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        “There is something in every one of you that waits and listens for the sound of the genuine in yourself. It is the only true guide you will ever have. And if you cannot hear it, you will all of your life spend your days on the ends of strings that somebody else pulls.”

        ― Howard Thurman

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        For Our Readers

        Please feel free to email us at teresa_sewell@yahoo.com.

        Like our Facebook page: https://www.facebook.com/friendsnneighbors/

        Visit our website at www.friends-n-neighbors.com

        We would love to hear from you.
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      Join us in a mystical time where lycans and vampires' rule, and where magic, cruelty, and blood are part of everyday life.

      

      Where good battles evil daily, trying to protect the innocent.

      

      If good fails, the world is lost to an evil that seeks to destroy it all.

    

  


  
    
      They hunt Teera as the ancient prophecy states that the lycan princess's child would have powers that have not been seen before.

      

      The red cloaks captured Brenat, and turned him over to the upper echelon. The witch Keres wants Brenat. Brenat's mysterious escape from the inescapable pens have Silfer, Keres, the red cloaks, as well as the broken arrows all searching for him.

      

      Sid and Elsie escaped with their grandson Joel, pursued by those seeking to kill them.

      

      The call goes out, Broken Arrows prepare for war....

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE LEGEND

          

        

      

    

    
      In the early days, Lucifer was the first archangel, God's first creation. He loved his father unconditionally, following his every order, until the creation of humanity. His father ordered him, along with the other angels, to love these flawed creations. Lucifer hated humans because his father favored them over the angels, and it started a terrible war in heaven. The war raged for a thousand years until Lucifer and the angels who sided with him fell, and were cast down into hell.

      In revenge Lucifer created immortal beings called Vampires. God watched from the heavens as these immortals took the lives of many humans. He then created beings of his own to protect the humans, shape-shifting werewolves he called lycans to destroy the Vampires. Along with the lycans, he secretly created special shifters he named Royals to push the balance more to his side. The Royals consisted of Tigers, Bears, Wolves, Jaguars, Panthers, Dragons and Lions. They were bigger, stronger, and deadlier than regular lycans.

      When Lucifer discovered the royals, he made many attempts to kill them with vampires, demons, and witches. All attempts failed until one lowly witch figured a way to help her master succeed.

      The witch found a young royal hungry for power. She promised him unlimited power if he obeyed her completely, he immediately agreed. She then had him kill and feast on his own father, thus corrupting the young royal forever. His hunger to eat all life steadily grew stronger. Hate and malice made him powerful, while love, hope and happiness were painful and weakened him.

      His journey of corruption was so successful that before long they hunted all royals to extinction. A few managed to escape and live as humans striving to remain undetected, soon the tale of the mighty royals passed into myth and legend. As a reward, the witch became Lucifer's mistress, given powerful magic to do his bidding.

      The legend also told of a princess with this royal blood that would one day set the righteous path into motion. Her child would have powers never seen before and would restore the balance of good and evil.

      Lucifer created an elite group to find and kill this princess, thus ensuring the destruction of her child. Unknown to Lucifer, God had created from one of these special assassins, the other half of his plan…

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE BEGINNING

          

        

      

    

    
      Two powerful kings had been at war for many years. Asslam of the vampires and James of the lycans had been battling in a give and take fight for land, both sides losing many in the daily skirmishes, in which the sound of weapons on shields rang out. Often the fights would continue until the warriors were down to fighting with teeth and claws.

      In many battles the lycan war generals, Dukut, Silfer, and Kenny had proven themselves by defeating countless vampires as well as holding and gaining ground. These triumphs were becoming more difficult with the vampires easily refilling their ranks from the human population.

      Many vampires had started converting bandit gangs to grab more territory, so they could get more humans to convert as fodder in the war for control against the lycans. The converted gangs controlled the humans instead of vampires.

      Meanwhile, with the thousand-year war continuing, the purebred and bonded mates among the lycans were becoming fewer and fewer. As the lycans could not refill their ranks as easily as the vampires. Worse, with so many losing their mates, very few new lycan births had happened in the last hundred years.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE BLOOD MOON

          

        

      

    

    
      The Blood moon sat low in the sky as the vampires attacked the small town, they hoped to capture more humans for their army against the lycans. Not knowing that an earlier scouting report had the lycans ready and waiting. The lycans silently spirited all but a few of the humans away to safety. A small handful stayed behind to aid the lycans in the defense of their village.

      Fourteen days and nights the battle raged, with the dust of hundreds of dead vampires blowing in the breeze. The heads of six high-ranking vampires were among the dead. The humans and lycans also lost several in the battle, but the town and its people were now safe.

      Many of the tired and wounded took the day to heal and celebrate their hard-won victory. With the peaking of the blood moon, many lovers paired off feeling its heightened lustful effects, for even in the height of the day the blood moon shone bright.

      King James and Queen Rizalle, the leaders of the lycans feeling the moon's pulled, as well as weariness from the prolonged battle, decided to relax. To take time from battle planning and spend some much-needed time together.

