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The lowens

The prideful beasts 
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File 001:


[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The lowen
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The Lowen has three transformations:

The True Form — This is its human form. It is the most commonly seen and the most beloved form, as it reminds the Lowen that, deep down, it is still part human.

The Partial Shift — This is its second form and the second most powerful. In this form, it can call upon its enhanced senses along with a portion of its strength and speed. It develops dagger-like fangs, 1.5-inch lion-like claws, and striking red or amber-yellow eyes.

The Full Shift — This is the most powerful form. It combines all of the Lowen’s abilities—its senses, strength, and speed. In this form, it grows a lion-like mane (in males), gains dagger-like fangs and 1.5-

inch lion-like claws, a rigid brow, a flatter lion-like nose, and lion-like ears that can move independently.

The Lowen possesses lion-like senses, which can be activated in both Partial and Full Shift. In these forms, it unlocks its Hunter’s Aperture, allowing it to focus all its senses onto its prey. It can even detect attacks coming from both the front and the back—similar to an intense form of tunnel vision.

Its strength can range from that of 15 to 20 men for the average Lowen. It is as fast as a lion, with endurance far superior to that of a wolf. It possesses the agility of a lion and cat-like reflexes. This is due to a high density of highly efficient fast- and slow-twitch muscle fibers throughout its body. These fibers are so efficient that 

after a 30-minute Full Shift fight, it only requires around 2000 kcal to recover its lost energy.

Its bones contain spiral-like structures similar to those found in pistol shrimp clubs. This allows the Lowen to maintain nearly the same mass as its human form while achieving far superior strength, speed, and durability.

The Lowen has alligator-like control over its circulatory system, making it immune to all diseases and poisons. It also possesses rapid cell regeneration, allowing it to heal wounds—from minor to deep—in just three days. However, it cannot regrow lost limbs unless they are reattached within that same three-day window.

A Lowen has near-complete control over its animal side and abilities, though it 

requires about two weeks to fully master itself. 

Since the virus originates from lions, it instinctively drives the Lowen to find and protect a mate. Their loyalty is unmatched—they are deeply devoted to both their beliefs and their partner. Without a mate, they still retain control over their abilities but tend to develop increased aggression.

The Lowen can spread its virus through either a bite or by birth. The virus exists within the venom stored in its fangs. This venom can be controlled, allowing the Lowen to choose who to infect—typically a mate who has requested it.

Once the virus enters the human body, it conceals itself while gradually rewriting the host’s DNA cell by cell. After two weeks, the transformation is complete. 

With the aid of the Lowen’s advanced circulatory system, the virus spreads efficiently throughout the body.

At the end of the two-week period, the infected individual undergoes their first Full Shift at the stroke of midnight. The transformation is slow and painful, ending with the individual collapsing. They awaken around 3 a.m., having reverted back to human form.

Despite all this, everything has its weaknesses.

A Lowen can be killed through overwhelming damage, such as decapitation or severe injury to the heart. Wolfsbane can weaken their senses to levels even below that of a human until it is expelled from the body, which can take anywhere between 10 minutes to one hour.

They age at the same rate as humans but do not suffer from age-related diseases, and they retain most of their abilities as they grow older.

It is believed that Lowens are stronger during the day. Many native African beliefs suggest that their power comes from the sun, much like how werewolves draw power from the full moon. This is why their first transformation occurs at night—their body is focused on rebirth rather than peak performance.

During the day, Lowens operate at their highest potential.
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The kingdom 



[image: ]


King Regulus:

Son, I was born into a world that was cold and in need. My father—your grandfather—was a man who ruled with a cruel hand. Not out of hatred, but out of a desire for us, the most powerful and divine race, to maintain peace in our world.

Our power comes from the sun, and under it, we are meant to keep all other beasts—our so-called brothers—in line. From the fanged beasts of the West, to the dogs—the ANUUBIS—from North Africa and Europe, and the Death Spiders, our only true rivals from Asia.

They are all our responsibility. As leaders and protectors of this world, we must keep them in order.

That is why Anna must be put to death.

Prince Kaelen:

But father... she was just angry. She is still learning who she is—what she is. Doesn’t everyone deserve a chance to learn, to grow, to become better than who they are?

King Regulus:

Son, you are pure. She is not. She was bitten, and she came from the north—that is ANUUBIS territory. She carries the same scavenger habits as those dogs. For all we know, she may be a spy.

Those dogs cannot be trusted.

And that is the end of it.

Prince Kaelen:

But father—

King Regulus:

Solar Guards!

Guard 1:

Yes, sir.

King Regulus:

Burn that pathetic excuse of a Lowen. Cut off her head in the town square, and make sure everyone sees what happens to anyone who fails to carry our name with honor and respect.

Guard 1:

Yes, sir. She will not see the sunrise... and will die just as pathetically as she lived.

As the night drew to a close, the sound of Anna’s cries filled the town. Her husband, Hank, from the southern clan, was almost killed as he tried to save his beloved from a fate too cruel to be spoken aloud.

His roar tore through the cold night air like a blade through butter.

She died simply because he couldn’t train her fast enough to control her power—and for that, her life was lost.

The king’s justification was that Anna, in her Full Shift, had attacked and killed a farmer who worked on the king’s land. Had it been any other farmer, on any other farm, the king might have turned a blind eye.

But what was done... was done.

The king knew that everything he had done could hurt his innocent son—whom he treasured more than anything in this world. His wife’s final words had been to protect their only child.

She said this on Kaelen’s fifth birthday, as she lay sick and dying.

She was human and had refused to be turned into a Lowen. And the mighty king, who bowed to no one, yielded only to her. 

He honored her wish.

There was only one thing in this world that truly mattered to him—Kaelen.

