the entire region map of Hyrim. Kerta had previously set up 

multiple wave points to indicate where they were and where their destination was located. The 

light that imitated from the screen wasn’t intense, but still made it hard for Juvo to see and she had 

to shad her eyes a to read it. 

“We are currently flying over the 40-Étos Martíou10 Deseret and are precisely ten miles away from 

reaching the Zenovia Clemall.” Juvo lowered the map and waited for Kerta to finish tying the laces 

of her boots. “Who will you take down with you? Or…” Juvo spared Neptunium a glance on the 

bed, then set her gaze back on her mistress. “Will you be taking both of us?” 

Kerta walked up to Juvo, took the map out of her hand and offered her a kind smile. “I’ll 

take you down with me.” Kerta motioned at Neptunium. “For Zahr Hera, I’ll take Neptunium.” 

Kerta tapped Juvo on the head gently with the under belly of the glass sheet. “And for the last Zahr 

who’s name I refuse to utter and I will take both of you with me.” Kerta cupped Juvo’s shoulder 

to get the Vampire’s attention. “Is that fair?” 

Juvo blinked, regaining some focus and nodded. “Yes. That is fine. Umm, it’s day now. Is 

it possible we can wait until evening? You know, so I could see and be of better use to you in case 

something was to go wrong?” 

 
10 40-Étos Martíou is “40-Year March” in Arabic. 
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Kerta chuckled and glanced down to study the map coordinates for herself and noted the 

time in the far corner of the screen. “I don’t mind. We have thirteen hours until twilight, Juvo. 

Whatever will we do?” 

Neptunium raised her hand, wagging it from side to side excitedly. “We could play a 

game.” 

Juvo and Kerta looked at the Safari squirming around on the bed. 

“What kind of game?” Her friends asked, turning to her. 

“I don’t know to be honest. We could ask PIT. I’m sure he knows of a game we could 

play.” 

Juvo’s shoulders sagged in defeat and her expression hardened. Kerta noticed, but said 

nothing. 

“I don’t want to play a game with a A.I. No offense.” 

“Kerta’s favorite game is 99 Bottles of Rum On The Wall.”  

PIT commented anyway, join in on the conversation the women were having. PIT 

resonated his virtual frame, right before Juvo. He floated around her, making her exceedingly 

uncomfortable. Kerta saw this too, but continued to observe and watch Juvo’s behavior to her A.I. 

“Kerta likes to sing the song and drink shots until she reaches 99 exactly, then passes out 

for several days.” 

Neptunium frowned hearing this news. “That is a sin, Zentha. Please reframe from abusing 

nectar substances. It’s not good for your liver or overall character.” 

Kerta sighed and went to go sit down in the egg-shaped chair near the window. 

“I hate to break it to you Neptunium, but I was and still am a lost soul. A vicer and I openly 

admit I enjoy getting drunk.” Kerta leaned forward and rested one elbow over her knee. “But don’t 
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worry. I vowed to Neelif Illinca I would remain sober. And as a Sonar, I also know I need to be 

considerate of what I say and do around my kids.” 

Juvo rolled her eyes. “Great. So, it took being ordered by a Neelif and acquiring furry 

children for you to shape up?” 

Kerta smirked. “Aye. I guess it did.” She leaned back and nodded at PIT’s virtual frame. 

“As for that game. PIT, do you have any ideas?” 

“Games are not in my programming. But where you ate such a grand meal, perhaps you 

should sleep a little bit before presenting yourself to the Zahr of Zenovia Clemall?” PIT floated 

over to Neptunium and nestled on her shoulder. 

“For you, Miss Neptunium and you Miss Juvo I would like to personally guide each of you 

through the ship, visit every floor and explain where everything is so you can better get a feel for 

your surroundings.” 

Neptunium brightened. “Oh! That sounds like a grand idea!”  

PIT shimmered his frame excitedly. “Allow me to upload my program into my physical 

shell and from there I will activate my handicap software, update it so it will be useful for you and 

Miss Juvo.” 

“Nighttime hurry. Hurry please.” Juvo muttered, already sick at the idea of meeting PIT’s 

tangible body. 

“You know Juvo.” Kerta began, shifting around in the chair to get more comfortable. “If 

you don’t want to see PIT, or learn the ship, I could just talk you about it. Come sit on my lap and 

I’ll tell you everything.”  

Juvo stiffened. “On second thought, I’ll go with the A.I. and the Safari.”  

Kerta grinned at Juvo’s back and her eye twinkled in amusement seeing her franticly rush 

out the cabin door and into the hallway. PIT waited until the women were in the elevator before 

speaking softly down to Kerta in the cabin.  
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“You did that on purpose. You know Miss Juvo doesn’t like intimacy that much, but you 

forced her to come with me, a A.I. she also does not like. Why did you do this operator?” 

“Because PIT.” Kerta stretched and slumped further down into the chair. “I need Juvo to 

trust me. Intimacy is natural between others. I am her mistress and she is my servant now. You are 

a program I rely heavily on. She needs to warm up to us and I though you would be easier.” 

“Why?” 

“Because you’re not real. Real people require real effort. She can fake how she feels with 

you, but I won’t let it slide when she’s with me.” Kerta yawned. “When we arrive in Zenovia 

Clemall, find their docking bay for ships and shut down the main systems and make sure to wake 

me up twenty minutes before twilight, so I can prep myself for his royal highness.” 

“Acknowledged. I will set an alarm for 5:40 PM and will make sure Miss Neptunium is 

secured in the ship and alarm systems are activated while you and Miss Juvo are away.”  

Kerta nodded sluggishly and quickly drifted off, leaving the care of her friends in the 

watchful eye of her virtual assistance. 
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… 

 

PIT woke Kerta up as promised and remained on the ship with Neptunium while she and 

Juvo stepped through the tall doors of the first building that would lead them further into the grand 

estate of Zahr Ra. Juvo could see now because it was night, but the strong rays of the LED lights 

inside the Zenovia Clemall hurt her eyes, so kept her hood on. The hood provided shade over her 

face and it was very helpful.  

The outside of Zenovia Clemall was surrounded by beige desert sands. Across the sandy 

plains were various oasis points, tall, thick palm trees that provided fruit. Some palm trees had soft 

fruit, others had fruit that required a blunt object to break open the shells around the fruit. The 

exotic wildlife was rare and hardly no one spots animals on the sandy plains. Camelus are the 

common domestic creatures that live inside and outside the borders of Zenovia Clemall. The 

building of the Clemall itself is in a shape of a gigantic, glass pyramid. The glass panels were a 

light blue with a under tint of green and all glass panels are transparent except areas that are strictly 

confidential or reserved for military personal quarters.  

The second pyramid where Kerta’s ship was docked was the area that connected to the 

front of the bigger pyramid where Zhar Ra was located. The small pyramids acted as the lower 

city’s protection and is the safe zone for refuges, peddlers, tourists and often times, the poor 

citizens of the Zenovia Clemall. The bigger pyramid housed the capital city Iliakófos11 and the 

military bases of Zahr Ra. He is strategically insecure and paranoid of his enemies always spying 

on him so he had the military move to the bigger pyramid. Kerta had visited Zenovia Clemall in 

the past and she always recalled how Zahr Ra wanted richer citizens to live in the bigger pyramid 

with him as a sign of social status. Kerta could tell as she walked through the streets which citizens 

were rich right away. Poor citizens couldn’t afford to have their panels tinted, but rich citizens 

could. The bigger pyramid that covered the capital city of Iliakófos had specific glass panels with 

hieroglyphs on them.  

 
11 Iliakófos is “Sunlight” in Greek. 
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Zahr Ra wanted his travelers to know who was politically and to be in awe of his dazzling 

face, body and activities. The hieroglyphs were his way of advertising his presence and his 

authority. Juvo opened her mouth, intending to ask Kerta why Zahr Ra went to such extremes to 

be noticed, when she saw an arched entry way from the corner of her eye. She stopped walking 

and stared at the men wearing elegant white robes with matching gold cuffs around their wrists. 

They carried a shield in one hand that bore the Zenovia crest and their other hand clutched to gold 

metal spear that crossed over the arched entry way. 

“Mistress, have you been to this Clemall before by any chance?” 

Kerta stuck her hands in her pockets and came to stand beside her servant. She followed 

Juvo’s gaze and her eyebrows arched in acknowledgment. 

“Aye. I have. Ten years or so ago. The Clemall hasn’t changed really.” Kerta nodded at the 

arched entry way the city guards were protecting. “Do yourself a favor. Stay close to me at all 

times, only go to places I tell you to and never enter that area where the guards are—even if Zahr 

Ra instructed you himself, don’t enter there.” 

Juvo glanced up at Kerta and looked at her from under the shadow of her hood curiously. 

“Is it that bad?” 

Kerta sighed. “It’s not good, no. There is a moat that surrounds the two pyramids and a rail 

bridge that connects them to the sandy plains near the front of the border. Bad things happen at the 

border of Zenovia Clemall. Violence, rape, murder, theft, shady deals take place there.” 

Kerta watched for a reaction from Juvo when she mentioned the word “rape”, thinking it 

might trigger Juvo’s emotions and remind the Vampire of how she came to be under Illinca’s care. 

To her astonishment, Juvo stared at her blankly with a dull expression, one that did not imply she 

was offended, or cared about such negative past experiences. Kerta softly cleared her throat and 

went on, convinced that Juvo was stable and didn’t care about such things. 

“Also, never drink the water here.” Kerta moved her arm around and pointed at a store that 

carried imported liquids of all kinds, including water. “Only purchase bottled water, or if we were 
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to travel outside the Clemall, only drink from water that found is in oasis holes around the Zenovia 

region.” 

Juvo turned to Kerta and frowned. “I take it the water is polluted then?” 

Kerta rubbed her neck as she nodded. The rash was starting to burn again. It wasn’t intense 

like before, but the fact that it had started to itch Kerta confirmed Illinca’s words to her that day in 

the mansion. Kerta didn’t want to think about how it really worked, so she didn’t bother to mention 

it to Juvo and she didn’t ask for treatment. If and when the rash spread and she felt bad, she would 

seek Juvo for the remedy. 

“The water in the moat and the water from the faucets is not drinkable. It is highly 

contaminated with traces of blood that comes from an unknown source. Some people say its animal 

blood.” Kerta shrugged. “Some people have said it’s actually blood of people. Zahr Ra insists that 

the blood is a sign from his Raga and he welcomes the disturbance in what should be pure, but is 

forever clouded with blood.” Kerta jerked her head in the direction of where they needed to go. 

“Come along. We still need to request a hearing with his royal highness.” 

Juvo nodded and quietly followed her mistress through the hustling and bustle of the nosy 

crowds. When they finally reached the grand entrance doors to the palace, Kerta was already 

strained from the exercise. She was wheezing subtly and had to take a moment to double over and 

catch her breath. 

“Are you all right?” Juvo softly asked, hesitantly placing a hand on Kerta’s back. She 

rubbed it once before she withdrew her hand and resumed her usual chilling, crossed armed stance. 

“We only walked a total of five miles to get here and already you appear as if you are dying.” 

Kerta straightened her posture and exhaled one final breath. “Look. I’m not as nimble and 

healthy as I used to be. I have a bad leg and my stamina isn’t the best either.” 

Juvo smirked. “Well maybe if you’d cut back on those late-night snacks and show some 

self-control when you drink and eat lesser portions at your meals, you would not be like this. Bad 

leg or not.” 
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Kerta chuckled and gave Juvo a slight jab in the ribs with her elbow. “Easy there Vampire. 

I like my new look too much to consider losing it over a few cutting remarks.” 

Juvo nodded in good humor. “I can see you’re quite comfortable with your weight and 

overall lifestyles mistress. I only suggested it because I care about your health.” 

“Heh. Says the woman who over stuffed me with Neptunium this morning?” 

Juvo sighed. “About that. I am sorry for making you fatter. I will reframe in the future no 

matter how tempted I am to compete with the Safari.” 

“I’m not fat. It’s my Orc genetics and we get guts that are pure muscle. And our bones are 

thicker in shape.” 

Juvo crossed her arms and scoffed. “You are a hybrid. I refuse to believe everything I see 

is Orc genetics, mistress.” 

Kerta panted softly, shook her head to clear it, then glanced up at her companion with an 

arched eyebrow. “Trust me, a majority of what is on this body is genetic related. If we ever run 

into a full-blooded Orc, I’ll show you there is no difference in appearance. Sure, I let myself go 

after I got hurt, but I have never been a glutton. A drunkard yes, but never someone who doesn’t 

know when to stop eating.” 

Juvo waited for Kerta to regain some more strength, then quietly and obediently walked 

beside her up the stairs. At the top, there was an open wide area with a dome. The dome provided 

a majority of the room’s light, but on the wall Juvo could see decorative LED light scones perfectly 

spaced apart from the other on the smooth, granite themed walls. In the middle was a receptionist 

desk and behind it sat a stunning tanned woman with long, raven hair that trailed to the middle of 

her back. To the left was a hallway with palace guards dressed identical to the city guards, but 

these guards wore a helmet that was in the shape of a canine creature and they had two spears 

crossed on their backs. To right was another hallway, but were free of guards. Juvo found that odd 

and couldn’t help but wonder what was down the hallway bathed in what almost appeared like real 

sunlight, but was just the scones mounted on the walls.  
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Kerta walked up the receptionist desk and placed a demanding hand down on the surface. 

She tilted her head and waited for the receptionist to notice her. The woman stopped writing notes 

on a scroll of parchment paper with a quilled ink pen and slowly raised her gaze up to meet Kerta’s. 

“Hello Miss Chives. How unfortunate to see you again. Have you come to raid the burial 

pyramids where we lay our dead?” The woman’s lips curled with some difficultly. “Or are you 

dropping by to pay us back what you owe? Could it be you actually want to make up for what you 

did wrong to the Zahr after all?” 

Kerta cocked an eyebrow as she revisited the urge to laugh at the suggestions. “Ah 

Cleopatra. I’m honored you remember me and my trespasses in the Clemall.” 

Juvo blinked, then darted her eyes between their faces. 

“You two have met?”  

The women staring at each other with a pinch of forced politeness nodded stiff heads at 

Juvo’s question. 

“Oh yes. I know Miss Chives quite well.” Cleopatra eased back into the memory foam 

cushioning of the glass plastic chair and crossed her leg over the other. “How could I forget the 

woman who slept with my husband and forced my hand to divorce him?”  

Kerta didn’t look guilty. She was proud of it and grinned in satisfaction seeing Cleopatra’s 

features harden in disgust as she looked her up and down. 

“It’s a shame that a mere Space Pirate who came flying in drunk could sway him, one of 

the Zahr’s finest guards to lay with her for one night in exchange for the tomb keys.” 

Kerta took a step back from the receptionist desk and held up her hands in surrender. 

“Okay, okay. My fault dove. Didn’t know he was married, all right? But honestly, it wouldn’t have 

made that much of a difference to me. I tended to lay with anyone who was willing back then.” 

Cleopatra tapped her finger tips on the front of her shoulders, glaring hatefully at Kerta. 

“Yes, but he knew he was married and still betrayed me and his Zahr that night.” Cleopatra leaned 
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forward and planted both hands firmly on the surface of the desk. “And to think he had the nerve 

to beg me to take him back, but I refused to be with a man who would lay with someone of your 

type. Stupid Orcs…” Cleopatra jeered, shaking her head in disgust. “I wish your race would just 

die out, or leave the universe all together. At least that way the other women of humanity could 

have their lovers without the fear of some drunk or hormonal crazed Orc stealing what is rightly 

ours away from us!” 

Kerta was no longer in the mood to tease. Now it was getting personal and she didn’t want 

to start a fight with Cleopatra if she could help it.  

“Listen, I can’t take back what I did with Tut, but I can apologize and give you my word I 

won’t do that again. Not to a future husband of yours, or to the married men of the Zenovia 

Clemall.” 

Cleopatra stood up suddenly and the other women watched her walk out from around the 

desk and rest against it with folded arms.  

“That’s wonderful. I accept your apology, but the damage is already done. Tell me Miss 

Chives. If you’re not here to seduce the men of this Clemall or rob from us, why have you come?” 

Kerta pointed at Juvo. “See her?” 

Cleopatra shrugged. “What of her?” 

“She’s a Vampire.” 

Cleopatra slowly nodded and remained unimpressed. “All right. And?” 

“You should fear her and me actually. We’re here on official business for Neelif Illinca. 

So, if it’s all right with you could you inform Zahr Ra that he has a meeting with me?” 

Cleopatra raised an eyebrow, frowned and said nothing.  

When she refused to speak further, Kerta stomped her foot and boomed in a loud voice, 

“I’m serious! That Vampire over there is her servant, but is under my care until my mission is 

over! Everything that I do, everywhere that I go, Juvo is to observe!” 
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Cleopatra slowly narrowed her eyes and eventually tore her troubled gaze off Kerta’s face 

and over to Juvo standing quietly behind her.  

“Is this true Vampire?” 

Juvo nodded once in confirmation, then took a small breath. She centered herself and 

reached up to pull back her hood. Upon seeing the intensity behind Juvo’s glowing eyes, Cleopatra 

parted her lips in uncertainty and assessed the Vampire from a distance. 

“I am Neelif Illinca’s former servant and was assigned to accompany Miss Chives on this 

mission. If you try to harm her or cause her trouble please understand I am expected to protect her 

at the expense of my life.” Juvo slowly placed a hand over her heart and tilted her head slightly to 

the side. “If Miss Chives is stalled by you or anyone in this palace and threats are made towards 

her life, this is not good for anyone. If I have to protect her and die in the process saving her I 

assure you Miss Cleopatra, Neelif Illinca will come here herself when she returns from her 

assignment and she will demand justice for my death.”  

Kerta nodded with smug grin on her face, silently cheering Juvo to put Cleopatra in her 

place. 

“Furthermore, if Neelif Illinca becomes upset over my demise, I can also promise you 

Zahar Pandora will have words with your Zahr. If Zahr Ra is confronted by Zahr Pandora, who 

would only speak to him if you angered my former mistress, don’t you dare think for a second 

Zahar Ra will let you go free or anyone involved with preventing this mission’s success. I may not 

know him personally, but my former mistress explained to me the law system of this land and the 

relationship status the Zahrs have with each other.” Juvo walked up to Cleopatra and invaded her 

personal space on purpose. “Your skin completion is quite lovely. It would be such a shame if I 

had to…” Juvo grinned, exposing her canines. They weren’t as long or sharp tipped as people 

made them out to be in folklore, but they were long enough that Cleopatra could tell if Juvo were 

to bite into something, her canine teeth could easily puncture the surface if she locked down hard 

enough. “Ruin it with my blades, huh? I am quite skilled with weapons and I won’t hesitate to use 

them on you or those fancy dressed guards over there.” 
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Cleopatra took a brief moment to turn her head and study the guards. They were observing 

and their positions were offensive now, no longer relaxed. Frowning, Cleopatra motioned at them 

to stand down. They obeyed her, but kept a firm watch on the three women. 

“Wait here please while I go check something.” Cleopatra finally uttered, looking down to 

stare at the white-gold marbled stone floor. “Let me verify you with Neelif Eshaq. Neelif’s talk to 

each other and by law are required to update the neighboring Neelifs on changes that take place in 

their lives, or in their Clemalls. I’ve never heard him mention you as Neelif Illinca’s servant, but 

he can easily find out. Once you are verified, I will insist Zahr Ra speaks with you.” 

Cleopatra bowed, then went down the hallway with no guards. Juvo watched Cleopatra go 

then she turned around and returned to Kerta’s side.  

After a long moment of silence, Kerta turned her head and softly spoke into Juvo’s ear, 

“For a second, I thought you were going to compliment her neck and say it would be shame 

to bite into it or something along those lines.” 

Juvo smirked as she leaned in to whisper her reply in Kerta’s ear, “And give her more of a 

reason to associate my race to blood sucking monsters? No mistress. I didn’t want to be cliché 

outside of context. Remember, that cannibal lifestyle isn’t what defines me and I will not do actions 

that would make someone question my motives.” 

They stepped away from each other and set their fixed stares at the hallway, waiting 

patiently for Cleopatra to return with good news or Neelif Eshaq himself. A few minutes passed, 

Cleopatra returned to the entrance hall with Eshaq. Eshaq was broad shouldered man, slightly 

muscular and had a darker tan than most of his co-workers. He wore a head crown that marked his 

authority as a Neelif and wrist cuffs that were much more attractive than the guards’. The 

ceremonial robes Eshaq was wearing had two specific symbols Kerta recognized right away. On 

the middle of Eshaq’s chest was a crest. In the middle of that crest, there was a line that divided 

the two symbols. On left side was Mageía12’s symbol. On the right side was Thánatos’s13 symbol. 

 
12 Mageía is “witchcraft” in Greek. 
13 Thánatos is “Death” in Greek. 
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Juvo didn’t recognize the Raga symbols, but when she dared to glance at Kerta from the corner of 

her eyes, Juvo saw the recognition on Kerta’s face.   

“Greetings to you my ladies. I would say it is a pleasure to see you both, but I am not a fan 

of lying.”  

Kerta forced herself to stop staring at the crest and cautiously trailed her eyes upward to 

meet Eshaq’s annoyed stare. 

“Cleopatra has informed me of your unique situation.” Eshaq put his hands on his hips. “I 

did check in with Kivó̱tio to speak with Neelif Illinca, but the receptionist said she had to see other 

business with her Zahr elsewhere. She did however, confirm that Neelif Illinca had taken in a 

Vampire, but did not register as a public servant, but as a non-commercial worker.”  

To Kerta’s shock, Eshaq gave Juvo a disapproving glare before he did the same to her.  

“The receptionist also confirmed that Kerta Chives was indeed, officially asked by Neelif 

Illinca to go on a personal mission for her.”  

Cleopatra went back to sit at the desk to show she was available to the public, but she made 

sure to keep her ears alert so she could continue to listen to the conversation. 

“Why she has done this is beyond me. I have always had the deepest respect for Neelif 

Illinca. All us Neelifs do. She is a brilliant, multi-talented woman. A true role model for all classes 

in our society here on Hyrim.” Eshaq shook his head and his left eyebrow furrowed slightly. “It 

baffles me that a woman of her distinguished reputation drafted you for something so serious.” 

Kerta opened her mouth to say something, but Eshaq rudely cut her off. “Miss Chives you 

are the most underqualified, unfit candidate for this mission in my opinion and should just give up 

the position to someone far better and competent.” 

Kerta sighed as she bowed her head in shame. She hugged herself, needing the comfort 

after being openly slandered.  
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“You think I don’t know that? I tried to get out of this, okay? It didn’t work. So, could you 

please just… make my job easier and let me speak to Zahr Ra? I need to ask him one question, 

then depending on what he tells me, we’ll be on our way or sticking around to ask the locals the 

same question.” 

“I pray to my Ragas that does not happen. A woman of your class is not welcome in our 

presence Miss Chives.” 

In the past hearing anyone reference their faith or prayers towards the Ragas and Rajas 

didn’t bother Kerta. She served several herself back then, but due to recent changes in her life, she 

found that hearing someone refer to their dogma irritated her. She kept her mouth shut and choose 

to nod her response instead.  

“I know you won’t leave until you have spoken to the Zahr.” Eshaq motioned Kerta to step 

closer. “Come with me down this hallway and I will take you my Zahr and let you speak to him.” 

Juvo waited for Kerta to move forward, then she got in behind Kerta and silently followed 

after her into the throne room. Ra was not expecting Kerta and he wasn’t a fan of her personally. 

To see Kerta come into his presence with his Neelif and a race that Ra also cared little for out him 

in a foul mood. The Jackal royal was enjoying being fanned by the palm leaves from his servants, 

but the moment was ruined with unwanted company. With a flick of his adorned wrist, the servants 

collected the palm leaves and quietly left the throne room, but went through another hallway so 

they would not be seen by Ra’s guests. Sighing in annoyance, Ra leaned forward with one arm 

over his knee and his hand on the other. He frowned at Kerta first, then looked Juvo over cautiously 

and decided he would ask the Vampire why she had come to his Clemall before confronting the 

other two. 

“A Vampire? In Zenovia? My, my. The universe’s standards are certainly are changing if 

Venom’s worst race are receiving citizenship on Hyrim. Will Venom send us Zombies next or 

should we expect to see the Mummies first??” 

Juvo narrowed her eyes slowly and said nothing back to Ra. She defined him in that glare 

and Ra didn’t like that. At all. He squinted, stood up and reached for his scepter. He trudged angrily 
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down the steps to his throne and walked right up to Juvo. Kerta watched and already suspected Ra 

was not going to tolerate Juvo’s offhand attitude with him. 

“Why are you even here?” Ra pointed the end of his staff in Kerta’s direction. “Kerta I can 

somewhat understand, but a Vampire?” Ra leaned back and tilted his head. “Assuming you are a 

real person and not an android sent here to spy on me.” 

That was the wrong thing to say. Ra blinked, suddenly on the ground with the side of a 

dagger blade pressed against the side of his neck. Juvo’s glowing eyes slightly intensified and the 

glare she gave Ra made the hair on his arms stick straight up. 

“Compare me to a machine or accuse me of being equal with androids and I will choose to 

forget why I am here with Miss Chives, slit your pathetic whiney, stuck up of a carcass and happily 

go to jail for it.” Juvo pressed the blade harder into Ra’s neck and punctured the skin slightly.  

Eshaq and the guards in the throne room were too shocked to move. They turned to Kerta 

for answers, but Kerta held up her hands, just as shook and confused by Juvo’s actions as they 

were. A full suited guard strayed from the formation they were in and aimed his spear at the 

Vampire. He was hesitant in his step, but still determined to do what he was purposed for.  

“Unhand my Zahr!” He barked, flinching when Juvo whirled her expression towards him, 

but he remained steadfast.  

Kerta quickly got between Juvo and the guard in fear she was going to do something 

abrasive. “He’s right, Juvo. He’s a Zahr. Meaning he is a very important person. Maybe, just maybe 

this isn’t the way to tell someone you don’t really like them.”  

Juvo jerked forward a little, feeling a bit awkward now that it seemed even Kerta wasn’t 

for her decision. She straightened her posture, with the intention to remove herself from the Zahr, 

when suddenly her wrist holding the knife was snatched. Ra gripped it tightly, his left hand clasped 

over the cut in his neck.  

“You dare cut me?!” His golden eyes snapped open in fury before whipping his left arm 

around to slap Juvo across the head hard, flicking her off of him with the force.  
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“Juvo!” Kerta turned to rush to her ally. Soldiers swarmed around he and made a fence 

between her and Juvo with their spears. Juvo lifted her head to glare at the men that blocked her 

path to her responsibility.  

“Get out of my way!” Juvo yelled and dashed through the men, disabling them and cutting 

their spears in half.  

Because it was night, her mobility and skill level was attuned, far better than it would be 

during the day. With guards in confusion, Juvo rushed Ra and knocked him back and return the 

favor he had given her a moment ago. 

“What is happening?!” Eshaq and Kerta cried in worry, grabbing at their heads and staring 

with jaws dropped at the brawl that broke out between Juvo, Ra and his dazed men. 

“Did you plan this Kerta?!” Eshaq turned to Kerta and jabbed his finger so hard into her 

shoulder, she staggered back.  

“What?! You think I pre-mediated such a thing?!” Kerta barked back, rubbing the area 

Eshaq poked. “In case you haven’t noticed, your Zahr hit Neelif Illinca’s servant!” 

“He did nothing wrong! He put her in her place, she is but a woman who spoke out of turn! 

Not to mention she did use a weapon of destruction against my Zahr!” 

Kerta threw her arms up and had to raise her voice because the guards were yelling louder 

over Juvo.  

“That is assault where I’m from Eshaq! Asault! Don’t you Zenovians have basic respect 

for the women in this Clemall or are all women just seen as slaves, reproduction sources and your 

entertainment when you men get bored?!” 

Juvo saw Eshaq back hand Kerta across the face without warning and Kerta stagger back 

holding her cheek in shock. In her rage, she perceived his gesture as a sign of aggression and darted 

over to them. She did a low kick and the Neelif toppled over onto his back with a painful thud. She 

left before he could take a swing at her and went back to fighting off another wave guards who 

entered the throne room from the back. The one guard watched Juvo dice and dismantle the 
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weapons of the new guards and saw them literally beg Juvo to spare their lives. She pardoned them 

with a nod of her head and went still for a moment. He waited in slight reluctance, then lunged the 

bottom of his spear into her back, making her cry out in pain and crumble to her knees again. She 

readied herself to stand up again, but another guard stabbed the tip of her into the throne floor. He 

barely missed puncturing her toes in the boot.  

Juvo snarled as she scrambled to jerk her foot out of the lock, when she heard the angry 

footsteps of Ra charging towards. She simply glared at him and his scepter swung right into her 

chin and made her scream in a sharp pain. She looked at him so fiercely, Ra actually felt himself 

loose a little confidence and wondered if he had gone too far.  

 “Neelif Illinca actually bothers to protect you with her valuable life, when you do not even 

make an effort to preserve it?!” Ra glowered at Juvo as he crouched to her level, weighing the 

scepter in his hand. He moved it along her face gently, then moved it away. “Shall I hit you again, 

in hope of knocking some sense into you?”  

Kerta held up a finger and wagged it from side to side. “Zahr Ra that’s not a good idea. 

She’s a Vampire and I can tell she’s holding herself back for everyone’s sake so please don’t hurt 

her anymore.” Kerta spoke up, making Ra acknowledge her. She glanced at Eshaq, not surprised 

to see he was still giving her a displeased glare and she sighed, no longer in mood the fight him, 

or Ra. “We came to ask you question, not to start a war.”  

“You say she is holding back?” Ra asked, watching Juvo carefully. 

Kerta scoffed. “Yes. If she wanted to, she could have killed us in seconds, but she didn’t. 

You insulted her and I realize her pinning you with daggers was not okay. I will reprimand her for 

that, but if you think striking a woman and degrading her will fix anything, you’re sorely 

mistaken.” 

Eshaq frowned and folded his arms. “She has a point. Let us stop fighting and allow them 

to ask their question so we can be done with them.” 

Ra gave Juvo one last degrading look before nodding at a guard who hasn’t been tackled 

and had his weapons destroyed by Juvo. 
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“Take this Vampire…” Ra snorted aggressively and stood up. “To the oubliette 

subdivision. Treat her kindly and do not lash her, for she is Neelif Illinca’s precious servant.”  

The guard Ra summoned came over and pulled Juvo to her feet gently. 

“Come with me.” 

Juvo yanked her arms out of his hold. “I can walk on my own. I do not need your help, 

Jackal.” 

The guard nodded in understanding, then gestured at her to follow him out of the throne 

room. Ra watched them walk out, then turned to Kerta.  

“You, come up to my throne chair and wait to be addressed.” 

Kerta grumbled and walked over to the throne chair, stood still and waited for Ra to sit 

down.  

“You.” Ra pointed at a guard helping his co-worker up. “Come see me after this encounter. 

Out of everyone who fought her, you were the only one bold enough to throw something without 

damaging her.”  

The guard looked pleased when he heard those words. 

“Yes. I will do so my Zahr.” The guard finished helping his men, then a small dozen of 

them bowed in respect at Ra, then quietly marched out of the throne room to make sure Juvo 

arrived safely at the oubliette. 

“All right Kerta….” Ra growled. “How may I help you?” He forced a polite a grin, one 

that made Kerta feel uncomfortable.  

“Did you see Geokiin Cephas and his group come by here in last recent month or so?” 

“No. I haven’t.” Ra spoke taciturnly and far too hurriedly.  

Kerta’s voice softened and she attempted to ask Ra again. “Are you sure that you haven’t 

seen him?”  
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“I am sure.”  

Kerta hung her head in disappointment. “Ah. I… see.” 

Ra leaned back into his chair, got comfortable and crossed his leg over the other. “I never 

saw him because he never came anywhere near this palace. He camped in the first pyramid where 

it’s poor and the docking bay for traffic. He only came into the second pyramid to buy the slaves 

and set them free. He even paid for them to have citizenship. All of this was done mind you before 

he and his party left.”  

Kerta lifted her head up to him in surprise. “I thought you said you didn’t see him?”  

“Because I did not physically see him.”  

“That’s not what I meant—you know what? Never mind.” Kerta rolled her eye. “Did 

Geokiin Cephas speak to any of the guards when he was here?”  

Ra shrugged. “He was here for at least seven hours and his group headed east towards Zahr 

Hera’s region. None of the guards stationed outside or inside the pyramids reported to my Neelif 

that he spoke to them.” Ra stood up. “Now that I have answered your question, we feast.”  

Kerta blinked. “Excuse me?”  

Ra tossed his damaged scepter Eshaq, who caught it with ease.  

“Summon the chefs and have them prepare a banquet for our guest of honor. And when 

you find the time, please exchange this scepter for a new one.” Ra sighed. “I wish I could dine 

with someone of sophisticated class like Neelif Illinca. She is quite… fetching, is she not Eshaq?” 

Eshaq nodded in agreement and a pleased smirk formed on his face.  

“That she is my Zahr. It is a shame she couldn’t join us. I would love to be in her presence 

and listen to her wisdom.” 

“As would I.” 
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Kerta stared after the men walking away, unsure of what to think of their talk towards 

Illinca, or Ra’s command to eat with him. 

“Zahr Ra?” 

The men stopped and glanced over their shoulders at her questionably. 

“No offense, but I don’t have time to eat. I need to keep looking for Neelif Illinca’s-” 

“You had time to make a scene, you had time to let your Vampire servant harm my neck.” 

Ra pointed at the cut that would leave a scar. “You made such trouble for me and my household. 

The most you will do now is enjoy good food and some warm drink.” 

Kerta paled at the mention of drink.  

“By “warm drink” you mean water or juice from fruit, right?” 

Eshaq wrinkled his nose and cocked an eyebrow. “No. We mean fermented drink.” 

Kerta started to shake her head in disagreement, but stopped feeling two strong forces step 

in behind her. She tipped her head up and saw masked guards staring down her. She swallowed 

and leveled her gaze with the men ahead of her.  

“Are they my escorts or something?” 

“You catch on fast for a Space Pirate.” 

“Ex-Space Pirate.” Kerta interjected sharply, crossing her arms in annoyance. “If you’re 

going to insult me insult me properly.” 

Ra shrugged and began to walk again. “No matter. After we eat, I will release the fowl 

Vampire back to you and you can leave my Clemall.” 

Kerta tried to back away, but the two guards caught her in the middle of escaping and 

forced her to walk in the same direction as their Zahr. Already Kerta knew the content of Zenovia’s 

drinks were stronger than others. Getting drunk would be easy and that wasn’t something she 

wanted to do, but at the same time she couldn’t afford not to. Ra was already angry and if she 
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wanted to see Juvo and return to Neptunium in one piece, she had to do exactly as Ra wanted. 

Even at the expense of her newly converted character.  
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CHAPTER 3: GROWING 

 

 

EPTUNIUM WAS SITTING WITH PIT in a recreational 

area of the ship. They were playing a board game, one that required them to use 

their minds tactfully. Neptunium had the upper hand at first, but PIT ended the 

round when he jumped over her round figurine and glanced up at her pale eyes in 

victory. PIT was in his humanoid shell, but only to serve as a physical help to Neptunium while 

she explored the ship. Once Juvo and Kerta returned, he intended to log off and resume his duties 

virtually from within the network of the software. 

“Check mate. I win, Neptunium.” 

Neptunium glanced down and used her hand to feel over the figure PIT had jumped over. 

“I can’t tell if you’re letting me lose on purpose, or what. This makes five matches and I still have 

yet to beat you. Did you cheat PIT?” 

PIT tilted his head and made adorable sound effects come from his system deep within his 

body. Neptunium smiled and couldn’t help but think PIT was laughing at her. She opened her 

mouth to speak, but was cut off by a loud thwacking sound coming from the door. PIT turned his 

head towards the direction of the entrance to the room and watched the door hiss open softly. 

Neptunium kept her face still and just listened to the commotion in the background. She couldn’t 

see, so there was no point in looking around to watch. Through the doorway in staggered a singing 

Kerta, with her arm slung over the nape of Juvo’s neck. Her cheeks were rosy and she had a big 

grin on her face.  

“Come on dove, sing with me!”   

N 
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Kerta’s speech was sluggish and her pronunciation was sloppy. Too jumbled to be clear. 

Juvo huffed, struggling to keep Kerta steady. “Mistress, this is your ship. Please try not to knock 

anything else over that may be of priceless value.”  

“Is that so?” Kerta rubbed the tip of her nose into Juvo’s cheek, but Juvo quickly pushed 

Kerta’s face away to avoid smelling her malt scented breath. “Am I rich?” Kerta hiccupped and 

head dropped suddenly. In attempt to raise it, she rolled it to the side, then elevated her gaze to 

look at Juvo again. “Must be if I got you out of jail and have such a fancy ship. You owe me for 

that.”  

Juvo jutted out her jaw in slight annoyance. “Owe you? Why? The Neelif told me you 

didn’t have to pay anything to get me out of jail. That your feast with the Zahr was payment.” 

“Eh, I still had to give them a small fee. Something about paying medical expenses for the 

horrible gash you did to Ra’s neck.” Kerta giggled and leaned in to nuzzle Juvo affectionately. 

“You’re so strong. You took down all those guards by yourself. The other guard only got lucky 

because you were distracted by how much you wanted to protect me.” 

“No. I wasn’t thinking about you at that time, I was just angry to be honest. I won’t do 

something reckless like that again. Especially if the end result is you having to get drunk to appease 

a spoiled Zahr.” 

Juvo closed her eyes as she hurled the drunk ex-Space Pirate into the room where their 

friends were, glad to be rid of the extra weight. Kerta landed on the floor with a hard thud. Juvo 

stepped over Kerta to go stand off to the side. Kerta released a hearty sigh as she rolled onto her 

back and peered up at the others.  

“Juvo, want to know something?” 

Juvo frowned. “What?” 

“You’re my best friend.”  

“I somehow doubt that. We only recently met and started a friendship, mistress.”  
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“You are pretty swell to have around. But Neptunium is-”  

“Welcome home, Kerta.” PIT walked over to the women with Neptunium holding onto his 

arm. “I can safely inform you that I have successfully restored many of past preference settings 

into my Skydrive. There was an email in your inbox left for you by Pornera. And-”  

“Delete the message!” Kerta kicked her arms and feet in the air childishly. “Feed me some 

meat and get me some spiced rum instead!” 

PIT blinked, then turned to Juvo, locking his robotic eyes with hers. “It would prepare that 

my operator’s ‘motherboard’ is breached for she is expressing polarized behaviors that are not 

favorable.”  

“Yes. Because she is drunk.” Juvo rested her hands on her hips and frowned. “For some 

reason she had a drinking party with the same Zahr that tried to hurt us and insulted my existence.”  

“I was not present, but I have files about Zahr Ra’s personality and motives. He likes 

parties, most Zenovians do. But enough of him, should I call for a medic to come and stabilize my 

operator?”  

Neptunium laughed and patted his shoulder. “You’re funny. No need to call for a medic. 

She has us after all to take care of her.”  

  PIT stiffened, squared his broad shoulders and gave Neptunium a pointed look. “Comedy 

is not part of my program, Neptunium.”  

 “Neptunium!” Kerta shouted, scrambling onto fours and grinning when she saw the purple 

haired beauty. “You came for me!”  

 Neptunium chuckled softly, pressing a balled fist to her lips to stifle laughter. “You told 

me to stay here, though. How is that justified?”  

 Kerta dismissed her answer as she got up and ran over with open arms. “I knew you’d come 

for me!” 
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 Neptunium laughed and quickly hid behind PIT’s body. As Kerta was closing in to tackle 

Neptunium, she was yanked back at the collar by Juvo. 

  Juvo reeled Kerta into a headlock and began to walk towards the elevator. “I’m going to 

take the mistress upstairs and put her to bed.”  

 “Juvo release me!” Kerta argued as she tried to hold onto the doorway to avoid being 

pulled. “I must greet my Neptunium! I missed her so much!” 

Neptunium waved innocently at Kerta. “Sorry Kerta. Juvo can see right now, I cannot. You 

need to rest now. Juvo!” Neptunium called. “Please be gentle with her. She’s such a soft baby 

when she’s like this.” 

Juvo blinked. “Soft? Baby? She’s drunk Neptunium!” 

Neptunium giggled. “I know, I know, but she’s still my Zentha. Be gentle. She has a bad 

leg and isn’t as nimble as she use to be.” 

Juvo cocked an eyebrow, blinked, then glared down at Kerta with a frown. 

“If I can’t hug her, let me say hi to her at least.” Kerta droned, then another hiccup escaped 

from her mouth.  

Juvo rolled her eyes, not impressed. “Greet her? With your foul breath? No. I’m doing 

Neptunium a favor.”  

Juvo pulled Kerta hard enough to pluck her from the doorway and get her into the elevator. 

They wrestled within the elevator, out of the elevator and down the hallway. Juvo growled angrily 

when Kerta kept thrashing and slapping her in the face.  

“Mistress.” Juvo kept her tone polite, but her gaze hardened as she struggled to drag Kerta’s 

body down the hallway. “Please try to compose yourself. I have not patience for drunk behavior.”  

Kerta was swaying heavily forwards, then backwards. Annoyed, Juvo increased her arm 

around Kerta’s waist and roughly tugged Kerta’s arm with the rash over the nape of her neck so 

she could steady the Orc. Juvo still had a hard time keeping Kerta upright. She may have been a 
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powerful warrior, but Kerta truly was superior in size and mass. Her muscles were heavy, forcing 

Juvo to work harder. She strained to keep her grip around the larger woman and flinched when 

Kerta kept swaying them off course and making her stumble with her. 

“If the next Zahr insists that you drink, so help me, I will I start a war in the throne room. 

