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Fachun 19th, 26551 

The gentle sound of water lapping against the dual hulled catamaran, the 
Lion’s Shade, was audible over the sounds of the surrounding harbor. The sleek, 
simple looking sailing catamaran was deceiving, much like her captain. The slim 
design hid the most advanced technology found in the entire harbor. And based 
on what her captain had seen so far, possibly the world. 

Inside the main deck, a tall, elegant elf with pure white hair, ice-blue eyes and 
a figure that left an impression, no matter where she went, stood smiling behind 
the dimly lit bar. Gently, the elf, known for the moment as Sadie Feelari, lifted a 
large square bottle from the specially designed shelf. To keep the expensive 
liquors from shattering on the deck during rough seas, Leon, the ship's designer, 
had built an intricate railing system that locked the bottles in place, when not in 
use.  

The crystal container in her hand was heavy, and the soft amber liquid in it 
rolled up and down the sides of the container. Pulling the crystal cork carved in 
the shape of a smiling lion's head, she took a deep breath in. A soft smile played 
across her perfect lips as the memories rolled through her mind. Scotch, well 
expensive scotch anyway, had always been Leon’s favorite. She had teased him 
relentlessly about restricting himself to only one drink, meant he was a snob. She 
couldn’t help but chuckle as she heard his response on the gentle breeze. 

“If a snob is a person who only likes the best, then I agree. After all, I like 
you.” His words played in her mind, causing her smile to fade slightly. 

Grabbing a glass from under the counter, she poured herself a stiff drink and 
glanced up at the several monitors on the wall that currently displayed the feeds 
from her surveillance cameras on Precinct Way. Most of them pointed to a 
specific restaurant called Giovanni’s, while the others showed her the front and 
alleys surrounding a large smithy, a scribe’s office and the building they call the 
Precinct, at one point in time, it had been a police station. Now, however, the 
locals called it the wizard’s tower. Jane’s wizard tower. The young human 
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wizard that the elf had decided to accompany while she reintegrated into this 
brave new insanity, that the locals called a world. 

Yet another person entered the back of the restaurant carrying several heavily 
laden bags. According to the facial recognition software, she was running on the 
ship’s computer. This new person brought the headcount to thirty-six Assteri. 
Making it at least a platoon so far, possibly more. Apparently, Jane’s attempt to 
bring technology to the city of Bugrasi was indeed attracting refugees, who knew 
what technology was. 

Taking a sip from the drink, she shook her head slowly. Every hair on the 
back of her neck was telling her to sail away, but running from a complication 
was never her thing. She had always liked a challenge. 

Making her way to a nearby bookshelf, she allowed her eyes to glide across 
the traditional old school bindings. Leon had always loved physical books. Often 
having digital books printed and leather bound just for his own personal library. 
The obvious theme caused the slight smile to widen as she exhaled slightly in a 
weak snort of laughter. 

“Why am I not surprised?” Her gaze paused on a book labeled Cool Shade of 
Winter. They all had the word Shade in the title and the pen name, Leon 
Hamilton. One of his many aliases. Reaching up, she unlatched the shelf and 
pulled the book from the environmentally sealed glass case. Or at least it looked 
like glass and wood, but she knew it wasn’t. Nothing on this ship was wood, it 
just appeared that way because they had both liked antiques. 

“Honestly, Leon, I think you’d be in heaven here. I wish you could see it.” 
She murmured. 

Moving to a heavily over-stuffed chair, she eased herself down and spun it so 
that she could monitor the digital counter that overlaid the screen showing the 
Giovanni’s restaurant. Propping her heeled boots up onto the armrest of the 
nearby couch, she crossed her feet at the ankles and propped the book onto her 
thighs.  

Taking another sip of the peaty scotch, she opened the book to read the 
foreword. 
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Sometimes in our lives we look back. During those times, we have several 

choices available to us. But the most common is to remember fondly or fearfully. 
Shade however never feared her past, even the terrible memories. She simply 
used them as a reminder of how to succeed in the future. It was one of her most 
endearing and annoying traits.  

Often, Shade reminded me of the ocean. Unforgiving and yet a loving 
mistress, to all that dared to venture into her depths. She can feed you, lull you to 
sleep with her beauty, and just as easily, she can engulf you in her rage. Leaving 
behind nothing but a bloated corpse. Yet in the end, it turns out that the ocean 
never even knew you were there. Despite this, there are those of us that love her 
so much, that the thought of being without her for even one day, steals the breath 
from our lungs and the life from our hearts. 

 
A single droplet of water fell to the page, causing the beautiful elf to blink 

several times as she lifted a finger to stop the next tear. In her chest, her heart 
screamed out in pain. Rage washed over her as she realized all the people in her 
life that she could never say goodbye to. In every other kind of prison, they 
allowed some kind of correspondence with the outside world. But Helena 
Cartwright had that, and so much more, ripped from her by an enemy that she 
had never really known. 

Taking a deep breath, she allowed the anger to fade into the background. 
Looking back down at the writing on the page, she smiled. She had loved Leon 
with all her heart, and she hoped he knew that. Her heart begged her to stop 
reading and walk away, but she refused. Turning the page, she swallowed the 
pain and buried it deep beneath the layers of anger that were dangerously 
multiplying. The past was just that, gone. No matter how much she lost, there 
was no getting her past back. 

 

Far in the distance, across the blinding blanket of pure white, untouched 

snow, loomed a dark mountain. Sprinkled here and there were misleading 
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blankets of stark white on the dark face. To her left, the sun was creeping 
towards the horizon. 

“We will be ready in ten.” A male voice called from behind her.  

A tall, white-clad woman with wisps of pure white hair gently playing on the 
breeze smiled and tried to tuck a curl back under her woolen cap. Turning to 
look into the forest behind her, she could barely make out the hidden shuttle. 
Hidden in the canopy of trees, the small shuttle had eight people clad in pure 
white, currently doing gear checks. Like her, they wore camouflage to fit in with 
their surroundings, but while her outfit was simply a snowsuit, theirs was a 
high-tech suit of environmentally sealed armor. Each suit could handle the 
extreme temperatures of space, so the cool air of the Ferrin Ridge was hardly 
noticeable. They also each carried several weapons. They bristled with 
everything from guns, to rifles, to knives, and even explosives. Each suit of 
Assteri suit of armor also hid an arsenal of mico-missiles and lasers. 

The white-haired elf, known to most simply as, Shade. Was a shadow that 
slid in and out of impossible places, taking with her anything that caught her 
fancy. And today, Shade watched the compact unit prepare, and mused at the 
sight of them. Resisting the urge to shake her head in disbelief, she asked herself, 
why in the world had she agreed to this? It would not end well, and she knew it. 
She worked alone for a reason. 

The male that had spoken, turned, and walked towards her.  

“We know you by reputation, but we’ve never worked together.” He began 
the conversation with what she could already tell was a threat. 

Yet she managed not to roll her eyes. 

“We expect you to uphold your end of the contract. We do not tolerate failure 
in the Assteri.” 

“Or double crossing, yeah, yeah. Skip the standard issue threats. We both 
have our agenda’s here. He hired us to work together. That’s what we will do.” 
She snapped at him and folded her arms across her chest as she leaned back 
against the tree she’d been using as cover while she surveyed the approach. She 
intended her movement to look like a dismissive action, yet she was actually 
placing her hands closer to her own hidden weapons. 

The mercenary saw it for what it was, however, and rested his hand on his 
own pistol resting in the holster at his hip. 

They stared at each other for several tense moments. 