Perhaps that was why he was so bitter toward everyone else.

Kaelen could feel Anna’s pain.

He had shifted into his Full form so he could hear everything that was happening—but he regretted it almost instantly.

The sound of the Solar Guards’ claws tearing open Anna’s neck...

The crack of bones as they used their strength to rip her head from her body...

The sight of grief on Hank’s face...

And worst of all—the smell of warm blood.

It hit him all at once.

It was too much.

He shut the window and tried to sleep... but he couldn’t.

He walked from his room to the throne room, where he found his father alone—speaking to the throne of his late queen, his eyes filled with both tears and relief.

He had removed a threat to his son... but he wasn’t sure if this was truly what his queen would have wanted.

Prince Kaelen:

Father... what troubles you so?

King Regulus:

Son... I was just remembering your gorgeous mother. The woman who will always have my heart. She was just as beautiful the day she died as the first day we met. She loved us more than anything in this world... and I loved her.

Prince Kaelen:

Father... what was she like?

King Regulus:

Haven’t I told you this a million times?

Prince Kaelen:

Yes... but the way you speak of her, she sounds like an angel. I’m only sorry I never got the chance to feel her embrace... as much as you did, father.

King Regulus:

She was my angel... my shooting star... the woman who made the world begin to turn for me. As I rule, I do so in her honor. I must protect this kingdom—and you—from any threats.

Today was your sixth transformation. I saw it as I passed by your room. You should eat, keep your strength sharp and ready. One day... you will be king.

To be honest with you, every king rules in 

his own way. I may be king, but I am still part human. We all see the world through different lenses. Some may call me cruel... others may call me just.

You can’t win it all.

But you can rule the way you see fit.

Prince Kaelen:

But father... I didn’t shift by will. It was grief... Anna’s death.

King Regulus:

What did you feel... beneath your skin as you shifted?

Prince Kaelen:

A sharp, but calm sensation... like a chill running down my spine. It felt both warm and cold at the same time. It wasn’t painful like my first three times... and I felt in control.

As the prince spoke, the Full Shift overtook him once again.

His fangs extended...

His eyes changed color...

A mane formed...

His claws emerged.

The king smiled at the sight.

His son... was beginning to understand.

King Regulus:

Son, that’s how it’s done. You breathe... and chase that sensation within your body. That is the beauty of our race—the mighty Lowens.

Most of us shift through pride.

But you... you shift through grief.

That is our irony. You and I—we are both strong... but for different reasons.

It seems nature has crafted a vicious reality for us.

Prince Kaelen:

Father... is that wrong? For us to be so different... yet driven by the same grief? I am driven by the pain I carry deep inside.

King Regulus:

No, son... it is not wrong. It is simply who we are. It is in our nature.

Some may see you as weak... others as strong.

But this world needs someone who is both powerful and strategic.

As much as I may hate to admit it... we must be as unpredictable as the dogs—the ANUUBIS.

As patient and precise as the Death Spiders.

And we must still rely on our strength...

If we are to stand any chance of keeping this world safe.

Kaelen’s Full Shift faded, and the sensation within him slowly died off.

He left the throne room and made his way to the kitchen to grab a snack before returning to the comfort of his bed.

Morning came.

The smell of burnt meat filled the air.

Hank’s cries had not stopped as he stood before the body of his wife—her head and body mounted on a pike.

Kaelen looked out at the people of his kingdom, only to realize that they were... happy.

It was as if the king had thrown them a celebration.

Or perhaps it was because Anna came from the northern territory—her death seen not as a tragedy, but as the fall of one of the “dogs”... a terrorist... an ANUUBIS.

Not a soul... trapped and killed for failing to control her own power.

Kaelen stared into the crowd and questioned himself.

Prince Kaelen:

Is my father right? Is purity all that everyone cares about? Is life truly this black and white—the pure versus the impure?

Maybe... if that’s how the world is, then it does need saving.

Maybe this is my father’s way of saving it... no matter how unjust it may seem.

Or maybe... most of the world has been consumed by pain.

The pain of being different.

The pain of knowing other races may hate us simply for existing... so we hate them back.

An eye for an eye.

But what if we didn’t have to hate each other?

Yes... some of them may be mindless beasts, like the Fanged Beasts of the West. They may be just as strong as us—perhaps even stronger—but cruel.

Or maybe... our pride in our own cruelty is the real problem.

All I know about them comes from my father’s words—descriptions of creatures cold at heart, killing for the sake of it. Strong... but savage.

But that is his perspective.

He is bitter... just like the rest of the kingdom.

Maybe... if that perspective changed...

We could finally live in true peace with the other races.

The king heard every word spoken by his fifteen-year-old son.

He had been standing just outside Kaelen’s door.

And in that moment, he knew...

It was time.

Time for his son to learn the truth—

Why the world was the way it was...

How his mother truly died...

Why she chose to remain human...

And the things he himself had done... all for the survival of the kingdom and the Lowen race.

He knocked once... and entered.

King Regulus:

Son... have I ever told you the full truth about the war that took your mother? How it started... and how it ended?

Prince Kaelen:

No, father. What truly happened? Why are you the way you are... and why are the 

people the way they are?

King Regulus:

The war began when I was just four years old. My father was king at the time.

The ANUUBIS demanded that we share our gold mines with them. My father declined... politely.

But that was not the end of it.

Prince Kaelen:

What happened next, father?

King Regulus:

The Smiladon Andras—the Fanged Beasts, as we call them—were growing desperate in their search for worthy mates. Their expansion led them into Death Spider territory.

That... was the spark.

A full-scale war broke out. Thirty years of 

bloodshed—not between enemies, but between forces perfectly matched against one another.

We had the advantage during the day.

But the night
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