You like this is awful, carrying you to your room is awful. This entire experience has been awful. 

Why did mistress Illinca have to send me away…” 

Juvo muttered this softly to herself, but Kerta heard it and in response to the cutting remake, 

she slumped into Juvo and pouted. 

“You’re so rough with me. Treat a lady with some respect.”  

 Juvo’s left eyebrow twitched. “I’ll treat you with the respect when you sober up, but what 

little you have right now you’re losing quickly.”  

 Kerta tilted her head innocently and cutely fluttered her eyelash. “That’s so sweet. Does 

this mean you don’t regret coming to live with me?” 

          The movement Juvo’s chilly stare locked with Kerta’s and she dared to open her mouth to 

say something, Kerta smooched her sloppily on the eye. She leaned back with a silly grin and 

giggled seeing the outrage on Juvo’s face. There was some minor drool in the kiss and Juvo had 

to let go of Kerta to wipe it away. Juvo was fuming. She never knew she could become so irritated 

at another person’s antics.  

“Mistress, listen to me and listen well.”  

Juvo turner to the drunk Orc and opened her mouth again to scold Kerta for her porcine 

behavior, but was cut off by an ear rumbling, nose wrinkling, disgusting burp that left Kerta’s 

throat. The revolting smell, was unpleasant to inhale and Juvo could feel the acid building up in 

her throat.  

 “Sorry about that.” Kerta covered her mouth after disgusting Juvo. “It’s all that fancy drink 

the Zahr forced me to guzzle with him tonight.”  
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 Juvo was done. Without saying a word, she grabbed Kerta by the arm, tugged her down 

the hallway and angrily slammed her free hand on the terminal to activate the door. The door slid 

open and Juvo simply shoved Kerta into the cabin, not caring as to whether or not Kerta safely fell 

onto the bed or went crashing into the floor again. Juvo turned on her heel and rested her hand 

onto the walls of the hallway in relief. She bowed her head and whispered softly to herself, “Why 

is my new mistress so boorish?!”  

Juvo’s shoulder flinched hearing Kerta’s voice whining from the bedroom. “Juvo come 

back! I have fallen and I honestly cannot get up.”   

 Juvo rolled her eyes slowly to emphasize her disinterested in her job, but she eased off the 

wall, went back into the cabin and helped Kerta off the floor and into the bed.  

 “Careful.” Kerta latched suddenly onto Juvo and wrapped her arms around her Juvo’s neck. 

“I’m fragile.” She winked at her playfully. “I have a food baby inside of me after this morning and 

Zahr Ra’s party. I’m quite satisfied with it too.”  

 Juvo squinted, waited a moment, then dropped Kerta onto the bed carelessly whole staring 

blankly ahead at nothing. 

“Ask me if I care? I already apologized for this morning. The dinner party was on you.” 

Kerta groaned when she fell into the bed so wantonly, not surprised the bed groaned under 

her weight.  

 “So heartless.” Kerta sulked. “I am bruised from your abuse. You should stay and talk to 

me as an apology.” 

 “I’ll be taking my leave then.” Juvo turned around to go. “Goodnight mistress. Sleep well.”  

Before Juvo could get far, Kerta gripped Juvo by the wrist and tugged her firmly down 

onto the bed. Juvo made a high pitch sound of surprise as she fell backwards onto the sheets. She 

blinked rapidly as she gazed up at Kerta with a confused expression while her mistress climbed 

over her for an embrace. 
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“You can’t leave!” Kerta kicked her feet in a small tantrum. “We need to talk!”  

“About what?” Juvo scowled. “What is there to speak about at this hour of the night?”  

“There is us.” Kerta’s eye gleamed with hope that she’d stay with her.  

Juvo’s grumpy expression softened against her will and she gave in far too easily. Sighing, 

she eased back into the pillows and shrugged. “All right. I will stay with you, but please allow me 

to get more… comfortable.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Get off me and I’ll show you.” 

Kerta shook her head. “No. You’ll run away if I move.” 

Juvo reached up and cautiously slipped off Kerta’s eyepatch, exposing the scarred area of 

her other eye. You couldn’t quite see Kerta’s pupil and all color of the iris was faded to white, 

making it impossible to use. 

“I have your eyepatch in my custody, you like this eyepatch, right?” 

Juvo waved it tauntingly in front of Kerta’s good eye and watched in amusement as she 

followed it. 

“Yes. Please give it back.” 

“Let me change into my nightwear and I’ll consider it.” 

Kerta slowly rolled off Juvo and tried to sit normally, but fell over and she just laid there 

limply on the bed, defeated. Juvo turned her head, noted the position and chuckled softly. 

“Okay. Now that was actually cute.” 

Kerta kicked her feet happily in reply to the compliment, burying her face in one of the 

pillows shyly as Juvo stepped into the bathroom to change. Juvo had stashed a set of night clothes 

in the lower cabinet of the bathroom. She undressed, took a quick shower, moisturized her skin 
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with scented lotion, then slipped on the tank top and shorts. Juvo took a moment to admire her 

reflection in the mirror, nodded in approval, grabbed the comb out of the mirror cabinet. She tossed 

her hair over one shoulder and began to stroke lightly brush through her wet hair to her the knots 

and tangles out. 

“Are you done?” Kerta softly asked. 

 “Not yet.”  

 “Okay.” Kerta pressed her cheek into the pillow. After another long moment she asked 

again. “Are you done now?”  

“Yes, mistress.” Juvo remarked calmly, stepping through the doorway. The doors hissed 

softly behind her and naturally Juvo’s glowing eyes scanned the room until they fell on Kerta.  

“Can I have my eyepatch back now?” 

“Your eyepatch was dirty, so I am soaking in water for the night. There appears to be an 

oily substance on it, but the compound I used should get that out.” 

Juvo walked over to the bed and Kerta lifted her head up to see Juvo was wedging herself 

back into her arms. Kerta beamed in delight at the gesture and hugged Juvo tightly.  

“Are you warming up to me?” Kerta whispered with enthusiasm.  

Juvo glanced away as she spoke. “I was in this position earlier, so I assumed you wanted 

to remain like this. I will gladly leave this embrace if you give me that option.” 

“No. It is not any option.” Kerta got comfortable on Juvo and they laid there for a while in 

silence until Kerta spoke again. “Why do you hate Androids so much Juvo?” Kerta noticed Juvo 

tensed in her arms, but she continued to speak. “Do you hate PIT that much too? You were pretty 

offended just by the Zahr suggesting that you could be an android.”  

Juvo’s stare was pierced into the blankets as she had a moment of an undesirable nostalgia. 

The patterns on the sheets seem to swirl as the memory made her feel disgusted and nauseous. 

Kerta leaned over Juvo’s shoulder, careful not to let the vampire smell the stench of her stained 
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breath as she awaited as answer. When in the long period she still did not get a reply, she spoke 

softly.  

“We don’t have to talk about it if you don’t want to.”  

Juvo remained under Kerta, allowing Kerta to lay stretched out on her back. It was better 

this way. At least Kerta couldn’t see the hurt and betrayal Juvo’s eyes carried.  

“My father stayed in his lab, rarely came upstairs. I remember seeing him, but never being 

fully engaged with him when I was a small girl.” Juvo spoke with a cutting edge in her voice and 

Kerta could tell it was a sharp loathing. “Dracula, my father’s name, was the first Vampire to 

introduce the android movement in my culture. Before I was born, father made his first android 

model after my mother and named the android series Ekara, which he later had approved by the 

14Trepidație Union, the official inventor’s guild on Venom.” Juvo’s gaze dropped in slight defeat. 

Her breathing became uneven as her nostrils flared slowly and the frame of her face reflected the 

anger she felt. “I suppose Ekara was convenient for my father since she always obeyed his 

commands, unlike my mother.”  

“Juvo?” Kerta was struggling to stay awake, but she fought through the heaviness for 

Juvo’s sake.  “Juvo, what happened with Ekara and why are you-”  

“Oh, I will tell you what happened.” Juvo cut Kerta off, all too eager to reveal the truth to 

her mistress. “When I came up age, I decided to go out and celebrate in secret with my Hachem 

friends. Afterwards I came home and I caught my father having sex with an android!” Juvo 

quipped, making Kerta flinch and instantly the tension thickened between them. “Lips to metal, 

flesh to plastic! They had an affair in that same home that had a child and a wife he was supposed 

to love!” Juvo thrust her balled fists into the mattress in frustration. Her voice trembled, threatening 

to break into a sob at any moment. “I saw father rolling with a tool on the couch, right in the open 

where everyone could see it. I yelled in outage, my mother came thundering downstairs to see 

what was wrong and that was when saw it for herself. Father did not even deny what happened, he 

just smugly reminded mother of an incident that happened in a bathroom. Apparently, before I was 

born mother had caught him having sexual intercourse with the first model of Ekara, but she never 

 
14 Trepidație is a synonym for “horror” in Romanian. A feeling of fear or agitation about something that may happen. 
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said a word. This time, she erupted and let him know how she felt about the situation and that she 

was done with him. Rather than face mother’s wrath, he ran away with a “person” who is not even 

real.” 

Kerta swallowed slowly, almost afraid to ask the next question. 

“What happened next?” 

“Outraged, my mother went after them and took me with her. She actually tried to shut 

down Ekara, but Ekara killed her in cold blood, as she was physically stronger and superior in 

several ways. Father laughed at my mother’s corpse and saw nothing wrong it, so I...” Juvo took a 

small breath and shrugged. “I lost it. I just could not take it anymore and killed him and his android 

lover. It was wrong of me to do that, I know I murdered him outside of self-defense, so do not 

even try to point that out, but in my anger, I sadly saw no other option to satisfy my hurt. This is 

the true reason I left Venom. Worried that the authorities would come for me, I went to space under 

cover using my father’s credentials, for he was the Despot and could go anywhere. I boarded a 

spaceship, hid in the cargo area until the spaceship landed on Dymustos only to take a ship over to 

Hyrim. I thought I was in the clear and could breathe, but then I got raped prior to asking a man 

who said he was holy and would help me. I’m doing so well at this thing called life huh?” 

Kerta was so shocked at Juvo’s confession and how emotional she was that her arms just 

dropped to Juvo’s back, having no idea what to say. How does one console a woman who as a 

child caught her father interacting with a female modelled android? How can an apology fix a 

broken family at all? Juvo turned her head to look at Kerta over her shoulder, wanting to see how 

Kerta would respond to the information.  

“What? Are you not going to say sorry to me, mistress? How befitting. It’s not like it would 

change anything.”  

Juvo cracked a grin that Kerta knew had no happiness behind. Kerta was surprised that 

Juvo dropped the formalities and spoke coldly to her.  

“I… I’m so-” 
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“Spare me the apologies, please. I do not need my mistress pitying me and being soft 

towards me just because I lost my father to a machine. It did not hinder my growing process or-”  

Kerta’s was sleepy and she founder herself having to keep her eye open, but the most she 

could do was keep it half way peeked. “It’s not okay dove. Your father failed you and it’s not okay. 

Sorry won’t bring your mother back, sorry won’t heal the pain your father caused you. They’re 

both dead for all the wrong reasons. Even the android is dead. I got nothing for you, except 

reassurance that I won’t allow PIT to do such things, nor will I ever program him to become so 

human that it crosses a line.”  

Kerta’s head dropped from the effects of so much alcohol. She was very sleepy and could 

no longer carry a solid conversation. Kerta naturally lowered her head down and rested her chin 

on top of Juvo’s head. Her eye fluttered shut and as the seconds ticked by, she felt herself drift off. 

Juvo was to distracted what Kerta had said to even notice that Kerta had fallen asleep on her.  

“You know, that strangely makes me feel better about what happened.” Juvo flexed her 

fingers in and out a few times and cleared her throat when she realized she nearly lost composure 

earlier. “Thank you for listening to my story. I… I haven’t told anyone this, not even mistress 

Illinca.” Juvo was hoping that would make Kerta feel special, at most get a chuckle out of her. All 

she got was a massive snore in her ear. “Mistress…?” 

As soon as Juvo curved her neck to look over her shoulder, Kerta rolled off of her back and 

onto the mattress, passed out. Juvo smiled faintly down at the exhausted Orc and reached over to 

push Kerta onto her back.  

“Move over. I’m spending the night with you.”  

Juvo gently removed Kerta’s boots and pants. She allowed the shirt to remain, as it was 

light material and wouldn’t smother Kerta when the heat activated. Zenovia was cold. Too cold 

for comfort. The ship automatically adjusted to temperature changes, but the cabin still had a light 

draft that made the room slightly chilled. To keep herself and Kerta warm, Juvo pulled the covers 

over them and snuggled into Kerta’s side. She didn’t feel like sleeping. Night was her time to be 

active, but for once, Juvo didn’t mind. She felt safe with Kerta and they had reached a milestone 

in their friendship that neither woman saw coming. Juvo cautiously trailed her arm across Kerta’s 
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gut and hugged Kerta closer, seeking the extra warmth. Juvo hesitated for a long moment, then she 

slowly nudged her head up Kerta’s chin and sighed in contentment. 

“Goodnight, mistress.” 

Juvo shut her eyes and she smirked hearing Kerta’s garble incoherently in her slumber. 

Whether she said goodnight back or was just talking nonsense, Juvo didn’t know. She just laid 

there, relaxed against her and fell asleep to the soothing sound of Kerta’s heavy snoring. 

Neptunium came to check on Kerta a little while later and despite being not able to see, she could 

sense the serene happiness of the women. Smiling, she carefully guided herself to the bed and 

moved her hands down to stroke the heads of her friends. Neptunium bent over Juvo first and 

kissed her goodnight on the cheek. Juvo instantly frowned in her sleep, but she didn’t try to wake 

herself up to scold the Safari. Neptunium waited a few seconds before leaning further over Juvo 

so she could give Kerta a kiss goodnight as well. Kerta smiled, knowing that the soft lips she felt 

on her flushed cheek was from Neptunium.  

“There. Rest well ladies. I have a feeling tomorrow is going to be full of events.” 

Neptunium exited the cabin and made her way to her own cabin and remained there for the 

remainder of the night. 

 

… 

 

PIT was managing Calkutta and having audio voice call with Zahr Hera at the same time. 

Hera was not impressed that Kerta Chives, of all people would be making an official visit to Pagóni 

Clemall. Hera was a busy woman and had several responsibilities, all of which centered around 

herself. Taking a small breath, the beautiful leader casually stroked an exotic bird with a rather 

intimidating design in its feathers. It made a noise PIT did not understand, but he assumed that 

when the creature closed its beady eyes it was content sitting on its master’s lap, being petted. 
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“And why should I meet with your owner, again?” Hera pressed her fist into her cheek and 

wagged her ankle lazily in a circle. “I have respect for Neelif Illinca, but I cannot understand why 

she would send an idol worshiper, a thief, a drunkard and sexually corrupt addict to my Clemall 

on her behalf.” 

PIT replied politely to Hera,  

“My operator, Kerta Chives, was assigned this task and cannot return to her home until it 

is complete. Your cooperation during this investigation is most highly appreciated.” 

Hera squinted her eyes and leaned forward to glare at the holographic screen before her. 

“Where is Kerta? If she wants to see me, she should talk to me instead of assigning a A.I. to do 

it.” 

PIT sighed. “She is recovering from her late night outing with Zahr Ra and taking extra 

care to wait for the effects to leave her system prior to meeting you.” 

Hera scoffed, stood straight up and released her pet from her lap. With a hand on her hip, 

she gestured angrily at the holographic screen. “In other words—she’s drunk.” 

“Not quite.” PIT sounded optimistic and even made a cute chime with his software. “I’m 

sure by now she’s sober and will be bright eyed and will be presentable when she enters your 

Clemall, Zahr Hera.” 

Hera raised an eyebrow and felt it furrow in annoyance. “Oh, I bet she will.” 

 

  

Upstairs, on the 5th floor Kerta was still passed out in the bed, snoring with her mouth wide 

open, one leg arched up under blankets scattered across her lower body. She slept on, completely 

unaware that she was less than two hours away from Pagóni Clemall and needed to be up and 

ready to meet Hera. Juvo was slowly making her way into the elevator, smiling to herself. She was 

alone in the elevator and no one could see her do it.   
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“Kerta is so hopeless without me, she’d never get anything done.” Juvo expressed a cocky 

smirk to herself, shook her head and shrugged. “I suppose it can’t be helped, I will wake her up. 

We’re getting closer to Pagóni.”   

The elevator doors slid open and Juvo stepped out. Around the same time, the small bell 

dinged for the other elevator opposing the hallway opened and behind the opening doors was 

Neptunium.   

Neptunium couldn’t see Juvo, but she could hear the other elevator departing and blinked 

at Juvo. They both looked surprised to see each other there. Juvo broke eye contact, cleared her 

throat and spoke.   

“Peculiar seeing you here at this hour.” Juvo muttered, trying not to portray her passive 

aggressive spirit.   

“I can say the same for you.” Neptunium forced a splintering smile as she raised an 

eyebrow. “What are you doing up here?”   

“Nothing.” Juvo flatly and quickly answered. “Nothing at all.”  

“Oh?” Neptunium pressed a knuckle to her curled lips and giggled. “I guess I’m doing 

nothing as well.”   

The two stood there in silence and at the same time they placed one foot forward. They 

instantly eyed the cabin’s door, cautiously walking towards each other in hopes of getting to the 

room first.   

“Are you sure you’re doing nothing?” Neptunium laughed as her pace got quicker. “You 

seem to be in a rush for something.”   

“So, do you!” Juvo hissed softly, soon she was running towards the cabin.  

Neptunium darted at the cabin’s door and right into Kerta’s chamber and Juvo tried with 

her might to pull Neptunium back by the arm, but the Safari was taller and swifter.   
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Juvo scrambled to push into the doorway with Neptunium and shouted, “M-master Kerta it’s time 

to wake up!”   

“Kerta, wake up dear!” Neptunium grinned, then chuckled, purely amused by the fact 

that Juvo couldn’t be honest with herself.   

Hearing their heated banter was eventually what made Kerta stir and shift around on the 

bed. She groaned as she sat up on and rested on her elbows and awoke to the sight of two grown 

women stuck in a doorway together, snapping at each other over nonsense.  

“What are you two-”  

“Good morning Kerta, my precious Zentha!” Neptunium waved with the most endearing 

smile.  

Kerta’s face flushed at seeing such a warm smile greet her. She became flustered and began 

to try and brush her messy hair into a state that was more presentable. “Goodness, if you greet me 

like that, I feel bad for looking so audacious.” She looked up, ready to return the mile, but the cold 

glare she got from Juvo made her fearful. “Good morning to you too... Juvo.”  

“Oh, so you can only eagerly greet Neptunium?”  

Kerta grimaced. “No. That’s not it at all. I was just-”  

“Really mistress? I came in here first.”  

“But I’m her Zentha, I was first in her life.” Neptunium pointed at Juvo in confusion. “You 

just recently came into her life. Why do you feel justified to overstep your boundaries?”  

Juvo frowned and shook her head in objection. “But I am her ally and servant assigned 

by Neelif Illinca! We are on equal ground!”   

Neptunium crossed her arms and pouted. “Not really, you cannot even admit that you made 

extra for breakfast the other day. You just went-” Neptunium began to imitate Juvo’s voice and 

attitude. “‘I just happened to have some more food so here have it. And do not waste it. If you do 

not want it, give it back.’”  
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Kerta hit the base of her fist into her other palm. “Wow. That’s such a good impression!”  

Juvo felt the heat in her face rise, she snapped her head away from the two and stormed out of the 

room. “Forget this. I need to get ready for the Zahr! Mistress, you would do well to do the same!”   

“Operator, there was a call that you missed. But she will return. However, judging by her 

tone and comparing it to the other voice observations in my knowledge library… she would appear 

to be revealing high probabilities of anger.”   

Kerta looked up at the ceiling. “Who?”  

“Zhar Hera. We are two hours away from docking at Pagóni Clemall.”  

“Oh… thank you PIT. I’ll get ready now.”   

Kerta lowered her head and a random wave of nausea made her sick to her stomach. She was about 

to climb out of bed, when Neptunium reached out and pressed Kerta’s head to her bosom.   

“N-Neptunium?” Kerta whispered. “What are you doing?”   

“Shh.” Neptunium hushed her and hugged her tight. “You must feel so groggy and tired 

after being forced to drink against your will with Zahr Ra.”   

Kerta smiled and hugged her tightly. “Yes, I am so tired. Please take care of me.”  

Neptunium laughed. “You waste no time taking up the opportunity to be spoiled.”   

“No, I don’t.” Kerta pulled Neptunium down onto the blankets and relaxed in her embrace. 

“Don’t let me work today, please.” Let’s just say here, together in this moment forever.”  

Neptunium’s head was resting on Kerta’s shoulder and she carefully considered the option. 

“Oh Kerta.” She sighed. “We cannot. You have an assignment from the Neelif.”  

Kerta shuddered. “Ugh. Don’t remind me. I wish she drafted someone else. Why did 

Griffin want me to do this anyway? I just don’t get him.”  
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Neptunium smiled and started to trace invisible designs into Kerta’s shoulder and 

sometimes over her thick bicep. Kerta closed her eye and let out a contented sigh. The tracing was 

very soothing and it helped her forget about her stress for a moment.  

“You don’t have to worry yourself in trying to understand the Godhead. Try to think of it 

this way. Griffin could have told Neelif Illinca to send anyone in that Clemall, he also could have 

sent another Geokiin too, but he didn’t. He wanted you to do this task. And I think that’s beautiful 

and wonderful, despite what everyone is saying about it.” Neptunium raised her head and 

kissed Kerta on the cheek. Kerta blushed and realized the kiss was innocent, but the excitement 

she felt from it wasn’t.   

“This might be the Griffin’s way of telling you that you can change, not just from being a 

mean Space Pirate that lived in vice. That you have potential to change in general and use your 

talents for a good cause.”  

“Maybe, so, but I think I’ll need more convincing Neptunium.”   

Kerta hesitantly gripped Neptunium closer by the waist. It was a demanding embrace, one 

that expressed her need to be comforted, but seeing Neptunium’s peaceful expression made Kerta 

feel better for being so selfish. Neptunium didn’t mind and was comfortable just lying there. 

Thoughts of seduction started to dance through Kerta’s head and she wondered just how far she 

could go in touching the oblivious Safari before her fantasy went too far. As Kerta started to move 

her hands past Neptunium’s waist, she barely managed to stop herself from groping Neptunium’s 

buttocks. Gritting her jaw, Kerta mentally sighed in frustration. Neptunium was her 

friend. Kerta couldn’t do that, but her body was throbbing to cross a line that would satisfy her.   

‘Look at you. Fighting pangs of lust like a real heroine. Odd. When has feeling guilt ever 

stopped you from having sex with a “friend”?’  

Kerta’s eye snapped open and she saw Pornera standing at the end of the bed. Neptunium 

felt Kerta stiffen and blinked. She also heard her catch her breath and wasn’t sure why Kerta went 

from being calm to very uneasy.  

“Are you all right?”  
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“I’m fine. Hey dove. Could you go get me some water from the kitchen?”  

Neptunium looked over her should and right at the bathroom door. “Water?” She frowned. 

“You want me to get you a glass of water when you could sip from the facet in the bathroom?” 

Neptunium glanced down at Kerta with a cocked eyebrow. “Also, do you keep forgetting I am 

blind? I would need some help.”  

Kerta used her hands and gently rolled Neptunium off of her and sat up. “Juvo can help 

you. It’s almost dark so surely she’ll be able to see, right?”  

Neptunium opened her mouth to speak, but Kerta put a finger on her lips, shushing her. 

“Please ask Juvo for assistance. Besides I’m hungry and would prefer to eat before meeting my 

unpleasant guest. Here, I’ll help you to the elevator and have Juvo meet you downstairs.”  

That approach changed Neptunium’s mind.  

“All right Kerta. If that is what will make you happy.”  

Thinking she had disappointed her in some way, Kerta took a risk, lowered her head and 

rubbed noses with Neptunium.  

“Your culture likes to do this with close loved ones and friends right? What does it mean? 

Because in my culture you would never see someone do this unless they were a Safari.”  

“Rubbing noses is a comforting gesture between family members, friends, Zens 

and Zenthas.” Neptunium reached up and held Kerta’s face with her hands as their foreheads 

touched. “Pressing foreheads in friendship, as well as a Zen or Zentha friendship is expressing 

contentment, trust and is exceptionally empathetic.”   

Kerta pretended she didn’t hear Pornera snicker in the background and tried her best to 

keep focused on what Neptunium was saying.  

“I’ve seen you kiss Lithium on the mouth.” Kerta’s eye darted to the side. “Actually, I’ve 

seen a lot of the Safaris kiss on the mouth. What does those kisses mean? There’s no way I believe 
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all of you are secretly lovers, so explain how you can kiss on the mouth, be married and it not be 

sexual because such appearance by nature confuses people like me.”  

Neptunium laughed softly.  

“Well first off, sexual kisses are only meant for sahah and sahe. Family pecks, such as the 

ones you have seen me do to Lithium, my children and even my former comrades from the war, 

is strictly platonic. When Zens and Zentha kiss on the mouth, it is platonic and a sign that both 

people are comfortable with their best friend to even want to do that.”  

Kerta parted her lips, sucked in a breath, then let it go. “Can we… family peck? 

We’re Zentahs, so we can do that… right?”  

Neptunium raised an eyebrow. “I have already done such things with you. Do you not 

remember?”  

Honestly, Kerta didn’t recall the times Neptunium had kissed her. She wasn’t sure why, 

but she uncaringly used that to her advantage.  

“When we come back from Zahr Hera’s Clemall and settle in for the night, we can do 

that.” Neptunium added, smiling softly. “Is that fair?” 

Kerta nodded. “I understand and yes. That’s fair. Can you get me my water and food 

now?”  

Neptunium smiled. “Sure.”  

As promised Kerta helped Neptunium to the elevator and once she was out of range, she 

ran back to her room, stormed through the parting doors and got fierce look on her face. She found 

the Raja standing by the window, smirking at her and angrily walked over to Pornera.  

“What are you doing here?”  

Pornera sighed and waved her hand dismissively. “Can you please not act so surprised to 

see me?” She rolled her eyes and crossed her arms. “I’m in a very bad mood.”   
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Kerta frowned, and leaned forward a little bit, hesitant to even ask the obvious. “Why?”   

“Because you haven’t visited me since our fight.” 

Kerta closed her eye and pinched the bridge of her nose, needing to calm herself. 

“Pornera, in case you failed to notice I haven’t been feeling well enough to perform sexual 

Quotas.” Kerta glared as she rested one hand on her hip. 

“Yet you persist after me?” 

“I like you Kerta, so I’m willing to overlook your retaliation. My demands still stand 

however, sick or not. I want you to seduce the Vampire or the Safari by end of the month. I should 

make you seduce both of them for your rebellion, but one will do just fine.” Pornera looked Kerta 

up and down with a grin. “The way things were going earlier you weren’t far from taking the 

Safari. Shame that you had to stop. I would of have loved seeing the look of betray on your Zentha’s 

face had you given in to my influence.” 

Kerta stared and fought the urge to scoff. “So that was your doing just now?” Kerta shook 

her head, repulsed at herself. “I should have suspected as much. Pornera, I really doing have the 

energy to seduce people right now. My body is tired.”  

“You think I care?” Pornera bitterly grunted. “Just vice. Let the lust take over and consume 

you. Stare at porn, swear, take Griffin’s name in vain, dream of being a boy and wear 

masculine clothing on purpose. Masturbate with items to get yourself aroused. Sleep with Dorset’s 

animals, murder a helpless family in the mountains. Just do something to keep vicing in general.” 

Pornera cocked her head. “But I prefer you to have sex. Just saying.”   

Kerta’s eye twitched. “Do you really not care for me? Are you so selfish you’ll overlook 

my wants and desires?”  

“I clearly care or else I wouldn’t be chasing you this hard. You’re a soul I invested into and 

especially would enjoy to see away from Griffin. Do I need to remind you of how you started with 

me?” Pornera moved her hand to the side and an invisible force of power flung Kerta backwards 

and right onto the bed. “That’s better.” Pornera’s voice became low and smooth as she climbed 
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onto the bed and over Kerta. She pressed her nose against Kerta’s before dragging the tip of it 

down her neck. “You were always my favorite. And unlike my petty sister Lagneía who banned 

you from her temple because you let your beauty standards fall, I personally think you as matured 

half Orc with a hairy belly is quite stimulating and…” Pornera dropped her head and pressed her 

lips to Kerta’s ear. There she whispered in a small, seductive voice, “Very lecherous. You are my 

fetish and I have no shame in telling you that Kerta Chives.”  

Kerta shuddered and a whimper left her mouth. “S… S-Stop it Pornera.” Kerta gasped, 

hating how her hips began to move in motion with Pornera’s. “Please stop.” 

“You don’t want me to stop though. And why would I stop pleasing you? This is far better 

than holiness and life with Griffin. With me, you can do whatever feels good. Whatever you want. 

Kerta, you want this, so come back and embrace me fully again.” 

“I…” Kerta’s eye fluttered shut and she couldn’t help but notice how loud her breathing 

had gotten. “I can’t. I told Neptunium I was going to try to-” 

Another kiss from the Raja and Kerta shuddered again and involuntarily kissed her back. 

She realized what had happened and tried to muster enough strength to pull away. Pornera dipped 

her head and caught Kerta’s mouth. She kissed Kerta aggressively, penetrating her lips with her 

tongue, knowing that tactic would make Kerta’s senses run wild. It worked and now Kerta was 

practically arching every other second while their grinding intensified. Porenra grinned, then gave 

the struggling woman another deep, lingering kiss while running her hands through Kerta’s hair 

possessively. Kerta didn’t want to touch Pornera or give into her, but she shamefully clutched at 

Pornera’s waist and let her hands grope the Raja’s buttocks. She did the very thing she tried so 

hard not to do with Neptunium. 

Overwhelmed by Pornera’s presence and the vigorous sensations rising and falling in her 

body, Kerta’s thrust her back into the pillows, curved up into Pornera and moaned piercingly. The 

rash on her face and neck burned suddenly and gradually began to spread. Pornera ignored Kerta’s 

struggle and simply osculated around the collar bone of Kerta’s neck. Kerta bucked up in pleasure 

and another pleased moan filled the room. At one point, Kerta regained some control of her senses 
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and used the palms of her hands to push against Pornera’s shoulders in attempt to get the Raja to 

stop.  

Pornera was much stronger than Kerta, so her feeble pushing wasn’t making a difference. 

Pornera claimed Kerta’s lips with her own, instantly extending the kiss. Kerta squirmed and made 

unhappy noises in Pornera’s mouth, but those cries eventually became shouts of pleasure and 

frenzied desire. Kerta tried a second time to fight Pornera and went so far as to slap at Porner’s 

shoulders, but Pornera’s kisses felt so good, Kerta’s will finally broke. She stopped hitting Pornera 

and slid her arms around the Raja’s neck. She dragged Pornera’s head down for a heated kiss and 

sighed deeply in her mouth, unable to resist her. After an extensive moment of foreplay, Pornera 

pulled back with a grin, thrilled to see how her steamy exchange had quieted the thrashing of the 

woman underneath her. 

“See? You missed me. So, do us both a favor and just come back and drop this foolishness 

about getting saved.” 

Kerta struggled to quiet her labored breathing, but eventually she settled and gazed up at 

the spirit on top of her.  

 “I didn’t miss you. I just missed how nice you can make my body feel. Pornera, I really 

don’t… want this lifestyle anymore.” 

Pornera lowered her head and licked Kerta’s ear slowly. “Yes, you do.” She grinned against 

the skin hearing a throaty moan rip from Kerta’s throat. “You say no, but your actions are telling 

me yes.” Pornera lifted her head to look at the rash on Kerta’s arm and neck. “Oh, how could I 

overlook the condemnation I cursed you with.” She frowned. “I didn’t want to curse you, but it’s 

your own fault because you are trying to leave us and go to Griffin. If you’d just accept us and not 

see anything wrong with what you say or do it will go away.”   

Kerta gasped in pain and her breathing became labored again, but for a different reason. 

“But even if it goes away my soul will still be lost if I stay with you and the 

others.” Kerta arched, struggling to endure the terrible fire that scorched her.  “Wait! That’s 

what Neelif Illinca meant!”  
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“Exactly, you’re starting to catch on to how this works.” Pornera replied with a scoff. “So 

just come back and die in your vice already.”  

Kerta’s head was forced backwards into the pillows by Pornera’s power and she trembled 

under the Raja, unable to free herself. Pornera leaned in, hummed a soft tune as she brushed her 

lips against Kerta’s.  

“Griffin won’t miss you.” Pornera mumbled against Kerta’s mouth with the intention of 

kissing her. “If you don’t become mine, I will just have to-”   

The door slid open and Juvo came into the room. She was holding vile of water Illinca had 

given her for Kerta’s rash. Juvo didn’t bother asking herself why she could see the evil spirits. She 

had always been able to see the spiritual realm since she was a child. It was questionable if other 

Vampires and Zombies on Venom had the same gift as she did, but Juvo never talked about it, so 

she never learned if her people were like her or if she was just special. As the years passed, Juvo 

suspected her ability to see the unseen had something to do with her being blind during the day, 

because at night when she could see, she did not see the evil spirits.  

Juvo glanced up with a determined look on her face as she approached the bed. Pornera 

was so distracted with making Kerta weak and pleasing her, she didn’t hear or notice Juvo. 

What Juvo was witnessing was sexually alluring, but Kerta did not appear to be enjoying herself 

anymore. Juvo had been standing outside the cabin for quite some time, listening to the 

conversation between the two women. She had questions, she had concerns, but all of that could 

wait. For now helping her mistress was her top priority. 

“Sorry to interrupt, but my mistress doesn’t belong to you, Raja Pornera. She belongs to 

me. You need to leave.” 

Pornera and Kerta froze and they jerked their heads over to find Juvo standing by the bed 

with the vile of water in her hand. Before either could react, Juvo threw the water on the bodies 

and the moment the water made contact with any part of their skin, both women screamed. Pornera 

leapt off the bed and held her face where the water splashed her. The water evaporated on Kerta’s 

skin and the rash that was spreading ceased in its trail. It spread all the way down to Keta’s hand 

and her right leg.  
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Kerta sat up on the bed, gripping her right leg and groaned in pain. Juvo wasn’t scared of 

the Raja and she quickly sat down next to Kerta on the bed and took the wounded ex-Space Pirate 

into her arms protectively. It wasn’t the smartest thing to do in the middle of what Juvo perceived 

as a lover’s fight, but she didn’t know what else to do.  

“Mistress, are you all right?” Juvo asked in an unexpectedly soft voice. “Did she hurt you?” 

Kerta raised her head and wearily looked into the soft glowing eyes of her servant. She 

opened her mouth and started to tell Juvo she wasn’t okay, but Pornera’s scream made her close 

her mouth and Juvo wince deeply. They were disturbed by the high frequency of the screeching 

Pornera made and as quickly as Pornera yelled, she vanished from sight, leaving the two confused 

women on the bed. 

“You keep strange company, mistress.” Juvo ran a hand through Kerta’s ruffled hair. “Shall 

I help you get ready then?” 

Kerta nodded, grateful for Juvo’s assistance.  

“Could we keep what happened up here between you and me?” Kerta frowned and looked 

down at herself, then back up at Juvo. “I don’t want Neptunium to know about these things. If and 

when I muster the courage to talk about it, I will tell her myself.” 

Juvo touched Kerta lightly on the arm that was plagued and gave it a gentle, reassuring 

squeeze. She knew what had been said too, but for now, Juvo would keep that information to 

herself.  

“Mistress, I will not speak of anything that we discuss unless you order me to. Keep that 

in mind.” 

Kerta clasped Juvo’s hand and held it for a few prolonged seconds before letting Juvo’s 

hand go. “Thank you, Juvo.” Kerta nodded at the bathroom door. “Right. Let’s get me cleaned up 

for her royal highness, Zahr Hera. This visit is not going to be favorable to me at all.” 
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Juvo rolled her eyes, shaking her head. “And who’s fault is that? Given with your kind of 

past and record of delinquencies and criminal felonies in these Clemalls, can you blame the Zahrs 

for treating you coldly?” 

Kerta shrugged. “I’m trying to change. They shouldn’t hold my past over my head. If they’d 

just give me a chance, they’d see I’m not coming to cause trouble, but on official business.” 

Juvo started to gesture in the direction of the bathroom, but stopped suddenly and blinked 

rapidly. She wrapped an arm around her stomach and slightly doubled over in pain. Alarmed, Kerta 

stepped closer and rubbed Juvo’s backside in worry. 

“Juvo?” Kerta dipped her head and watched Juvo’s facial expression change from caution 

to dread. “Juvo?” Kerta stopped rubbing her back and looked her over more thoroughly. “Are you 

all right?”  

Juvo lied and told Kerta she was fine and started to straighten herself, but quickly doubled 

back over and groaned. “Oh. I suddenly do not feel well.” Juvo pressed her lips tightly together. 

“Never mind me, mistress. To reply back to your complaint earlier…” Juvo trailed off and forced 

herself to stand up right. She turned to Kerta and did her best to smile politely.  

“Maybe, just maybe Zahr Hera will overlook your wrongs and welcome you?” Juvo offered 

her arm for Kerta to take. “Come. I will aid you.” 

Kerta frowned. She wasn’t happy Juvo was brushing off what just happened, but she let it 

alone and allowed Juvo to walk her the bathroom. Juvo helped Kerta undress and Kerta stood still, 

watching Juvo tend to her body. When Kerta was completely undressed, Juvo went to go prepare 

a warm bath. Afterwards she signaled for Kerta go into the square pool of rippling water. Kerta 

got comfortable in the water and started to use the cloth to scrub herself, when she suddenly heard 

Juvo run away from the pool and over to the toilet bowl. Kerta froze, looked up and watched in 

horror as Juvo hit her knees, grabbed the toilet bowel, leaned in and vomited hard. Her jaw dropped 

and so did the cloth she was holding.  

“Juvo!”  
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Kerta swam to the front of the square pool and naturally wanted to rise up out of the water 

and go over to her servant. Knowing Kerta was debating on this, Juvo held up her hand to indicate 

that Kerta should not come closer. 

“But, but-” 

Juvo forced the vomit to stop so she could snap her head around over her shoulder to glare 

at Kerta. “I said no! Don’t-” 

There was a loud roiling that sounded from Juvo’s stomach, followed by a gruesome 

rumble. Juvo couldn’t finish telling Kerta to stay away, she feared she’d get sick and make a mess 

on herself and the floor. She whipped her head back around and her entire body unexpectedly 

jerked forward as another pang of nausea overwhelmed her. Kerta didn’t listen. She carefully 

climbed out of the square pool, grabbed a towel to wrap around her body, then quickly came to 

settle down behind Juvo. She pulled back Juvo’s hair and rubbed her back with her hand, hoping 

that would provide the Vampire some comfort. Kerta wasn’t sure how much time passed and she 

didn’t care. She stayed, sitting behind Juvo, bearing each revolting retrench with her and never 

spoke a word. She waited until Juvo was done before letting go of her hair. She scooted back to 

give Juvo some space, then blinked when Juvo also scooted back into her. Juvo sighed and let 

herself relax against Kerta. She cradled her stomach and tried to take slow, deep, steady breaths to 

help ease the nausea. 

“Juvo?” Kerta whispered, bringing up her hands up and placing them over Juvo’s. “I 

think… you should stay behind and let me and Neptunium attend this meeting with Zahr Hera.” 

“No.” Juvo whispered faintly. “I told you I would go with you. I’m your servant and I don’t 

want you and Neptunium to be without protection.” 

Kerta frowned slightly, considering the benefits of taking Juvo and her current condition. 

“But you’re sick. For whatever reason, you are not well and I can’t take you with me and risk you 

getting sicker.” 

“Mistress, I am fine. It must have been something I ate.”  
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Kerta watched Juvo try and to sit up straight and lean forward to get up, but the sudden 

movement made Juvo dangerously queasy. 

“Ugh.” Juvo clutched at her stomach with one hand and quickly put the other hand over 

her mouth hearing another gurgle from her stomach. “O-On second thought…”  

Juvo’s stomach muscles tightened and she almost got sick, but she kept the hand over her 

mouth and was too determined to not vomit. Kerta smirked seeing Juvo lean backwards and slump 

into her chest. “I think I will stay behind. In bed, with a puke bucket.” Juvo muttered behind her 

hand, waiting for the sensation to pass.  

“You will stay in my cabin.” 

Juvo lowered her hand away from her mouth and down to join its partner on the stomach. 

She shut her eyes and subtly nodded her head to show she was in agreement with the decision. 

“I do not know if this is the Raja’s work or something else.” 

Juvo looked over her shoulder and into the worried eye of her mistress. “What do you think 

it is then if not that? I was fine a moment ago, I didn’t feel sick at all.” Juvo tilted her head and her 

gaze dropped to the floor. “Then it came so quickly, I just fell apart and now I’m like this. If it is 

a Raja, any Raja, I wouldn’t be surprised. I did throw holy water on Raja Pornera.” 

Kerta’s face scrunched in worry. “Raja Pornera specializes in sexual immortally, not 

sickness.” 

Juvo took a deep breath, then pressed her lips tightly together. She fell silent for a few 

seconds and when the urge to vomit passed and continued. “Meaning what?” 

“Let me explain. By default, the Ragas and Rajas can do anything. They can shapeshift, 

cause calamity, blight anyone with infirmities as they see fit. At the same time, Ragas and Rajas 

pride themselves for focusing on a core talent. In some cases, multiple talents. Illness and the forms 

thereof, is not Raja Pornera’s field of expertise.” 
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“You’re sure she wouldn’t do it just to spite me?” Juvo asked, shutting her eyes as she 

began to pant. “Because there’s no way I earned her favor when I doused her in that holy water.”  

