Somehow this part felt a lot more professional and mature than the one I reviewed earlier today, it has a clearer voice and basically is of better quality. I really enjoyed reading this, it’s well-written, and your diction and descriptions are vivid. You need to work on putting commas in, which is something I should also have mentioned in the prologue.

The only sound that filled the quiet chamber, aside from the contented snores of a young woman, was the screaming wind that pushed forcefully against the bolted wooden shutters. In an attempt to snuggle closer to her slender form a thick brawny arm wrapped around her waist which she was quick to shrug off while still pretending to be peacefully asleep. 
With a groan she rolled onto her other side to keep further away from anymore seeking arms. Voices filled the hall just outside the thick wooden door, one of which she recognized to be her older brother Sanson Period, new sentence (I advice) who soon after came bursting into the now very messy winter storage chamber. 

“Thy, you’re needed up on post—.” Sanson ceased his words when he looked around him at the disarray. Bolts of linen, tanned leather and other cloth were tossed around the room like streamers and what was left of the shelves hung precariously on one bolt It sounds like a battle was fought there… might be a tad bit extreme, even for “amazingly intense, powerful sex.” Hee hee *sniggers immaturely again*. In the center of the floor was a pile of winter war cloaks fashioned of wool and fur for warmth and intertwined in them were two sleepy figures Make that sentence flow better. One of them was the a soldier, Thy of Langool, and the other was his youngest sister Lylle of Valedon. 

“God’s blood.” Sanson swore viciously under his breath while swiping a hand through his course coppery red locks in a gesture that was reminiscent of their father’s. 

Sweeping across the room, he snatched Thy up to his feet and thrust the protesting man either put commas on either side of “naked”, or put a comma after “hall” and then add “naked”. naked out into the hall. Slamming the door in his face he turned around to see his sister gazing reproachfully up at him through heavily lidded piercing blue eyes and then tossed him one of the cloaks with surprising strength make this into 2 sentences. 

Rolling his eyes heavenwards, Sanson listened to the insistent banging on the other side of the door followed by the pleading curses of the still nude warrior for a few minutes longer before he opened the wooden doors and tossed the cloak purposely into his face to stun and silence him long enough for Sanson to slam and bolt the door shut once more.  Whoa. This is one sentence! *faints*
When Sanson looked down at Lylle, she seemed utterly calm and not the least bit ashamed or embarrassed at having been caught alone ? alone ? , obviously enjoying the after effects of just having amazingly intense, powerful sex. Not that she should feel the slightest bit embarrassed, he thought vehemently, this was the third time this week he had walked in on her and Thy, and the fourth guy that he had discovered that his younger sister had been sleeping with in less then two years. Did he toss Thy out into the hallway, naked *snigger* every time? *imagines how funny that must be for other inhabitants of the place*
“By Garkail’s cock Lylle!” Sanson bellowed after he had paced a few steps, his frustration temporarily overwhelming his ability to speak. “Do you feel no shame?” It sounds a bit as though Lylle says this, so consider starting a new paragraph here Lylle yawned and shrugged one bare shoulder prettily prettily? Seems awkward. Try something along the lines of appealingly or elegantly  as she pretended to examine her nails with mild enthusiasm. 

She was a beautiful girl with a glorious head of spun gold blond hair and smooth creamy skin which was so much like their mother’s. In fact there were many who thought that Lylle, out of the three of them, pulled more from their mother, inheriting her legendary and careless beauty. She was a small woman in stature but Sanson knew better then to allow her tiny frame to deceive the truth true strength he knew that Lylle was capable  you’re not capable of strength, you posses strength. Reword the sentence a bit so it makes sense. of. She was a spitfire beauty with the temper of a sleeping dragon, quick to snap and lash out with little provocation. 

“It’s just sex.” She said at last, her boredom evident in her casual and sleepy tone. Then she shifted her blue eyes from her nails as their color started to swirl to a startling green, a sign that she was no longer drowsy and content but rather alert and amused. “You do have sex don’t you?” For a moment Sanson felt his mouth snap indignantly shut as he knew that Lylle was perfectly well aware of the fact that Sanson had not taken a woman to his bed at all in the last two years where she had been content to bounce through four different men in rapid succession run-on. 

“I don’t hear anyone complain to Valdez when he brings a new woman into his bed at the end of every week.” Lylle pointed out with a careless roll of her shoulder but he could see that she was keeping him indirectly in her line of sight to see what his reaction would be at hearing about the actions of their older brother. “Sometimes he has two at a time. Surely he deserves your lectures far more then I do.” 

Sanson gripped his hair with both hands in exasperation, his face turning different shades of pinks and reds. different shades of pink and red.
“It’s not the same!” Sanson snapped hotly, releasing his hair he brought the back of his hand down hard on his palm for emphasis. “You’re a woman!” consider putting “woman” in italics for extra emphasis on what he says. I think that would make his comment even stronger and more stinging
The light sparkling green changed from jade to emerald within seconds, an involuntary display that she was now bordering on her usual hotheaded temper, it was a color that Sanson was used to seeing. 

She rose to her feet, standing a good head below him, careful to keep her small, lithe figure covered with one thick draping fur cloak as she met his frustrated glare with heated defiance. 

“I fight as good if not better then any man-- thus if I so choose, I will fuck like one as well -- when, where and how I wish.” Good dialogue. Also, I don’t think that fuck is out of place here, it is the best word to use in the sentence, and makes it strong. So, who cares whether or not it existed in older days, you’re the author and therefore you decide what does or doesn’t belong in the world you’ve created.
“With a mouth like that,” Sanson bellowed, taking a step closer so that they were distanced by no more then a hand, “you’re well on you’re way to becoming one!” 

The tension snapped around them like lightening and the air sizzled as hotly as did their blood. However Lylle did not waver for a second, as she had not wavered the other half dozen times that they had had very similar confrontations. Sanson released a heavy sigh and shook his head in defeat. 

While she had inherited their mother’s undeniable good looks, she had also inherited their father’s reputed temperament and steadfast defiance. He knew it was better to drop the lecture now or risk having her sleep with an entire battalion just to spite him. Haha, nice XD Biting down on his lower lip, his eyes searched her face which was deeply etched with resilience. 

“Father wants to see you in the head chamber—there has been a summons from the Council that we just received this morning. So hurry up and get dressed, we are to be assembled within the hour.”
This part was better than the last, I must repeat, so learn from what you did here when you edit the other part. The main thing you’ve improved is the fact that you no longer have tones of run-on sentences, but rather a few stray ones. This is good, good improvement.

Good luck with the trilogy, I hope to see you published some day!

*Huggles*
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