Kerta shook her head. “No. She wouldn’t concern herself with such minor matters. Now, 

if it was a STD of some sort, she would be up for that, but I am under the impression you do not 

have a STD. Do you have any you know of?” 

Juvo quieted her breathing and managed to shake her head. “N-No. That Geokiin who 

raped me is the only person I have sexually been exposed to. Mistress Illinca had me checked 

shortly after she took me in. I do not have a STD.” 

Kerta nodded, then blinked, recalling something important. “Speaking of Raja Pornera, her 

presence isn’t on the ship, I would feel it and she’s defiantly gone. Since this isn’t a STD, I hope 

it’s just a virus or like you said earlier, something you ate.”  

Kerta risked showing Juvo affection. She stroked Juvo’s upset torso with caring hands and 

then patted it adoringly. To her delight and surprise, Juvo elevated her hands, then slowly settled 

them over hers.  

Juvo tipped her head back into Kerta’s chest and let out a tense, weary sigh. “I’m sorry 

mistress.” She whispered. “I don’t normally get sick like this unless I’ve been exposed to strong 

odors of vegetables or potent spices.” Juvo shut her mouth and swallowed back what tried to come 

up her throat. “I suddenly feel weak and like I could faint.” Juvo gripped Kerta’s hands and 

squeezed them hard. “Mistress.” There was swallow, then a tremor. “I’m… I’m scared.” 

“Why?” 

“Because I don’t know what is causing this or why I am having such a hard time with it. It 

makes me feel helpless, exposed to my enemies and it is very unsettling feeling.” 

Kerta shushed Juvo and in an unexpected flash of fondness, she nuzzled Juvo’s cheek.  

“Let’s get you to my bed, all right dove?” 

Juvo nodded and opened her eyes a little so she could look at Kerta properly. “I think that 

would help. Thank you, mistress.” 
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Kerta carefully helped Juvo to her feet and let her lean on her for support. Juvo was limp, 

practically lifeless. Kerta didn’t want to drag her to the bed, so she gently swept Juvo up into her 

arms and carried her to the bed. She didn’t want Juvo to get sick on her nice clothes, so she 

undressed Juvo down to her under garments, then dressed the Vampire in light casual clothes. She 

settled Juvo in the bed and brought her a trash bin for her to use in case she got sick again. Kerta 

didn’t leave Juvo’s side for the longest time. She sat down next to her on the bed and brushed the 

sweaty mattered hair out of Juvo’s face and continued to pet her until Juvo’s glowing eyes fluttered 

shut. 

“Mistress.” She whispered. “I am sorry I cannot be of use to you. I know I am supposed to 

be your shield on this journey.” She muttered, finally starting to feel herself getting drowsy. 

Kerta chuckled softly and shook her head. “Dove, you are fine. If anything I’m sorry I can’t 

be of you use to you and Neelif Illinca.” Kerta’s features saddened. “I’m not heroine material, I’m 

not good at being dependable. I’m trying really hard Juvo. I really am.” 

Kerta leaned over and kissed Juvo on the cheek. “Just rest today. Your comfort and health 

is important to me. I am ordering you to relax and you will not leave this bed until you are better 

or must have to. Got it?” 

Juvo swallowed, took a deep breath, then slowly exhaled through her nostrils. “O-Okay.” 

Kerta continued to stroke through Juvo hair until she heard Juvo’s breathing pattern 

deepen. She was finally asleep. Kerta sighed in relief, then gave her friend a worried look. 

“What’s wrong dove? Why are you so sick? I know not the reason, but I promise I’ll hurry 

back and take good care of you. I’m actually quite good at caring for the well-being of others.”  

Kerta tucked the edges of blankets around Juvo’s shoulders, then rose up off the bed. She 

quietly removed herself so she could finish getting ready. Juvo remained sound asleep and wasn’t 

bothered by the noise Kerta made in the background. Kerta finished her bath and came out of the 

bathroom in a towel. She sat on the chair in front of the dresser and studied her serious expression 

in the mirror for quite some time.  
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She took unhurried breathes, thinking about what had happened earlier between her and 

Pornera and she flinched at the fowl memory of seeing herself grab at Pornera’s buttocks and moan 

her name. Kerta cringed again when another bitter memory surfaced, this time reminding her of 

Pornera’s taunting, words that spoke to her in ways no person should know. Eventually Kerta’s 

gaze traveled to Juvo on the bed and after studying the exhausted expression on Juvo’s face, Kerta 

slowly lowered her gaze away from the bed and down to the surface of the dresser. 

“Here I am, supposed to be a woman of my word and I’m behaving like this?” Kerta held 

her forehead and groaned. “I am genuinely worried about Juvo and I do care for her as a friend 

should, yet my body has these desires for her, similar to how I burn for Neptunium. These people 

trust me to honor their bodies, their feelings, their boundaries, yet I desire to take them like I would 

one of my whores.” Kerta’s shoulders slumped and she found herself growing anxious. “This isn’t 

okay. I don’t want have sex with them and make them a lover. I just want female friends.” Kerta 

clenched her fists on her lap and squinted harder at the object on the dresser. “Why can’t I just 

have friends? Why won’t Pornera let me have that?” Kerta leaned forward, eyebrows furrowing. 

“Avril Tryst wouldn’t do this to me. He allows pure affection in friendships. He allows people to 

be soulmates of the same sex and opposite sex too, but they don’t have to have a under motive like 

Raja Pornera does. Sex isn’t even involved.”  

Kerta wanted a voice, a spirit, preferably the ones she had heard in dreams. Like Chalice, 

but sadly, silence only answered. Kerta sat there, staring at the hair accessories, internally inflicted 

at the issue she blamed herself for. Annoyed, Kerta reached for a comb and as she began to brush 

out the knots of her wet hair, her eye looked up to the ceiling of her cabin. She cleared her throat 

softly, then called upon her software. 

“PIT?” Kerta muttered, looking back down at her reflection.  

“Yes operator?” 

“Juvo is sick. If she gets worse during my time away let me know at once. Make sure you 

stay with her while Neptunium and I are seeing to business, all right? Don’t leave her side.” 

“Understood. I will cease in dinner preparation and come to your cabin.”  
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Kerta put the comb down and looked over her shoulder at the slumbering woman on the 

bed. Juvo’s body was visibly distraught and the expression on her face not peaceful.  

‘At least she’s sleeping and not vomiting.’ 

Kerta continued to get dressed and when she was done, she made sure to turn off all the 

lights except the LED light that softly expelled its hue from under the bed and the bottom of the 

lamps on the end tables. They were dim, so Kerta was confident the rays wouldn’t disturb Juvo. 

PIT entered the cabin in his humanoid shell just as Kerta was leaving it. She greeted him and gave 

him a brief overview of what happened. PIT noted the incident and logged it in his RAM drive. 

“I will oversee the ship and watch over your servant. If her condition worsens, I will 

contact you and inform you accordingly.” 

Kerta nodded, then quietly made her way towards the elevator. She was wearing her former 

space pirate outfit, feathered hat, knee high boots and signature belt. She had filled out over the 

years, so some areas were tighter than others, such as the shoulders and waistline, but Kerta was 

fine with that. She wasn’t dressing to impress, she had a job to do and didn’t mind if Hera found 

her style revolting. There were few people in Kerta’s life whose opinions of her mattered. One was 

blind and patiently waiting for her to join her downstairs, another was babysitting her Safari 

companions and the other was sick in her bed, unable to accompany her to the meeting. 
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CHAPTER 4: LIBERATE 

 

ERTA FOUND NEPTUNIUM in the kitchen, still struggling 

to find the cabinets were the glasses were. She winced and remembered how 

she sent Neptunium away so she could confront Pornera in secret. She rubbed 

her neck as she approached the struggling woman and gradually opened the 

cabinet Neptunium was patting on. 

“Ahoy Neptunium. Need some help?” 

Neptunium glanced up and beamed. Kerta slid her gloved hand down over Neptunium’s 

arm, then gradually brought their hands down to waist level.  

“I um… didn’t think to tell you where the glasses are. Forgive me, I should have asked PIT 

to bring me the water.” 

“You smell fresh, and whatever cologne you are wearing it’s very tempting.” Neptunium 

smirked. “It is a shame Bellamy is not here with us. I think he’d melt in your arms smelling such 

a scent.” 

K 
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Kerta laughed softly, then squeezed Neptunium’s hand gently. “Aye. He would. It’s his 

favorite thing to do. Falling into my arms that is.” Kerta pulled Neptunium away from the cabinets 

and started to guide her out of the kitchen and to the elevator. “We need to get going. I can do 

without the water.”  

Kerta paused and allowed Neptunium to draw closer. She watched her pat her arm and 

smiled when the curious Safari leaned in to sniff the sleeve. 

“Do I smell that good?” 

“Yes.” Neptunium looped her arm with Kerta’s, then using her free hand, she raised it high, 

then brought it down on the front of Kerta’s face. “You’re worried. What’s wrong?” 

Kerta started walking towards the elevator and kept Neptunium close. The doors slid apart 

and they stepped inside. She waited for the elevator to move them downward to the Hanger Bay 

before answering Neptunium’s question.  

“Juvo fell ill suddenly and I am sad she cannot attend the meeting with us. But more 

importantly, I have been giving serious thought about becoming a follower of Avril Tryst.” 

Neptunium smiled. “That’s wonderful, Zentha. I am looking forward to the day you declare 

him as your Savior.” 

Kerta sighed, shaking her head. “I don’t know even know where to start, how to begin, or 

what I should even say to him.” 

Neptunium looked up and titled her head to the side. “Start from the beginning. Be honest 

and go to him as you are, not as someone you’re not.”  

Kerta turned to Neptunium and found herself watching the blind Safari. Berkelium’s words 

suddenly echoed through her head. The words that made her cringe and look away in shame. 
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“You can fool them, but Griffin is assuring me in my spirit that you are not right with him 

or the other members of the Godhead. And although I think your love for my sahah is genuine, 

your intentions with her is not.” 

“What… What are you implying?” 

“Your infatuated with my sahah. Admit it. And I don’t mean in a cute admiration kind of 

way.” 

“That is none of your business.” 

“Oh yes, it is. If she thinks you’re worthy to be her best friend and you’re having forbidden 

thoughts and desires for her, it surely is my business Kerta.” 

“What I feel for Neptunium is-” 

“Lust. Under the genuine, sincere non-sexual affection there is devil in secret. And is 

name—is Lust.” 

  

 

Kerta swallowed with difficulty and when dared to open her mouth and confess her sexual 

frustrations and the lingering crush she wished would leave, nothing came out of her mouth. She 

tried to say it, she tried to let Neptunium know her true feelings and explain her struggle to suppress 

a sexual attraction she felt for her, but nothing happened. She stood there against the wall, holding 

her head, staring at her with a conflicted, torn expression on her face while Neptunium remained 

calm, quiet and completely peaceful.   

“Kerta?” Neptunium softly asked, turning her head to look right at her. “What aren’t you 

telling me? Juvo isn’t what has you distressed. I am sure her falling ill has saddened you, maybe 

even frustrated you, but that’s not the reason you’re behaving strangely around me, is it?” 
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Kerta’s eye widened and her mouth fell open once again. There it was. The opportunity to 

admit the truth, but all that followed was more silence. Neptunium looked down at the floor, then 

slowly raised her gaze up and set her soft eyes on Kerta. 

“You can tell me when you’re ready. Although, I already suspect the issue.” 

Kerta bit her lower lip in worry and felt herself break into a cold sweat. “If you know…” 

She paused and took a quick breath. “Why are you treating me so kind? Why aren’t you calling 

me out on it? Why aren’t you going to tell me I’m going to Hell for it?” 

Neptunium continued to study the woman across from her and remained silent. They held 

eye contact and Neptunium never broke her smile. Kerta was subtly hyperventilating and looked 

completely devastated. Neptunium knew the truth already. Kerta was sure of it. What didn’t make 

any sense was Neptunium’s reaction. She wasn’t behaving the way Kerta imagined and this 

puzzled her. 

“Neptunium.” She whispered, slowly walking toward her. “Don’t you hate me? Doesn’t it 

disgust you?”  

Kerta was standing almost perfectly in font of Neptunium, but she didn’t have the courage 

to go any closer. Parting her mouth, Neptunium gave Kerta a bright smile, then giggled softly. 

“And what would I gain by yelling at you? Or telling you the obvious when you are already aware 

of what consequences will follow if you don’t change?” Neptunium lost her smile. “Kerta, let me 

be clear on something. In any situation when confronting someone who has a lifestyle, habit or 

hobby that is contradictive to the holiness of Griffin, you need to realize there is difference when 

I say I hate the vice, not you. I like you, I adore you, but I cannot approve of vice—any vice. It’s 

not hard, but so many people react in anger, call it a hate crime and invasion of their personal free 

will.” Neptunium crossed her arms. “And yet if Griffin didn’t let them know it was wrong, if 

Griffin didn’t act and send witnesses and prophets, on that soul’s judgement day they could easily 

accuse the Godhead of failing them and thus, setting them up for failure. If Griffin doesn’t fight 

for what is right, for what is good, sound, pure and true, he’s not much of a King and neither is his 

son. What King, what ruler, what true noble warrior doesn’t stand up and fight for their own and 

the laws of their land?” 
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Kerta blinked and looked down, then back up at Neptunium. “I… I never looked at it that 

way. So are you saying, this is all perception on what the Godhead is doing, as opposed to what 

we, humanity thinks the Godhead is doing.” 

Neptunium nodded briefly, then sighed. “Yes. Free will is present, which complicates 

things, but only to a certain point. Griffin, Chalice and Avril do not delight in telling someone at 

the end of their life that they must go to Hell, but they can only make that call if the person makes 

it clear they’re not interested in holiness or the laws of Griffin. If Griffin steps away and says 

nothing, sends no warnings, doesn’t speak out whatsoever and people die and were never told their 

vice was wrong, he is not fit to judge the universe. He is not fit to be a King. He doesn’t even have 

the right to tell us vice is wrong if that’s how he’s going to view his creation.” Neptunium nodded 

at Kerta and swayed herself from side to side. “Do I do like your vice or what vice represents in 

general? No. I do not like it. I do not like how it twists everything the Godhead has set forth as 

holy and makes it unholy. I do not like how it deceives minds of people into thinking there’s 

nothing wrong with the strange fire they play with. But I mainly don’t like it because once devils 

are done using it against a person, they are able to drag that person to Hell. Also let it be known I 

don’t like Hell for two reasons.” The elevator dinged and Neptunium stepped around Kerta 

slightly. She stopped by her shoulder and gave it a gentle pat. “It’s not the obvious either. Fire, 

pain and torment is a given. It is written that will be present in Hell, but it’s the thought of knowing 

Hell will separate me from the Godhead and what I believed was true, was in fact a lie from a devil 

and I will be surrounded by other people who also believed in truths that were also lies and can 

never escape it.” 

Kerta frowned. “Escape? Escape from what? Hell?” 

“No.” Neptunium stepped forward and left the elevator. She glanced over her shoulder and 

looked at Kerta. “Escape the lies that sent them to Hell.” 

Kerta exited the elevator and joined Neptunium in the Hanger Bay. She rubbed her arm 

with the rash and flinched feeling the burn start to rise.  
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“So, if this is based on perception, is it safe to assume most people would never agree with 

the Godhead’s views on certain topics because devils have convinced their victims that vice is safe 

and better to have?” 

Neptunium linked her arm with Kerta’s and tugged her close. She nuzzled Kerta’s shoulder 

and smiled up at her. Kerta didn’t feel like she deserved Neptunium’s kindness or her respect, but 

she was glad to see Neptunium had not rejected her either. 

“Zentha, everyone reserves the right to perspective and may have their perception on 

something, but it doesn’t change the facts of the law of Griffin. Ultimately, they are the original 

and are pure in their thinking. They designed us and the universe as we know it. They want people 

to be saved Kerta and are kind enough to let us know that. It’s sad that many people of our species 

choose to react in ignorance and anger rather then humility and understanding. How will you 

react?” 

As the women neared the end of the Hanger Bay and PIT naturally released the latches. 

There was a hiss, then the plates of metal slid open. The women stood, arms hooked, gazing at 

each other in a comfortable silence. The colorful city lights of Pagóni Clemall filled the Hanger 

Bay and caught Kerta’s attention. She bent her head and cupped Neptunium’s face with her hand. 

“I think I will react cautiously and follow through with what I said.” Kerta made smiled 

slightly. “It isn’t ideal for the Ragas or Rajas. It probably will be hard for me to transition, but I’m 

going to make things right Neptunium. Will you...” Kerta shut her eye for a prolonged ten seconds, 

but when she opened it, a fresh coat of tears spilled down her face. “Will you please forgive me 

for lusting after you? I didn’t mean to lust. I didn’t want to originally. I know my feelings for you 

as a friend was and still is genuine, but at the same time I was entertaining certain thoughts. You’re 

married, a mother, a Zentha to Lithium and not mine. Even if sex between members of the same 

gender was allowed in the eyes of the Godhead, you’re married to someone else. My vice clearly 

doesn’t want to respect that boundary and I am so sorry.” Kerta sighed, let go of Neptunium’s face 

and took a cowardly step back. “And as much as I just want to love you as a friend and keep our 

friendship where it is, this vice I have wants to become your lover instead and that is not why I 

became your friend. I have lovers, more than I can count. I should be satisfied with them, but I’m 

not. I always want more and… and…” Kerta trailed off and held her head in frustration. “I keep 
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having these thoughts every time I look at you. Sometimes of Juvo too, but it’s mainly you. I hate 

that I do that, I hate myself for even going that route with either of you, but I just can’t seem to 

stop myself. You know before we left for this journey I told those evil spirits I was done with 

them.” 

“You did?” 

“Aye. I did. I told them I’ve decided to give Avril Tryst a chance and our ties were done, 

but they still come at me and expect me to keep behaving like I’ve always done.” Kerta half turned 

to Neptunium, but she didn’t look at her. She kept her gaze on the ground. “How do I fix this?” 

Neptunium’s features relaxed hearing that. She stepped back, put some distance between 

the two of them and her put hands on her hips. “Good job Kerta. I’m proud of you. I know that 

wasn’t easy for you to say, so thank you for finally saying it. Shall I lead you to Tryst?” She offered 

her hand to Kerta. “As we walk to the great hall of Zahr Hera? Or do you want to wait and put it 

off?” Neptunium tapped her cheek in thought. “But if I were you, I would go to Tyrst now.  2 

Korinthíous 6: 2 says, ‘For he saith, I have heard thee in a time accepted and in the day of salvation 

have I succoured thee: behold, now is the accepted time; behold, now is the day of salvation.’” 

Kerta frowned and rubbed the back of her head. “What does that even mean, Neptunium?” 

Neptunium grinned. “It means, you shouldn’t hesitate. You and I never know what the 

future holds. What if, just what if you leave this spaceship, walk outside and collapse and die 

because your heart gives out? In this hypothetical scenario, I have told you about salivation and 

urged you to get saved, but you put it off, thinking you have all the time to spare. You go 

somewhere, you run into an enemy you’ve made, your health plummets suddenly and you drop 

dead. Your intentions were well, you were going to do it, but didn’t. That is why that verse is so 

crucial. If you treat every second as your last and just call on Tryst while you have the energy and 

health to do it, you secure yourself spiritually. If you don’t,” Neptunium shrugged. “then you must 

shoulder the consequences of that on your judgement day. I know that sounds a little unfair, but I 

say why hesitate? What is stopping you Kerta? Your pride? Fear?” Kerta opened her mouth, but 

Neptunium shook her hand, cutting her off. “It doesn’t matter what is stopping you, it’s simply 

winning and I don’t like that. Look, no one, not even the devils who stalk you can force you to do 
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something you don’t give them power to do or don’t want to do for yourself. Likewise, I can’t 

force you to get saved. I can encourage you and if I was you, a person with your struggles and 

spiritual stress, I would get saved first, then visit the Zahr.” 

Kerta ran a hand through her hair and started to laugh. “You know what?” Kerta swept 

Neptunium off her feet and swayed her around a few times before coming to a still. Kerta bent her 

head down and grinned hearing Neptunium giggle. “Zahr Hera can wait. You leading me to Tryst 

is far more important right now.” 

Kerta turned around and walked over to a convenient table with chairs outside of a 

workshop. The doors remained opened for a few more minutes, but when PIT detected that his 

operator and guest hadn’t left the Hanger Bay, he closed the doors to keep intruders out and his 

inhabitants safe. Kerta set Neptunium down on a chair, then she sat across from her. She rested 

her elbows on the surface top and found herself anxious and slightly nervous. 

“So. How exactly do I do this? Is there a sacrifice I have to give them?” 

Neptunium blinked, gave a small laugh, then shook her head. “What? Zentha, that’s the 

best part about this. You don’t have to give them things. They just want your heart and for you to 

understand that Tryst is truly Griffin’s only begotten son. Tryst was our sacrifice and he offered 

himself of his own will. No one forced him to do it, he wanted to do it.” Neptunium reached across 

the table and gently placed her calm hands over Kerta’s trembling ones. “Don’t do this if you’re 

just trying to get out of going to Hell. Don’t do this is you’re trying to earn my favor. Do this for 

you and because you want to have a real, personal relationship with a real deity. Is that what you 

want, Kerta?” 

Kerta nodded with some strain and felt her rash starting to burn again. It ached terribly and 

it itched. She ignored it, kept her stare locked on Neptunium’s face and listened to her talk. In the 

corners of the Hanger Bay, in the quiet of the shadows, Kerta could feel them. She could literally 

sense every glare, hear every snarl and hear every bitter, venomous comment the devils were 

saying about her. There were spirits present that Kerta had never served or cared to serve. Why 

had they come? Why did they tear into her subconscious and join the attack? Kerta wasn’t sure, 

but their deep, twisted voices were disturbing to hear. Their incoherent drones had influence 
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behind them and the effects left Kerta feeling numb and quite paralyzed. She tried to move her 

arms, shift her weight in the chair, but was unable to budge. Her breathing was cut in half and she 

started to panic because she could no longer breathe in air steadily. Every inhale was a fight and 

each exhale was smothered by an unseen force of pressure and pain. 

Kerta could hear Neptunium, but it was hard to receive what she was saying over the 

condescending remarks the devils were screaming. These cries were not audible, they were silent 

and only heard in the depths of her mind and it was very overwhelming to endure. Kerta was sitting 

there, perfectly calm outwardly before Neptunium, but inwardly she was yelling and thrashing 

violently. 

  

Javion Raga the of Murder. 

Pólemos the Raga Of War. 

Mageía the Raga Of Witchcraft. 

Laimargía the Raga Of Gluttony. 

Sýnchysi the Raga Of Confusion. 

Pornea the Raja Of Sexual Immorality. 

Klopí the Raja Of Theft. 

Thánatos the Raja Of Death. 

Lagneía the Raja Of Lust. 

  

All of them were there, slowly creeping from the shadows on purpose and towards the table 

where Neptunium was sitting with their host. 
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“Leave… me… alone.” Kerta was forced to mumble and speak through hard pressed lips. 

She wanted to shout the statement, not utter it, but she couldn’t break free of the parallelism that 

weighed her down. “I… don’t… want you.” 

The devils did not stop approaching the table, but as they drew closer, all but a few of them 

shifted their physique into something else. Javion transformed into a creature. He no longer looked 

humanoid and bore the appearance of a Megarachne Servinei, a genus of eurypterid. Kerta had 

always feared arachnids and any species from their families. Javion’s new form confused Kerta, 

for she knew him as a Raga who specialized in murder. His most terrifying appearance in the past 

standing before her stepped in blood. Kerta didn’t know where the blood was coming from, or how 

he could channel it to cycle over his body, but he did and she never flinched at that. Now he was 

a spider and she was terrified. It was a shame she couldn’t move her mouth more or she would 

have screamed. 

Pólemos remained humanoid, but his skin was rotted, decaying and falling off his bone 

frame. He was wrapped from head to the soles of his feet. His eyes were round—too round to be 

considered normal and sunken in his hallowed face. Mageía was wearing a full body robe with his 

chest completely exposed. His nipples were pierced and there were distinctive arc designs on his 

face, arms and chest. They were glowing blood red. Apart from these features, Mageía appeared 

perfectly normal. He snapped a finger and produced a radiant wooden staff, with star symbols with 

a circle around them. These images were embedded down the entire staff. He grinned at Kerta and 

instantly a lone pupil split eyeballs formed in the middle of the star symbols and simply stared at 

Kerta. They taunting her with their staring and even though they had mouth to speak out of, the 

eyes began to utter curses, mockeries and blasphemies against Kerta and all the members of the 

Godhead. 

Laimargía was quite large, tall as the ceiling of the Hanger Bay and so overweight he was 

practically a giant blob of mush. He moved toward Kerta easily, as his body was immortal and not 

hindered by the terrible effects of being obese. Nothing about him changed except the middle of 

his torso. He formed a mouth with razor sharp, jagged teeth. The tongue to this mouth was slimy 

and was an abnormal color Kerta couldn’t comprehend. Just like the eye balls on the staff that 

spewed slander, the mouth in Laimargía’s torso mirrored the same behavior. Kerta was starting to 
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feel the pressure of the verbal abuse, but she wasn’t allowed to put her hands over her ears. The 

numbness she suffered, as well as the fiery ache of her rash rendered her useless. All she could do 

was sit, flinch and communicate her discomfort through tiny, soft grunts. 

Sýnchysi was twisted, appearing as his default gender, but also as the opposite sex. He was 

a man, but he did three direct things that Kerta saw him do from the corner of her eye. He had the 

face of a man, the hair of a woman, the frame of a man, the walk and mannerisms as a woman and 

dressed as a woman. Kerta knew Sýnchysi specialized in confusion. Meaning, she understood that 

his sole purpose was to not make sense, but never did she think he would go so far as to advertise 

gender diversity. Something like this shouldn’t have bothered Kerta. In fact, Kerta was certain 

gender diversity in the community never bothered her. It wasn’t her thing, she didn’t understand 

it and never had a desire to serve Sýnchysi. She found his methods useless and pointless and she 

for one wanted to keep her sexuality code of gender and felt other people should too, because 

outside of two genders, life wouldn’t make sense.  

Life as she knew it naturally, would become questioned and that would mean she’d be 

required to accept something that people put in place verses an actual creator who thought of the 

idea from the start. She shouldn’t have been shocked to see Sýnchysi coming at her in that way, 

but ever since she had been thinking more about Avril Tryst, everything the spirits had taught her 

and convinced her was normal, she suddenly had a reckless impulse to scream the opposite and 

seeing Sýnchysi’s as her ideal “woman”, but knowing he was still a man completely disgusted her. 

Coming in from the left and the right of the Hanger Bay was Pornea and Lagneía. They 

were normal in their appearances too, but their crimson eyes with black slit pupils were the most 

terrifying part on their faces. The red color itself was too intense to be considered a normal hue 

color. Both women were naked and genuinely did appear as Kerta’s perfect type of sexual woman. 

Tall, slender, toned and seductive eyes. Pornera decided to be a Troll, while Lagneía choose to be 

a Human. They were stunning, they were desirous to gaze upon and instead of approaching Kerta 

from behind, they stalked towards the front, right directly behind Neptunium’s chair.  

They wanted her to see them and knew she couldn’t turn her head at the moment, so it 

seemed befitting to only let Kerta suffer spasms of yearning and watch her face crumble. The 
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temptation was there, the urge to give in was overwhelming, but Kerta tried her best to keep a 

steady gaze on Neptunium—not the evil spirits. 

Klopí altered herself and became an insect creature. She prided herself for being able to 

replica the Scolopendra, a genus of Millipede arthropods. Her assorted limbs were arms from every 

race and the tips of the paws where hands from every race. Her face was split down the middle. 

One face was happy, the other was sad and each face continuously moaned. The happy face cried 

out for blood, the sad face demanded Kerta kill and bring it virgin sacrifices. Kerta was already 

unsettled by Ekrand’s form. Klopí’s two faces and the arms and hands from the universal races of 

humanity she was using sent Kerta into shock. She couldn’t move her body, but if she could, she 

would have doubled over and screamed. For the first time in her life, Kerta was scared. She was 

beyond petrified and just wanted the torment to stop. 

Thánatos did not go out of her way to disturb Kerta. She let her associates do that. She kept 

back, stayed in the shadowy corner of the Hanger Bay and changed her clothes form casual, to an 

executioner outfit. She had a hood on that masked her face, outlining her eye sockets, nose and 

mouth. On her back was scythe, stained in blood and the blood dripped slowly from the rusted 

blade continuously. She focused on showing Kerta all the brutal, phycological ways Kerta could 

die. This was all done in the subconscious of Kerta’s mind and at the end of each sequence of 

death, she showed Kerta the same vision of being dragged away in chains by other evil spirits to a 

fiery pit. In this place, there was no peace, no hope, no light. It was dark, like a cave, but it was 

also on fire. There was no sky. Instead, there was a rift, a defined gap that separated Kerta from 

another unique section that was sealed off for some strange reason. Kerta was being pushed 

somewhere, but she still managed to look over the heads of her persecutors at the rift. From what 

Kerta could tell there were no inhabitants in that area, but there were two men dressed in elegant 

armor with flaming swords at their sides and majestic wings on their backs. 

They made eye contact with Kerta and became sad as they watched the evil spirits force 

her into a holding cell. They stood at the entrance of their location and right before Kerta was 

tossed into the cell, she saw something nailed to the archway above them. It was a golden white 

plaque that read: 
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Location: אֹול  שְׁ

Grounds: Paradise 

Residents: 0 

  

The part where the evil spirits threw Kerta into a cell also had a sign. Their plaque was not 

embroidered in gold and made of the finest minerals. It was rotten wood that was burned, charred 

crisp and barely holding together. This plaque read: 

  

Location: אֹול  שְׁ

Grounds: Hades 

Residents: 999, 888, 777, 666 

  

In all the circumstances Thánatos caused, Kerta always saw the two men with wings and 

always read the two signs and each time another visual came close to ending she would hear such 

ear-piercing screams of anguish, it made her physically sick to her stomach. The agony from what 

Kerta reasoned was other souls, such as herself, rang so loud, Kerta nearly believed the visions she 

was seeing were happening to her in real time.  

Eventually, she also started to scream along with the others and the pain she experienced 

in her cell was nothing compared to what the evil spirits caused her. They were always allowed to 

torture her, bully her and cause her extreme levels of pain, but even having to endure such 

treatment, Kerta wasn’t dying from any of it. She at least thought she’d be given the grace to just 

die, but to her shock… death never happened. She remained alive in these visions, she underwent 

these heartless, indescribable forms of suffering and no longer could separate the visions from her 

reality in the Hanger Bay. It was all meshed together and if she dared to come out of it, if she dared 
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to fight against the paralysis keeping her captive, she got to see the hideous faces of the devils in 

the physical and her temptations, all staring her down and grinning at her. 

Kerta was finally allowed to double over at the table, but that was only due to Klopí using 

one of her “hands” to slap Kerta upside her head. Kerta’s upper body remained sprawled out on 

the table and shook every few seconds. The smack stung, almost as bad as the rash on her body. 

The cursed rash that had started out so minor, had spread in a short amount of time. Before it was 

just on her neck and a little down her arm, now it had spread to the other arm, across her entire 

face, down both legs and was seeping its venom deep into the fibers of her muscles.  

No matter where Kerta looked or where she tried to run in her subconscious, fire followed 

and the utterings of the devils haunted her. Neptunium narrowed her eyes and gave the devils that 

were harassing her Zentha a defying glare. She saw the evil spirits clearly through her blindness 

and did not fear the evil that loomed over Kerta’s shoulders, backside and from the shadows. Right 

in front of the devils, she gripped Kerta’s hand firmly and did her best to give Kerta emotional 

support. 

“Kerta, listen to me. Try to focus on my voice.” Neptunium tugged on Kerta’s hand. It 

twitched uncontrollably along with the rest of her body. Neptunium pursued her lips together in 

frustration, then tried to call to Kerta again. “This is all a distraction. I know it doesn’t look or feel 

like a distraction, but that’s all it is. In order for you to be saved, you must physically confess with 

your mouth, but these petty devils are numbing you and silencing your mouth on purpose because 

they know what will happen if you confess Tryst as your Lórdon and Sotíras.” 

Kerta did not reply and she was unable to lift her head to look at Neptunium properly. She 

grunted to show she was listening, but even her grunt was pitiful and barely recognized. Neptunium 

ignored the fanged grins and the cackling of mockery from the devils and tried to encourage Kerta 

to try again. 

“If you cry out in your mind for Tryst to help you, He will. If you let them pressure you 

and give into what you’re feeling and seeing, they will succeed in killing you Kerta, but if you 

have faith that Tryst can stop this, you can defeat Canicious and these devils.” 
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Kerta didn’t have anything else to lose. If she was going crazy, she’d rather be crazy on 

her terms and not the evil spirits she once thought were her friends. Kerta was still very much 

losing air and unable to focus clearly, but she could feel Neptunium’s hand on hers, squeezing it 

tightly. While Kerta shouted out to the Godhead to help her open her mouth, Neptunium started 

quoting scripture. She knew it would anger the evil spirits and possibly make them lose interests 

in Kerta and turn their attention onto her. Neptunium was okay with that, if it would help Kerta 

open her mouth.  

“ ‘But what saith it? The word is nigh thee, even in thy mouth and in thy heart: that is, the 

word of faith, which we preach. That if thou shalt confess with thy mouth the Lórdon Avril and 

shalt believe in thine heart that Theos hath raised him from the dead, thou shalt be saved. For with 

the heart aw-dom believeth unto righteousness; and with the mouth confession is made unto 

salvation. For the scripture saith, “Whosoever believeth on him shall not be ashamed.” For there 

is no difference between the Jew and the Greek, for the same Lórdon over all is rich unto all that 

call upon him. For whosoever shall call upon the name of the Lord shall be saved.’. Kerta, trust 

Griffin to help you! You can do this!”  

The devils slowly turned their heads and set their cold, piercing stares on Neptunium.  

“Stop making sense to her! Stop making sense to her!” They shouted. 

  The more Kerta cried out for Theos and the longer Neptunium prayed, the devils began to 

scream, cry and desolate one by one. 

“You think you’re so cool, don’t you Safari?!” Klopí hated hearing the Holy Scriptures. 

All her siblings did. 

“Shut her up! Try to get her to stop praying to Griffin!” Thanatos demanded, covering her 

ears with her hands. She pressed the palms of her hands hard into her ears, but she could still hear 

Neptunium praying. 

“Okay. Let’s see if the (----) likes this!” Klopí left Kerta for the moment and tried to slither 

closer to Neptunium, with all the wrong intentions to strangle her throat, but then something 

unexpected happened. Kerta spoke. It wasn’t a loud decoration, it wasn’t powerful or remotely 
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confident, but she managed to raise her head off the table and say two three words the devils 

dreaded. 

“Tryst… save… me…” Kerta was very light headed and felt she was going to throw up. 

She swallowed a hard lump and stretched her hand out across the table and gripped Neptunium in 

desperation. The pressure she felt weighing her down lifted, but didn’t go away entirely. Kerta 

took that as a sign to try and really speak what was on her heart. Whimpering softly, Kerta called 

out to Avril Tryst a second time. “Avril, I know I am a vicer and I have viced. Forgive me of my 

vice, please save me. I do believe Tryst is the Son of Griffin.” Her breath was shaky, as if someone 

held onto her throat. She found it hard to swallow, tears blurring her vision as Kerta tried to 

complete her prayer. “Griffin, I beg of you. Make me your disciple. I want to be under your care.” 

Neptunium’s eyes snapped towards the demon that went to restrict Kerta’s throat. She 

squeezed her eyes shut and pressed the back of Kerta’s limp hand to her lips. Her heart ached for 

her friend, clasping her fingers over her firmly. “Griffin, save my friend. Save her.”  

A piercingly bright beam of light shot from above and collided into the hanger bay. 

Screeches of devils and demons alike rang through the room before dissipating. Kerta’s eye, 

though it wavered and blurred, found what looked to be ashes raining from the ceiling.  

Neptunium also gazed at the ashes in confusion, watching a particular one landing on the 

shoulder of a beautiful man. Once it even got close to him it crumbled into nothing. The man 

glowed beyond comprehension. On his lap Kerta wheezed and he lovingly cradled Kerta’s limp 

head.  

“You’ve done well to call on me, Kerta.” The man said with excitement, like a joyous little 

boy. “Fear not, for I am, the I am. The Alpha and Omega. The beginning and the end.”  

Neptunium’s glazed eyes glistened once she heard that and just for a second, she saw the 

person in the room clearly before her sight gave way. “My Lórdon Avril Tryst, is that you?”  

“Yes. It is me.” Avril Tryst scooped Kerta into his arms and took Kerta over to a couch 

near a wall, next to the Hanger Bay’s office. He laid her across cushions, then sat behind her. Avril 
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stroked Kerta’s hair out of her sweaty face and ran his thumbs gently across her flushed cheeks. 

“Hello, Neptunium. It’s good to see you.”  

Neptunium blushed from happiness. “Thank you, my beloved. And thank you for helping 

my Zentha. I can rest easier knowing she is yours, truly saved and not tormented by those wicked 

spirits.”  

Avril nodded. “I am also grateful Kerta gave her heart to me.” Avril glanced down and 

cupped Kerta’s face between his hands. “Kerta.” His eyes softened, visible through the golden 

glow. “We’re all here. I am sending you the Holy Spirit, the Great Comforter to serve as a seal of 

your dedication to the Godhead.”  

Neptunium felt a light brush against her arm and looked over. An elegant beast stood next 

to her, watching her with soft bright eyes that moved like the sky, shimmering clouds reflected 

their sail through them despite being indoors. His mane blazed and flickered like the flames of a 

passionate burn. The beast opened his mouth and spoke.  

“Fear not, I am-”  

“Griffin!” Neptunium stood straight up from the chair, alert and anxious to greet him. “I 

love you. I know you know that, but I just wanted to say that.”  

Griffin smiled with the curl of his lips. “Yes Neptunium. It is I, Griffin. Your holy Abba 

and Creator.”  

A hand, whiter than snow reached to stroke through Griffin’s mane. The excited Safari 

looked to the owner of the hand and caught her breath.  

“Chalice is here as well?” She bounced joyously and clapped her hands. “Oh, this is a 

wonderful day! My friend gets to see you all!” Neptunium turned to smile at Kerta. “Kerta look. 

It is Chalice, the woman in the Godhead. They are all here.” 

Kerta’s consciousness was fading, only able to see a flare of light in her unstable vision. 

She was able to make out a smile on Avril’s face, lifting her exhausted hand to stroke him along 

the chin, since that was as far as she could reach. “Are you… Avril Tryst?”  
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“Yes.” He answered softly. “And you are saved, Kerta Flambeau Chives. Let me say this. 

You did not get saved from anything you have done or through the prayers of your Zentha. 

Although her prayers were helpful, you still had to make the choice of your own free will. Your 

faith in me and decision to believe that I am who I say I am is what saved you.” Avril spoke in a 

firm tone that was laced with care. “You are saved.” He repeated, to offer affirmation. Avril got 

up off the couch and decided he would cradle Kerta. He bent over, gathered her up in his arms and 

drew her close to his chest. “And you beloved. By me, Chalice and Griffin. 

Tears filled Kerta’s eye as she heard those words. She choked softly on the feeling of 

happiness, crying softly, but her voice had hit its limit and couldn't reach her lips. Kerta wailed 

silently for a long moment until she lost stamina. She shut her eye and smiled weakly.  

“It will be all right. You have all that you need now.” Avril combed his fingers through her 

slightly hot and wet hair. “We love you and will be with you always.”  

“Thank you.” Kerta mouthed the words. “Thank you so much.” The burning sensation fell 

from her body with a mental command from Avril. The rash that plagued her body and was slowly 

killing her simply vanished and left no sign of damage behind. Kerta arched slightly in Avril’s 

arms in response to the cool rushing sensation that overwhelmed her senses, then she relaxed. 

Kerta went limp in Avril’s arms and trickles of tears stained her cheeks.  

Avril saw them, lowered his head, pressed his forehead to hers and remained like that for 

several seconds. Neptunium was allowed to see the scene through her blindness, Avril cherishing 

Kerta and it warmed her heart. Knowing what she secretly longed for, Griffin became human and 

embraced Neptunium from behind. He lowered his chin on her shoulder and swayed them gently 

from side-to-side. Chalice stood there and watched Griffin adore their daughter and just smiled 

after them. 

“I know you want to see. And you will. I am already in the process of moving my son, Zahr 

Abraham to come to you. He knows what he must do for you and the other Safaris. You will be 

healed in due time. Please do everything Zahr Abraham asks of you.” 

Neptunium nodded, then sighed. “I will. I admit, I am weary of being blind. I miss my 

sight, Griffin.” 
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“I know. You’ll get it back. Just be patient. For now, watch over Kerta, stay with her until 

she wakes up. She will have questions, answer them with the knowledge of the Holy Scriptures, 

not your knowledge. Keep it to the Holy Scriptures so she can see this wisdom is coming from me 

and not mere opinion of a mortal.” 

Neptunium turned around to say something back to Griffin, but his presence vanished. 

Chalice and Avril had left too. Neptunium stretched and popped her neck. 

“Don’t worry Kerta. I’ll stay with you.” Neptunium carefully walked herself over to the 

couch where Avril had laid Kerta and sat down beside her. She patted the surface until she made 

contact with Kerta’s face. She lifted Kerta’s head and gently moved Kerta’s head onto her lap. 

“Just rest. I’m here.” 

Kerta smiled, knowing Neptunium was with her and it made her feel safe enough to sleep. 

Neptunium watched as Kerta’s slumber deepened, smiling when she heard her signature loud 

snoring. She combed Kerta’s sweaty hair a bit with her fingers, before rising to reach for the light.  

“I suppose Zahr Hera will just have to wait.” She whispered before sliding her hand over 

the trackpad that dimmed the room.  
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… 

 

When PIT saw that his operator had yet to leave the Hanger Bay, he did the right thing and 

contacted Hera. He explained that Kerta wasn’t feeling well and would need some time to prepare 

and asked for her understanding. Hera was glad to receive the update and told the A.I. to deliver 

her message to Kerta. PIT assured Kera he would inform Kerta the moment she was feeling better. 

Several hours later down in the Hanger Bay, Kerta was stirred on the couch. Neptunium was 

making a warm meal and intended to bring the food to the lounge area and so Kerta didn’t have to 

strain herself. When it was done, she went to the office and greeted Kerta. 

“Do I even want to know what time it is?” Kerta groggily sat up on the couch and stretched 

her sore limbs over her bed mused hair. “I mean, either way I’m sure Zahr Hera is cross with me.” 

Neptunium smiled and carefully entered the office and offered her arm down to Kerta to 

take. 

“You slept for quite some time and you really did need the rest. Let Zahr Hera be mad. 

What you went through was far more important than meeting with her.” 

Kerta reached up and gently latched onto Neptunium’s arm for support. Together, they left 

the office and made their way over to the table. 

“Here you go Kerta. I made this for you.” 

“You didn’t have to, you know?” Kerta yawned and rubbed the sleep out of her eye. “I’m 

surprised you managed to cook this by yourself in your blind state.” 

Neptunium shrugged. “I do well for myself. I’ve had practice and continued to practice. 

I’m fine, really. I found everything I needed and made this dish without any accidents. Don’t worry 

about me so much.” 
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Kerta stared at her breakfast with uncertainty for a moment then slowly picked up the spoon 

and inserted it into the bowl. She dipped the spoon into the creamy liquid and gradually became 

lost in her troubled thoughts, unaware she was spilling the soup’s content over the bowl.  

“Kerta? Darling? You are making a mess.”  

Kerta blinked, looked down and saw that she had in fact, made a mess. “How could you 

possibly know I did that?” 

“Because my hearing is more enhanced since becoming blind.” Neptunium tapped her left 

ear. “I heard the soup spill.”  

Neptunium picked up a cloth on the table and leaned over to wipe, but stood up quickly 

when she saw PIT in his humanoid frame. Clear,y he saw what had happened and took it upon 

himself to saunter over and clean the table.  

“No, you don’t. I do not need you taking over my duties.” 

“But, Neptunium. It is my job to emphasize your comfort within Kerta’s residence. If I 

cannot do that, I do not serve out my purpose.”  

Neptunium frowned. “Find a purpose somewhere else then, PIT. I have this.” Neptunium 

crossed her arms. “I am perfectly able and capable of caring for your operator, even blind.”  

PIT intentionally replicated an expression of disappointment then did a sharp turn and 

exited the lounge area. 

Neptunium turned to Kerta, saw that she was starring ahead at nothing, lost in thought and 

snapped her fingers in front of her. “What is the matter with you?” 

“Pardon?” Kerta darted her eye away from her breakfast to see the upset Safari. “What did 

I do?” 

“You’re really distracted for some reason and it’s making me uneasy.” Neptunium cupped 

her chin then folded her arms with soft sigh. “If you have a problem, express it, please. Don’t act 

like something isn’t bothering you when it is.” 
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“I… had intense dreams last night. It felt so real. It’s amazing and rather scary how your 

mind can convince you that your dreams are real.” 

“They are.” Neptunium cut in.  

“Excuse me?” Kerta blinked. “What did you just say?”  

“Your mind is the gateway to the spiritual realm when you sleep. The setting is made by 

devils usually and they like use what you see in the physical sometimes as a setting. Devils also 

are responsible for nightmares, terrors you see in dreams sometimes, but angels and the Godhead 

can sometimes move and cut through their schemes and give visions, signs and messages meant 

to edify the assembly of Griffin or themselves personally.” 

Now Kerta was intrigued. She leaned back lazily in the chair and continued the 

conversation. 

“Break this down for me dove. Why do devils do that when we sleep? What does that 

mean?” 

“It means devils can take forms of objects, people, nature, anything and everything. The 

spiritual realm is a mysterious place, but at its core everything is connected to Griffin and the mind 

was originally a perfect place.” Neptunium hesitated. “Well, it still is. It’s just back in the Old 

Testament times, there was a lot more physical activity of the spiritual realm that happened. People 

still had nightmares, but usually the spiritual activity was seen by the people. Today under the NT 

laws, it’s usually our dreams or if someone is foolish to open a gate in their life, such as the vice 

of witchcraft, this will allow devils to come through and torment the soul who allowed them a way 

in.” 

“But how is that even possible when devils cannot read my mind?” Kerta mumbled with 

uncertainty when Neptunium gave her a quick eye raise of disbelief.  

“Kerta. If they were not able to read your mind or you in general, they would not be able 

to tempt you or harass you as they have been for so long.” 
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Kerta blinked. “I don’t understand. So, spirits can hear my inner thoughts? See what I’m 

thinking?” 

“Yes. They can do this easily, despite what people choose to believe on this subject, the 

Holy Scriptures and the book of Enóch explains a lot of these things, but sadly some people felt 

his book, among 13 others were not necessary. Not needed.” Neptunium sighed. “Yet it is those 

very books that explain the in between events of the Holy Scriptures, what spiritual warfare is, 

what it looks life and feels like. It’s all there in those books. You’re not crazy, please don’t think 

you are. As for your devils that this planet labels Raga and Raja… they were moving in and out of 

you like a door. They would not have been able to do that if you weren’t vicing. Vice is what 

enables evil to thrive and vice is spiritual. You can’t defeat it physically, it is a spiritual disease, 

an affliction that only Tryst can deliver someone from.” 

“Oh, is that so?” Kerta slumped in her seat.  

“Yes Kerta. They used to be flawless seraphim. They were meant to protect humanity, of 

course they would know about us. The fallen seraphim are just devils. Wicked spirits that literally 

want to kill you and take you to Hell.”  

“Okay.” Kerta whispered with a guilty heart. “I think I understand. But I don’t want to 

discuss Hell so early in the morning. It makes me uncomfortable.” 

Neptunium laughed softly. “It’s all right. We all vice. But the difference between us and a 

lost soul is we are redeemed. When we mess up on accident, we can simply ask for forgiveness. 

As followers of Tryst, we are held at a higher standard and we should try harder than others to not 

continue in vice.”  

Kerta took a deep breath and was about to talk about what she had seen when she was 

under demonic attack, but was cut off by PIT. He formed an audio screen and interrupted the 

conversation deliberately. 

“I am sorry to interrupt you operator, but Juvo is still sick and seems to be quite miserable. 

When you visit Zahr Hera, can one of you purchase some medical reagents for the stomach or 

some reagents to put her to sleep?” 
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The women blinked hearing Juvo shout angrily at PIT and bite that was in her voice did 

not go unnoticed. 

“I told you not to tell them! Why won’t you listen to me you useless, pathetic, piece of-” 

There was a dramatic pause, then an unpleasant sound. Kerta and Neptunium winced 

together hearing Juvo throw up in the background. 

“Um, we will be sure to get her something while we’re out.” Kerta rubbed the back of her 

head, unsure of what to say. “She sounds like she’s having a hard time, doesn’t she? Maybe I 

should have left her home with the Safaris after all?” 

“No, I wouldn’t say that. Neelif Illinca instructed her to follow you. She answers to her 

before you.” Neptunium pecked Kerta lovingly on the cheek. “You go visit the Zahr. I’ll stay here 

and watch over Juvo for you.” 

Kerta turned her head and arched an eyebrow. “Are you sure? I really wanted to take you 

out. It only seems fair considering Juvo went with me to see Zahr Ra.” 

“Ah. As much as I appreciate the sentiment, it’s not like I can see these locations.” 

Kerta looked down. “That is true, but you desperately wanted to come. We fought your 

sahe on this so you could travel. You didn’t seem worried about your sight back then. Why the 

sudden change in-” 

Neptunium pressed a finger softly against Kerta’s lips to silence her. “I know we did, but 

to be honest I only insisted to go because I knew you were struggling spiritually and I didn’t want 

you to be alone. Spiritual security for a person such as yourself is vital. Thank Griffin you did deal 

with your issues and got saved. My purpose to come on this trip has been fulfilled.” 

Kerta grinned and her gaze instantly softened. “Aye. You’re right. I did get saved. And I 

couldn’t be happier.” 

“See? Since my primary objective is complete, I don’t mind staying behind. I’m positive 

I’ll be of more use here.”  
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Neptunium stood up from her seat and carefully started to walk to the elevator. Kerta started 

to stand up with every intention to help Neptunium, but once again her A.I. prevented her from 

moving.  

“Operator, I have a message for you from Zahr Hera.” 

Kerta leaned forward, held her head and groaned. “I knew this was coming. Go ahead and 

play the message PIT.” 

“Message 03. Sender: Zahr Hera. ‘Kerta, how typical of you. You weren’t just late, you 

straight up didn’t bother to show up at all, much less provide a reason. My, my. Neelif Illinca had 

such high hopes for you. You, who are the local drunk, sex crazed harlot, planet nuisance, every 

Zahr and citizen’s bane of existence and incompetent lazy bag of flesh! If you do not come to my 

palace within 20 minutes of hearing this message, I will have you personally escorted to jail for 

trespassing on my property. And if you’re wondering how can I do that, it’s simple. I am the Zahr, 

you’re not. I’m big, clever, and always right where as you are small, stupid and always wrong. 

Also, I have it set up to receive a notification upon having this message played, so I will know 

when it as activated.’ End of message. Do you wish to reply back to the sender?”  

Kerta stared at the subtitles that were highlighted before her on the hologram screen with 

an unimpressed look on her face. She pursed her lips and re-read the whole message to make sure 

she didn’t miss anything. “Well…” Kerta fiddled her fingers and looked around in thought before 

her eye landed back on the hologram screen. “Tell her I said ‘I’m sorry. I was too busy getting 

saved and rebuking devils all night. I’ll have PIT contact the florist shop in your Clemall and mail 

you flowers as a sincere gesture of apology. Your beauty is unlike any other, I would be speechless 

too if I had to wear that much makeup to hide such ugly underneath. Your presence is lacking to 

me personally. Yes, you have power, but it does not scare me. I do not mind going to jail. At least 

your guards can flex and show me skills while you sit there and do nothing. For someone so big, 

you behave very small. My intelligence is above average for a hybrid Orc such as myself, I 

wouldn’t expect you to understand the complexity of an Orc's mind. My people only built Prymass, 

a very well-designed steampunk city from the ground up and are the founders of engines that 

enable aircrafts that every solar system uses in their technology. And although I use to be a sex 

crazed addict and enjoyed drinking too much, I don’t want to do that anymore. At least I can say 



Artzenin Eklektós 

269 

 

in my vice my lovers screamed my name, begging me to take them willing. You force your lovers 

to do anything. Is that something to boast about? Forcing others to say and do what you want. Must 

be good to be the Zahr huh? Incompetence isn’t just my thing, you evidently like expressing it far 

more than I ever could.’ Message complete. I’m done here.” 

Kerta waved her hand, dismissing PIT and he instantly sent Hera the recorded message. 

Hera was sipping some wine when she got the notification. She put the goblet down and told her 

newest Neelif to play the message on the device he was holding. 

“As you wish, my Zahr.”  

The man played the message as Hera started to drink the wine, but half way through it, she 

choked on the wine hearing Kerta’s counter message. 

“Percival! Bring me a cloth to dry myself with.” She snarled in disgust. “The nerve of this 

woman. I detest her so much.” 

Percival quietly sauntered over to the throne with a platinum tray that had a stack of cloth 

freshly pressed and tidied for her use.  

Hera reeled in disgust as she wiped her chin. “Could you believe her, thinking now that she 

has the Christian Theos she can be better than me? I have multiple and wealth to show for it. The 

audacity.”  

“I am sorry she has upset you, my Zahr.” Percival looked to the front of the room where 

palace guards were stationed. “Shall I arrange for her to be sentenced to the jail cell after all?” 

“Oh no. She challenged me. I intend to challenge her back. Just. You. Wait.” Hera turned 

to him and her eyes softened. “Have I ever forced you to be in bed with me, my darling?” She 

whispered in a raspy tone in hopes of seducing his sympathy, tracing his chin with a well pedicured 

fingernail.  

Percival smiled. “Never.” His grin widened. “Shall I go and greet Kerta in your place?” 
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“You would do that for me?” Hera beamed. “Of course, you may.” She reached out her 

hand, in anticipation of being kissed. 

Percival complied, kissing her knuckles with a smile on his face. “Thank you.” 

 

… 

 

 Kerta showered and got ready to meet Hera in the Hanger Bay. Meanwhile upstairs 

Neptunium pressed her ear against the door once she arrived at Kerta’s cabin. “Juvo, are you all 

right-” 

“You disgusting fake image of humanity. You think you’re so wise and smart and that 

everyone wants your help. But not me. Why won’t you just leave me alone?”  

Neptunium quickly entered the cabin to see if she could diffuse the situation. Juvo was 

using a sharp object to try and pull out transmitter on the wall that PIT used to send his voice 

through.  

“Juvo what are you doing?” Neptunium asked casually, using the wall as guide as she 

walked over to the Vampire. 

“My cache compartment has been violated by the belligerent Lady Juvo.” PIT spoke, 

imitating a sound of hurt. “She has also mistaken my program A.I., Artificial Intelligence, for the 

A.N.H. android: Neo Humane program. Although I think in Juvo’s mind all A.I’s and Androids 

are the same programs. This is not so. Please correct her.” 

“I’ll ruin more than your program. Use your physical humanoid shell and you can add the 

sensation of death into your program.” 

“Juvo why do you detest technology so much? What did it ever do to you?” Neptunium 

took her by the arms and led her over to the bed. She sat them down on the edge of the bed, then 
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crossed her arms in annoyance. “I heard you have a problem with Androids, but this is too much. 

He was just trying to alert people that you weren’t well. He’s just doing what he’s programmed to 

do. If you won’t let PIT care for you, let me try to help you.” 

“I can handle myself. I’m just sick of machines acting like our equals.” Juvo sighed and 

rubbed her face with her hands. “I don’t know what you’ve heard, but I will confirm my bias for 

them, without hesitation.” 

“The desire to be equal to such an impractical and overly emotional species is far beyond 

my thoughts configured by my programming.” PIT responded matter-of-factly. “If I were to have 

an opinion in this matter, I’d say I am satisfied being a ‘piece of metal’. Seems more efficient this 

way.”  

“That’s enough PIT.” Neptunium rolled her eyes. “For an A.I., sometimes I wonder if your 

creators reflected their scorn and sarcasm into you.”  

“My data on this matter is confidential.”  

Juvo slumped against Neptunium and shuddered. “Maybe I am being too sensitive about 

this? He’s a non-inanimate object that doesn’t harbor a soul.” Juvo lifted herself off Neptunium, 

laid on her back on the bed and sighed. “Neptunium.” Juvo covered her face with her hands and 

groaned. “What is wrong with me?”   

Neptunium sat by her side and rubbed Juvo’s tummy and felt a slight bulge under the palm 

of her hand. Neptunium frowned and trailed her fingers over the stomach carefully and noticed 

that despite Juvo’s stomach being larger than usual, there was no loose skin.  “You’ve been eating 

a lot and gaining more weight than you would normally. Maybe it’s… an influx in sugar?” 

Juvo dropped her hands down to her stomach and held the sides. She looked at her and 

frowned. “You think sugar is the reason I am crying and overeating?” 

Neptunium cupped her chin and hummed thoughtfully. “Maybe a eating disorder? Perhaps 

you’re experiencing a form of depression?” Neptunium offered with a bright smile. “I know when 

Lithium gets depressed or is upset, she becomes emotional and eats a lot. And sometimes if she’s 

not careful she’ll gain weight.” 
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Juvo raised an eyebrow and massaged the inner part of her belly. “What would I be 

depressed about?” 

“Well… you did come from Venom. It’s not exactly a uplifting, clap your hands and sing 

for joy society.” 

“Clearly my existence.” PIT inserted himself into the conversation, earning a glare from 

both women. “Frowns. I state this because I am not in my humanoid body to express it.”  

Juvo grabber a pillow and flung it at PIT’s intercom on the wall. 

“Ow.” PIT responded in his usual monotone voice. “That hurt my feelings.”  

Neptunium smiled as she leaned down and rested her head on Juvo’s shoulder. “Would 

you like me to stay with you until Kerta returns?” 

“Kerta left?” Juvo blinked then glanced up at Neptunium. “Left for where?” 

“To meet Zahr Hera who dislikes her so much.” PIT retorted. “She finished her shower 

and limped out of Hanger Bay exactly 56 seconds ago and is currently going towards Velours 

Keep.” 

Juvo sat up suddenly and wrapped her arms around her stomach. She doubled over and 

groaned loudly without warning. Neptunium put an arm around Juvo and hugged her close. 

“What’s wrong now?” 

“I don’t know.” Juvo pushed Neptunium away, then threw her arms up in frustration. “Stop 

asking me, because I don’t know!” Juvo wanted to say more but a sudden jolt of pain erupted 

through her torso. She doubled over a second time and groaned loudly.  

Neptunium opened her mouth, but PIT cut her off. 

“Might I recommend she be put down for a nap? She seems to be very irrational from lack 

of sleep.” 
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“Shut! Up!” Juvo growled, giving the wall a mean look. “I am a grown adult. I don’t do 

“naps”. That is for children, not adults.” 

“Juvo I must say, you are displaying behavior patterns of a pregnant woman. Obvious 

symptoms include mood swings, morning sickness, fatigue and weight gain.” 

Neptunium shook her head in disagreement. “And how do you deduct that, PIT?” 

“Because my operator logs all her experiences into my system, even from the digital 

journal in her nest back home. She mentioned that Juvo had been raped and openly told her such 

private information upon their first meeting in the guild house.” 

Neptunium’s eyes widened and she immodestly gathered Juvo into her arms and rubbed 

her back.  

“Oh, that’s awful. I am so sorry.” 

Juvo didn’t push Neptunium away. She suddenly felt weak and found herself hugging 

Neptunium back.  

“It’s the past. I cannot change what happened. I have accepted it and moved on. I refuse to 

stay a victim of a situation that was unfavorable to me. I will always struggle with that incident, 

most likely, but I realized one thing after that event.” 

“What’s that?” 

Juvo clung to Neptunium harder and hid her face in Neptunium’s sea of purple hair. 

“One cannot life on Hyrim and be weak minded, or weak physically or they will perish. I 

and from Venom, a society that has a similar theme, but at least the weak can live decently. Here 

I cannot.” 

Neptunium and Juvo leaned back and naturally the blind women assessed the other and 

shockingly, formed an instant connection with each other. 

“How long ago were you raped?” 
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Juvo explained the details, time, place and date. She also revealed that Illinca had her tested 

for STD’s and a few weeks prior to living with her, a thorough pregnancy test conducted, just to 

be safe. Her test came back negative, as did the STD tests. With that in mind, Neptunium concluded 

that Juvo couldn’t be with child and she boldly told PIT that.   

“PIT, I am sorry but based on this information, there is no way she could be pregnant. She 

just said Neelif Illinca’s tests reported she was not pregnant. And even if she is, how would that 

work? It’s far too early to see symptoms.” 

“Note that you are not a Vampire, Neptunium. Your bodily functions for fertility are 

different from a race that has a history of low blood cell rates and reproduction issues.”  

Neptunium frowned and held Juvo closer to her bosom. “I understand the culture difference 

and I still think it is too soon to tell. We will not know for sure unless we have another pregnancy 

test done and I doubt Juvo is willing to let you near her.” 

PIT changed the topic.  

“Since neither of you can have access to my operator, I can be the medium between you 

two and the observation of Kerta and let you listen to the ambient noises in the background. Is that 

what you would like?” 

“Please.” Juvo mumbled. “I would like that very much.”  

PIT paused for an uncomfortably long period of time. As if compelled to provoke Juvo, he 

mentioned, 

“You are knowledgeable in the art of manners?” 

“Shut up and show us Kerta already.” Juvo snarled, giving the wall a firm glare. 

“As you wish.” 
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… 

 

Nature is a prime factor for the Pagóni Clemall. It has to be, Hera deemed it so and had her 

Clemall built in the middle of a lushful, vibrant area. Outside of the Clemall, are several trees and 

tall trees. There are carved pathways leading to the Clemall, the backside of the Clemall, the 

trading posts near the entrance of the city. The residential cities have flat roofs, but the palace and 

business buildings have raised buildings, with roof statue décor. The tall trees stand tall, over 

shadowing the structures. Every so often along the pathways, there is a connecting junction and at 

those connecting junctions are graven images of the one favorite animal Hera adores. These statues 

are very detailed and colored, something many locations do not do with outdoor statues. There are 

also pet barns people can purchase pets, or rent for travel. These barns are full of the exotic 

creatures from across the land and galaxy.  

Kerta was trying her best not to limp. It wasn’t attractive and it made her feel exposed to 

attack.  She pushed her way through the hustling crowds of people dressed in overly fancy clothes. 

Kerta ignored the glares, knowing exactly why she was getting dirty looks. Compared to these 

people she was under dressed and possibly, disgusting if they recognized her for her past raids. 

Kerta stole from Hera once time, but it was during the night and she never noticed just how 

ridiculously expensive Hera’s Clemall was. She stole from houses, never dared to steal from 

Velours Keep. 

“Griffin, how do rich people live like this?” Kerta asked her Creator softly under her breath, 

climbing the stairs to the Clemall. “I want to feel guilty for what I did to them, but-” 

“Halt! Who goes there?”  

Kerta ascended to the final step and glanced up to see two guards on large winged beasts 

with tail feathers that were spread out, with eye-based designs in the feathers. She bit back the urge 

to laugh at them. They looked ridiculous in their armor and their hats were goofy and didn't match 

the rest of the outfit. And those creatures? Kerta was pretty sure they were illegal to own within 



Artzenin Eklektós 

276 

 

city limits, yet there the men were, glaring down at her, pointing their fancy, spears made out of 

glass at her face. 

“I am Kerta.” Kerta grinned, no longer able to hide her amusement. “Zahr Hera is expecting 

me. Please don’t hold me up. I have ten minutes to get inside and in the throne room.” 

The big guard scoffed. “Kerta… Chives?” 

Kerta nodded. “Yes. The one and only.” 

The big guard rolled his eyes and sighed. “Why would our Zahr ever consider seeing scum 

like you?” 

Kerta shrugged. “I was sent here on behalf of Neelif Illinca.” 

The guard was about to speak when Kerta pulled a small record chip that was processed by 

PIT from her pocket. “The letter is in here you can read it if you’d like.”  

He watched her cautiously before taking it from her, pressing it so he was able to read the 

hologram. “That is indeed the Neelif’s signature.”  

Kerta smiled. “Of course, it is. I couldn’t fake a Neelif’s signature. So, I can just walk in, 

right?” She asked as she tried to walk past them. Suddenly, the other guard thrust his glass spear 

down in front of her into the shiny title, causing her to flinch and step back. 

“Uh, hello?” She looked up in a soft panic. “What did I do now? I thought I was clear to 

leave?” 

“Hello… Kerta.” 

Kerta froze hearing the familiar voice of the second guard. She paused, turned to him and 

her eye widened. “Who are you? Why are you stopping me?” 

The man laughed lightly. “You don’t remember my name, do you?”  

“Of course, I do.”  
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“I remember you very well.” The man blushed recalling a fond memory. “After our 

exchange I thought about you for a while.”  

“I’m saved!” Kerta exclaimed through the awkward sexual tension that just seemed to 

introduce itself so easily into the conversation. “I’m with Griffin now. Sorry to disappoint you 

Adonis.”  

“Oh…” Adonis frowned in disappointment. “I thought, you wanted to maybe come over 

to my home again since you’re visiting.”  

Kerta blushed and went over to stand by his steed. “You were thinking about me huh?” 

Adonis grinned. “Yes.” He looked Kerta up and down. “I see you put on some weight.” 

Kerta laughed and ran a hand past her face and into her hair. She rubbed her neck and bit 

her lower lip, slightly embarrassed her former lover pointed out the obvious.  

“Aye. I have. I am part Orc and Osium likes to spoil me at Magévo. And so does my 

boyfriend.” Kerta glanced up and sighed softly seeing Adoni’s gentle expression of approval. “I 

managed to get saved and establish a genuine relationship with my boyfriend. So as much as I 

enjoyed you back then, please forget about me, Adonis. Find yourself a good woman, someone 

who honors Griffin and be happy.” 

The bigger guard growled and the two turned their heads to look at him.  

“Adonis this is the woman who stole your virginity, robbed our guild house, Vanguard 

empty. Not to mention she and her gang of thieving Space Pirates slaughtered our citizens in cold 

blood and took their belonings for themselves. You’d do well to remember that.” 

Adonis nodded. “Yes, Captain Doros.” He turned to her as he removed the spear from her 

way and whispered “Congratulations on the boyfriend and getting saved. I hope you spend your 

lives happy together. I do not believe in Griffin as you do, but I hope he will so you both can be 

happy spiritually.”  
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“Thank you.” She replied softly before marching down the pathway. She felt a bit cautious 

because the tiles were so glossy and well waxed she feared she might slip and fall.  

As Kerta continued to walk towards Covetous Keep, it occurred to her that Hera didn’t care 

what the palace could look like as long as it reflected her expensive tastes. Instead of using wood 

or stone for her structures, Pagóni Clemall was made from steel, stone and glass only. The steel 

material used for the palace and the rest of the Clemall was a special type, one that would not rust, 

or weaken over the passage of time. Inside the palace Kerta was greeted by the Neelif. He was tall, 

bulky and round. Like her. Kerta reasoned this man was an Orc or had Orc genes in his blood. 

Strangely enough, they were the same height, had the same hair color and skin tone. Kerta knew 

she wasn’t the only Orc on Hyrim. Most Orcs were tan, bronze, or dark skinned, but this man’s 

skin tone was almost identical to her own. 

With a smirk, the male Orc bowed. “I am the loyal servant of my righteous Zahr and her 

Neelif.” He straightened his back and offered her a warm smile. Percival did not state his name, as 

he suspected something was unique about Kerta and he didn’t want her to have that information 

just yet. “She was expecting you and she is not pleased. I hope you are ready to be skewered by 

her personally.”  

Kerta winced. “The way every male speaks about her is so appalling. I could argue the men 

employed under her are having sex with her.” 

Percival grinned. “No, it is just me who is intimate with the Zahr.”  

“Oh!” Kerta blinked and stared at him in shock. “I did not ask or needed to know that but 

moving on.” She waved her hand in a rigid manner. “Pardon me, I have to go get scolded, I 

suppose.”  

Kerta started to step around Percival, but a sharp pain shot up her bad leg, making it cramp 

immediately. She touched it and rubbed it quickly, trying to force the tingly sensation to pass. 

“Are you all right?” 

“I’m fine. Just a nasty wound I got when I was a Space Pirate and serving Javion. Glad that 

part of my life is over.” 
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Percival squinted. “You don’t serve Raga Javion anymore?” 

Kerta straightened her posture and shook her head. “No. I serve the real Theos, Avril Tryst, 

His father, Griffin and His mother, Chalice.” 

Kerta heard Percival hiss and glanced over her shoulder to look at him. “Who does Zahr 

Hera serve again?” 

“Zahr Hera proudly serves Raja Lagneía.” 

Kerta sighed. “Ah. Lagneía. I remember being under her at one point. Glad she’s out of my 

life too. Vanity and outrageous beauty standards are too much stress for anyone.” 

Percival came up beside Kerta and walked with her to the throne room. The front hall they 

were in led to the throne room, but to the left is another hall that leads to the bedrooms and servant 

quarters. On the right is a small hall that leads to conference rooms and also connects to another 

hallway that leads people to the courtyard outside. 

“Zahr Hera is really fancy with her interior designs, huh?” 

Percival smirked hearing the flat tone in Kerta’s voice. “You don’t seem impressed with 

my Zahr’s tastes.” 

Kerta rolled her eye. “I’m not. Not at all.” 

“Tell me then. Who is your Zahr? Is he or she just as stylish or do they lack my Zahr’s 

creativity?” 

Kerta chuckled and waved a hand to dismiss the notion. “Oh please. Zahr Pandora doesn’t 

have a single creative bone in her body. She’s far too busy staying sloshed to motivate herself to a 

standard like Zahr Hera.” 

Percival glanced over at Kerta briefly before looking straight ahead. “And if it were you?” 

Kerta paused, the liked over at him with a raised eyebrow. “If I was Zahr of Kivó̱tio 

Clemall?” 
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Percival nodded. “Yes. What would you do differently from Zahr Pandora?” 

“First off, I’d give Keep Pithos a new paint job. Both outside and inside. I’d hire gardeners 

to make the outdoor landscape worth gazing at and give it an Orc twist. So naturally, I’d set up 

rooms with more food and drinking areas, dens with couches and chairs on every floor and a little 

bit of modern technology.”  

“That does sound different.” 

Kerta smiled slightly. “A bad different?” 

“No. A good one.” Percival opened the tall, thick oak doors and gestured for Kerta to keep 

following him.  

Pagóni was very spacious, but at the same time, very crowded. As Kerta walked down the 

overly luxurious hallway with Percival, she took in her surroundings and couldn’t help but frown 

at it. The entrance hallway has pillars on either side, an eye-catching elegant floor rug that trails 

all the way into the throne room and up to the throne chair that Kerta was sure Hera proudly sat 

upon. When Kerta and Percival entered the throne room, Kerta still had some time before she was 

standing in front of Hera, so she took some more time to observe the environment. 

 Hera’s throne room was very unique and it is not like most throne rooms Kerta had seen. 

This throne room had stairs that leading up to a platform. On the platform sat the actual throne 

chair. Below and around the platform is a pool made from hot spring water. The thin mist that rose 

into the air was naturally scented and its fragrance filled the entire atmosphere. The design of 

Hera’s top two favorite animals were on her robe, the curtains hanging from the ceiling over the 

throne chair and also the crest on the guard’s armor. Kerta’s eye trailed to the stained-glass 

windows and quickly took a moment admire the artwork. Stories were present in each window 

revealing bits and pieces of Hera’s intentions, her desires, her obsessions, etc.  

“So, tell me more about this place. We got a minute before we reach the throne room, 

anything special I need to know about the region?” 

Percival cleared his throat, then went on to give Kerta a thorough report about what knew 

so far about his monarch and the country she governs. “Hera removed murals and old tradition-
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based artwork of previous Zahrs and replaced the murals with imagery of her favorite animals and 

had the palace scheme based on her favorite colors. This reconstruction act did confuse the people, 

but they wanted their Zahr to be happy. Like you, they did not care for such bright, weird 

combinations of colors for their homes whatsoever. In fact, during certain times of the day when 

the sunlight strikes these colors it is far too highlighted to gaze upon and citizens have to remain 

inside during those hours or wear special glasses to endure the harsh contrast of such colors. The 

roofs of the residential homes I fancy, but would not one over my house.” 

“Why?” 

“Because despite that they are square and flat they lack raised support. The richness and 

luxury of the residential homes, the business buildings and governmental buildings go without 

saying, but such fancy designs do little for the people, but do wonders for Zahr Hera. Her favorite 

animals roam the palace grounds, but are also free to roam the city. Vast trees and bushes are 

everywhere, the perfect place for her exotic collection of animals. There are notable foundations 

in every section of Pagóni Clemall and the water that flows from it I find fascinating. It’s purple 

colored. This purple water is not poisonous even though I understand that the water in this Clemall 

is not the usual color for water. Food is never an issue here and there is one main food storage 

house in the middle section of the city. It is always full and well stocked with imported goods from 

across Hyrim and the galaxy.” Percival grinned. “That about sums up what you need to know.” 

Kerta nodded, then cleared her throat. “I suddenly have more appreciation for Zahr 

Pandora’s lack of creativity or her inability to use resources effectively.” 

Finally, Kerta arrived at the platform.  Ignoring the pain in her leg, she forced herself to 

walk normally and sauntered over to the front of the platform and stood at ease, waiting for Zahr 

Hera to emerge. Some time passed and she scoffed softly under her breath when the Zahr had yet 

to come out.   

“And she complained and said I’m late?” 

“Yes. You are.” A condescending tone echoed from the right wing of the throne room. A 

roll of velvet made its way towards the throne, with the help of beautiful blonde servant boys that 

pushed it on. Smaller children held baskets of petals, throwing them in the air before the tall curvy 
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figure of a woman that strutted across the designated carpet to the golden seat on the platform. She 

slowly sat on the seat and kicked her feet up, onto the back of one of her servants that folded onto 

his hands and knees for her to rest. 

“Why are you here, Kerta Flambeau Chives?” Hera’s dark tone did not intimate Kerta. 

Kerta remained respectful, shifted her weight onto her other foot as Percival stood at 

attention and watched his monarch closely. 

 “I have been sent here on the demand of Neelif Illinca, the woman who is currently on a 

thorough search for her partner, Geokiin Cephas.”  

Percival watched Kerta with a look of attention, suddenly becoming rigid and having to 

square his shoulders to straighten his back. Kerta did not notice this and carried on.  

 “I have legal permission to be here despite your personal preferences towards my existence. 

And you are by law entitled to offer me any information you know, or any suspicious activity 

occurring in your lands.” 

 “Cephas is missing?” Zahr Hera stood up straight in genuine concern. “How long has this 

been?” 

 “According to her notes, a full three month so far.” Zahr Hera pursed her lips as one of the 

flower children ran to her side and hugged her arm. Kerta watched him for a moment before 

opening her mouth again. “I didn’t know you were liked by your subjects.” 

“This is my child. All my children are exempt from the no-touch policy.” 

Kerta blinked and stared at Hera in shock. “You make your children work for you?” 

Hera narrowed her eyes. “They willingly and happily do it.”  

Kerta didn’t bother asking in fear that she’d be even more baffled by Hera’s thought 

process. 

“As for Cephas and his whereabouts. I have no updated records of a Geokiin in my land.” 
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“Are you serious? What kind of Zahr doesn’t-” 

“My previous Neelif quit and for whatever his petty reasons, trashed all records he took 

while serving me.” 

“So why didn’t you just replace the records?” 

“Because I had to finish the stained windows!” Hera objected bitterly. “I didn’t have time 

to restore old records, let alone record any suspicious activity in my Clemall.” 

“Are you hearing yourself right now?” Kerta glared at Hera in disbelief. “Forget Cephas. 

Your own citizens could be in danger. This man has a bad rep for seducing his victims before 

killing them. Women are the targets and he’s wanted by a Neelif for possible murder of her 

husband. Not good Zahr Hera. Cephas is a Geokiin. You know the High Priests will have 

something to say about that if his body is found in your land, but you failed to be attentive to 

activities going on, just like Zahr Ra.” 

Hera patted her son on the head to dismiss him, waited for him to go, then nodded at the 

servant on his knees, indicating he could rise and leave. Once they had gone, she turned around 

and gave Kerta a serious, defying look.  

“I am aware Cephas is missing. I respect Neelif Illinca, very much. Everyone on Hyrim 

adores her, even her enemies. I wouldn’t purposely hurt her or give her reason to call me 

incompetent like you.” 

Kerta’s eye widened. “Excuse me?!” Kerta thrust her arms open and leaned in. “I am not 

incompetent! I was entrusted by Neelif Illinca to carry out this mission.” 

“When you first came to my land, you slept with my guards, stole from my guild house, 

random homes and killed two animals, mistaking them for real people as well as murdered innocent 

civilians that you robbed blind. When you were caught and told to show up for your court hearing 

you confused my Clemall with Zahr Yaya’s Clemall and messed our schedules up for a whole 

quite some time.” 
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 Percival spoke up. “If it would be so bold of me to ask, perhaps we can allow Kerta to stay 

for the week in the castle and I will take it upon myself to record any reports and bring it here? 

This will give her an enough time conduct an investigation in the city and on the city outskirts, 

which would look good in front of Neelif Illinca, would it not?” 

Kerta looked over at Percival. “You can do all of that in a week? You’re pretty impressive.”  

Percival bowed and smiled. “You are too kind, Kerta.” 

Hera seemed to be jealous by their interaction, so she took charge of situation by speaking 

louder. “Very well, but give her a room far from mine.  I don’t want her poverty stench staining 

my air.” 

Kerta arched her neck in shock and her jaw dropped. “You are aware I was a Space Pirate 

and was well rewarded for my performances, right?” 

Hera frowned. “Meaning what?” 

“I am far from poor. In case you forgot, I stole from all the Zahrs, then sold the valuables 

for a lot of money, on top of what my fake gods were giving me as bonuses. I literally own the 

best nest in my Clemall.” 

“Ladies please stop fighting.” Percival smiled. “We must work together in these difficult 

times if we are to find Geokiin Cephas.”  

The women stared at the Neelif in astonishment. Somehow, he was able to calm both of 

them down by the statement. They went silent and looked away from each other in scorn.  

“At least your Neelif is making sense.” Kerta growled, crossing her arms. 

“Only because he wasn’t cut from the same cloth as you.” Hera rolled her eyes and snapped 

her fingers. “Very well then. Prepare Kerta for bed.”  

Kerta motioned at Hera to stop. “Wait. I don’t want any men helping me prepare for bed.” 

Kerta waved her arms to fill the distance between her and the male servants that came to take her 

away. 
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“Oh?” Hera mocked with a cock of an eyebrow. “No man? Do you prefer a woman’s touch 

tonight, Kerta?” 

“You’re a real gem, aren’t you dove?” Kerta faked a smile at Hera. “I don’t feel 

comfortable showing my nakedness in general. Also, I am not into women sexually anymore. Just 

so you know.” Kerta crossed her arms. “If I must be “dressed for bed” by a woman it is strictly for 

that and nothing else.”  

“That’s odd. It must be hard only being recognized as a whore.” 

Kerta looked, Hera up and down and shrugged. “It’s my stigma. I bear it and accept it. I’ll 

live. At least I didn’t produce any children from my sexual conquests.”  

Hera forced a polite smile, recognizing the undermining jab at her. “At least my children I 

have are by the same father. All twelve of them came from my lover’s late wife, who you sadly 

killed in your drunken raid. When I met him, I took pity on him because he had lost the mother of 

his children, but when I learned it was you who slew her, I made it my personal undertaking to 

make him mine. I should thank you for setting the stage for me to have a lover, but then you stole 

him from me as well like the selfish harlot you are.” 

Kerta should have felt bad, but she didn’t. Mainly because she knew Hera was using the 

past as a means to tear her down and make her feel guilty for all the wrong reasons.  

“Listen, you can boast all you want, but I’m telling you your lover wasn’t that faithful to 

you. If all it took was seeing a flash of breasts to get him under me, then he wasn’t that great of a 

lover. So were your guards. I take full responsibility for what happened, I know am guilty of 

murder, but I paid the fine you required of me years to get out of your jail. This happened years 

ago and I’m kindly asking you to let it go. Let me finish my assignment for Neelif Illinca.” Kerta 

scowled. “Then you and I can meet somewhere and fight like women if that’s what you want, Zahr 

Hera.” 

Percival nodded in agreement. “I agree. It would be best to put Kerta’s past offenses away 

so we can better focus on Neelif Illinca’s mission. What comes after is between you and Kerta.” 

Hera scoffed and snapped her fingers again. “Very well. Ladies, come hither.” 
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Hera’s female servants stepped out of their assigned stations and exited the throne room 

with their mistress. While they traveled left and down an overly decorated hallway, Percival guided 

Kerta to the chamber she would be staying in. Smooth glossy white curtains stood in front of the 

doorway despite already having a door for privacy. Once they were pulled back by Percival and 

he opened the door, Kerta’s eye widened.  

“This room is too big.”  

“Careful now.” Percival laughed. “We wouldn’t want Zahr Hera to give you a lecture on 

why it’s not big enough.”  

“Your Zahr has serious problems. Is this how she dealt with the death of her lover? If so, 

I am so sorry. Had I known killing him in my drunken stupor by accident would do this to her, I 

wouldn’t have gotten drunk.” 

 Percival studied Kerta with his charming, slanted eyes. “I like problems and knowing she 

has them is one of the main reasons I applied to work here.” 

Despite the statement not being directed to her, Kerta felt a chill up her spine. She turned 

and observed his rugged features for a moment, not sure why she suddenly felt so uneasy with 

him. He made her feel unsafe and Kerta didn’t like that.  

“You like people with problems or causing problems for others?”  

Percival grinned. “Both.”  

Kerta rubbed her arm, thinking about what to talk about next, then the loud ring from her 

pocket made her blink.  

“Incoming conversation from: Aircraft.” 

“Excuse me.” Kerta whispered softly as she quickly turned away from him. Kerta swiftly 

pulled the device from her pocket, put the transmission on speaker and answered. “Hello.” Kerta 

felt herself start to panic knowing who was calling and why. “Are you two okay?” 
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“I am fine, it is Juvo who is distraught.” Neptunium hesitantly added, “I am so sorry to 

call and bother you. I know you just got to the palace and probably are going to be busy soon, but 

I need you to purchase a pregnancy test and have it delivered by someone or bring it yourself. 

Preferably as soon as possible.” 

Kerta frantically went to remove Neptunium from speaker and her face reddened from 

embarrassment. Barabbas heard Neptunium say that Kerta was sure of it by the way Barabbas 

blinked and stared at the call-in curiosity beside Kerta.  

“What the blazes do you need a pregnancy test for? Are you and Berkelium expecting 

another child?” 

“Sadly, the lab experiments Potassium conducted on him made him infertile. I assure you 

I am not pregnant.” 

Kerta held her forehead and her eyebrow furrowed worriedly. “Okay, good to know. Is one 

of our Safari females back home expecting and told you just now?”  

Neptunium frowned and gradually looked down at the dozing Vampire. Juvo’s head was 

nestled comfortably on her lap with an unguarded expression on her flushed face. Neptunium 

gently began to stroke through the purple raven hair, knowing it would provide comfort for Juvo. 

“No. None of the Safari women are expecting either, but Juvo may be. Based on her 

behavior and symptoms PIT strongly believes that Juvo might be pregnant and now Juvo is 

extremely worried about the possibility.” 

“That’s impossible.” Kerta interjected sternly. “She shouldn’t be worried about this. Illinca 

told me herself that she tested her after learning that she was raped.” 

Neptunium sighed. “I understand that. Juvo has informed me of this as well, but I am 

asking you to bring us one anyway. Do not make this difficult, Zentha. She is scared and you would 

be too if you did not know why your body was so sick and making you feel awful.” 

“But I have to find Cephas, Neptunium. I can’t just-” 
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“You will do this, no more excuses. Neelif Illinca entrusted you to care for her precious 

servant and that is exactly what you are going to do. Juvo was first, Geokiin Cephas was second, 

even though both are important and equal in Neelif Illinca’s eyes, Juvo is here with us. Geokiin 

Cephas is not. So do your job as her mistress and bring her a pregnancy test.”  

 “Fine. I’ll ask a servant to buy it tonight and bring it to you early tomorrow morning.” 

Kerta sighed in reluctance, not used to Neptunium scolding her. “Deal? I’ll have to stay here in 

the keep for an month while I look for Cephas. Is that okay?” 

 “That is perfectly fine. I simply ask that you call us every night before bed so we can 

keep each other updated.” 

 Kerta nodded gently. “Aye dove. I can do that. Love you.” 

 Kerta grinned hearing Neptunium sigh dreamily.  

 “I like it when you say you love me. Now that you are saved, it sounds so much more 

convincing and genuine.” 

 Kerta laughed lightly, then cut their connection. She put the device back in her pocket 

before finally facing Percival. “Sorry about that. I have a sick friend in my party.” 

 “Do you need to leave?” 

 “No. I’ll just send a servant to my spaceship with the pregnancy test. I’m not going 

anywhere. I really need to start looking for Cephas.”  

 Kerta went to stand by a dresser and wanted to see what guest clothes were available to 

wear when her leg cramped suddenly. She reached out to grab the edges of the dresser, dipped her 

head low and made a pained face. Kerta bit back the scream and waited for the tremor to pass. Out 

of habit she gripped the fabric around the spot that throbbed the most. With Kerta distracted, 

Percival used that to his advantage. He quietly walked up behind her and took her by the shoulders. 

He felt her stiffen, but did not let that stop him from holding her in place. 

 “Are you all right?” 
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 Percival asked in a low voice as he moved his hands to nape of Kerta’s neck. Without 

asking, Percival began to massage the pressure points in the side of her neck. This area was known 

as the carotid sinus. The fork in the carotid artery has an anatomical structure called a baroreceptor 

that tells the body how one’s blood pressure is doing. Percival knew Kerta was in a decent amount 

of pain, so his massage was intended to help her relax, but Kerta was not comfortable with him 

touching her. 

 “What are you doing?” She whispered, standing still and watching his reflection in the 

mirror over the dresser. 

“Oh? Don’t you like it? I apply this technique for the Zahr when she’s having anxiety or 

has a rapid heart rate.” 

“I am not your Zahr. I kindly ask that you to take your hands off my neck.” 

Kerta squinted seeing him grin. 

“I am sorry to inform you miss Chives I cannot do that, because…”  

Percival applied sudden pressure to the sensitive area and Kerta’s blood pressure dropped 

drastically. 

“Then I couldn’t get rid of you. Should have known Cephas’s woman would send someone 

else after me.” 

“You… your name isn’t Percival.” 

The man in question just grinned and said nothing.  

“It’s Barrab-”  

Kerta began to say his real name, but she suddenly became dizzy and very drowsy. 

Barabbas lifted his hands and watched Kerta slump to the floor and land on her side. He didn’t 

hesitate. He knelt down, picked Kerta up and flung her carelessly over his board shoulder. 
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“I think I’ll finish things up in this Clemall and get ready to move on after I dispose of 

you.” Barabbas glanced at Kerta over his shoulder, then turned around. “And your friends.”   

To avoid getting caught by a palace guard or servant, Barabbas exited the chamber a 

different way. In every chamber, guest chambers included, is an emergency exit staircase on the 

opposite side of a special wall. Barabbas pressed his hand into a certain part on the special wall. 

After a moment, a soft click could be heard and the floor rotated counter clockwise, putting him 

on the opposite side. He quickly descended down the staircase and when he reached the bottom, 

an aircraft big enough to fit two people was dormant, waiting to be activated. Barabbas put Kerta 

in the driver’s seat, buckled her in so she wouldn’t slide around, then stepped himself down with 

one final look at the woman beside him, he started the aircraft in quiet mode, set a course for his 

hideout and mentally entertained himself with all the possible ways he would kill her. 
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It was so hot. Kerta felt like she was smothering and like something was pressing hard into 

her wrists. She tried to move her body, but couldn’t budge, not even a inch. She felt herself 

struggling to breathe in oxygen and exhale through her mouth. She wasn’t sure how long she had 

been unconscious. Blinking open a heavy eyelid, Kerta’s blurred vision zoomed in and out, 

struggling to get a focus. She started to lift her bowed head, then had it jerked upright by a big 

hand.   

“Finally awake?”   

Barabbas tugged on Kerta’s hair, forcing her head to snap back. She cried out and he leaned 

in so close she could feel his hot breath against her ear.   

“It’s nothing personal, but I can’t let you expose me. Not to Hera, not to the public and certainly 

not to him.”   

Barabbas gripped Kerta by the crown of her hair and twisted her neck around to the left. 

What she saw made her eye widen and her stomach twist. Kerta was certain the man held up by 

his wrists, dangling in place with his head down over a puddle of blood was Cephas. He 

was deeply bruised and had several dark bruises all over his body. His clothes were torn, tattered 

and caked in dry blood. Some places were darker and red blotches were forming, indicating he had 

been tortured recently. His breathing was quiet, controlled and very weak. If Kerta didn’t do 

something soon, she feared the Geokiin would perish.  

“What did you do to him?”   

Kerta tried to turn her head to look at Barabbas, but he didn’t allow it. He stood up and 

pulled her up roughly with him.   

“I toyed with him, got him worked up, then hit him until he passed out. He’s a sturdy one, 

this Geokiin of the Neelif. His comrades didn’t survive the beatings I gave 
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them.” Barabbas dragged Kerta over to the spot by a fire pit that was filled with ashes. He pushed 

her head down with one hand, kept her steady with the other.  

“See this pile of ashes? That’s his precious Noble Compatriot comrades.”  

Kerta caught her breath and just so happened to see remains of burnt corpses under the 

ashes.  

“There was a large group with him, all determined to take his place, even if it cost them 

their lives. So, as you can see, they failed in their mission to save him and they failed their mission 

to detain me.”  

Kerta stared and the longer she looked at the black, charred body limbs in the fire pit, the 

harder it became for her to keep calm on the inside.   

“Where are their bodies?” She asked in a raspy voice, already fearing the worst. “Why is 

there only skulls and hands…?”  

Barabbas grinned and took a moment to admire his work with her.   

“Oh? Did I forget to mention I ripped them apart. Limb by limb. I beat them senseless first, 

then peeled off their skin while they were alive, then I pulled their limbs out of their sockets and 

crushed their ribcages. I have to tell you I’ve never felt so good being able to murder a soul. Javion 

wasn’t kidding when he said once I got a taste for blood it would take over and consume me.”  

“You serve the Raga Of Murder?”  

“I serve them all. Before I abandoned the order however, I started out against the evil of 

this land.”   

Kerta frowned and managed to fight Barabbas’s firm grip and glower at him over her 

shoulder.   

“You serve devils. They’re not a real theos. Don’t you know that already? You are 

a Geokiin.”  
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“Was. I was a Geokiin and by my free will, I choose to serve these spirits. I know full well 

they’re just devils.” He shrugged and arched an eyebrow down at his captive. “Devil, Raga, Raja, 

spirit, ghosts, it doesn’t matter what we label them, they’re still the supreme beings that have 

power. That’s all I care about. Whatever anyone else thinks of them or perceives these devils 

is their business. Could care less what you and others think about my choice to serve evil. I like it, 

it makes me feel good.”  

“This isn’t Avril’s way. This isn’t right and deep down, you know it isn’t right.”  

“(----) the Godhead and their Son! I don’t want them, I don’t want Tryst’s grace or His 

gospel of peace. I want to be my own theos and these devils give me the ability to do 

that.” Barabbas frowned and recalled something important. “And who are you to tell me what to 

do? From what I gathered earlier, you have a terrible history of corruption. You are clearly Orc, I 

recognized the lifestyle pattern in Hera’s report of you. I’m Orc too.” He paused and glanced down 

at the ashes. “Part Orc anyway and I don’t see how someone who indulged in the Orc behavior has 

any right to correct one their own for doing what only comes natural to them.”  

Kerta inhaled sharply, feeling frustration rise within her toward this man. She tensed her 

jawline and felt hot, fresh tears run from her good eye and her bad eye under the eyepatch. She 

was grieving over people she didn’t know, innocent people who had done nothing wrong and met 

such a cruel end. Did they have families? Spouses? Were some of them grandparents? Kerta didn’t 

have the answers to any of those questions, but even if she did it wasn’t going to change two facts.  

These people were dead and never coming back. That was the first fact. Cephas was still 

alive. That was the second fact. She refused to die and fail the mission as they had. She 

was Illinca’s only hope and she was going to show Barabbas he had made a mistake thinking she 

was helpless.  

“If being evil is so natural and has no consequence then why should holiness be slandered 

and ridiculed because it does have consequences? You are a coward. You are not a man, you are 

a silly little boy who got distracted with the wrong toy and now that Griffin is hunting you down 

for your crimes, He’s the villain? You expect me to believe that your position is justified when 
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you have slain these people, raped women and call it “fun”? If that is evil’s standard of a good 

time, I’m glad all evil people who have vice die and go to Hell!”  

Kerta spit in Barabbas’s face, but he didn’t flinch or look away. He remained still, pinning 

her with his eyes as a dark resentment stretched between the two hybrids.  

“Yes, I was on my way to Hell and no I didn’t care until I started thinking about what I 

was doing and saw that I couldn’t keep up the act of dogma that you call “fun”. Look, 

any theos that tells you taking life is fun, that it’s their divine will is not a true theos at all! I served 

Raga Javion too and even I had questioned his objectively and meaning as a theos if all he did was 

bask in the blood of innocent people.” Kerta leaned in, putting herself nose-to-nose with her captor. 

“Bad people like you and me deserve to be killed, but innocent people like the ones you burned 

and Geokiin Cephas do not deserve to be punished and slain in the name of fun or entrainment. 

You want to have fun? Try walking away from them and denouncing them, calling them out for 

what they are and let those spirits show you their true forms and their true intentions with you. 

Let’s see if you think it’s still fun when you become the one who will be killed for their pleasure.”  

Barabbas said nothing. He simply let go of Kerta, allowing her to stand before him. 

He didn’t let her stand very long. He punched her down, right into the fire pit of 

ashes. He didn’t want to be told the truth, he didn’t want to hear it from someone like Kerta.   

“I will play with you next, then I’ll dispose of the Geokiin, send his garments off to those 

High Priests, so they’ll leave me alone and stop hunting me down.”  

Kerta grunted loudly receiving a firm kick to her rib cage. Barabbas was about to kick her 

again, but Kerta jumped up to her feet and head butted him so hard, Barabbas staggered backwards 

and had to hold his forehead to get his bearings. Kerta closed her eye so she could focus. The metal 

bar that was restraining her wrists, snapped apart and crashed to the ground. Shaking his head clear 

of the dizziness, Barabbas glanced up just in time see Kerta’s eye change. There was a light orange 

hazel hue around her eye socket, marking a symbol of flowing power. This shift in Kerta didn’t 

scare Barabbas—it excited him.   

“Oh. Now that’s interesting.” Barabbas closed his eyes briefly and when they reopened, 

his eyes produced same effect as Kerta’s. “You’re half Fury too?”  
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Kerta hadn’t let anyone know the other half of her blood. For years she concealed it, fearing 

people from all over would hunt her down and kill her. Kerta was strong and had slain many people 

in her past, but if certain groups discovered she was a Fury, they had the tools and weapons ready 

to destroy her. Orcs were strong and a problem in general. Furies were feared and a labeled a high 

threat to society. Kerta couldn’t afford to let her Fury blood surface in a fight, but Barabbas was 

different. Not only was he able to withstand hits, he was also part Fury. Their power would be 

matched, giving her a fair chance at defeating him.  

“After the coronation of Maleehgoot Otto, there was a strict federal planet law against 

Furies. It is a law that makes life hard for them to be safe and comfortable in this society on Hyrim.” 

Barabbas smirked. “A hypocritical law for Maleehgoot Otto—considering his wife was a Fury.” 

Barabbas shrugged. “But his experience with his lover didn’t make him create that law. His wife’s 

coterie15 who sought to take her back from the Vikings and back into their native planet, Bores.” 

Kerta scoffed and was not in the mood to be lectured over historical facts she already knew. 

“Aye. Everyone knows this. I’m not surprised a former Geokiin such as yourself is well 

informed about such things.” 

Cephas groaned suddenly and coughed for a short moment. The warriors paused and turned 

to look at him and wondered if he was going to do anything else. When Cephas remained silent, 

Kerta resumed her conversation with Barabbas. 

“Despite that his lover was Fury, Maleehgoot Otto did what he had to do to protect the 

Vikings and inhabitants of Hyrim. It worked for the past and that’s where it should remain.” 

Barabbas rolled his eyes in annoyance.  

“So, you think forbidding the existence and citizenship of Furies was rational? You agree 

with the Viking then?” 

Kerta shook her head firmly and sighed loudly.  

 
15 A small group of people with shared interests or tastes, especially one that is exclusive of other people. 



Artzenin Eklektós 

296 

 

“No. I do not agree that such laws should existence. I do not agree that people like you and 

me must hide away and conceal ourselves so we can live comfortably.” 

“You just said the past should remain in the past, but the actions of others in the past will 

affect the present and future we live in.” 

Kerta squinted and suddenly felt like there was more to their conversation and it went 

deeper than their people’s heritage. 

“Did Zahr Daivey know the Geokiin in his service was a Fury? Or did you keep that from 

him?” Kerta asked, raising her fists to the ready. “Or did you kindly lie about your genetics like so 

many Orc and Fury hybrids tend to do so you could be accepted by him? He is a man of Griffin 

and sounds like he would choose to do the right thing—even if it meant handing you over to 

authorities.”   

Barabbas recognized her stance and positioning of her fists. It was technique only a 

follower of Javion would know. He motioned at her to come closer, then used the same stance and 

posture to show he was willing to fight her using the same discipline.   

“You’re right about that. Zahr Daivey is a Griffin fearing man and wants all races who live 

in his Clemall or train under him to be themselves. Blood, by his standards, does not define 

character. Action does. Legally speaking however, he would choose to obey the laws of the land 

as Romaíoi16 13: 1-2 instructs Tryst’s followers to adhere to. Good thing I’m not a follower of 

Tryst anymore. That scripture was very restricting for my newfound profession as a rapist and a 

murder.” Barabbas grinned and delighted in seeing the look of disgust on Kerta’s face. “Oh? Not 

a fan of my reputation? I thought us Orcs understood one another?” 

  “I understand that part of you just fine and believe me when I say I don’t miss it. I am 

glad I got saved and am working to clean up my life. You however knew Tryst and left Him. Is 

that why you left the order and your Zahr? Because you wanted to define yourself for who you 

really are and realized you couldn’t do that in Zahr Daivey’s presence? What did he see in 

you?” Kerta answered the question for Barabbas. “Clearly, not the monster you are. I almost 

 
16 Romaíoi is “Romans” in Greek. 
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pity Zahr Daivey. I say almost because he chose to take you in and love you. Trained you to be a 

holy disciple of Tryst and you brought shame on his name, their holy order and to the Godhead.”   

Barabbas’s face darkened and Kerta blinked seeing how he went from calm to enraged.   

“I.” He suddenly ran at Kerta at such alarming speed, Kerta found herself being rammed 

hard into the stone wall. Her backside and head felt the most impact while the rest rippled through 

her body. Barabbas laughed seeing Kerta become dazed from the rush and struggle to regain 

control of her surroundings. “Don’t have to tell you that! Keep Zahr Daivey out of 

this, you pathetic excuse of a warrior!”  

Barabbas knee kicked Kerta in the gut and she coughed loud and hard. He took her by the 

shoulders and tossed her over roughly to the side, as if to dispose of her, but he wasn’t done. 

Barabbas picked up a rock and quickly approached Kerta from behind. She was on the ground, 

face down and appeared to be unconscious. Kerta waited for Barabbas to lower himself and use 

his weight to pin her. As he was about to bring the rock down onto her head, Kerta rolled over and 

delivered a mighty punch to his jaw.  

Barabbas dropped the rock and his hands went to cover his mouth. He felt warm, sticky 

blood ooze from his gums. He was kicked off, but quickly got up and tackled Kerta again as she 

attempted to get up herself. They rolled into the ash pile and the bones cut them, but they sacredly 

noticed. Barabbas eventually grabbed Kerta’s throat, but she used the palms of her hands to press 

against his shoulders.  

Kerta didn’t struggle while in the choke hold. She didn’t whimper or ask for mercy… she 

grinned up at Barabbas, practically encouraging him to choke her harder.  

The rush of her Fury blood was such a powerful, overwhelming sensation and she hadn’t 

let herself get taken over in years. Kerta had forgotten what dancing with death felt like. She had 

forgotten the thrill of a good fight and being in control. Something she needed to establish before 

Barabbas did.  

“Is this the extent of your power Barabbas?” She asked with some mild difficulty, but 

didn’t seem bothered that her airway was being strangled. “Pity.” Her hands that were idly resting 
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on Barabbas’s shoulders moved closer to his collar bone. “I thought you’d show me why men and 

women fear you. Allow me to show you why they feared me.” 

Kerta used her thumbs and index fingers to pinch the sides of Barabbas’s neck. It made 

him flinch, scream and instantly his grip on her neck loosened. Kerta snapped upright and head 

butted Barabbas for the second time that day. He jerked his head around and a low, deadly growl 

came from his mouth. He recoiled his arm back and was in the process of fist striking Kerta square 

in the face, but to his shock, she caught his fist with ease. Her eye narrowed and the glare she gave 

him was lethal and defying. She brought her fingers down over his fist and crushed the bones. He 

screamed and jerked his hand out of hers, or so he thought.  

Her grip was iron, steadfast and she didn’t let go of his hand. His movement damaged his 

shoulder and put strain on the muscles. Kerta let go without warning, stood up and rushed him into 

the wall just as he had done to her. Her tackle was much swifter and left a crater in the wall. She 

stepped back and with a confident grin, performed combos of kicking and punches to his body. 

She was fast, faster than Barabbas anticipated for a woman who had a lame leg and was 

very nicely ripened in her weight. Most Orcs who mature in the stomach loose some stamina, but 

keep their muscle mass. Kerta’s stamina was savage, she was moving so quickly, Barabbas 

couldn’t find a decent opportunity to insert a counter attack. Knowing he was trying to find an 

opening, Kerta took two large steps back and changed her pose and the melee art discipline she 

was going to perform on him. Cephas finally managed to open his eyes and look around to see 

what was happening.  

What he saw, made his swollen eyes widen and his chapped lips part in awe. Kerta’s entire 

body was shining. The energy that shone from Kerta’s eye, had spread and was now actively 

blistering around her, something Barabbas’s power was not able to do. Her body hair was standing 

straight up and the energy waves were cackling around the hairs, causing them to stand out. Kerta’s 

technique was surpassingly, refined and powerful. Barabbas tried to break away from her, but each 

attack he started, violently ended with interruptions from her counter strikes. 

Cephas felt his jaw drop even more when he saw Barabbas literally get in behind Kerta and 

put her in a deadly arm lock, but she spun out of it, jumped up and spin-kicked him in the face. He 
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collapsed and rose up on shaky arms, but she grabbed him by the crown of his hair and easily 

tossed him across the cave. Cephas winced and had to look away when Barabbas’s body made 

contact with a rocky pillar. It naturally came up from the ground and connected to the ceiling of 

the cave. Kerta’s throw made him tear through a dozen of them.  

Kerta let out a loud, crazed laugh and went wild. She dashed at the other hybrid and 

rammed him into another wall. Another crater was made, but this one was much denser and big 

enough that both of them fell into it. Kerta recovered from the collision less than five seconds 

while her opponent remined dazed and slightly disoriented. Kerta was confident Barabbas was 

hurting and grabbed him by the throat with her scraped hand and dragged him out of the rubble 

and back out into the open. 

With a crooked grin on her face, her dilated eye that was nearly bulging out of its socket, 

took in the sight of the battered and deeply bruised man before her and laughed at him. 

“You pathetic man. Did you really think I was weak? I am far from it. I was the Ragas and 

Rajas elite, their best follower when I started out and I haven’t forgotten how to fight like an 

animal. For someone who is so boastful, you quickly bored me.” 

Releasing a frustrated cry, Barabbas tried to regain some honor by swing an angry fist at 

Kerta. He actually made contact with the bridge of Kerta’s nose and made her head snap back, but 

she simply leveled her fiery gaze with him and chuckled slowly. He blinked, amazed that his punch 

didn’t faze her. He kneed her in the gut and delivered another upper cut to the jaw and she merely 

let go of his shirt, so he could feel like he had done something. She turned to him with that crazed 

look in her eye. She didn’t flinch or so much as even blink. 

“You done?” She asked, tilting her head to the side. “Yeah? Good. Because I want to return 

a favor on behalf of those Noble Compatriots and for the one who you raped and have possibly 

impregnated.” Kerta raised a finger, wagged it and shook her head at him in disapproval. “See for 

her alone, I just might kill you.” 

At that remark, Barabbas’s eyes widened and he made the mistake of assuming Kerta was 

threatening him over Juvo for personal reasons. 
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“Just out of curiosity, have you had your way with her yet? That little Vampire?” Barabbas 

spit out the blood he felt building up in his mouth and glared at Kerta with such venom he almost 

couldn’t stand to look at her. “I think you’re acting like this because you want her to yourself. Not 

a good reason to kill me in my opinion. I think you’re just jealous I took her chastity before you 

did.” Barabbas saw Kerta’s green infused eye widen and he smiled. “Oh? I’m sorry. I just assumed 

you were sleeping with her because of the desperation I sense in you to protect someone you don’t 

even care about. She’s just a weak woman, mere meat to Orcs like you and me. Why must I die 

for indulging in pleasure?” 

Everything stopped. Kerta’s breathing, the blinking of her eyelids, her facial expression, it 

all froze for a solid ten seconds. This reaction from Kerta amused Barabbas. He grinned, feeling 

pleased with the look of rage on Kerta’s face. 

“What did you say?” Kerta whispered, making sure to add bite in her tone. 

Barabbas opened his mouth to reply back, but all he got was a fist punch and busted lips. 

He stumbled, tripped over his feet and fell into a rocky pillar and like before, he split it in half. 

While Barabbas was busy trying to get his bearings, Kerta turned around, went up to a thick rocky 

pillar, then with little effort, punched it in the middle. There was a crack, then the middle in the 

structure shattered. She grabbed the ends and tore them off, creating herself two weapons to use 

in either hand.  

Fearing for his enemy’s life, Cephas called to her, begging her to not kill Barabbas. She 

ignored him. Kerta raised the rocky beams over her head with both arms and launched them 

forward, right at Barabbas. The rocky beams hit Barabbas in two different places. His shoulder, 

which was now pierced with the beam and connected to his body. The other struck his right thigh, 

but it pierced all the way through and came out the other side. It left a gaping hole in the thigh and 

Barabbas cried out so loud, his scream echoed through the entire cave. 

Barabbas groaned in pain, feeling his entire body tremble. He stumbled to his feet, leaned 

onto his good leg and wrapped an arm around his middle. He whirled around, sparred the shoulder 

with the rocky beam in it a quick glance, then trailed his eyes back over to Kerta. 
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“If this is your way of saying you’re not into her, I’m not impressed!” He snarled, limping 

towards her. “But this was quite the response and makes me wonder if you are sleeping with her.” 

Kerta raised an eyebrow, her face red with rage. “That’s what you get for suggesting 

something that isn’t true between me and Illinca’s-” Kerta shut her mouth, took a quick breath and 

corrected herself. “My servant. You’re terrible and I don’t regret what I did. Now you’re disabled, 

finishing you off will be easy.” 

“Please don’t kill him. I’m begging you.” Cephas whimpered, trying his best to sound 

stronger. “I don’t want to take him back in a coffin.” 

Both warriors heard the Geokiin, but neither was listening to his requests. Barabbas lunged 

for Kerta against better judgement, fists raised. “I am going to destroy you!” 

Kerta said nothing. She waited for Barabbas to get in range and when he was, she crushed 

her fist against his mouth again, catching his lip and front teeth against her knuckles. Barabbas’s 

head snapped back and he staggered a few feet away from her. Drawing eyebrows together, 

Barabbas touched his lips and studied the blood on his fingertips, instantly annoyed at the sight of 

the blood. He spit and wiped his chin clean.  

He felt restricted by the rocky pillar in his shoulder, so he reached over with his hand and 

thrust it out. He didn’t scream, but the pain showed on his face. His shoulder was burning, 

throbbing and he was sure it was heavily damaged, but it didn’t stop Barabbas from raising a 

clenched fist back up for another go. Kerta dodged the punch and caught him in the chin with an 

uppercut that sent him wobbling backwards onto the damaged leg. She followed him into of the 

middle of their fighting area and past Cephas wanting to be the first thing Barabbas saw when he 

recovered.  

“You (----)!” Barabbas ducked low and charged at Kerta, releasing a loud war cry.  

He rammed Kerta, causing her to stagger, grabbed her by the waist and lifted her, sending 

them both sprawling into a different spot. They landed on a boulder, but the power waves 

surrounding Kerta clashed into the boulder, forcing it to uproot from the cave’s floor. The boulder 
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skidded across the threshold and screeched terribly against the ground under their combined 

weight. Cephas cringed, wishing he could escape the violent sounds the boulder made. The hybrids 

eventually wrestled each other off the boulder and onto the ground. Barabbas attempted to try and 

pin Kerta down, until Kerta brought the heel of her hand upwards, smashing it into his nose. She 

immediately felt the cartilage crush against her hand and heard him howl in pain. Kerta heaved 

against his chest, shoving him off of her. Barabbas reeled backwards, grabbing his nose.  

“That the best you got?!” He rasped, shaking his head to try to regain some focus. 

“I am literally going easy on you! You’re as good as dead, I’m just trying to appease the 

Geokiin!” Kerta shot back, throwing her arms up in the air. “You could make this easier on me 

and just forfeit and come quietly to my spaceship.” Out of the corner of her eye she saw two other 

men, far older than Barabbas come thundering through the entrance of the cave and right towards 

them. “More friends of yours?” 

“Apprehend her, now! Don’t let this woman escape. Forget Cephas, focus on taking out 

Kerta Chives instead!” Barabbas yelled, shaking away the pain as he stepped towards her.  

Kerta shifted her leg back and ducked another punch aimed at her face. She ran forward 

and rammed her shoulder into Barabbas’s chest, sending him reeling backwards and into a wall. 

Barabbas blinked, a little stunned from the collision and snorted in anger.  

“Get her, kill her!” Barked Barabbas, pounding his fists on the wall in frustration.  

Barabbas was too blinded by his anger to do much of anything at the moment. The masked 

bandits went after Kerta, leaving Barabbas to himself. Kerta’s eye narrowed feeling hands come 

up from behind her and wrap around her forearms, trying to pin her in place. 

“See. This is why I hated men up until recently. This dominating ego is really getting old.” 

She mumbled in anger, then heard the bandit admit after they finished her, they were going to go 

and slay her allies. “Griffin as my witness I will die protecting them before letting any of you come 

an inch near them!” 
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Kerta stomped her heel against his leather shoe as a response to his foolish statement. He 

yelped, trying to step away until she grabbed his elbow and bent down. He tipped him forward and 

she flawlessly flipped him over her shoulder. He landed his back, looking up at her, bewildered. 

Kerta bent down grabbed his head, taking a fist full of hair and turned him towards her. 

“Hmph. The old me would have ripped your arm off while doing that, just so you know. 

I’m trying to be a good girl and restrain myself.” 

The bandit gulped and she pulled him up by his hair, dragging him to his knees. His hands 

went to his head and he tried to tear free the clump of hair caught in her fist. Kerta used her other 

fist to punch him across the face. This powerful action sent the bandit down into the ground and it 

was there, he laid, motionless. Kerta had knocked him out cold.  

Huffing loudly, Kerta turned around and tipped her head at Barabbas, challenging him with 

her eye. “That it?” 

At the snap of Barabbas’s finger, the second bandit entered the fight. He picked up the 

bloody beam, not caring how it became stained with blood and thrust it at Kerta’s body, keeping 

his distance on purpose. Kerta raised her arms to shield herself and grunted when the beam made 

impact with her arms.  

“I can’t wait to thrash those allies of yours. I have my eyes set on the Vampire myself. 

Scouting definitely has advantages. After I have my way with the Vampire, then I’ll gut her, right 

in front of you before I kill you.” The second bandit taunted, still refusing to come any closer. 

“Idiot.” Kerta rolled her eye and bent down, grabbing a thick rock that conveniently rolled 

towards her feet. She tossed it in the air, smirking at his frown. She caught it with ease as her smile 

thinned into a vicious grin. Kerta threw the rock at him as hard as she could, preferably at his head. 

The second bandit ducked, barely missing the rock. It flew past his hair and hit Barabbas in the 

face instead. He and Kerta winced seeing that.  

“I need to work on my throw. I’m getting lazy. That would have knocked out had it struck 

you. Leave it to a Fury hybrid to remain conscious.” 
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Kerta didn’t allow her opponent time to comment back or have a chance to think of another 

way to attack her. She simply took out her gun that was secretly in an ankle holster under her 

clothes. Kerta’s other valuables and weapons had been removed from her by Barabbas, but he 

defiantly did not feel her down low enough to notice the gun holster around her left ankle.  

“Sorry Cephas. This one has to go. He’s not leaving me a choice.”  

Kerta straightened upright and shot the second bandit. Right between the eyes. Cephas’s 

jaw dropped and he stared at Kerta in astonishment. He almost couldn’t believe how natural it she 

made shooting a gun looked.  

“You and I don’t have the right to decide who gets to live and who gets to die. That man’s 

life was not yours to take.” 

Feeling his condemning glare, Kerta turned the barrel of the gun in Barabbas’s direction 

and tilted her head to the right nonchalantly, unconcerned with what she had done. 

“Geokiin, don’t look at me like that. There was a reason he didn’t come too close. He was 

packing a vom pack under his clothes.” 

Cephas blinked and shook his head, needing a moment to take that in. 

“Wait. What? He had a what?” 

“A vom pack strapped to his body, under his clothes. I could smell the explosives a mile 

away. Don’t judge me for keeping myself alive long enough to ensure Illinca’s target, that you are 

preserved. By the way, it was also your lovely doting wife that gave me permission to take life if 

it became evident that Barabbas couldn’t be contained, or reasoned with.” 

“My wife would never give such an order. She is a peaceful, fair, level headed woman.” 

Kerta kept a steady watch on Barabbas and made sure Cephas heard her laugh.  

“Then you don’t know your wife as well as you thought. Clearly when it came to you, she 

was willing to be a little wild and selfish. But that might not be fair of me to say. She made it clear 
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Barabbas was to return alive, but she also understood something special about him. She wouldn’t 

tell me what it was, she just kept insisting I would be on his power level.” Kerta chuckled bitterly. 

“Now I see why. You, nor your Noble Compatriots were a match for Barabbas, because your wife 

knew what was in his blood.” Kerta looked down at herself, then over at the Geokiin. “The same 

blood that runs in me. Fury.” Kerta sighed. “I think your wife wants to do the right thing no matter 

what, but she also asked me to ensure your life and told me I had permission to execute Barabbas 

if the situation became unfavorable.” Kerta jerked her head in the direction of the second bandit. 

“I think a man with a vom suit coming in, not caring who he would kill is more than enough of a 

reason to secure your safety.” Kerta sighed again, then crossed her arms. “In my past I would just 

murder him in cold blood, but today I can confidently say I took life in an act of self-defense for 

myself and for you. I’m new at this Griffin thing, but I didn’t feel conviction in my spirit so…” 

Cephas blinked rapidly, glanced left, then right, then finally set his confused gaze back on 

Kerta. “You’re saved? Since when?” 

Kerta aimed the gun at Barabbas, watching him carefully. “It doesn’t matter. I’m on your 

side, that’s what matters.” 

“Just so you both know, he had that suit rigged to explode if he was shot. It has censors 

and a stealth beeper so you can’t hear it. I’d say we have exactly 80 seconds before this entire area 

goes up into flames.” Barabbas muttered, wincing from the pressure of his bruised body limbs and 

busted lips as he moved the muscles. 

Kerta moved her head back to its normal resting position, squinted an angry eye at Barabbas 

and scoffed in irony. “Are you serious?” Kerta made a clicking noise with her tongue before 

pointing the tip into a cheek. “Hmm. Okay. That changes everything.” 

Kerta shot Barabbas in his good knee cap and took pleasure in hearing him cry out in pain.  

“Why did you shoot him?!” Cephas exclaimed, clearly unable to understand Kerta’s logic 

in the situation.  
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“Because now I have to pack him and you out of this place. I don’t trust him, he’d try to 

fight me and I can’t have that.” Kerta pointed her thumb over her shoulder at the entrance of the 

cave. “Both of you are going to be uncomfortable, but I suggest you mentally prepare yourself for 

what’s coming next.”  

Neither Cephas or Barabbas were ready for what Kerta was going to do. The high waves 

of energy that was around her body, intensified and her eye was completely stark white. She dashed 

over to Cephas, broke the chains holding him captive, caught him before he fell and set him down 

quickly on the ground. She swiftly and effectively removed all of his restraints. Wrists and ankles 

were finally free of the painful iron shackles and he could finally breathe easier. Before he could 

thank her, she lifted him up and tossed him gently over her shoulder, then hurriedly walked over 

to Barabbas. He was resting against the wall on the ground, hands over his knee cap. She wrapped 

an arm around his shoulders and stood up straight.  

With Cephas over her shoulder and Barabbas tucked under her armpit, Kerta then 

channeled all her energy and dashed out of the cave at alarming speed. She had gotten fairly far 

away from the cave, then it happened. The voms exploded and the entire terrain shook from the 

impact. A huge mushroom cloud formed and the tremors rippled, spreading further out. Kerta felt 

the vibrations under her feet as she ran, but she didn’t dare didn’t look back to see what was 

happening. She didn’t break her stride or slow down the pace until she saw Barabbas’s aircraft. 

Even though they had managed to escape, the location was shaking violently and Kerta feared their 

lives were still in danger. 

“Cephas can you navigate one of these things?” 

Kerta set the men down and opened the top of the aircraft. 

“Yes. Why?” 

Kerta didn’t answer him. She simply gathered him up gently into her arms and placed in 

the pilot’s seat. After he was safely buckled in, she put Barabbas into the passenger seat first, then 

decided it would better if she sat in the passenger seat and put him on top of her. Neither he or 

Kerta found the positioning favorable, but thankfully Barabbas didn’t complain. He was genuinely 

in too much pain and too weak from losing so much blood, he couldn’t find it in him to bicker with 
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Kerta. His energy waves had stopped and his eyes had returned to normal. Kerta’s energy waves 

were still going strong. 

“Set a course for Pagoni Clemall. Both of you need medical attention and she will give it 

to you.” 

Cephas nodded weakly and did as Kerta asked. The aircraft lit up and launched off the 

ground and zapped into the air. It wasn’t a long flight and at some point, Kerta felt herself fading. 

She heard her heat beat thudding loudly in her ears, her eye was dropping and her surroundings 

were gradually slipping into a spiral of darkness. She tried to stay awake, she fought the drowsiness 

for several minutes, but it took over her senses and made her collapse under Barabbas. Her energy 

waves stopped and Cephas saw it happen from the corner of his eye. He said nothing and prayed 

to Griffin that Barabbas wouldn’t try anything stupid and that they would reach Keep Covetous 

safely and without any issues. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

… 

 

“Kerta?”  
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Kerta’s eyebrows furrowed weakly and she took a sudden breath and arched slightly in 

response to hearing her name being called. 

‘That voice… I know that voice…’  

Kerta could hear herself breathing deeply and very slowly. She also felt the texture of 

something cold dabbing her face and around her neck.  

  “Kerta? Please wake up.”  

A hand touched her face and a thumb gently caressed her swollen cheek.  

  “Neptunium?” Kerta’s voice was very faint and acutely coated with sleep. “N-

Neptunium?” Kerta reached up instinctively to touch the side of Neptunium’s face. 

  “Yes. It is me Zentha. I’m here.” Neptunium was laying on top of Kerta and gently pressed 

her forehead into Kerta’s and pressed her nose to Kerta’s. She smiled as hot tears spilled from 

under her closed eyes and tried her best to keep her voice from breaking. “I’m right here. And 

you’re safe now.” 

  “Where…” A subtle, but firm pain shot up Kerta’s lame leg, making her jerk involuntarily. 

Kerta arched and gasped suddenly under Neptunium. “Where am I?” Kerta tried to sit up and 

strained to open her eye, but the heaviness she experienced made her drowsy and sway. 

  “No. Do not do that.” Neptunium gently pushed Kerta back down onto the bed and tucked 

the edges of the covers around her shoulders. “The High Priests examined you after you were 

brought here and told anyone who was with you when you woke up to make sure you did not over 

exert yourself.”  

“High… Priests? W-What is going on? Zahr Hera doesn’t have High Priests in her Clemall. 

That doesn’t make any sense.” 

Neptunium bit her lower lip and waited to see if what she had said would make Kerta have 

a reaction. When she saw it did not, she continued on. “Do you remember what happened after 

you you arrived at Covetous Keep?” 
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“N-No. I don’t remember a lot, it’s very hazy.” Kerta swallowed a lump in her throat and 

rested a moment, needing to regain some stamina. “Can you tell me what happened?” 

Neptunium pressed her forehead to Kerta’s, finding great comfort in doing so. 

“After you arrived, Zahr Hera was confronted by Geokiin Cephas and he told her 

everything you did in the cave. Zahr Hera was completely overwhelmed by Cephas’s story and 

she decided the best thing to do was give you and Cephas medical care.” Neptunium paused, 

allowing Kerta a moment to process the information. “Are you all right? Do I need to stop?” 

“No. Keeping going. I’m okay.” 

“All right. Well as much as she was angered by the deception of Barabbas, she still gave 

him medical care. I and Juvo came to Covetous Keep when PIT received the transmission and 

neither she or I were pleased with the outcome of the situation.”  

Neptunium began to nuzzle Kerta, something she knew Kerta would enjoy. Kerta couldn’t 

return the gesture, but she did close her eye and sigh in contentment. Neptunium grinned hearing 

it, but she eventually stopped so she wouldn’t be distracted when explaining the situation. 

“No one knew that Zahr Daivey was coming to visit Zahr Hera and had arrived on the scene 

shortly after the three of you were taken to the medical ward. He learned what happened from Zahr 

Hera. We were summoned to Keep Covetous by a messenger, were told what had happened and 

to be honest, not I or Juvo knew what to do, let alone think. You merely left to go investigate and 

less then 24 hours return battered and bruised with the culprit who had been secretly employed 

with Zahr Hera this whole time.” Neptunium frowned, remembering something unpleasant. 

“Meeting her for myself and hearing her talk, I developed a strong dislike for Zahr Hera and I 

could tell she was not fond of me or Juvo being in her presence.” 

Kerta grinned slightly then chuckled softly. “Aye. She is spoiled and petty like that. You’re 

hairy Elf that looks like a Kur, Juvo is Vampire with natural beauty that rivals her Azure genetics. 

That is enough to disgust the woman and poke at her insecurities and I am sorry if she did anything 

to upset either of you.” Kerta’s features hardened and she sat up and leaned back on her elbows 

for support. “Please don’t tell me she insulted you or hurt your feelings? I’ll set her straight.” 
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Neptunium gently pushed Kerta back down onto the bed and shook her head. “No, but she 

made the mistake of insulting Juvo for being a Vampire and insisted she keep her mouth off her 

neck.” 

“It’s not Juvo’s fault Venom drills such gruesome mentalities into their society. For a Zahr, 

Hera is quick to think she knows other cultures so well, right?” Kerta narrowed her eye and looked 

off past Neptunium at the door way, almost expecting to see the lonely Vampire observing them. 

“If she took time to get to know Juvo, she’d realize her canine teeth were cut that way and her 

mother didn’t allow her father to make their daughter drink blood after Juvo got sick. She isn’t 

naturally born that way, it was her up brining!” 

Neptunium touched Kerta’s face and stroked the skin soothingly and instantly Kerta 

calmed down and lowered her voice. 

“I’m sorry Neptunium I didn’t mean to sound mean. I’m just upset to learn this after nearly 

risking my life to save her from that boorish man. She treated you both this way and it disgusts 

me.”  

“Oh, do not worry. Juvo thoroughly insulted her back and put Zahr Hera in her place. First 

with cutting her words, then by getting sick all over the palace’s floor.” 

Kerta started to laugh, then stopped realizing what Neptunium said.  

“Wait, wait. Juvo retrenched on Zahr Hera’s overly shiny marble stone floors?” 

Neptunium nodded and had no shame in hiding the smirk on her lips. “Yes. She. Did. Juvo 

sounded like she was seriously dying from the strain of it all, but you know, that is what it took 

for Zahr Hera to be quiet and move things along.”   

“Oh, how I wish I was there to see that.” 

“Well to be fair, Juvo did not mean to do that and when questioned what was wrong with 

her, I had to explain to everyone present that she had been ill for quite some time before we were 

rushed to Covetous Keep. Zahr Daivey insisted we return to his Clemall and you be treated there 

by his physicians.” 
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“Let me guess.” Kerta laid a hand on her stomach and tilted her head to the side. “Zahr 

Hera jumped at the offer and sent you all off?”  

“Yes. She nicely pushed us onto him and paid him to a large sum of money for any medical 

and travel expenses we needed. PIT flew the spaceship over to Ierousalím, we docked and have 

been stationed here ever since.” 

Kerta grunted and managed to grin slightly. “Heh. The wench basically wanted to kick us 

out and wash her hands of us. Petty isn’t she?” 

Neptunium frowned. “Perhaps, but I genuinely believe Zahr Hera did not want to have two 

Griffin fearing men in her city or be responsible for what happened to them. It worked out though 

and to his credit, Zahr Daivey told me in private it would be safer for all of us to be transported to 

his Clemall. In other news, Cephas sent word to his sahah, who is still away on political business 

with Zahr Pandora. As you could guess, Neelif Illinca was thrilled to learn her sahe was alive and 

wanted you to know your mission is concluded. Once she is home, she said she will pay you and 

inform you of a private matter that is only meant for you to know.” 

Kerta sighed softly, having an inkling what the “private matter” was. Before she couldn’t 

possibly think of anything that Illinca could tell her that she couldn’t learn on her own, but after 

recent events, Kerta suspected what Illinca was keeping from her. 

“So, I’m free to go then?” 

Neptunium touched Kerta’s face and caringly stroked Kerta’s swollen, bruised cheek. 

“Yes, but you are physically in no condition to leave this place. You are extremely weak after what 

happened and pushing yourself so hard.” Neptunium dropped a kiss on Kerta’s forehead, then 

leaned back with a smile. “Geokiin Cephas told us in detail everything he saw and heard. I had no 

idea that you were so powerful.” 

Kerta chuckled lightly, flattered at the praise Neptunium gave her. 

“I can be. Nothing to boast about.” 
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“Well, I am glad to know you gave it your all in that fight.” Neptunium placed both hands 

on Kerta’s belly and gave it a playful pat. “I suppose it is true what they say about your race. Orc 

guts are tougher than rocks and their muscular frames are durable.” 

Kerta gathered Neptunium’s hands into her own and giggled softly. 

“Easy dove. I’m tender.” 

Neptunium arched an eyebrow. “Are you hungry? Please say yes.” 

Kerta shifted on the bed to get more comfortable. “Why? So, you and Juvo can compete to 

see who will stuff me the quickest and make me fatter?” 

Neptunium dipped her head and nuzzled Kerta fondly. “Maybe.” 

Neptunium let go of Kerta’s hands, then carefully got off the bed. She stood there, looking 

down at the groggy hybrid and couldn’t help but smile. 

“The High Priests do not want you to strain yourself and have ordered you to stay in this 

bed until your body has healed.” 

“How long have we been here?” Kerta pointed down at the mattress. “And where exactly 

is “here”, Neptunium?” 

Neptunium half turned her head to look at the long rectangle window and admired the 

scenery she saw there. “We are lodging in the residential sector of Ark Of Promise. This synagogue 

is located right in the center of Thysía, the capital city of Ierousalím.” 

“All right. That answers that.”  

Kerta took a cautious breath and exhaled slowly. She didn’t want to admit talking hurt and 

was making her sleepy, so she did her best to keep focused and remain attentive.  

“Last question. How long have I been knocked out?” 

“You have been in this room, unconscious for two weeks.”  
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Neptunium brushed a lock of hair behind her ear and pressed her lips together and took a 

moment to consider her options. She had two big surprises that she knew would make Kerta very 

happy, but was it right to talk about? Sighing softly to herself, Neptunium took one good look at 

Kerta’s dropping eye and her struggling to keep awake, Neptunium decided to wait until Kerta 

was more awake and feeling better.  

“Zentha?” She whispered, glancing over at Kerta. 

“Hmm?”  

“Much has happened in fourteen days of your absence.” Neptunium grinned. “But one step 

at a time. I shall talk to you more later. For now, I will go make a meal for you. Please rest until I 

am finished.” 

Kerta shifted carefully around on the bed until she got comfortable, then glanced up to see 

if Neptunium was still in the room. She was still there, watching her carefully. 

“Dove, don’t look so sad.” 

“I cannot help it.’ She whispered, looking down at the floor. “I almost lost you and was 

helpless to stop it. Can you blame me for wanting to be near you?” 

“I’ll be okay. Go make that grub you promised me. Eating a hot meal will defiantly make 

me feel better. And remember, you have a family and a group of friends to keep after too.” Kerta 

yawned then carefully stretched her sore limbs under the blankets. “Can’t pour all that energy into 

me. Have to consider the others.” 

“I know, Zentha and I have updated them on our whereabouts since we were brought here. 

In fact, they are flying over here with Bellamy to visit you. This is to our advantage. Now everyone 

will finally be treated by the High Priests and Griffin willing, our bodies will be cleansed of the 

drugs Potassium injected us with.” 

There was a brief pause, then Kerta smiled at Neptunium and Neptunium returned it.  
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“So, in the end, you still got to a High Priest.” Kerta tipped her head back into the pillow 

and expelled a deep, contended sigh. “Good. I’m glad. I am so sorry for lying about that too. I led 

all of you on to think I did know a High Priest so I would look good in front of you, Neptunium.” 

“You lied to us?” Neptunium’s smile saddened. “Well, that hurts to know, but I am glad  

you are admitting this to me. Lying and secrets destroy relationships.”  

Kerta shut her eye and laid still and listened to her friend talk.  

“I am sure those evil spirits had some influence in your choice to lie to me and the others, 

as that is usually what happens to people who are enslaved to their vice. They start practicing bad 

habits for so long it becomes natural and acceptable to them. What also tends to happen is the 

person may start to hate what they do, are aware they are being bad, but sadly commit the act 

anyway.” 

“I can see that. I was very much aware of how often I kept lying and even though I didn’t 

want to deceive you, I couldn’t help it and did what I hated.” Kerta winced at the memory of it all 

and became disgusted with herself. She sighed and placed the palm of her hand on her face and 

groaned in annoyance. “I was such a desperate fool. I wanted to look in front of you so badly and 

receive your praise I was okay with betraying your trust and our friendship. I really am the worst, 

I don’t know why you’d want me to be your Zentha. Look at me. I’m… pathetic.” 

Neptunium motioned at Kerta to calm down using her hands and shook her head in strong 

disagreement.  

“My decision to make you my Zentha is not based on your good works or your faults. You 

are not pathetic either.” 

“I feel like it.” 

“That is understandable, but please do not think this. At your core, you are kind, caring, 

protective woman who wants to be cherished by those she cares about.” 

Kerta lifted her hand off her face and gazed kindly upon Neptunium and suddenly felt a 

little better about herself. 
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“Aw. You see that about me?” 

“I do. And that is why you are my Zentha. Now, this business about lying to me?” 

Neptunium waved a hand, simply done with the issue and glad to be rid of it. “It is in the past and 

will stay there. I forgive you. I will not mention this to the others either. This stays here between 

us and Griffin. Unless of course Griffin is moving you to confess your fault before them, then you 

must obey the Spirit, humble yourself and ask for their forgiveness.” 

Just hearing Neptunium say that to her lifted a huge burden off Kerta’s conscious.   

“I never should have said what I did back then, but for what it’s worth, I did intend to seek 

out a High Priest so my word wouldn’t return void.”  

Kerta yawned and it didn’t go unnoticed by Neptunium’s sensitive ears. 

“You are tired?” 

Kerta nodded gently in agreement. “Aye. Very much so. I haven’t expelled that much 

energy in a good fight in a long time. Not since my Space Pirate days. I’m more tired than I am in 

pain to be honest.” 

“Just rest. I will return shortly with your food. If you are resting by the time I come back I 

will set the food on the end table so you can eat it later.”   

She took a few deep breaths, then finally managed to crack her eye open. It wasn’t a lot, 

but it was enough that she could see Neptunium retreat from the room and shut the thick heavy 

oak door behind her. Now alone, Kerta laid still a long moment and was content just breathing and 

staring ahead at nothing. Eventually, her eye blinked and wondered by itself and naturally took in 

her new surroundings. She was a medium sized room. The walls were grey stone, as was the bed 

she was resting on. However, the cushioning on the bed was amazing and she couldn’t feel the 

cold smooth stone at all and was very comfortable. The ceiling was also stone, but the floor was 

made from the same wood as the door. Oak. Heavy, thick and very durable. Kerta wasn’t wearing 

just any clothes either. She was dressed elegantly in a silky dark blue gown with golden accents 

on the sleeves and collar. On the back the gown was a crest symbol. In the middle of the crest 

symbol was the characters of Griffin. 
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“Zahr Daivey has class.” Kerta ran her hand down her arm, enjoying the feel of the texure 

of the gown under her finger tips. “I wonder if I can move?” 

 Kerta decided to try and sit up and swing her legs around the side of the bed. She wanted 

to see how weak she was and the moment her feet made contact with the floor, the room spun and 

she swayed in place terribly. 

“Ugh. Laying back down.” Kerta muttered to herself, returning to her position under the 

covers.  

She wasn’t sure when Neptunium would return, but it didn’t matter. Kerta wasn’t going to 

stay up waiting. She wanted to, but her body just wanted sleep so she gave in and decided to not 

fight it. Kerta shut her eye and fell asleep within seconds. With their ears and hands pressed against 

door, Neptunium and Juvo smiled softly when they heard Kerta start to snore. Pleased, they leaned 

away from the door and turned to each other. 

“You didn’t tell her about what happened to you. Why not? Kerta would have been thrilled 

to learn you regained your sight back.”  

Juvo stepped in and surprised Neptunium by showing her affection. She cupped 

Neptunium’s cheek and lightly brushed her thumb across the skin under the eyelid.  

“Mistress is going to be happy when she learns how Griffin restored your eyesight.” 

Neptunium smirked and decided she too would show Juvo kindness. She reached down 

and placed her hands on Juvo’s tummy and very lightly squeezed it before she began to massage 

it. Juvo’s hand fell away from Neptunium’s face and she shyly glanced down at the caring hands 

cradling her small bump and found herself smiling with Neptunium.  

“And she is going to be equally thrilled when she learns about this. Do you want me to 

inform her or do you want to do it? As for my situation, do not worry. I will tell Kerta about my 

eyesight, but my story will require her to focus and she can barely do that right now. Timing is 

important.” 

Juvo blushed and scratched idly at her cheek as she considered her options. 
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“I want to be the one to tell her about my condition. When do you think I should share the 

news? Now while she is recovering or after she recovers?” 

“I would tell her now, but I think it is best to wait until recovers a little more and best tell 

her in private. It will make the surprise personal, something I think Kerta is not use to.” 

Neptunium let go of Juvo’s belly so she could hug Juvo. Juvo stiffened at first, but then 

she relaxed in Neptunium’s arms. 

“This is really hard on you. Receiving affection from others?” 

“It is. But I agreed to practice with you because I know Kerta is going to want to hug me 

so I need to get use to being touched by people. Thank you for letting me practice with you.” 

Juvo slowly raised her arms and caved them around Neptunium. It felt wrong to her even 

though it shouldn’t, but Juvo didn’t want to be cruel to Kerta when she shared the news of her 

condition. Sighing, Juvo stepped out the embrace and hugged herself.  

“Neptunium?” Juvo whispered, looking down the long hallway that would lead to another 

area. 

“Yes?” 

“I was in the Hanger Bay, when you helped Kerta fight those evil spirits. I saw and heard 

everything that happened that day.” 

Neptunium’s eyes widened. “You… were?” 

Juvo nodded. “Yes. I need to talk about that with Kerta too, but before I tell her, I want to 

talk to you about it.” Juvo looked back at Neptunium with a serious expression, one that demanded 

Neptunium follow her. “Come to my room? I think it is time I opened up a little about my past to 

you, my past issues with Griffin and dogma in general.” 

“That is fine, but what about Kerta’s food?” 
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Juvo began to walk down the hallway and without looking back over her shoulder, she 

sharply replied, “Kerta’s meal can wait. This is far more important at the moment.” 

Neptunium nodded and followed Juvo to her chamber and made sure to enjoy the view 

along the way. Neptunium truly had missed her eyesight and words couldn’t express how grateful 

she was to have it back. As the two women walked towards Juvo’s chamber, they met Daivey and 

his wife, Bersaba in the middle of the hallway. The women had picked up on greeting gestures 

shortly after their arrival in Thysía. Acting in unison, Neptunium and Juvo brought their hands 

together, bowed their heads and upper body in respect to their caretakers. Daivey and Bersaba 

smiled fondly at them and returned the gesture to their guests and were secretly impressed to be 

greeted so formally. 

“Aleichem Shalom.”  

Daivey’s small pointed ears perked up in excitement when he heard Juvo utter the words. 

She said it softly and with some mild difficulty. It touched him that she was trying so hard to fit in 

with their culture. 

 “Well done Lady Juvo!” Daivey nudged Bersaba with his elbow in the ribs, making her 

giggle. “And you said she would struggle to catch on. Hah. You own me 5 dinera.”  

Bersaba rolled her eyes, then smiled to show her husband she was not annoyed, but amused 

with him. 

“So glad we caught you. Atomic has a picnic planned for you lovely ladies.” 

Juvo smiled slightly at the offer, but kindly declined it. 

“I appreciated Atomic and what he is doing for me and my companion, but I need to discuss 

something with Neptunium and then I will lay down for a while. I am quite weary and we all know 

why.” 

Neptunium gently added, “Tell Atomic his Sonar will be along shortly. And also tell him I 

love him.” 
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Daivey beamed and turned to his wife and brought his hands together excitedly. 

“I am so happy that Atomic has been reunited with his Sonar and soon, his family. I am so 

happy I could burst into tears.” 

Bersaba quietly motioned to her guests to move along and they did so quickly, leaving her 

to speak to Daivey about recent events. 

“You did send word to have sister Neptunium’s family and friends transported by spaceship 

and not wagon, correct?” 

Daivey crossed his arms and looked off as he nodded briefly. 

“Yes dear. I also requested Neelif Illinca attend the gathering as well. Atomic will be a 

very blessed man by the time this event is done and over with.” 

Bersaba looked down the hallway, saw a few of the High Priest Acolytes and waved in 

greeting at them. They waved back before continuing to their destination.  

“Do you think Atomic will go with them, Daivey?” She asked, watching the small group 

of men and women in robes leave. “I have grown rather fond of him. Have been since the day you 

and Akiva brought him home.” 

Daivey hummed softly then began to idly stroke his long, bushy beard.  

“We should expect him to depart, but if he chooses to remain, I am quite certain he will 

make arrangements for his family and his beloved Plutonium. He loves her and he loves his Sonar. 

All of those people he feared had died are alive and you saw how he broke down when he laid 

eyes on Neptunium for the first time.” Daivey shrugged, unconcerned about the future of their 

recent recruit. “Would it be so bad for him to leave us? They’re his treasure.” Daivey reached out 

and cupped Bersaba’s face and delighted in seeing her features soften and her lean into his touch. 

“Just as you are my treasure. We must be prepared to let him go.” 

Daivey stepped back and smiled. 
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“So, which one of us is going to tell him his Sonar will be late to the picnic and have to 

take her place until she arrives.” 

Bersaba began to walk down the hallway opposite of the way Neptunium and Juvo went. 

“I will. If I send you, you will eat the entire meal he prepared. I would rather there be some 

food left over.” 

“It is not my fault his cooking tastes like heaven!” 

Daivey returned to his office and Bersaba found Atomic in the garden area, tending to the 

flowers near the blanket where the picnic basket sat. She quietly approached him, curious to see 

what it was he was doing. 

“Maybe I should give her this blue flower instead of the violet one?” Atomic looked 

between the medium stalks and frowned. “Hmm. Maybe not. These flowers are a lot larger than 

your typical flower on Nexus. Maybe I will just-” 

“Atomic what are you doing?” 

Atomic stood up and when he turned around, his eyes caught Bersaba’s and she instantly 

felt her heart melt. Atomic was such a gentle soul and striking young man. Since coming and living 

in the synagogue, Atomic grew a beard and his once short spiky hair was combed slick back and 

now shoulder length. Just admiring him and taking in his body language made Bersaba feel good 

about the future. She was confident his family and friends would be overwhelmed to learn he was 

alive, but also happy to see Atomic strong and healthy. 

“I was thinking I would give my Sonar a flower to show how much she means to me and 

how much I have missed her.” Atomic ran a hand down his slick gelled hair and smiled bashfully. 

“But I just could not decide on one to give her. Truthfully, Sonar Neptunium is so radiant in her 

beauty flowers would never be able to capture her essence. Speaking of my Sonar, where is she 

and Juvo? No offense, but I was not expecting to see you.” 

Bersaba took a seat on the blanket next to the picnic basket and smoothed out the ends of 

her skirt. 
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“We gave them the message as you asked, but Juvo needed to speak to your Sonar in private 

about something.” 

“Ah. I see. Am I to entertain you until she comes then?” 

Bersaba grinned. “That was the plan. So, are you excited to be reunited with your loved 

ones?” Bersaba asked, knowing this would strike the right mood for conversation. 

“Yes. I am very excited, but I am also afraid.” 

“Of what dear?” 

Bersaba patted the spot next to her, indicating she wanted Atomic to sit by her. He did and 

crossed his legs and ankles and eased back on his elbows lazily. 

“I have changed since they last saw me. I am sure they have undergone changes too. What 

little my Sonar told me broke my heart.” 

Bersaba frowned, thinking back to the day and time they learned Neptunium’s background 

and how she came to be blind.  

“Yes. It would appear that this Potassium fellow is the core to a lot of problems your race 

is facing and I will continue to pray that Griffin will have His way with that man and the situation.” 

“I admit part of me wants to see him burn, but that is because I have been burned. By him.” 

Atomic looked down and sighed. “I am not the same person Bersaba. I have changed. And it is 

this change in myself that I fear will be frowned upon, for I was taught better than this. Even your 

Geokiins and High Priests taught me better and yet I still desire to see Potassium suffer. If not at 

my hand someone else’s.” 

Bersaba tilted her head and rested it against Atomic’s shoulder and took a moment to 

contemplate what he confessed. 

“You know Atomic. Just because you were shown or taught how to correctly and properly 

respond to a situation does not exclude your feelings for that situation.” 
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Atomic blinked. “What do you mean?” 

“I mean, you can be told how to build something all day, be shown the blueprints and 

memorize the blueprint, but when it comes time to build that project, your physical hands are 

subject to mistake. You might measure a wall incorrectly or maybe you were welding a part and 

applied too much pressure and the weld broke. So, you see, knowing what to do and living in the 

moment are two different realities. Both require your attention and both require you try your best 

to succeed. Griffin knows we are damaged because of vice, He knows we have imperfections and 

that we break things without meaning to, but He still loves us and wants us to keep trying.” 

Bersaba raised her hand and gently squeezed Atomic’s shoulder. 

“Atomic pray for him. Pray for him to be chastised and broken not by our hands or someone 

else, but directly by Griffin. Let Griffin move through the right events and the right people to break 

Potassium’s hold around Nexus and your planet. He will restore you and Nexus, but in His timing. 

For now be glad you can reunite with your family and loved ones. Focus on them and let that be 

your reward for now.” 

As Atomic and Bersaba continued to talk about his issues and the upcoming arrival of those 

he was severed from, Juvo stood out on the balcony with Neptunium, gazing softly at the sunsets. 

Both suns set equally and were parallel of each other. The colorations they created in the sky was 

stunning and although Juvo couldn’t see it at the moment, she could feel their force and such power 

she found beautiful and was strangely confronted by it. 

“Neptunium.” Juvo quietly called to her friend and gradually turned to face her. 

“Yes, Juvo?” 

“On Venom, we have a word that is equal to that of a Zen or Zentha. Do you know what it 

is?” 

Neptunium nodded. 

“Yes. I am well advised in Vampirism and your culture. A non-sexual soulmate in your 

language is a Thrall and a sexual soulmate is a Night Thrall.” Neptunium slowly arched an eyebrow 
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and became nervous on the inside for a brief moment. “I am assuming this has something to do 

with my Zentha? This talk you want to have?” 

“Yes. I…” Juvo walked up to the guard fence of the balcony and gripped the railing tightly. 

She bowed her head and sighed. Keeping her head down she finally admitted a truth she had been 

in denial of for quite some time. “I love her.” 

Neptunium wanted to be happy to hear that, but without context she couldn’t celebrate just 

yet. 

“Love her how? As a friend or… more than that? You told me you were present when I 

helped her rebuke those devils in the Hangar Bay, so surely you understand that sexual love is not 

acceptable in the eyes of Griffin.” 

“What? No, no.” Juvo whirled around and motioned frantically at Neptunium to calm 

down. “I was there. I saw the devils, I heard what you said, what they said and I concluded that 

vice, any kind of vice is not worth it if the end result is being followed, tormented and seeing those 

things. The love I have for her is pure, it is not sexual in the slightest and acceptable in the eyes of 

Griffin.” 

Neptunium relaxed. Nodding she cupped her chin and stroked the side of it using her 

thumb. 

“Hmm. Safaris are very open with pure affection in our culture. Meaning we will family 

peck our loved ones on the mouth, cheek, forehead, we will muzzle, cuddle, you get the idea. What 

I have shown Kerta are these gestures of pure affection that she accepts and knows is okay to do, 

but I do not know how Vampires go about such things. No offense, but Venom is not known for 

this sort of behavior.” 

“No. It is not.” Juvo agreed with her. “But Thralls do exist. They are rare, but they are very 

much there. I recall growing up and meeting some Noblis Vampires who did not live at their 

Arcane’s manor, were Thralls. I also remember running into to some Vampire Hachems that were 

Thralls, but the unworthy and poor are not uncommon to be seen with their best friends. Noblis 

Vampires are.” 
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Neptunium rubbed the back of her head and frowned. 

“What? Why? Why can the Noblis Vampires not advertise they have a best friend that they 

love? I see no harm in that.” 

“Well, my mother told me the Arcanes of the Covens were very possessive of their 

members and if members chose to favor someone else who was not them, the Arcane can became 

jealous and would murder the one who stole the heart of their follower.” 

Neptunium’s eyes widened and her jaw dropped before she realized it.  

“What? Really? That is so terrible I cannot even imagine how life must be for Thralls then.” 

Juvo rubbed her arm and looked off in shame. 

“My people are very jaded. The only hope we had was Crimson Knight and before I left 

Venom, I am sad to say I had not seen her appear on the scene for a long time. Rumor had it she 

died in combat. Others say she was captured, unmasked and forced to serve the Despot as 

punishment.” 

“What do you think happened to the Crimson Knight?” 

Juvo shrugged. 

“I think she is still alive, but possibly had been captured and is being held as a prisoner. 

But going back to Kerta, I really want to declare her my Thrall, should I? Or do you think I should 

just love her at a distance and let it be?” 

Neptunium stepped closer and gently wrapped her arms around Juvo, who stiffened 

immediately like she normally does when she is touched. 

“If you are to be Thralls and you love her as you say, then declare her a Thrall, but you 

really need to work on giving and receiving platonic affection. Otherwise, you will have a hard 

time. Kerta is a hugger and openly affectionate. You know this.” 

Juvo gradually relaxed in Neptunium’s embrace and nodded. 
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“Yes. You are right. Thank you for listening. I feel so much better getting this off my chest. 

Now,” Juvo walked backwards and didn’t stop until her backside brushed along the guard fence. 

“about what I heard and saw in the Hanger Bay.” 

Neptunium chuckled and ran a hand through her hair, strangely amused at how quick Juvo 

was to change topics and to get away from being touched. 

“Right, right. What is it you would like to know?” 

Juvo went on to explain that she had recently accepted Avril Tryst as her Savior, which 

made Neptunium exceedingly happy. The two went back and forth about what happened and 

shared their personal thoughts about the event, the devils and ultimately Kerta’s reaction to it and 

Kerta’s decision to follow Tryst. While they went deeper into the conversation, a spaceship was 

quickly approaching Kivó̱tio. The Safaris were in their respectful dens, tending to the wounded, 

cooking the next meal or resting their weary bodies.  

Lithium was among the few Safaris that did not make a full recovery. She remained 

hindered by her handicap of the spine and the injections she received as prisoner. Lithium accepted 

her handicap and what had happened to her. What she was struggling to let go of, was the ugly 

truth Potassium revealed the night of her capture. That it was he who had been behind everything. 

Including killing the love of her life, her best friend, her entire world at the time. Nickel Dime.  

And not just Nickel, their seven offspring too. Since her pregnancy, Potassium had been 

slowly poisoning her children by using drugs on her food and in her drinks. Nickel was poisoned 

through the “pain shots” that his so-called best friend had come up with just for his sake. All of 

this knowledge tumbled around in Lithium’s head, even while crazed and a slave of Potassium. 

She wasn’t screaming and hitting the walls simply due to the drugs effect on her mind. She was 

thrashing around and clawing at the walls because the grief and anguish she felt was too much for 

her to bear. 

Lithium laid still on the couch of Bellamy’s den, eyes closed and arm draped across her 

forehead. She listened to the community life happening around her, she listened to the soothing 

voices of her beloved adoptive children, her friends and of course, her sahe. It was a nice distraction 
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at first, but eventually her mind went back to the past and showed her a foul memory that still 

managed to haunt her to this day. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

… 

  

Lithium sat in a chair, doubled over, holding her head in anguish as she listened to the 

rattled, labored breathing of her sahe. She knew the stage Nickel had reached and there was little 
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hope for him. The doctors and Potassium of course would not tell her this and she understood why 

they weren’t being direct with her. She had recently just lost her children and went through a hard 

induced labor. The whole time she was in labor, Lithium screamed and witnessed the doctor pull 

out seven rotted, decayed, lifeless bodies from her cervix. The smell was revolting, the appearance 

of the deceased infants was very disturbing. 

Their skin had melted, exposing their bones and muscles. The doctors didn’t want to show 

Lithium her children, but she demanded they do or she threatened to fry them with her element. 

Potassium nodded, indicating for the doctors to present the offspring to their mother. Lithium saw 

their deformed damaged bodies and screamed again. She gathered her children into arms and 

clung to them, even as their limbs, and heads began to slip and slide off. The detached parts were 

very slimy and continued to crumble and splat onto her clothes. The scene was horrifying for the 

doctors to witness and at one point, they started to cry with Lithium and mourn over the loss of 

her offspring. 

After much sympathized sobbing and brief hugs, the doctors and their nurses left Lithium 

alone to grieve, but Potassium remained behind. He offered himself as an emotional support for 

Lithium to cling onto, but Lithium declined, demanding to be left alone. That night was very hard 

to accept. Lithium was positive she would never recover from the loss of her children, but what 

was harder for her currently was sitting next to the man who helped her create those children 

slowly suffer the same fate. Her body needed rest and she needed to be in a bed, but Lithium 

couldn’t lose Nickel too, not after such a harsh labor. She feared she would be resting and he 

would die and she wouldn’t be there to hold his hand. A few hours of sleep were all she needed 

before she ventured to the Scourge Hospital to be with him. 

“Nickel.” Lithium whispered, raising her head up from her lap. “Nickel, are you awake?” 

“Yes.” 

Lithium straightened her posture in the chair and scooted it closer to the bed. She touched 

his sunken face and caressed cold, chilling, mottled skin. Nickel didn’t even look like a man 

anymore. All of his unnatural, excess body hair had eroded away, revealing his natural skin and 
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body hair. His skin was infected with blotches and sores and what little hair he had left was barely 

intact. 

“Do you need anything? Should I give you another pain shot or would you like some fluids? 

I know you cannot eat solid foods anymore, but despite knowing that you rebel with nurses and 

insist the liquid food is not good to eat.” 

Nickel cracked open his blind eyes and looked right at Lithium. Lithium pressed her lips 

and mentally cursed Scourge for taking Nickel’s sight. His eyes that were once full of life and spirit 

were dull and fading with each passing day.  

“Do not worry about me so much.” Nickel grinned weakly up at Lithium and did his best 

to be strong for her. “Those dark circles under your eyes do not suit you beloved. Have you eaten 

since the…” Nickel hesitated and Lithium’s gaze softened seeing him frail, trembling hand move 

out from under the blankets. His hand came down over her thigh and he gripped it with surprising 

strength. “Since the operation? Potassium told me it was very hard on you emotionally, that you 

refused to push the entire time. Why did you do that?” 

Lithium diverted her eyes and squinted in anger and became annoyed that Potassium would 

say such things to Nickel behind her back. 

  “Did he?” She growled softly, shaking her head. “He is your Zen. He would tell you.” She 

sighed and crossed her arms. “I will not deny my actions. I fought to push the entire labor.” 

“Hmm.” Nickel took a moment to catch his breath. It was getting progressively harder to 

do and Lithium noticed his struggle. He focused on her face once more and continued. “He also 

complained to me, saying you made it harder on yourself by resisting and fighting them. They were 

just trying to help you darling.” 

“I know that, but as their mother I could not bear the thought of what I was giving birth to 

would be dead. It did not matter, because in the end I wanted to see them. Nickel I know you are 

blind, but if you had the strength to be there understand I would not want you as their father to see 

them like that.” 
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“Was it that bad?” Nickel asked an obvious question not to insult his sahah, but to better 

understand her pain. 

Lithium tensed in the chair and winced as her mind filled with the memories of their 

offspring. 

“Yes. You did not see what I saw. You did not feel their mushy bodies peeling apart against 

your chest. It was terrible and the idea of watching you break over something like that would 

destroy me. I do not understand why this had to happen. Why did Griffin abandon me? Abandon 

us? Is this a punishment for leaving Goreos Solar System and coming here? Should we have 

listened to our Rhizome and stayed? Is that what this lesson is about?” 

Nickel frowned and slowly turned his head away to look in the direction of where the 

window was. He stared, said nothing for a long moment, but when he did speak, he spoke with 

authority. 

“Lithium, I taught you better than that. Griffin did not cause this. Vice did. Canicous and 

his petty devils do these terrible things. Their purpose is to come in, steal and destroy. No member 

of the Godhead wanted Scourge to happen to our people. They did not create Scourge as a 

punishment to us for leaving or disobeying our Rhizome either.” 

“Do you not see the Godhead sending plagues and prophets to destroy rebellious nations 

in the Holy Scriptures, Nickel?” 

Nickel frowned harder and shook his head in disagreement.  

“You are speaking out of context because you are hurt and I can hear your pain in your 

voice. Lithium, when people disobeyed the wages of vice was death. That is true, but in all those 

situations, Griffin sent warnings, He warned everyone what He was going to do and if they 

repented, he would not strike them for their wickedness. To allow evil to thrive is the equivalent of 

allowing a small fire in a yard to grow to a forest fire. Evil must be stopped or the devils will just 

further their bad deeds through the ones who reject Griffin. This is why he struck nations who 

refused to turn from evil.” 
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Nickel paused and waited to see if Lithium was going to object and fight back. When she 

did not, he brought up another valid point to her. 

“If we are being punished for evil or for leaving our native planet, Griffin, by His own laws 

He formed, would have to deal with us fairly. He would have to send a warning to us so we are 

aware through his celestial agents or send an ordained prophet. Striking you or me without 

warning, without divine purpose is not fair nor His way. Then, prior to being warned and told 

what we have done wrong, we would have to decide if we were going to listen or reject Him. We 

did not reject Griffin like many often do, we are saved people. We are not living under the 

conditions of the Old Testament, but under grace of the New Testament. Ordained prophets that 

are used to warn nations have been done away with. Avril tore the veil in half and gave us instant 

access to the Father. Now Chalice lives inside of us, we no longer need prophets or celestial agents 

to deliver messages. Chalice will tell us what is right or wrong the moment we do something, so 

how can you accuse the Godhead of deliberately striking you as punishment when the era for that 

is dead and gone?” Nickel lifted a shaky finger and wagged it knowingly. “I also recall explaining 

to you in the past that Griffin does not delight in death, that He is a Creator of light that loves life. 

The Godhead hates it when humanity vices and forces their hand in this way because they prefer 

life over death by default. Just because they are allowing vice and free will of humanity and devils, 

does not mean they are unaffected by the choices we make. They saw what happened to our 

children and hated that Lithium. They are a personal Creator that suffers and goes through the 

pain with us, never away from us.” 

“I…” Lithium bit her lower lip, and hugged herself. “I just thought because we defined 

our Rhizome will. Yadrak and Briash both claimed they prayed to Griffin for guidance about the 

space travel and that it was Griffin’s will that we leave. So, by doing so, I reasoned we indirectly 

disobeyed the Godhead and upset them.” 

“Well, we probably did upset them because we did not mind our elders, but that is not 

grounds for plaguing Safaris with Scourge, darling. They are just as broken, miserable and upset 

at what is happening to their earthly children as you are upset over what happened to our 

children.” 
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Lithium stood up from the chair she had been sitting in all night and placed her hand on 

her stomach. She was sore, but not from sitting. The operation after her miscarriage was still fresh 

and her wounds were far from healed. Nickel was getting worse and any day now he was confident 

his soul would depart from his body. He didn’t want to talk about such a depressing future so he 

chose to pretend like he would defeat Scourge for her sake, but she saw what he was doing and it 

upset her. 

“Nickel, do you fear death?” 
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… 

 

Before Lithium would allow her mind to show her Nickel’s response to her question, 

Lithium cut the memory off completely. She stirred on the couch and blinked open burning, tired 

eyes. Now that she was awake from a restless slumber, Lithium slowly sat up on the couch, 

unaware that Sodium was standing nearby and keeping a steady eye on her. She instantly became 

dizzy so she gradually lowered herself back down and used her elbows to steady her.  

“Easy. You have been sleeping for nearly six days now.” 

Lithium lazily turned her head in the direction of Sodium’s voice and smiled weakly. She 

wished her smile could be stronger and her face brighter, but she just didn’t have the strength or 

the energy to do it. 

“Have you cared for me this whole time, my love?” 

“I have. Since you are awake, I will bathe you and afterwards bring you something to eat.” 

Sodium eased off the wall he was leaning against and went over to the couch to gather 

Lithium into his arms. She groaned softly as he lifted her up and just the mere sound of her 

discomfort made Sodium’s heart ache and twist within his chest. 

“Sodium.” Lithium whispered, curling inward and hiding her face into the crook of his 

arm. “Comfort me.” 

Sodium knew exactly what ailed Lithium and who and what was on her mind. She didn’t 

have to say his name. She didn’t have to talk about the deceased children to win his compassion. 

As Nickel’s second Zen, Sodium knew how much it was killing him to die and leave Lithium 

behind. Sodium made a promise to Nickel, that he would look after Lithium and protect her with 

his very life, but the promise he made back then did not include becoming the new sahe of 

Lithium. Even so, Sodium was confident Nickel would have supported his choice to marry 

Lithium. He tried so hard to help her mend and recovery from the trauma of losing her first family, 
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but Sodium wasn’t so sure that Lithium would fully get over the loss of the pain of what happened. 

Perhaps he should speak up and voice his concerns? Perhaps once they saw the High Priest and 

got better, they could consider family therapy? Truly there was only one person who was going to 

restore Lithium’s broken heart and unfortunately, Nickel was dead. 

“I wish I could make you better, Lithium. I wish…” Sodium lowered his head and nuzzled 

the side of Lithium’s face. “I was enough to help you move on.” 

Lithium leaned her head out of the crook of Sodium’s arm and covered his mouth with hers 

without warning. Sodium gently kissed her back and when their lips pulled apart, Sodium saw a 

glimpse of excitement sparkle in Lithium’s eyes. 

“Sodium you are enough. I am the one who is hindering our marriage because of my 

struggle to be enough for you. You deserve all of me, but part of me died when he and my babies 

died. I do not think it is possible to get that part of me back and I am so sorry.” 

Lithium gently caressed his luxuriant beard and opened her mouth to say something else 

when a messenger walked through the nest’s door and loudly announced his presence. Sodium and 

Lithium as well as the Safaris present in the living room area of the den, stopped what they were 

doing to look at the tall man in elegant clothing. 

“Hello to all Safari residents of Bellamy’s nest! I have official orders from Zhar Daivey to 

summon you to Ierousalím where you will be treated for your infirmities that we have information 

about prior to treating one of your own. Her name is Neptunium and she wanted you all to know 

her eyesight has been restored and she is doing just fine after being treated by my people!” 

Bellamy was in the kitchen preparing a meal with Ozone and a few of the older Safari men 

when they heard the messenger’s booming voice carry into the kitchen. They went into the living 

room to see what was happening and before Bellamy could demand an explanation for the 

messenger’s intrusion, the messenger threw a perfectly olive shaped stone down on the floor. 

Instantly a projection of a man appeared. It was a recording, obviously and the messenger simply 

pointed at the projection to indicate that they should watch it and listen closely. 

“Hello mother, father, Plutonium and all who made it off Nexus.” 
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Every single Safari caught their breath hearing Atomic’s voice. Plutonium was so 

overcome with shock and joy she had to cling onto Uranium to keep herself from falling over. 

“If you are watching this recording, this means the messenger has safely made it to you 

and you all are alive, just as Neptunium said. I know this is sudden and all of you may be very 

confused and possibly overwhelmed to see that I am alive and wearing a High Priest garb, but 

once you come on the spaceship Zahr Daivey has graciously provided for your transportation, I 

can explain everything in person. I could do it now, but I do not want to. Face to face is far better 

and I am selfish. I want to physically touch all of you and physically see you. So please do not 

harm Geokiin Movido. He is truly an official sent to inform you of what must be done. Should harm 

come to him, there will be consequences that follow. Also, the one called Kerta is here being tended 

to. To those who need to hear this, I can testify that Kerta succeeded in her mission for Neelif Illica 

and has neutralized the threat plaguing the Clemalls. Thank you for your time.” 

Atomic bowed his head in farewell and just like that the projection faded away. Movido 

feared he would have to convince the Safaris and their caretaker, Bellamy to trust him and fight 

with them to board the spaceship. No. He didn’t have to say a word. Seeing and hearing Atomic 

speak about Kerta was enough for Bellamy to go pack his bags. Seeing Atomic by default and 

learning that Neptunium was safe and waiting for them to come to Ierousalím was enough for all 

the Safaris to go. Berkelium went out the back door and ran to Kerta’s den.  

When Rosarium opened the door she caught him before he collapsed from the excitement. 

Once he recovered, Berkelium stepped out of Rosarium’s arms and informed everyone of the good 

news. While everyone was celebrating and preparing to leave with Movido, his first guest of honor 

was already on the spaceship and debating on what she was going to say to Kerta when she arrived 

at Ierousalím. Cephas was still recovering from his injuries, but the moment he was patched up, 

he left on his own. Cephas would normally stay and catch up with his colleagues and his Zhar. 

Being torn away from his wife was for as long as he was proved to be too much for him. Now that 

he was reunited with Illinca, Cephas was doing much better. 

“Are you all right, Illinca? I would have thought being near me again would have you 

beaming.” 
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Illinca blinked and glanced up from the papers she was reading through and appeared to be 

very stressed and tired. Worried, Cephas reached across the table and rested his bandaged wrapped 

hand over hers. He felt her hand tense under his and tremble subtly. 

“To be honest I am not well. This evidence the High Courts have against Pandora is very 

disturbing. Not only is it damming, it makes me question if she had plans for me too. She… she 

used me, Cephas. All for political gain against the Maleehgoot.” Illinca bowed her head and some 

of her hair fell down and shadowed her pale face. “Did I do the right thing? When the judge 

questioned me I told them what I honestly thought of Pandora and none of it was in her favor. 

What I said was used as further evidence against her and even though I did the right thing, I feel 

terrible. Cephas why do I feel terrible?” 

Cephas squeezed her hand and smiled gently. 

“I just got back, I was not present at the hearing, but what I can say is this. Whatever you 

had to tell the judge came from your heart, not your flesh. It hurts because you actually care about 

Pandora. You also love her as a friend and she betrayed your trust and more than likely did want 

you to take the fall if she got caught.” Cephas shrugged then stood up. He went over to Illinca’s 

side of the table and slid his arms around her neck, hugging her from behind. “Someone who is so 

willing to sell out her county, her king and the people does not deserve your tears or your 

friendship.” 

Illinca reached up and gripped onto Cephas’s wrists and leaned further back into his loving 

embrace. She turned her head at the same time he did and they shared a sweet, lingering kiss.  

“Who. Will. Take. Her. Place?” Illinca asked between kisses. “The High Court left the 

decision up to me to find a replacement.” 

Cephas broke the kiss and grinned big. “I know someone who would be perfect for the 

job.” 

Illinca arched an eyebrow, curious to hear his suggestion. “Oh? Who?” 
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Cephas leaned in and whispered the candidate in Illinca’s ear. Hearing the name Illinca’s 

jaw dropped down in astonishment. She broke out of his playful hold and stood up to face him, 

hands on her hips. 

“You have got to be kidding me? Her? That is the one you think who perfect for the role 

of a Zhar?” 

Cephas grinned again. “Yes darling. She has proven her worth and deserves this chance to 

do more good things. I have a good feeling in my spirit about her and I know deep down, you do 

too.” Cephas gestured cutely at nothing and slanted his head to the side adorably. “Do you know 

anyone else crazy enough or willing to endure the responsibilities as the Zhar? Trust me on this, 

she will make a fine Zahr. You will see!” 

Illinca held her forehead and groaned. “Cephas. If this plan of your backfires and comes 

back to haunt me, so help me sahe I will come after you like a thief in the night.” 

Cephas threw his head back and laughed. “I am quite certain it won’t, but if it does I fully 

accept the consequences of my actions here today.” 

Cephas playfully backed Illinca into the wall and pushed her up against the window, rested 

his hands on her waist and kissed her gently on the mouth and continued to hold her in that pose 

against the glass, kissing her until the spaceship’s AI spoke over the intercom system to announce 

that their Safari guests had arrived.  
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EPILOGUE: BOUND 

 

 

HAT EVENTS FOLLOWED THE next hours were 

expected and warmly embraced. Atomic was reunited with his family, 

friends and Plutonium. All the people he desperately wanted back in his 

life. Everyone was shocked to see how much he resembled Sodium now 

since he had grown a beard and even more impressed that Atomic was a High Priest that had been 

rescued by Daivey three years ago. Neptunium came downstairs to greet everyone and when they 

saw she could see, many of her friends began to weep with joy. Neptunium was happy to see her 

Zentha being cradled in the loving arms of her son. Lithium could not walk properly due to her 

handicap and probably would always have it, but for now it was enough to know she was finally 

going to be treated along with the others and cleansed of Scourge. Ongrul, another High Priest 

came into the gathering and kindly instructed the sickly Safaris to follow him to the baptism 

sanctuary that would serve as the cleansing chamber. One by one, the Safaris lined up and followed 

Ongrul away from Atomic and to the baptism sanctuary.  

 Plutonium stayed behind for just a moment and turned to Atomic. He had changed 

physically and grown a few inches, but to her, he was still the same youth she declared hers forever.  

 “Words cannot even begin to express how I feel right now, Atomic.” 

 Plutonium reached down and interlaced their fingers together. Atomic watched her do it 

and when he glanced up and locked his eyes with her, he grinned at her. Plutonium’s heart skipped 

a beat and fluttered instantly.   

 “Everyone thought you were dead and I foolishly hoped you were not, but the longer time 

past and the longer I went without some kind of confirmation that you were alive, I started to doubt 

you lived too.” 

W 
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 “I know and it is all right. I would have given up hope too, but do not dwell on such sad 

things. I am here, right now, in front of you and nothing or anyone is going to take me from you 

again Plutonium.” 

 Plutonium blinked softly and looked unsure for a moment. She took her hand and placed it 

on his arm and stroked up and down the fabric cautiously, as if trying to grasp that Atomic was 

really there and not a figment of her mind. Taking a small breath, Plutonium raised her gaze and 

confessed what was on her heart and did not care if it was sudden or coming on too strong. She 

needed to say what she was feeling. 

 “I love you and I am in love with you, Atomic. I never stopped loving you and I am not 

strong like others. I do not think I would have been able to love another had we not found you. 

Next to Griffin and my family, you are my everything. You are a sun and I am a sickly planet that 

orbits around your light and I want to marry you the second we able so I can physically express 

how much I love you. There. I said it. You can laugh at me now…” 

Before she could withdraw or turn her head away in embarrassment, his arms were around 

her, as sure and hard as they were on Nexus when they shared their first kiss, so long ago. 

Plutonium felt a familiar thrill of helplessness, the sinking yielding, the surging tide of warmth 

that left her limp in his embrace. Atomic bent back her head across his arm and kissed her, softly 

at first, and then with a swift gradation of intensity that made her cling to him as the only solid 

thing as she became dizzy with excitement. His insistent mouth was parting her shaking lips, 

sending pleasing tremors into her nerves, summoning forth new sensations she had never known 

she was capable of feeling. And she kissed him back as a low moan ruptured from her throat. 

In the background some of the Safaris who remained behind to look at the beautiful interior 

with some acolytes of the synagogue heard her and naturally turned their heads to look at what 

was happening. Among those Safaris was Curium and Uranium, Plutonium’s brothers. 

“Oh carp no. He is not kissing her.” Curium growled and tried to march over and break the 

two apart, but Uranium and Ion reached out and grabbed the tail of his shirt, preventing him from 

leaving their side. While Curium uttered threats and how he would destroy Atomic, Uranium and 

Ion just stood there with soft smiles of their face and enjoyed seeing the scene unravel before their 

eyes. 
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Atomic was not deaf he heard the gasps of shock from his colleagues and the sighs of 

approval from his Safari companions, but it never occurred to him to stop and take his passion 

with Plutonium elsewhere. His heart beat faster and faster as Plutonium’s flushed face came up to 

his own for another round. She drew him toward her with her slanted eyes, he inclined his face 

toward hers and finally laid his mouth on hers and just like that, their audience and the world 

around them faded away. For a long time he kissed Plutonium in the middle of the room between 

the arch pillars and he marveled at how each kiss they shared was different from the other. 

Eventually they opened their eyes and when they did, they giggled and bumped their 

foreheads together adorably. 

“I cannot wait to marry you and do so much more than kiss you.” Atomic admitted with a 

grin. “But that can wait. For now, we should hurry and catch up with the others and get your health 

restored first.” 

Plutonium leaned back in his arms and nodded gently. “All right my love. Lead the way.” 

Atomic swept Plutonium up into his arms and decided he would carry her all the way to 

the baptism sanctuary. Meanwhile, their friends who stayed behind to observe them continued to 

chatter quietly among themselves a little longer before finally going off to join their group. On the 

first floor of the temple in another room, Juvo shared the big news about her condition with Illinca, 

who was shocked to learn that her friend had accepted Avril Tryst as the true living God, but was 

also expecting.  

“You are with child?” Illinca knelt down and placed both hands on Juvo’s womb. 

“Congratulations, although we both know how the child came to be, that I cannot praise, you 

understand why yes?” 

Juvo nodded. “Of course. Not even I am glad to know how the child was conceived, but 

the child is not the issue or the problem. I will bear the baby with honor and raise him or her to the 

best of my ability.” 

Illinca straightened up and gave Juvo a quick hug then pointed at the door that would lead 

her to where Kerta was being kept. 

“Have you told Kerta the news yet?” 
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Juvo blushed and shook head. 

“No. I am waiting for the right moment.” 

“Well… I need to go upstairs and tell her two important things myself. Would you like to 

come with me and see what it is?” 

Juvo smiled and Illinca could see a difference in her smile.  

“Let us venture upstairs and I will tell her what she deserves to know.” 

When the two women got upstairs, the moment Illinca stepped forward to knock on Kerta’s 

door, she had step back when it swung open unexpectedly. There standing in the middle of the 

doorway with his hair ruffled, wrinkled clothes and a fresh hickey on his neck, was Bellamy. Illinca 

and Juvo looked him up and down, then they saw Kerta who looked very content with herself 

sprawled out on the bed. 

“Ahoy maties. I was just leaving.” 

Illinca said nothing. Juvo said nothing. They just stood there awkwardly watching him, 

unsure of what to say. Bellamy pressed his lips together and idly began to pat his hair back into 

place. 

“I will show myself out now. Kerta is all yours.”  

Bellamy quickly side stepped around the taller women and began his descendant down the 

hallway and towards the staircase. 

“Did you two-” 

Kerta heard the accusation in Illinca’s tone and snapped a finger to silence her. 

“Avast! No! We did not have sex. Yes, we thought about it because we have that history 

between us and it’s all too easy to give into the temptation, but I told him no sex until we 

marry. Now,” Kerta sat up perfectly without any difficulty and quickly propped herself up 

against the pillows. “that we have established that, how can I help you lass?” 
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Illinca didn’t waste any time. She delved right into the heart of both matters, starting first 

with Barabbas. Illinca explained why she scouted out Kerta because Barabbas was her brother and 

her equal in strength by default. This news did shock Kerta, but she was not mad Illinca took 

advantage of the situation the way she did. She understood why and honestly? She was happy to 

learn she had a sibling—even if that sibling was scum and a terrible person.  

When Kerta learned that Illinca was crowning her Zahr however, she froze and stuttered 

over her words. So did Juvo.  

“Y-You’re making me the what?” 

“S-She is going to be the who?” Juvo added, raising an eyebrow. 

Illinca held up her hands and motioned at both women to hold their peace. She then cleared 

her throat and got a serious look on face, feeling she needed to lay down her authority. 

“I will not repeat myself.” 

“On what grounds have you decided this?” Kerta demanded sharply, curious to see if there 

was another agenda behind her so-called promotion. “Surely Pandora isn’t going to just allow 

someone like me to take her throne?” 

Illinca rolled her eyes, already regretting her decision. “Where you even listening to me 

earlier? I said Pandora was found guilty and charged with espionage, among five other serious 

demeanors.” Illinca raised one finger and shook it. “Plus, her secret contract with the Vulmins and 

the Dark Sisterhood. All of this has left Kivó̱tio without a ruler and the judge ordered me to find a 

new one as soon as possible.” 

“What exactly did she do with the Vulmins and the Dark Sisterhood? I find it hard to 

believe Pandora would meddle with either of those parties.” 

“Kerta, I cannot discuss the details of Pandora’s case with you, but what I can say is she is 

no longer the Zhar of Kivó̱tio and as her former Neelif I can testify that she did meddle with such 

people. She just did not realize I was aware of her other “friends”.” 
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“All right then.” Kerta rubbed the back of her head sleepily then gave Illinca an 

unimpressed glare with her eye. “Fine. I still don’t see how you have that much authority if you’re 

merely the Neelif. Why did the judge ask a Neelif to do this and not send a public official from the 

High Court to do it?” 

Illinca pinched the bridge of her nose and took a deep, slow breath before she answered 

that question. 

“Kerta… listen to me very closely. The law states that Neelifs are to represent their Zahr 

and the laws their Zahrs create for a Clemall, but Neelifs also represent the law and will of the 

High Court and Low Court. Either court can tell us what to do and if that includes making  

temporary Zahrs until a new one is crowned, so be it. This is how I am able to say to you what I 

can and crown you Zahr because I am currently acting on the authority of the judge from the High 

Court. Okay? Okay.” 

Illinca crossed her arms and stared Kerta down, daring her to defy her. She didn’t and when 

silence fell over the room, Illinca took that as an opening to conclude her business with Kerta. 

“As it stands on this day, I have made my decision. Kerta you are the new Zahr of Kivó̱tio 

and I am your Neelif unto death. I will serve you and protect everything you own, even if it means 

giving my life. Understand?” 

Kerta blinked rapidly and exchanged a bewildered look with Juvo then set her stunned eye 

back on the Safari. 

“Don’t I get a say in this?” 

Illinca brought her hands together and made a soft clap effect and bluntly told Kerta, 

“Mmm—no. Have a blessed day in Griffin. Also, thank you for returning my sahe to me and saving 

Zahr Hera. I will record your feats once I return to Kivó̱tio.” 

Illinca left and shut the door firmly behind her, leaving Juvo alone with Kerta.  

“Well.” Juvo sighed, looking over her shoulder at Kerta on the bed. “That happened. 

Congratulations on your new rank of office, mistress.” 
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Kerta frowned hearing the formal title and gave Juvo a look of disapproval. “Thanks dove, 

but no more of this mistress garbage. I am Kerta. Always. On the clock or off the clock, you are 

to address me as Kerta unless I tell you otherwise. Got it?” 

“But mistress-” 

“What did I just say? Call me Kerta.” 

Juvo did not glare or have something smart to say back, which surprised Kerta. Instead, a 

soft smile touched her lips and she appeared to be genuinely happy to be corrected. 

“Very well then. Kerta?” 

Kerta glanced up and blinked and was astonished at the softness she heard in Juvo’s voice.  

“Yes, Juvo?” 

“I do not wish to leave your side. Not now, not ever.” 

Kerta turned her head and pressed her lips together and dared to think Juvo was playing a 

cruel joke on her. 

“Juvo, I thought you’d be happy for this mission to end and to be rid of me? Illinca is here 

now. You’re no longer my servant as far as I’m concerned.” 

Juvo shook her head and went over to sit down on the end of the bed so she could be near 

Kerta. 

“I am offering to be, Kerta and furthermore, I want to be. I want to be your servant and be 

bound to you until death parts us.” 

“Juvo don’t you want to go back home? With Illinca and Cephas? Were they not the ones 

who found you and gave you a fresh start?” 

Juvo placed on hand on her stomach and gave it a small rub. “I want this one’s home to be 

with you, Kerta. So please entreat me not to leave or to separate from you. I cannot bear the thought 
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of this little one growing up without you in their life.” Juvo hesitated for a few seconds then sighed. 

“I cannot bear the thought of not being in your life. Please. Let us stay?” 

“Juvo I—wait, what?” All the weariness Kerta had dissolved in that moment. “We? Did 

you say we? Juvo.” She whispered, looking right where Juvo’s hand was. “Are you…?” Kerta 

trailed off and glanced up to search Juvo’s face for the answer. 

“Yes.” Juvo answered with a small faint smile. “I am pregnant with evidently, your 

brother’s offspring.”  

“Oh Juvo.” Kerta carefully got up out of the bed and Juvo rose up off the bed to meet her. 

“I… I don’t know what to say.” 

Juvo once again placed her hand on her belly, but this time she gripped the fabric, which 

in turn emphasized the area of the small bump present.  

“Say yes. Say you will allow me and my child to live with you always.” 

Kerta was going to regret this, but she didn’t care. When she standing directly in front of 

Juvo, she wrapped arms lovingly around her, picked her up and drew her close to her. Juvo didn’t 

mind. Not this time. She knew Kerta was going to want to celebrate the news with contact of some 

kind and she didn’t want to hurt Kerta’s feelings by shunning her simply because affection made 

her uncomfortable. 

“Yes.” Kerta’s voice cracked and a tears coated her eye. “You both can stay and I will 

never dismiss you from my side no matter what. I promise.” 

When Kerta blinked to clear her eye, Juvo saw the tear spill and run down Kerta’s cheek 

and was inexplicably moved by it and startled Kerta by cupping her face with her hands. 

“I love you, Kerta. My Thrall, do you hear me? I love you.” 

Kerta didn’t know what Juvo just called her and she didn’t think to ask her. She was still 

in fascination that Juvo confessed to her. 

“I love you too dove. And it’s not lust either.” 
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Juvo chuckled softly and began to caress Kerta’s face lovingly. “Yes, I know. For the 

record, my love for you is not lustful either. It is pure and genuine. Something I would not have 

been able to achieve if I had not accepted Tryst.” 

Kerta grinned and hugged Juvo even closer and was very happy to hear such news. 

“Congratulations. I am very excited to know you are pregnant and I’m going to be an aunt, but I 

am even more excited to learn you became a follower of Avril Tryst.” 

Kerta gently set Juvo down and with her help, they went outside onto the balcony. Juvo 

steadied Kerta and guided her over to the guard rail and watched her closely to make sure she 

didn’t need further assistance. 

“I gained an entire kingdom that I must rule against my will, a long lost sibling, who sadly 

is the reason I’m going to be a aunt, but at the same time,” Kerta turned around and gently pushed 

her back into the fence so she could steady herself. “this new change that is happening makes me 

happy. I have a family now.” Kerta became emotional again, but this time she didn’t try to cover 

it up. She openly sobbed and covered her face with her hands. “I-I never had a family before. I’ve 

never belong to a family until I Neptunium told me what a Sonar meant, but even so, it wasn’t 

bone of bone and flesh of my flesh. I know, what my brother did to you was evil and wrong, but I 

still-” 

“Shh. Kerta. I understand. You do not have to explain or defend yourself.” 

Juvo went over and took Kerta into her arms so she could comfort her. 

“I lost my family and was alone for so long, I understand what it is like to not be associated 

to one’s own bloodline. I get it. Being the adoptive mother of Neptunium’s children is wonderful, 

but they cannot replica what is you have wanted so desperately since you were young.” 

“Griffin gave me this, didn’t He? I don’t deserve any of this. Not Neptunium, not my 

adoptive children, not the little one growing inside of you, the things I’ve done, the things I’ve 

said to people. I was a monster Juvo. A terrible woman and I-” 

“You are a new creation in Tyrst. You are not that person anymore. For crying out loud, 

you told Bellamy you would not have sex unless you married him. If that is not prove of your 
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redemption then I do not know what else could be. And I am not innocent in this either. I do not 

deserve this child or remotely you, but Griffin saw fit to give me both so maybe we should just be 

thankful and enjoy the season that is to come?” 

“Aye. We should. Sorry for being like this. It’s just a lot happening all at once and I 

snapped.” 

Juvo gave Kerta’s back a comforting rub before stepping back and putting her at arm’s 

length. 

“You and I are not ideal women for the roles we have and will play in the future. But we 

can learn. We will learn, together and have help. I know the Safaris will pamper me and Illinca 

will do the same. We will be just fine. You will see Kerta. Now come downstairs.” 

“Why? I kind of wanted to go back to bed and just rest.” Kerta took two finger and gently 

massaged the base of her temple. “Still feeling under the weather.” 

Juvo crossed her arms, refusing to let Kerta back out. “If possible, try to suffer it for a bit. 

You must see Neptunium and learn about the surprise she has for you. It will be worth the trip 

downstairs, I assure you.” 

Kerta gave in all to easily and nodded, unable to deny Juvo’s demands. 

“Very well Juvo. Help me downstairs?” 

“Of course.” Juvo reached out and offered her arm to Kerta. “Here. Take it.” 

Kerta cautiously reached for the arm, retracted her hand, thinking Juvo was teasing her, but 

then Juvo inclined her arm and she smiled gently up at her. Kerta was convinced now Juvo really 

did not mind the contact and she gripped onto Juvo’s arm and took the liberty to lean against her 

as well.  

“Hey. Earlier you called me a Thrall when you said you loved me.”  

Kerta looked down at Juvo, who blushed and didn’t meet her curious stare. 



Artzenin Eklektós 

347 

 

“What is a Thrall? Is it Vampire? If so, what does it mean?” 

“So, Neptunium’s surprise is really something. I cannot wait to see how you will react to 

it.” 

Kerta bent her head and whispered in Juvo’ ear, “Is a Thrall like a Zentha?” 

“Neptunium will be so happy to show you too!” Juvo dodged the question on purpose and 

laughed nervously, clearly embarrassed and too timid to tell Kerta the truth.   

Kerta laughed softly as she raised her head up and looked straight ahead at the chamber’s 

door they were getting ready to pass through. She had suspected correctly, but if Juvo refused to 

tell her, she would have to wait until Juvo felt like telling her. 

Once Kerta was downstairs, she and Juvo were directed to the baptism sanctuary where 

their friends were gathered by Daivey himself. Once they entered the area, everyone who caught 

sight of Kerta began to clap and praise her name. They learned from Movido on the spaceship ride 

over everything Kerta did in detail. Even Berkelium was smiling and cheering for her, something 

Kerta did not think she’d live to see. Unable to resist her, Bellamy got up from where he was sitting 

and ran over to her. Juvo saw him quickly approaching and simply let go of Kerta. Kerta beamed 

at the sight of him and opened her arms to receive him. Bellamy tackled Kerta so hard, they went 

tumbling into a baptism pool. They kissed going down into the water and once they recovered 

from the shock of being knocked over, they clung to one another and kissed coming up out of the 

water. Cheers and wild applause filled the entire area at the sight of the couple’s reunion. 

As Kerta continued to kiss Bellamy, all she could think about was how much she was 

enjoying her new born again life with Griffin and all the blessings He had given her in such a little 

spam of time. She was happy. She was safe. She was beloved of many in the room, both old and 

young. But more importantly… 

Kerta was free and no longer a slave to vice or the devils who once imprisoned her and 

tortured her soul. 
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CHAPTER 5: ADAPETING  

 

 

OWLLING THE CLENSING OF the Safaris at Ierousalím, 

Kerta decided she would remain with Zahr Daivey for a season. She and her Safari 

companions abode among the High Priests, learned their ways and befriended many 

of them. During this time of fellowship and recovery, Kerta was approached one day 

by Illinca herself. She asked to speak with Kerta in private and together, they went to her chamber, 

far away from everyone. Illinca didn’t hesitate or try to waste time building up to the exciting 

news. She simply crowned Kerta Zahr and told her the moment she stepped foot into Kivó̱tio, she 

would be the Clemall’s new monarch. This came as a shock to Kerta and she insisted that Illinca 

find someone else to be the Zahr of Kivó̱tio, but like usual, Kerta’s desires were overlooked by 

Illinca. 

 “I don’t see why you’re so shook by this.” Illinca tossed her hair over her shoulder and put 

a hand on her hip with a sigh. “As far as I’m concerned, you deserve this promotion and are the 

only person I feel is fit for the role.” 

 “Fit?” Kerta scoffed in disgust. “Says you, but I don’t agree with that statement at all, 

Illinca.”  

Kerta whimpered, looked off worriedly into the distance and felt dizzy and ill to 

her stomach, all at the same time. She held her head and carefully sat down on the edge of 

the bed and took a moment to process what was happening.  

 “Did Griffin move you to do this or is this something you wanted to do? Or is it both?” She 

finally asked, glancing up to study the Safari before her. “I won’t care either way, I just want to 

know if Griffin is behind this or if you decided this for yourself.” 

F 
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 “It was actually suggested by my sahe, but after hearing it I did take it before Griffin in 

prayer.” 

Kerta leaned forward, arched a furrowing eyebrow and gripped the edge of the mattress in 

suspense. “And? What did Griffin tell you?” 

Illinca blinked, made a clicking noise with her tongue and popped her neck before 

answering Kerta. “And to my horror, Griffin spoke to me and confirmed in my spirit that He did 

in fact, want you to have the position of Zahr.” 

Kerta groaned then growled under her breath. She fell backwards onto the bed and hide her 

flushed face behind her hands. “Why does He keep putting me in situations I am not qualified for 

nor want?” 

 Illinca crossed her arms and rolled her eyes. “Kerta, just so you know the Godhead calls 

the unqualified and makes them qualified. It is their thing and honestly, they are quite good at it. 

Also, you have free will. Griffin is merely giving you a golden opportunity to make a difference 

for your Clemall, but you have the right to decline and walk away.” 

 Kerta sat back up and was finally starting to feel better. Tilting her head, she looked Illinca 

up and down then she glanced down at herself for a long moment. 

 “I’m a cripple, have a terrible and I mean terrible history with the men and women of this 

land. I have murdered innocents, served demonic spirits and called them my gods and lusted after 

many people… including my Zentha. I may be saved now and I may be forgiven, but I would be 

a fool to think the people of Kivó̱tio would yield to me. And could I blame them? I have a 

reputation in our Clemall Illinca. One that you are aware of.” 

 Illinca went to sit down beside Kerta and in a rare moment of kindness, she reached up and 

gave Kerta doting pat on the head. Kerta didn’t expect Illinca to show her affection, any level of 

affection for that matter. She was so shocked by the gesture, she sat there and just let it happen 
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with a small, pleased smile on her face. She felt like Illinca was encouraging and giving her praise 

in her own way and that made Kerta very happy. 

 “You also proved you could be trustworthy in several ways. For staters, you accepted Juvo 

despite that she is a Vampire and took her with you. During your time together on the mission, you 

did not mistreat her in anyway. You cared for my precious servant and valued her existence where 

anyone else would have taken advantage of her beauty, like your brother did. Unlike Juvo who I 

forced upon you, you chose to take Neptunium with you when you could have forced her to remain 

behind because of her obvious handicap, but no. You allowed her to accompany you and kept her 

safe too. Clearly you shackled your lust towards her or you two would not be friends right now. 

Lastly, you physically fought your own flesh and blood, overpowered him and won. You saved 

my beloved sahe and returned him to me, but you for some reason, saved your brother and brought 

him along and spared his life in the end.”  

Illinca looked at Kerta and waited for her to take notice and look over at her. When she did, Illinca’s 

features softened and she smiled warmly at Kerta.  

“When I think about it, I who was your authority and gave you those orders when this all started, 

you could have easily murdered me and walked off, just like that. I cannot use elemental power. I 

simply was not born with the gift like most of my Safari kin, so I would have been defenseless in 

a fight. Do you not see Kerta? You had the advantage over everyone this whole time, but you 

humbled yourself for everyone you came across and now Griffin wants to reward you by making 

you a Zahr. I think that is wonderful and something you should accept because the Godhead wants 

to bless you for the good you have done and hopefully, will be doing. They could not do it when 

you were bad and a vicer, but now they can because you are their precious child and are working 

hard for their kingdom.” 

 “Well, when you put it like that,” Kerta stood up and glanced down at Illinca with a smile. 

When Illinca saw it, she couldn’t help but smile back. “I guess I really do deserve the promotion. 

I will not be Pandora’s shadow. I will be a better Zahr than she was and lead Kivó̱tio out of the 

darkness and to the light to the best of my ability.” Kerta took a few steps back and cupped her 

hands behind her back and looked off briefly to collect her thoughts. “I hope you’ll serve me 
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faithfully as you did Pandora. I would like to get to know you more and build a solid trustworthy 

relationship with my Neelif.” 

 Illinca stood up and went over to hug Kerta. Kerta didn’t expect to be hugged. She stood 

there rigid for a few seconds then her body gradually relaxed and she brought her arms up and 

around Illinca. She hugged her back then Illinca stepped away and put Kerta at arm’s length and 

studied the taller woman with a hint of admiration. 

 “I would be honored to serve you…” Illinca knelt down on one knee and bowed her head. 

“My Zahr. I pledge my life and service to you and will aid you the rest of your days until death 

parts us. You are my sword and I am your shield. Together we can change Kivó̱tio and bring justice 

back to the Clemall.” Illinca rose up, squared her shoulders and politely gestured for Kerta to 

follow her out of the chamber. “Now that we have this settled, let us go and find Zahr Daviey. He 

will be excited to hear this news and knowing him, he will want to form a coalition with you. 

Pandora refused him on several occasions. I would like to finally see my Zahr accept him.” 

 Kerta grinned and nodded in agreement. “Aye. Zahr Daivey is a wonderful, kind man. His 

family and followers are lovely and I am quite impressed with their Clemall. Kivó̱tio would benefit 

from a coalition.” 

 Kerta and Illinca returned downstairs and sought out Daivey. Upon hearing that Kerta was 

the new Zahr and openly wanted to become his ally, Daivey rejoiced and called for a grand feast 

to honor Kerta’s new position. At the feast Kerta announced the news to her friends and was 

pleased that everyone present around the table approved of the change in her status. Especially 

Neptunium and Juvo.  

 Plutonium got up from her seat and went around the table to where Kerta was seated. Kerta 

turned to her with open arms and delighted in feeling Plutonium nuzzle up under her chin. “I am 

so proud of you and how far you have come Sonar Kerta.” 

 “Thank you for saying that. It means a to me.” 
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 “Way to go Sonar Kerta!” Uranium and Curium shouted, fist bumping the air in trumph. 

 “You will do great things as the Zahr. I am quite sure of that.” Curium added, then snapped 

a finger thinking of something that would greatly benefit him and he grinned at the thought of it. 

“Sonar Kerta, when you take your badge of office and all, can you make it to where your Clemall 

will allow more Vampires like Juvo?” 

 Berkelium heard his firstborn say such words and spoke from where he was sitting. “No 

son of mine is going to be known as the town’s womanizer. With your good looks and a Vampire’s 

seductiveness, I will be a grandfather in no time, possibly to various children from different 

mothers. So, here is the deal and what I will do to you. If Kerta actually allows your foolish idea 

to be a thing, I will castrate you in front of her and her entire court and then convince your mother 

to let me strip Kerta of her Sonar title and remove her as your second parental guardian.” Berkelium 

shot Kerta a dirty look, one that many saw and thought was bold of him considering that Kerta just 

announced she was the ruler of their new homeland.  

 “Berkelium!” Neptunium, Lithium and Sodium exclaimed together, gawking at him with 

wide eyes. 

 “How could you put that kind of pressure on the Zahr of Kivó̱tio like that?” Sodium 

demanded, slamming his hand down on the table and making his plate and goblet shake slightly. 

“That is completely and utterly uncalled for and you know it.” 

 “Tell our son you do not mean that right now!” Neptunium insisted after Sodium and they 

both glowered at Berkelium to show how sincere they were.  

 “No. I will not apologize or take back what I said to Curium.” 

To their disgust, he just sat there with crossed arms and smirked right at Kerta and 

cocked an eyebrow, daring her to defy him.  

Curium raised his hand and waved it around cautiously as he cleared his throat. “Um. Do 

I not get a say so in what happens to me or my manhood?” 
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“No!” Lithium, Sodium and Neptunium barked loudly, making several people cringe in 

their seats at the table. 

“It is because you spoke loosely, we are in this mess.” Lithium face palmed and growled 

under her breath. “Of all the times for Berkelium to be stubborn. Berkelium, listen to me. You will 

not do what you are thinking and make Kerta do this. Understand? You do not have the right to 

force your preferences for your child onto someone else. We are all his parental guardians. We 

should protect, raise and love him, not spay him if he should fall from the path of holiness and 

impregnate someone by accident.” 

“Oh, my darling Lithium, for him to say such words means he has premediated on them. 

Curium becoming a father in such a manner would not be a mere accident and as his father, I must 

ensure he is safe at all costs.” 

“By threating my Thrall and refusing Vampires sanctuary?” Like Lithium, Juvo faced 

palmed and shook her head in astonishment. “I do not know whether to be insulted, shocked, angry 

or amused at his bias against Vampires at this point. Kerta, do something. What do you think 

should happen?” 

 Kerta was very convinced Berkelium was serious and was not bluffing so just to be on the 

safe side, she grinned nervously and awkwardly stroked Juvo’s arm who was sitting next to her. 

 “S-Sorry dove. I will only allow this Vampire you see here in the Clemall. You are my 

responsibility and I too must keep you safe and in this case I am keeping you safe from your actual 

father. Please do not hate me.” 

 Juvo glanced up at Kerta and made another statement that caused Kerta to panic. “So, my 

people are banned from entering Kivó̱tio now? Is that not that not a tad bit racist?” 

 Kerta closed her eye and sighed deeply at the jabbing remark. 
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 “I never said they were banned. They can enter a Clemall, but until Berkelium and I come 

to an agreement on this, they must go to another Clemall. Preferably Zahr Daivey.” Kerta dipped 

her head and lowered her voice to where only Juvo could hear her. 

 “Juvo, in the short while I have come to know Berkelium, I know the man doesn’t make 

threats. He is very serious and I want to preserve Curium as long as possible. Just bear with me on 

this one, okay?” 

 Juvo lowered her hands down and placed them defensively over her belly. “Fine. But this 

new family I am bringing into the world has your blood too. He or she best be allowed to live in 

the Clemall or I will throw the biggest fit you have ever seen.” 

 Kerta stealthily moved her hand under the table and she placed her hand protectively over 

Juvo’s. 

 “Now this little one growing inside of you is automatically a resident we will happily allow 

in the Clemall. Berkelium will not win when it comes to what is mine.” 

 Juvo felt Kera’s grip tighten over her hands and heard the way her tone shifted and it scared 

her, but at the same time, it pleased her. Everyone who had observed them from the start knew 

Juvo and Berkelium were not friendly towards each other. Juvo did not get along with Berkelium 

for various reasons so knowing Kerta would defend and choose her over him brought Juvo great 

pleasure. 

 After dinner, people departed and each went their own way. Some retired to bed, some like 

Plutonium and Atomic and other couples in their group ventured outside of the stony palace to 

enjoy the company of their beloved under the stars. Lithium, who did not fully recover from her 

illness or injuries, was grateful for what treatments were working and aiding her health, but 

Lithium sadly wasn’t recovering the way her friends and family hoped. Ironically, she didn’t mind. 

She was fine with being crippled and handclapped. 
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 “I took care of you and pushed you around in a wheelchair.” Lithium looked up at 

Neptunium with sleepy eyes and smiled weakly. “Now it is your turn. You can push me around in 

my wheelchair and spoil me with deserts like I did for you.” 

 Neptunium smiled then bit her lower lip in worry. Lithium was always the strong one in 

their relationship. Not just for her, but for the men as well. Thanks to what Potassium had done to 

her, she would no longer be the glue that held them all together. Sensing her distress, Lithium 

raised a hand off the bed and gently took hold of Neptunium’s wrist. 

 “Seeing you happy, knowing I have my son back and that our friends are here with us, in 

this strange new land together id is all the recovery I need. I will be fine, I just need to rest.” 

 Lithium tugged Neptunium down with surprising strength and watched with amused eyes 

as Neptunium pitched forward, lost her balanced and fell down on top of her. 

 “Now get in this bed and cuddle me and tell me a bedtime story so I can ease my mind.” 

 Neptunium laughed softly and did as Lithium asked. She situated herself in the bed, held 

Lithium close and told her a Holy Scripture tale from memory. Sodium observed the women from 

the crack of the door and decided he should give them privacy so he stepped away and quietly shut 

the door. 

 “I am sorry our medication and treatment did not heal your sahah as you had hoped.” 

Urdres quietly lamented, rubbing his arm and gazing at Sodium apologetically. “We prayed over 

her. We anointed her and did everything as Griffin instructed, but for some reason, He did not 

remove the thorns from her flesh as He did for the rest of you and my fellow co-workers and I find 

that very strange.” 

 “Brother Urdres, I do not mind that she is like this.” Sodium faced the High Priest and the 

second he did, Urdres’s eyes widened and his jaw dropped. 
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 “Sodium your sahah is still somewhat sick from the toxin Potassium’s experiments gave 

her and has handicaps that will leave her helpless for the rest of her life. Surely this isn’t the ending 

you had hoped for?” 

 “It is not.” 

 Urdres blinked then took a step back, slightly put of by Sodium’s reply. “If it wasn’t, then 

why are you so content with the outcome?” 

 “Because Griffin has a purpose for her to remain as she is, Griffin may very well be 

chastising my sahah to humble her. Lithium is a proud woman at times and can be very stubborn. 

She was always running it seemed. Running away from Him and from her family, despite that we 

were always in front of her, reassuring her that we loved her and cared. She was just alone in a 

room full of people and choosing to be alone. Maybe, now that she cannot run mentally, 

emotionally or physically, she will finally live because up until now, all that woman knew how to 

do was survive and it makes my heart rest easy seeing how mellow and still she is in her spirit 

since coming to this place.” 

 Sodium walked down the hallway to a den area to continue telling Urdres why he believed 

Griffin did not heal Lithium and how he personally saw it as a blessing instead of a hinderance. 

While they communed softly in the den, Kerta had broken away from the noise and was outside in 

a reserved relaxation spot under a large, tall, beautiful, blooming olive tree. She sat crossed legged, 

hands in her lap, head bent down low as it could go and kept her eye shut as she breathed slowly 

in and out. She never broke concentration, she held her posture perfectly and focused on the 

soothing night sounds around her. A High Priest was playing a stringed instrument of some kind 

somewhere up high, most likely on a balcony that overlooked the Clemall, men and women off in 

the distance laughing, singing divine hymns of praise to Griffin, workers tending to the fields 

outside of the palace and the giddy laughter of the Safaris roaming the grounds flooded Kerta’s 

senses, but she still managed to stay focused. 
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 ‘Griffin, you are too kind. Making me a Zahr when you and I both know I deserve the end 

of the stick. No… I deserve to be beaten and flogged until my skin busts open for all the crimes I 

have committed against Hyrim and its people. But if you help me and show me what to do, I will 

do my best to make you proud. I will work hard to restore your name in Kivó̱tio. All I ask is that 

you give me the strength and wisdom to lead these stiff necked, rebellious people.” 

 A little ways off to the side stood Illinca, Cephas, Daivey and Juvo. They observed Kerta’s 

attentive posture with content expressions on their faces. All of them  were in silent agreement that 

Kerta had come a long way from who she once was and without saying it out loud, they believed 

believed Kerta would do great things in the future and bring peaceful changes to Kivó̱tio over time.  

 When she was done meditating, Kerta stood up and immediately was embraced by 

Bellamy. She turned around in his arms, dipped her head and kissed him softly on the mouth. He 

melted against her and was glad to feel her arms cave around him. She pulled him closer and 

deepened the kiss, but then raised her head and broke it hearing the giggles of her Safari 

companions behind her. Sighing, she looked over her shoulder and glared at them gently, as if to 

tell them to move along and leave her be. 

 “Want to get married right now?” 

 Kerta laughed lightly, entertained Bellamy’s suggestion, then shook her head quietly in 

response. 

 “No. I have far too many people here with us who will want to celebrate my wedding to 

rush things.”  

Kerta swept Bellamy off his feet and pressed her forehead to his gently. She looked him in 

the eyes and told him she would marry him soon and that she, nor he nor their companions would 

leave Ierousalím until they wed.  

“What am I supposed to do until then?” 
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“Well for starters, you could shave.” Kerta kissed Bellamy’s bushy chin then pulled 

back with a grin. “I like my men clean shaven.” 

“That is your preference. Rubidium and Sodium complimented me on my beard, 

said it suits me.” 

“Oh. I’m sorry dove. Are you getting married to them or me?” 

Before Bellamy could answer she twirled them around, then at random, dropped 

him to the ground. Bellamy glanced up just in time to be tackled and pinned under Kerta. 

He reached up and took hold of her face and using one hand, ruffled her hair. 

“If I have to shave you have to lose weight because I like my women thin.” 

“We both know that’s a lie. You don’t care what shape a woman is in as long as 

you can have fun with her. And about the weight thing, part of it is on me and part of it is 

just my Orc blood.” Kerta reached down and patted the side of her stomach. “It’s what 

makes Orc women so desirable and good for birthing babies. Get use to it because it’s here 

to stay dove.” 

Bellamy rolled his eyes and gave Kerta’s head another stroke. “Then we are at an 

impasse. You can forget me shaving my beard. It’s here to stay. I like it, you like your belly 

and the Safari men treat me with more respect because I have one now.” 

“Admit it, you just want to keep it so you can be accepted by the Safaris.” 

Bellamy arched an eyebrow and grinned mischievously. “Only if you admit you 

partly keep your gut because you know Neptunium likes it on you.” 

“Never!” 

Kerta pinned Bellamy’s arms high above his head and rewarded him with a 

passionate kiss. Eventually her grip around his wrists loosened and when that happened, 
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Bellamy simply brought his arms down and put them around Kerta. He pulled her further down 

onto him and raised his head up off the ground so he could kiss in her neck. She tipped her head 

back to give him more access to the flushed skin and groaned every so often when Bellamy’s kisses 

aroused her. Anyone who stopped to watch their foreplay smiled after them. Kerta was happy. She 

was genuinely happy and so was Bellamy.  

“How long do you think they can wait before they find a High Priest to marry them?” Valin 

asked Rosarium, looking away from the couple and over at her friend. “Because I bet they will last 

only a few more minutes before they call for a wedding. Forget how late it is, when it comes to 

Bellamy, Kerta will do anything for him and to get what she wants.” 

Rosarium cupped her chin thoughtfully and decided Valin was right. “I agree with you on 

this. Let us go rally our friends and get ready for the wedding.” 

Valin was miraculously cleansed of the toxin and already, her hair was growing back and 

hair color was starting to return to normal. The only thing she couldn’t be healed of was her 

handicap. Her leg was still a stump and she still used crutches or a wheelchair to get around. 

Tonight, she was on crutches, but the exhaustion was evident on her face and in her body posture. 

Unable to see her Zentha struggle so, Rosarium offered to carry her.  

“Here, let me take you to your room.” Rosarium stepped in and gathered Valin into her 

arms then picked her up with ease. 

“But my crutches, Rose. We cannot just leave them here.” 

“Oh yes we can. I will come back for them once I get you to your room. Besides, you are 

still recovering yourself. You need to take it easy.” 

Valin raised an eyebrow and gave Rosairum’s cheek a gentle, but firm swat. “So do you. 

You were experimented on, just like the rest of us. Do not think I do not notice how you nod off 

when you think I am not looking or how you struggle to lift heavy objects.” 
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Rosarium sighed and found herself annoyed at herself. She wanted to be stronger, 

she wanted to be the Rosarium Valin met on the night they met after a hard fight. That 

Rosarium was powerful and much more confident in her ability to take on people or beasts 

thrice her size.  

“Yes. Even I have limits now, sadly.” Rosarium looked down and forced a smile 

onto her face. “But enough talk about that. Let me just get you to your room and 

comfortable first, then we can stay up and discuss anything you want.” 

“Even your faults as of late?” Valin was joking of course, but to her shock she saw 

Rosarium nod and blush in embarrassment. 

“Yes. Even my faults. Since coming to live on Hyrim, I have found many.” 

“Like what?” 

“Like the Hyrim Space Pirates. They are very attractive men, they are strong and I 

think I like them. If I get to the point of wanting to date and find sahe, I think I would chase 

the Hyrim Space Pirate and I would not even care what race he is, just as long as he can 

look at me the way Bellamy looks at Kerta. I would enjoy that very much, I think.” 

That was defiantly something Valin didn’t see coming. She giggled softly and 

Rosarium heard it and instantly tensed. 

“What?!” 

“Oh. Nothing. I just never pictured you the bad girl type is all.” 

“I am nothing of the sort. I was merely expressing that my standards have lowered 

since living here on Hyrim is all.” 

Juvo was nearby in the shadows of the trees when she overhead the Safaris 

discussion. She didn’t mean to stop and eavesdrop on their conversation. It just happened 
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and before she realized it, she was invested and wanted to listen to what Rosarium had to say.  

“So even someone as complex as Rosarium desires to find love and be loved back.” Juvo 

tipped her head up and studied the night sky for a long moment. “I wonder if I could find such a 

man to love me after what Barabbas did to me?” Juvo’s hand fell down to her stomach and she 

began caressing the small baby bump carefully and considerately. “Can any man love me after 

what he stole from me? Virginity should be treasured and never exploited, so if I find a man, I 

cannot give him that. I feel so… so… wretched knowing this. But at the same time, the life growing 

in me is not at fault. It is not my child’s fault their father is bad man who made a terrible choice 

and left their mother broken. Ah. Mother.”  

Juvo smiled, though it was bitter and full of regret.  

“I wonder what my own mother would think of this situation if she were here with me 

now? Would mother even accept this little one or would she rebuke me and the child both?” Juvo 

shook her head and mentally scolded herself for thinking such things. “No. That is just my 

insecurity speaking. My mother was a fair, just, kind, loving soul who cared about others. She 

would love her grandchild without question. It is father who would reject and disown them. He 

did so to me, what would possibly make me think he would accept his grandchild?” 

Juvo stepped out of the shadows and onto the path that would lead her into the palace. She 

reached up and pulled her hood down to cover her face, but her glowing eyes could still be seen in 

the darkness of the hood.  

“There you are. I was wondering where you had run off too.” 

Juvo turned around and saw Illinca approaching her with and Cephas. 

“You left suddenly and I figured seeing Kerta and Bellamy’s little show disgusted you and 

you felt you needed to remove yourself.” 

Juvo blinked, surprised to learn that Illinca thought that was the reason she left. 
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“What? Oh… no. They were fine and believe it or not, that was moderate and 

controlled compared to some of their sessions. I just needed some time alone to myself. A 

lot has happened and I am still having a little trouble wrapping my mind around everything. 

Especially this.” Juvo cupped her belly to show Illinca exactly what she meant. “I still have 

so much to plan for and consider before my child arrives and I guess I became overwhelmed 

at the concept of being a mother and having to do this without my own mother beside me. 

And then to make matters worse, I overheard what Rosarium and Valin were talking about 

and it made me wonder if I would ever find a man that would want me…” 

“Oh Juvo. Come here.” Illinca embraced Juvo and held her close, knowing Juvo 

needed the emotional support. “Everything is going to be just fine. You will see for 

yourself.” 

“But I feel so unworthy to be the child’s mother. In Vampire years, I am still an 

adolescent. I am not ready to be a parent, Illinca. I am a complicated person and now I am 

expected to show love, understanding and warmth to my child when I cannot even do that 

for myself.” 

“I know, I know. It will be okay. You are not alone, all right? Kerta, Neptunium, 

the Safaris, Cephas and I are here. We are right here and we will not let you go through 

this journey by yourself.” 

Since Illinca was hugging from Juvo from the front, Cephas came over and hugged 

her from behind and nuzzled into her shoulder blade.  

“Illinca is right. You have unconditional help and support right at your fingertips. 

We are in this together and by the time your child arrives, I am confident you will be 

ready.” 

Juvo looked over her shoulder at Cephas, who just smiled then she looked into the 

eyes of her former mistress and that was she could do. She bent her head and began to cry. 

She lurched forward and clung to Illinca as hard she could and sobbed harder  
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“There you go. Just let it all out. Just let it out.” Illinca softly encouraged the Vampire and 

let Juvo cry on her until she couldn’t cry anymore. By that point, Juvo had weakened, but 

thankfully Illinca scooped her up in her arms and carried her back into the palace without a word. 

Cephas walked beside Illinca and spoke to her about affairs that did not concern her and the more 

she listened to his low, soothing voice, the sleepier Juvo became. For the first time in a very long 

time, Juvo was scared. She was unconfident and utterly helpless, but she was grateful for her 

friends and allies.  

Juvo was taken to Kerta’s chamber and put to bed because Illinca didn’t want her to wake 

up alone. Until Kerta came to bed, Illinca and Cephas remained in the room with Juvo to keep her 

company. By the time Kerta did come in, she had wonderful news to share. She decided she and 

Bellamy truly couldn’t wait and they didn’t want to vice with their bodies so they agreed to have 

a small ceremony and anyone who wanted to attend could. 

Illinca was going to mention that Juvo needed to rest and wouldn’t be able to go, but then 

Kerta saw Juvo sleeping in the bed and changed the time of wedding. 

“I want Juvo to be there so we will start the ceremony when she is awake.”  

Illinca half smiled, thinking how nice it was for Kerta to do that. 

“What will you do in the meantime?” 

Kerta crossed her arms and sighed. “Stay far away from Bellamy. He is my weakness and 

a major temptation right now. So why don’t we discuss the future and my role as the Zahr? I want 

you to inform me what you think I should do the moment we get back and other important things 

I will need to know.” 

Illinca did as Kerta asked and explained to her everything she would need to know and 

what she should expect the very second she entered Darthill Keep. 
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… 

Three months later… 

  

Pandora’s betrayal to the Synod didn’t exactly come as a shock to anyone who knew her, 

but the citizens of Hyrim who learned of her treason against the Malehgoot were very angry with 

her. At first her case was concealed from the public, but eventually it was released to public and 

streamed across Hyrim. Pandora was found guilty of espionage and selling government and 

military information to the Vulmins and awaiting her public trial.  

Naturally, the Low and High Court wanted her to pay with her life, but Illinca’s interference 

made that decision impossible. Illinca proved to be loyal to Pandora, even when Pandora had 

proved to be unfaithful to her. The way she saw it, she didn’t have much of a choice. When Illinca 

spoke with Pandora in private the night before her trial, Pandora confessed to Illinca that she was 

with child. This changed everything. Knowing that Pandora was pregnant with the leader of the 

Vulmin’s child, Illinca simply could not allow the innocent life she was carrying be slain.     

The following day at the Judicial Hall, Illinca stood up from her chair and asked to act as 

Pandora’s solicitor for the duration of her trial. No one could deny her request, so Illinca was 

allowed to speak on Pandora’s behalf. When called to take the stand by Zephyr, Illinca stepped 

forward and in front of everyone, including Pandora, she kindly offered another suggestion, one 

that would preserve Pandora’s life, but also silence the wrath of the masses.  

Illinca wanted to banish Pandora from planet Hyrim to planet Mizu in the Tengoku Solar 

System as punishment, forbidden to ever return to the Metallix Solar System. On Mizu, she would 

be a slave to the Primo Empire, a strong, political family that Illinca had made relation ties with 

long ago. Empress Agape was the monarch and Illinca went on to explain how Empress Agape 

was a fair, just woman and was known for her humane treatment of salves. Pandora, would be in 

bondage for rest of her days in the care of Empress Agape and as further punishment, become the 

Primo Empire’s retainer.  

The child Pandora would have would also be property of the Primo Empire and when of 

age, be bound as a retainer and subject to the same fate as their mother. This outcome made 

Pandora sick to her stomach just thinking about being someone else’s property and living her final 
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days out as a retainer, but she also was grateful Illinca’s suggestion spared the life of her child. 

This act was unexpected and surprisingly befitting for everyone.  

“Well done Neelif Illinca! You are truly a remarkable woman! One of Hyrim’s finest!” 

Zephyr praised her then stood up and her began to applaud her. Every witness, every Low 

and High Court judge also stood up and joined Zephyr. Now the entire courtroom was vibrant with 

cheer and clapping for Illinca. Illinca cared little for the attention and took a moment to speak to 

Pandora. She walked up to the cage she was in, wrapped her hands around the bars and met 

Pandora’s eyes. 

“I do not know why you walked this path of destruction or why you were so quick to sell 

us out to the enemy. Nor do I wish to know why you agreed to take the drug the Vulmins gave 

you. None of that matters now. What matters is that you will become clean and cleansed from that 

drug and start a new life somewhere else without me.” 

Pandora just bowed her head in shame and looked away from Illinca, unable to face her. 

Illinca’s eyes narrowed and she found herself gripping the bars tighter. 

“I hope you are happy, Pandora. I really do. I hope everything you did up until this point 

was worth the outcome.” 

“The Blue Crystal was amazing, it made me feel so good and gave me hope for the future 

I envisioned. Even now, it hums in my veins and I crave it, but I know it will kill my child and I 

refuse to be that selfish.” 

Illinca narrowed her eyes and clenched her jawline so hard, Pandora saw her neck muscles 

budge out. “Just tell me one thing.” 

“What?” 

“Why did you do it?” 

Pandora sighed and gave Illinca an annoyed glare. “Do what?” 

“Betray the Zahrs, the Malehgoot, betray the citizens and sell us out to the Vulmins? Our 

enemy?” 

Pandora sighed and finally worked up the courage to look at Illinca directly. “Because the 

one we call Malehgoot did something terrible to a certain race of people long before you came 

here and is covering up the fact, acting as if eradicating that race of people was a good thing. He 

and this entire Synod deserved to be punished for such a heinous crime against those people… 

against my people.” 
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Illinca blinked, quickly glanced over her should to see where Zephyr was at, spotted him 

and when they made eye contact, he grinned and waved at her politely. Out of habit, Illinca waved 

back, but then she turned her attention back onto Pandora. 

“What was the race of people Malehgoot Zephyr destroyed before I came to this planet? 

Please. Tell me?” 

Pandora looked down and shut her eyes and chuckled bitterly at herself. “Why? What 

good will that do? I’ll be in Tengoku as a slave and you’ll be here still moving to his dance along 

with the other Neelifs and their Zahrs. Telling you the race doesn’t benefit you or me, Illinca. Let 

it go.” 

Illinca reached through the bars with one arm and snatched Pandora by the collar of her 

tunic and yanked her forward. This action jarred Pandora and caught her off guard. In all the 

time she had known Illinca, she had never seen her act aggressive. Not in speech and not 

physically. When she dared to raise her gaze, Pandora’s jaw dropped slightly and her eyes 

clouded in fear and alarm seeing Illinca’s eyes go from normal, to a stark white. Was Illinca 

aware that her eyes had changed and were glowing? Pandora wasn’t sure, but she wished she 

would notice so she would make them stop. The glowing was intense and it strangely made her 

feel inferior and it scared her.  

“I do not want you to talk to me like that. I do not want you to complain about your new 

life as a servant to Empress Agape when you yourself owned me and never saw me as your equal 

during your campaign as a Zahr. I think you are forgetting where I came from and what 

happened to me before I was crowned a Neelif, Pandora. I lost my entire family and friends in a 

space pirate raid and was going to be sold as someone’s slave, but I escaped those terrible people 

only to win your affections and be bound to your house and live in bondage to you. So do me a 

favor? Stop being petty and acting pathetic. I need you to tell me what the Malehgoot did so I 

can do everything in my power to make sure he does not do it again nor anyone after him. That 

much I can do. The difference between my approach and yours is that I do not need to sleep with 

the enemy and get strung out on Blue Crystal to accomplish a goal.”  

Pandora wanted to look away from Illinca’s face, but every time she tried to, she was 

paralyzed by the intensity of Illinca’s eyes. She confessed everything to her, thinking if she 

didn’t, Illinca would end her life right there in the cage in the courtroom. 



Artzenin Eklektós 

367 

 

“The race Zephyr hunted down and destroyed were Aliens. They were a large group of 

nomadic Aliens that migrated from Sunniva in the Osheon Solar System.” 

“How do you know this?” Illinca increased her grip and pulled Pandora even closer to the 

bars. Now Pandora was practically nose-to-nose with Illinca and it terrified her greatly. 

“B-Because I am the daughter of the Alien who led the people from Osheon to Metallix.” 

“Why was the death of this man worth putting everyone’s lives in danger? Who was your 

father? Was he important or a mere commoner?” 

“He was very important. He was the Duenna of Sunniva and came here to start a new 

colony and hoped to build good relations with the government here, but before he could explain 

that to anyone, my father was brutally murdered before me by Zephyr himself. He went on a 

hunt for my people, slaying the Aliens until there were none left. For some reason though, he 

spared me and said I would make a good Zhar and thus is how I became a Zahr. I hated Zephyr 

for what he did. I couldn’t stand to see how polite and fair he acted in front of the Synod and the 

people of this planet knowing the truth of his nature. Which is, he fears anyone stronger than him 

and different from him, just like his ancestor Otto did. He reacts to everything out of fear, never 

uses wisdom, patience or understanding like you do.” 

Pandora spoke her tale hurriedly and made sure to keep her voice down so no one would 

hear her. Such information she had only disclosed to the leader of the Vulmins and she wasn’t 

sure if telling Illinca was a good idea, but she couldn’t stand the thought of losing to Illinca in a 

fight either. She was once over Illinca so to be on the receiving end hurt Pandora’s pride. Illinca 

let go of Pandora’s collar, calmed her posture and without realizing it, reverted her eyes back to 

normal. 

“I see. So, tell me one last thing. You mentioned your father was the Duenna of your 

people. What is a Duenna?” 

Pandora’s face scrunched in pain seeing a vague memory of her childhood with her father 

fill her thoughts. “A Duenna is an ordained prophet, called of Griffin in my culture. They are 

men and women of a holy order, honor Griffin, Chalice and Avril Tryst in everything they do 

and there can only be one Duenna per generation. Now that my father has been removed, I’m 

sure Griffin will prepare another man or woman to be His Duenna.” 

Illinca had never heard of a such a race of people. She thought she knew of all the races 

of humanity, but Alien was foreign to her and so was a Duenna.  
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“I will look further into this. For now, live your new life in peace and focus on raising 

your child. If and when I can lighten your sentence and free you, I will do it.” 

Pandora raised an eyebrow and slightly slanted her head in confusion. “Why would you 

do that for me? I’m a terrible person, Illinca. I enslaved you and took you in because I didn’t 

want to share your beauty or skills with anyone else. I have lied to you about my activities, I put 

your life and everyone on Hyrim at risk when I signed a pact with the Vulmins.” 

“Yes.” Illinca nodded. “You did all of those things and much more.” 

“Well, if you know all of that, why are you still trying to save me?” 

Illinca’s features softened and she smiled slightly at the other woman behind bars. 

“Because it is the honorable thing to do. Because it is something I want to do. Because I want 

you to have a second chance and because,” Illinca’s tone relaxed on purpose and she found 

herself putting her forehead against the bars of the cage. “I love you, Pandora. I have always 

cared about you despite the circumstances when we met and the roles we played as Zahr and 

Neelif.” 

Time stopped for a moment and Pandora had to grab onto the bars of her cage to keep 

herself from falling over. 

“You… love me? Come again?” 

Pandora questioned if she heard correctly and wanted Illinca to repeat herself, but Illinca 

just stood there now with a stiff, emotionless expression on her face. She raised her forehead off 

the bars of the cage and by doing so, ended the conversation. 

“Forgive me.” Illinca stepped back, putting some much needed space between them. “I 

need to remove myself now and see to some other business elsewhere outside of the capital. I 

will pray for your safety and a smooth travels to Tengoku. When I can break away, I will come 

visit you, so please do not think just because you are going to be living there and I will be a 

resident here, that it will stop me from seeing you or the baby. I expect you to tell your child 

about me at some point.” 

“Oh. I, um… sure. I can do that.” Pandora’s fear of Illinca was replaced with admiration. 

Not wanting to leave things the way they were, Pandora took a quick breath and called after 

Illinca. 

“Illinca, stop. Please? I have something I must say to you before you go.” 
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Hearing that caused Illinca to stop and turn back around. She returned to the cage and 

both women were no longer looking at one another as opposites, but as equals. 

“I didn’t deserve you. I still don’t, but I want to thank you for what you have done for me 

and my child. If I have a girl, do I permission to name her after you?” 

Illinca blushed and raised a finger to scratch at nothing on her cheek. “I would be 

honored my Zahr if you did such a thing.” 

Pandora’s eyes widened and she motioned at Illinca to stop. “No, no. I am not the Zahr. 

Kerta is the Zahr now.” 

Illinca shook her head and told Pandora with unwavering confidence, “Kerta is my new 

Zahr on paper. But you will always be my Zahr in here.”  

Illinca reached through the bars and poked the area where Pandora’s heart was located. 

Pandora blushed this time, but did nothing to fight Illinca. Pandora waited for Illinca to withdraw 

her arm from the cage, turn around and start walking away before she bowed her head in shame. 

Pandora covered her face with both hands and whispered a quiet truth to herself.  

“You are wrong about one thing Illinca. Earlier you said I did not care for you, but that 

was just a mask I used to hide how I felt about you. I love you too… and one day, I will say that 

to your face, but that day is not now.”  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

… 
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Inside the newly decorated and renovated Darthill Keep, Juvo was passing time in the 

kitchen helping the housekeepers prepare food for herself despite the staff’s protest for her to not 

do it. At that moment Neptunium stepped inside the kitchen’s back door. She knocked on the door 

to get Juvo’s attention. 

“Hello Juvo. How are you doing?” Neptunium was carrying a bag of gifts on her right arm 

and a bag of baby items on her left arm. “I was out shopping with the girls today and just could 

not help myself. I thought of you and the babies so I bought you some items that should prove 

useful for when the little ones arrive.” 

“Terrible. I cannot believe the ultrasound came back showing two more. Neptunium, I 

really do not know how I am going to do this. One stressed me out enough as it was, but to learn I 

am having three makes me freak out in ways I did not think possible.”  

Neptunium found a free counter space and went over to set the bags down there.  

“Do not fret so much, everyone is super excited for you and working hard on preparing for 

their arrival. Kerta included.” 

Juvo turned to Neptunium to greet her friend. Luckily due to it being evening she could 

relatively see the figure of the one she had come to respect and adore. 

“Neptunium. You have had children. Did you not feel apprehension at the thought of 

becoming a mother?” Juvo shoved the cutting board away from her, ignoring the panic of the 

housekeepers and sauntered over to the Safari. 

Neptunium’s eyes softened and she stepped in to embrace Juvo and ignored the smug looks 

from their audience.  

“Of course, I did. Each pregnancy was a risk because at the time, every Safari thought they 

would contract Scourge and their baby. In some cases, babies would inherit the disease. I worried 

if my children would be weak and sickly, like I had become. And in Uranium and Plutonium’s 

situation, they were what I feared, but I still chose to be the best mother I could be. Pregnancy 

anxiety is normal, but you must not let it consume you. In time, you will become more confident 

and will learn as you go. Motherhood is wonderful, but it is also an on-going learning experience. 

I am a mother of three grown young adults and I am still learning how to be a good mother. But 

enough about me, what about you?” Neptunium patted Juvo’s visible bulge. “How are you 

handling the truth about everything? Is your morning sickness better?” 
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An expression of contentment spread across Juvo’s face as she was hugged. She had been 

working very hard on giving affection and allowing herself to receive affection. 

“It is so much better since Valin made that medicine for me.” Juvo gripped the sleeves of 

her blouse firmly as the other hand held Neptunium close into the hug. “Thank you for taking time 

to visit me today.” Juvo glanced down at Neptunium’s hand that stroked her stomach and released 

a weary sigh. “To be honest, there has been a lot of work going on in the keep. By work I mean 

Kerta making sure I am pampered and cared for almost constantly.” 

Neptunium put them at arm’s length and grinned. “Still getting used to the idea of someone 

caring for you, Juvo?” 

“Do not misunderstand. I am happy and Kerta delivers me necessities in plentiful amounts. 

It has simply been harder to do tasks I would like to do myself.” Juvo frowned. “I am sure it is her 

protective nature and desire to see me at ease that drives her, but sometimes it does vex me.” 

“I am not surprised. The woman we love is shockingly parental and sensitive to a pregnant 

woman’s needs. I personally thought it would take her a while to get into the swing of things, but 

from what you say, Kerta is almost too good at what she is doing. But I must say, I find it odd the 

other Safaris have not attempted to spoil you too. Even the men.” Neptunium pulled Juvo close 

again and held her for a moment. “Usually, my people are very community involved with family 

pregnancy. How did you only manage to win my attention and not the others?” Neptunium laughed 

lightly before letting Juvo go. “Then again, Hyrim life is still new for my companions and they are 

very curious about this land and the culture.” 

Juvo crossed her arms and looked off thoughtfully. “I think it is good for the Safaris to be 

distracted with other things and not focus on me. I have lived among your people long enough to 

know affection is a huge part of your daily lives and we both know I was never an extremely 

affectionate person until recently.”  

“Valid point. If anything, they might be trying to give you space because they do not wish 

to anger you or upset you in general. We Safaris are sensitive and emotional beings like that.”  

Juvo looked back around at Neptunium and whispered so only Neptunium would hear her. 

“I really am a hard person to love, but since meeting you and living full time with Kerta, the walls 

I spent so much time building to shield myself have been breaking. How terrible it is for me to 

have lowered my standards like this. I want to rebuke it all, but it feels so good I cannot find it in 

me to continue my life of isolation.”  
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Just as Juvo spoke of that and was going to get deeper, the entrance doors of the kitchen  

swung wide open and in came Kerta. She saw the housekeepers, noted where Juvo was and 

assumed that the housekeepers were letting Juvo have her way. 

“Why is Juvo in the kitchen? Did you all let her cook?” She glowered at the housekeepers 

and took an angry step towards them. “I told you to keep her out of the kitchen! Stop allowing her 

to feed herself do not let her scare you! She’s pregnant and carrying three children for Griffin’s 

sake! I pay you to listen to orders not disobey them!” Kerta roared at her staff and ruffled her hands 

stressfully in her hair as they started running around in panic.  

“Oh my. You are definitely feeling sympathy pains of Juvo’s pregnancy hormones. Such 

rage you have. It does not suit you.” 

When Kerta turned around she saw Juvo and Neptunium staring at her with worried 

expressions on their faces. “Oh, hello Zentha.” Kerta nodded stiffly at Juvo. “And good day to you 

as well, Thrall.” 

Neptunium arched an eyebrow and noted how Kerta’s stomach nearly busting at the 

waistline. “I see you gained more weight while I have been busy building my nest with my family. 

I realize being half Orc, you will always be larger than us, but I can tell you have put on a few 

more pounds since I last saw you darling.” 

“Adjusting to life as a Zahr has been trying. With Illinca away at the capital seeing to 

business, I was left to fend for myself. I am stressed out and have been under a lot of political 

pressure to lately. I admit, I have been drinking and eating more than usual, but Bellamy doesn’t 

seem to mind so I’m not going to worry about it. Besides, I need to keep my stamina up.” Kerta 

patted her belly and it responded by jiggling. “This is just some extra storage.” She beamed, 

pleased in her excuse for letting herself go. “But all joking aside, I just haven’t been able to work 

out as much since becoming a Zahr. That is honestly why you see the extra weight so easily.” 

“Speaking of working out, you said you were going to do that today, so why are you here? 

And what was that about not letting me in the kitchen to feed myself?” Juvo faced the hybrid Orc 

with her hands on her hips, not pleased with finding out what Kerta was telling the servants to do. 

“Is that why I had to force my way in here to fix myself a meal?”  

Kerta nodded without shame as she crossed her arms. “Yes. We have more than enough 

help on hand, I want the servants I pay to do their jobs and wait on you.” 
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Juvo threw her arms up and let a cry of frustration. “See Neptunium, this is what I was 

talking about! She treats me like I am helpless and acts like if I do anything I will exert myself!” 

Neptunium walked over to Kerta and pet her stomach. “Just make sure you stay fit. Those 

Vulmins are mean and very determined to see Hyrim fall. Their leader has yet to be found and as 

long as he is here on Hyrim, we must all be on our guard.” 

Kerta wrapped her arms around Neptunium, leaned in and rubbed noses with her. The 

servants who saw this clapped their approval, but instantly regretted it when Kerta leaned back 

and gave them a fierce glare. The servants returned to their stations and once Kerta saw they had 

their backs to them, she went back to nuzzling on Neptunium. 

“So, I cannot work, go to the market, buy things or make myself a simple sandwich, but 

you can come in here and restock your “storage”?” Juvo went to slap Kerta, but when she tried, 

Neptunium caught her wrist with ease and sighed.  

“Now, now Juvo. Kerta is fragile remember? She has a lame leg and is sharing pregnancy 

pains with you. Trust me on that. You should have seen how big Lithium got when I was pregnant 

with my third child. Her weight gain is partly your doing.” 

Juvo recoiled back as if burnt by the statement. “My doing? She agreed to be my Thrall so 

I do not bare the blame there. Also, Neptunium? Stop giving Kerta a belly rub. You spoil her when 

you do so. Just look at her now.” Juvo thrust a hand in Kerta’s general direction to emphasize her 

point. “She is practically melting at your touch.”  

Kerta groaned in pleasure as Neptunium pet her stomach and her eye fluttered shut feeling 

the soothing sensations the rubbing created. She was so relaxed that she found herself agreeing to 

do whatever Neptunium asked of her. “Work out more, got it dove. I’ll see that it gets done. And 

can I just say it feels so nice when you stroke my belly? Lately Juvo has been too rough with it.” 

Juvo rolled her eyes. “Why should I be soft with you when you insist to pamper me and 

not allow me to do anything? I think pinching you is far more ideal than a belly rub.”  

Kerta hugged Neptunium’s arm and Neptunium looked over at her with a motherly 

expression on her face. It did her heart well to see her friends bickering like they were children. 

“Neptunium, Juvo’s hormones are awful. Tell her to be softer with me.”  

Juvo saw Neptunium open her mouth and snapped a firm finger, cutting Neptunium off on 

purpose. “Oh no. Do not try to win her affections with pity. If anyone needs pity from Neptunium 

it is me.”  
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Juvo joined the hug and took Neptunium’s other arm captive, latched onto it as if her life 

depended on it and looked up at Neptunium with desperation in her eyes. “Neptunium, are you 

aware Kerta will not even allow me to go outside to the garden? Before we found out I was with 

triplets, I could at least go outside, now she will not even give me that pleasure!” 

Neptunium found it amusing two grown women were clinging to her arms and wanting her 

to take their side. Instead of picking one of them over the other, she detangled herself from their 

clingy grip, went to stand in front of them and smirked.  

“Want to know what I think you both could use?” 

The women swallowed and gave the Safari a nervous look with their eyes. 

“What are you suggesting?” Kerta fiddled her fingers anxiously. “To compromise?” 

“If it is “bonding time”, I have had enough of that already.” 

Neptunium just grinned and her friends immediately became afraid. 
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In the bathing springs area of Darthill Keep, Juvo and Kerta were standing side by side in the 

steaming scented water, naked, wrapped in white towels. Neptunium ordered the guards to keep 

them locked inside for at least an hour, two at the most before unlocking the doors. Kerta felt 

slightly awkward and would glance at Juvo every now and then and start to speak but would shut 

her mouth and return to staring down at her reflection in the water. 

“So.” Kerta finally breathed out and distracted herself by moving her hands back and forth 

in the water. “My Zentha says we should bond without all the distraction of the pregnancy. Just 

the two of us.” 

“Yes, she did.” Juvo muttered coldly as she walked over to sit on the other side of the bath. 

She refused to keep standing in the water and do nothing. She picked up a wooden basin to scoop 

the hot water up and pour it over her shoulders, refusing to speak.  

Kerta found that behavior odd and was put off by it. Crossing her arms, she raised her head 

at the Vampire and frowned. “Why are you being so cold to me? You were so affectionate with 

me when you announced your pregnancy.” Kerta attempted to smile at Juvo. “We were both so 

happy. You were happy. You cupped my face, you blushed and smiled. Why did that go away? 

Why are you so... distant now? I thought we were making progress.” Kerta looked down at water 

and sighed. “Your mood swings are so complicated. Am I the reason you’re like this? I’ve never 

had a family before. It made me so happy to know I was going to get one through you, but I suppose 

carrying the offspring of my brother, the man who hurt you, raped you and forced these children 

to form you’d naturally hate anyone associated to him.” 

Alarmed and startled that Kerta assumed such a thing, Juvo dropped the wooden basin and 

stood up. “It is not that at all.” Juvo returned to the water, walked towards Kerta and pushed against 

the rippling current, causing the water to splash Kerta. “I could care less about that. I am happy 

that I will be able to have a family with you. I am ecstatic.” She threw her arms up then let them 

drop down slowly. “But I am bitter with you because I despise being contained in a home and not 

allowed to do anything, it upsets me. Not being able to step outside without you sending a trove 

of guards to follow me to the market to buy a book to read is overwhelming and draws attention 

from the citizens. I understand this is your first time having a decent family. It is my first time 

too.”  
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Juvo moved back to the edge of the hot spring and sat in the water and sighed. She dipped 

her face in before lifting her head out and when she shook the water away, the towel wrapped 

around her head fell off into the water.  

“But we need to understand how to do this together and we need to work together as a 

team. I also need you to realize that I am not helpless because I am pregnant, but there are moments 

when I do need help and want to be helped.” 

Kerta nodded, getting a better idea of what she needed to work on and it pleased her to see 

that they were talking out their feelings and focusing on making the situation better. “I see. What 

else do you need me to fix?” 

Juvo crossed her arms and glanced away to think about it then looked back at Kerta when 

she thought of what she really needed Kerta to do for her. “I want you to give me space and allow 

me to do things for myself during this pregnancy and after the children are born. If and when I 

become weary and clearly start struggling to do something for myself, then put your foot down 

and pamper me. Okay?” 

“I understand. I’m sorry for being so overbearing. Forgive me?”  

Kerta went to take Juvo into her arms. Kerta wasn’t sure how Juvo would react to the 

sudden affection, but she sighed in relief feeling Juvo slump against her.  

Juvo wrapped her arms around Kerta, rested against her and shut her eyes in contentment.  

“Juvo, just so you know, I only send the guards after you and the Safaris at times because 

of the Vulmims and just in case a citizen has a bias against you. It is for your protection until things 

settle down and I get a better grip on being the Zahr.” Kerta put Juvo at arm’s length and placed a 

protective hand on the baby bump. “Also, I’m not just thinking about you. It’s also about what’s 

inside of you. The Vulmins will not hesitate to dispose of anyone. Our war policy is the men be 

attacked only, but women and their children are to be left alone.” Kerta became serious, so serious 

that her facial change made Juvo flinch. “I refuse to wake up and find you and these children dead 

on the streets! You were assaulted once, by my own flesh and blood! I don’t want another leeching 

man to take you, hurt you then leave you for dead. I don’t want a bad person in general to lay a 

finger on the children. The thought of harm coming to one of them, let alone three of them is too 

much for me to handle at the moment. Every report I get about the Vulmims seem very focused 

on causing every breathing soul pain, torment and death.”  
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Kerta’s hardness softened when she heard Juvo catch her breath. She stepped in, kept her 

hand on Juvo’s stomach and used the other to pull her closer.  

“It’s not just you that is on my mind when you go out of the keep... it’s everyone I care 

about, it’s this Clemall and all the citizens under my care. I will ease up on the guards, but while 

you’re carrying my nieces or nephews, I will remain alert and send them out with you every time. 

Why?” Kerta answered the question for Juvo. “Because I do not trust the Vulmins, I do not trust 

Hyrim culture. I lived in it and was drunk off it for years. I know this land better than you do and 

where you are very beautiful, men won’t hesitate to make a pass at you. Women won’t either. The 

Dark Sisterhood is always looking for pretty women to add to their ranks. Pregnant women 

especially. I am not a force to reckon with. It is because I care and love you so deeply, note that I 

am not afraid to go to any length to keep this family safe from the enemy. I allowed my Fury blood 

out to fight my brother and I will happily do it again if it means preserving the life of you and 

anyone else I care about.” 

Juvo stared at Kerta in surprise and it suddenly dawned on Juvo just how serious Kerta was 

being and that she meant every word. Juvo was quiet for a moment, then reached up to cup Kerta’s 

face with her hands.  

“Thank you.” She whispered as she leaned up to kiss Kerta on the cheek and when Juvo 

pulled back, she met Kerta’s chilling stare.  

“I understand why now. I will not complain about the guards anymore. You have my 

word.” She smiled gently, to make Kerta not feel bad about being overprotective. “I will accept 

your decision if you believe it to be right, my Thrall.” Juvo stepped back and removed herself from 

Kerta’s embrace. “I love you…” She mumbled, since she hadn’t said that in a while. “And I know 

I have been difficult with my hormones so if I am cold towards you, please be patient with me. I 

am still trying to adapt to showing affection and despite the progress you have seen, I am telling 

you it is still very hard for me to do and accept at times. Even so, know that I love you and do not 

regret being with you.” 

Kerta grinned then went to hug Juvo from behind. She lowered her chin down to rest on 

Juvo’s shoulder, placed both hands on Juvo’s stomach and swayed them lazily from side to side.  

“I will do my best to be a good aunt to them, just like I try to do my best to be a good Sonar 

to my Zentha’s children. I try my best to be a good Thrall for you, a caring Zentha to Neptunium, 
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an honorable wife to Bellamy, a dependable friend and caretaker to the Safaris, a fair, wise Zahr 

for the citizens of... of...”  

Juvo blinked wondering, why Kerta’s voice was starting to fade and sound sluggish. Juvo 

looked partly over her shoulder, curious to see what was going on. “Kerta?” 

 Juvo suddenly felt Kerta’s fall away from around her baby bump and her lean further into 

her backside.  

“Kerta? Did you just literally fall asleep on me?”  

She gasped in surprised as they tumbled to the side, right into the siding of the bath spring. 

Juvo grabbed Kerta’s elbow and pulled her back up past the water. Keeping her steady with one 

hand, Juvo used her free hand to brush the wet hair back out of Kerta’s face.   

“How exhausted are you? It is only dusk. Oh well. Best to help you to your room.”  

Juvo took her time carrying Kerta out of the hot spring and into the dressing room. She laid 

Kerta on a couch then went to a wardrobe to find a clean dry towel to wipe her down. 

“Ah Lady Juvo, allow us to do this.” A female servant went over to take the towel from 

Juvo’s hands but blinked seeing Juvo swiftly pull the towel away from her.  

“No. It is fine. I can do it.”  

Even after Juvo had wiped Kerta dry and dressed her in a fine silk evening robe, the female 

servant still tried to take over. She refused help from the female servant and proudly led Kerta up 

to her chamber without the aid. Once she was inside the chamber, Juvo dragged the slumbering 

hybrid over to the grand throne bed. She gently and carefully eased Kerta down onto the plushy 

sheet and after getting her situated, she tucked her in.  

“You overwork yourself so much.” Juvo muttered as she reached out to brush Kerta’s wet 

hair from her forehead and naturally ran her finger tips over the damaged eye Kerta could no longer 

see out of. “You keep worrying so much about others that you barely care for yourself.” 

A servant thrust open the oak door and rushed into Kerta’s chamber unannounced and 

doubled over to catch his breath. The sudden interruption made Juvo tense and snap her head 

around in annoyance. 

“What is it, Galamar?” Juvo spoke softly but made sure to add some edge in her tone so 

Galamar understood that she was not pleased by him coming into Kerta’s chamber without 

permission. “Can you not see that the Zahr is resting? Whatever or whoever needs her attention 

will just have to wait until tomorrow.” 
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Galamar eased upright and with one last final breath, he pointed right at Juvo, not at Kerta. 

“Lady Juvo, the Zahr is not needed. You are. Come downstairs and out to the front gate please. 

Your guests insisted to see you and they said they refused to leave until they met with you.” 

“What?” Juvo stood up from the bed, confused by the order. “Just who are these people 

that are aware of my name, much less of my existence on Hyrim?” 

Galamar shrugged. “I do not know. But one of them is very strong and when the guards 

tried to make them leave, the one that was strong overpowered the guards like it was nothing. The 

only reason she sent me with this message is because I was tending in the garden and close by. So 

please do not tarry and keep your guests waiting. The weaker woman seemed very desperate to 

speak with you.” 

“Very well. I will speak to these women and see what it is they want.” 

Juvo knew she should go find and ask for guards to come with her, but that seemed 

pointless. Galamar just told her how the gauds outside were no match for one of the women. Juvo 

didn’t know what to expect or if she would be putting herself in danger, but none of that seemed 

to bother her. She was confident in her skills and if needed, she would put up a fight. 

“Galamar, you are dismissed. Please do not inform anyone else of what you have seen. I 

will see to this matter myself and silence these women and make them go away.” 

Galamar lifted a finger and opened his mouth, ready to argue that she shouldn’t do anything 

rash in her delicate condition, but Juvo was already gone. He stood there, blinking and glanced 

around the room to double check his surroundings. Sure enough, Juvo was nowhere in sight. The 

only other person in the chamber with him was Kerta and she was fast asleep in the grand throne 

bed, snoring and utterly oblivious to what was happening. 

“You’d think Lady Juvo was a Pegasus.” Galamar muttered, rubbing his head worriedly. 

“I did not realize Vampires could move like that.” 

Downstairs on the first floor, outside of Darthill Keep were two women dressed in similar 

attire. They were both about the same height and well fit. The first woman was standing, arms 

crossed and tapping her foot impatiently. The second woman was wearing leg supports. A 

courteous invention the first woman made for her that allowed the second woman to walk around 

at will. Without the leg supports equipped, the second woman would be helpless and bound to a 

wheelchair. Just when the first woman thought she was going to have to beat up more guards and 

make her way into Darthill Keep to get Juvo’s attention, Juvo appeared at the entrance. 
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“Are you the two responsible for this mess?” Juvo motioned at the unconscious seven  

guards laying on either side of the paved walkway. “Well? Are you? And what is this about 

business you have with me? I do not know either of you, but before the conversation is over I 

assure you I will find out who you are and what your purpose is here on Hyrim.” 

The second woman caught her breath seeing Juvo for herself. In her excitement she reached 

out with her hand and started to call to her, but stopped in mid-sentence seeing Juvo take a step 

forward and watched in astonishment as Juvo’s arm draped slowly over her stomach. Juvo kept 

her arm resting over her stomach as she made her way towards the two women in question and the 

second woman couldn’t stop staring at Juvo’s stomach. 

“Juvo.” The second woman breathed in, blinking rapidly in surprise. “She is-” 

“Pregnant. Thoroughly pregnant I might add. I think she is carrying more than one in there 

from the looks of it.” The first woman uncrossed her arms and gave her companion a playful jab 

in the ribs. “Lucky you. Not only do you get Juvo back, but more little Juvo’s to love and adore.” 

The second woman glanced up at the first woman and panicked. She grabbed at her hood 

and struggled to take everything in.  

“Griselda, this is not the time to jest. My daughter is alive and pregnant. She was not like 

this when I left her.” 

“Harper.” Griselda grinned and gave Harper’s cheek a pat. “I am aware of those facts, but 

a lot of time has passed since then.” 

Harper smacked Griselda’s hand away from her face and glared. “Not that much time has 

past. Who is the father? Where is he? Why is Juvo in the Zahr’s keep anyway? I thought you said 

your source confirmed she was living with the Neelif?” 

Griselda shrugged and grinned slightly. “Even my people can relay bad information 

sometimes darling. Does it matter? We found her.” 

Juvo stopped directly in front of Griselda and Harper and cleared her throat to get their 

attention. “I am here now so mind telling me what you two are-” 

“Juvo!” Harper pulled back the hood and revealed her face. Under the moonlight, Harper’s 

face could clearly be seen. 

“M-Mother?!” Juvo’s neck arched back in shock, her mouth dropped wide open and her 

glowering eyes widened in apprehension. “Mother is that—is that really you?!” 

“Yes! Oh Juvo!”  
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Harper and Juvo stepped in at the same time and held each other tightly and began to weep 

loudly. Thankfully there wasn’t anyone around to hear them, except Griselda and she wasn’t about 

to complain about then noise they were making. 

“I was scared!” Juvo screamed in her mother’s hair, squeezing her eyes shut so hard she 

caused more tears to spill. “I was so scared of what I had done! I murdered father and instead of 

turning myself in to the Chiroptera I ran away and was alone and just so scared!” 

Harper put a loving hand behind Juvo’s head and pulled her closer, just letting Juvo get out 

everything she needed to say. At one point their legs caved in and they found themselves sinking 

down to the ground. They hit their knees roughly on the pavement, but barely noticed the impact 

and Juvo clung even harder onto Harper, digging her nails into the fabric of the leather outfit her 

mother wore. 

“I am so sorry I could not be with you. I was hurt and if it was not for Crimson Knight, I 

would not be here.” 

“I-I thought Crimson Knight was long dead?” 

Harper shook her head and continued to hold Juvo close to her, refusing to let her go. “No. 

She is alive. She-” Harper spared a quick glance up at Griselda who put a single finger to her lips, 

silently signaling to Harper to be quiet about who she was for now. Harper nodded briefly then 

returned her attention back to Juvo. “She is alive.” Harper said again, her voice a mere whisper. 

“But I will explain that later. For now, just let me hold you and have this moment with you. I have 

missed you so much my heart could not bear it.” 

“Oh. As untimely as it was, I sort of got pregnant and you are going to be a grandmother 

of three.” Juvo leaned back out of the embrace and gently gathered up Harper’s gloved hands and 

brought them down to rest on her baby bump. “I have much to tell you, including how this came 

to be. I hope after I tell you… you will not think ill of me.” 

Harper slowly bent her head and grinned through the tears feeling the soft kicking of feet. 

She impulsively gripped onto the baby bump mildly and began to rub the area she felt the babies 

kick. “Three? My, my. Someone was fertile.” 

Juvo sniffed softly and wiped away the tears blocking her vision and laughed weakly. 

“Evidently.” 

Harper and Juvo leaned in at the same and hugged each other again and this time, they 

remained in the pose without saying a word. The only sounds that could be heard was Juvo’s soft 
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whimpering and hiccups from crying so hard from earlier. Griselda was content with the outcome 

between Harper and Juvo and turned around to give them privacy. There was a bench nearby under 

a tree. She went over to it and sat down with folded arms, looking in their general direction. There 

was a lot that needed to said and explained from Juvo and likewise, there were things that Harper 

needed to discuss with Juvo.  

All of that could wait. Juvo was far too distracted in the moment and just wanted enjoy the 

presence of Harper in dark under the soft rays of the moonlight with the soothing night sounds of 

nature. Juvo knew she needed to get up and ask Harper and Griselda to follow her into Darthill 

Keep, but for now she was content resting in the arms of her mother and crying pitifully on her 

chest while listening to the strong heartbeat of the person she thought was dead.    

 

 

 