      As they retired to their tent, James wrapped his arms around Rizalle then lightly bit at the back of her neck as he ran his hand under her shirt, rubbing his thumbs over her erect nipples. Smiling, James pressed his hardness against her while listening to the moans of pleasure that he elicited from his wife. He whispered, “I need you Rizalle, it’s been so long since we have been able to enjoy the pleasure of the moon's passionate effects on us.”

      Rizalle turned and began undressing teasingly before James, smiling as she watched him adjust himself as he hardened more with her display. Rizalle, with her heightened senses, noticed James's arousal, before he suddenly tore off his clothes.

      Licking her lips as she saw the pearls gathering at his tip, she knelt and ran her tongue over it. James gasped as he felt the warm moist heat of Rizalle mouth engulf his swollen member as she worked her magic on him, she made him harder than ever.

      James gently pushed her into a sitting position on the bed. He dropped to his knees before her and started kissing her from her feet all the way up her hip. He gently laid her back onto the bed and kissed from her stomach towards her neck. Rizalle sighed and squirmed with his kisses.

      As he reached her neck, she grabbed him and brought his lips to hers. Their kiss quickly deepened as their tongues danced with each other.

      He again began to kiss down her body. When he reached her breasts, he took each one into his mouth and lightly sucked on them, causing her to moan. James growled low in his throat as the scent of Rizalle's arousal filled the air.

      He continued to kiss down her stomach towards her center. Once there, he slowly flicked his tongue tasting her. At her sweetness he instantly needed more of her. He found her swollen bud and sucked it into his mouth while rolling it with his tongue.

      "James!" she cried as her hips bucked from the motion of his tongue. Using his arms to steady her, he continued until she peaked. Moving quickly, he covered her body with his. Rizalle caressed James’s cheek tenderly, “I love you, James,” she whispered just as he encased his shaft in her heat.

      He reveled in the feeling of her muscles clenching around him. She was his mate, and his wolf side was more than ready to show it. He felt the insatiable urge to bite her and claim her. He needed it.

      He suddenly flipped her over, onto her hands and knees. She felt him getting bigger as he plunged deeper into her. He leaned his body forward. "Mine," he growled in her ear. Her body felt aflame as she became even more aroused by the possessiveness in his tone.

      Suddenly, she felt James's shift above her. Instead of the man, the wolf was taking her. She felt even fuller now that the wolf was there. She shifted into her hell hound / wolf hybrid. Their mating grew wilder as their wolves took over. Right before he peaked, James bit her at the base of the neck, causing her to growl at him. James howled above her and her own unique howl answered his.

      

      Weeks later, Rizalle had a special meal prepared for James and herself in their private suite. The news she was about to tell him was to be a fabulous surprise.

      Entering the room, James noticed the aromas from the food and candles. Suddenly worried he had forgotten an important date, he thought hard knowing their anniversary was months off as was Rizalle's birthing date, as he had her presents already arranged. Nervously he asked, “Rizalle, Did I forget an important date?”

      She arched her brow and wondered if she should tease him. Deciding to let him off the hook, she smiled and laughed, “No James, you did not forget anything, I have some wonderful news to tell you after our meal.”

      As they ate, Rizalle watched James as they finished and sat together, “James you’re going to be a father,” Rizalle blurted out just as James took a drink of his blood brandy. The brandy spewed as James shouted in disbelief, “WHAT? HOW? WHEN?.”

      James pulled Rizalle into his arms, placing her on his lap, his hands running over her still slim form finding the ever so slight bulge where their child lay as she laughingly replied, “We are having a baby. As to how, I would have thought at your age you would have known how it is done. It happened the regular way it does when a couple make love. As to when it happened, the best I could figure was at the peak of the blood moon.”

      James kissed her gently, “Oh Sweetheart, this is the greatest news.” He suddenly grew protective and concerned, “Are you feeling, OK? Are you sure you should be up? You should be in bed resting. Is there anything I could get you?” James asked.

      

      Rizalle kissed him softly and stroked her hand along his firm cheek, “I'm fine love, I'm not a china doll to be wrapped in cloth. I am healthy and strong. Though I am still in shock that we are going to have a baby after so long trying without any success.”

      James pulls her closer deepening their kiss, “I am in a bit of a shock myself but very happy. This requires an incredibly special gift.”  James grew serious, “We will need to take precautions and make special arrangements for you and the baby our enemies will not like this, nor I fear will a few others that hope to gain control upon our deaths.”

      Resting her head against his as she allows herself to enjoy the warmth and safety of his arms. Her love for him seemed to grow stronger every day since they had bonded all those long years ago. She still marveled at how he had literally swept her off her feet in battle when his half-brothers and him had come to aid her father’s people against vampires that had set out to destroy her family.  James had not only saved her that day but defeated the vampire coven and their Lycan lapdog allies as well.

      Many had told her upon learning of her feelings for the dark-haired lycan that he was black hearted, totally without feeling and a loner. She had known different; from the moment their eyes had met she knew he was the one for her. Their courtship had been short and swift, their bonding had been wild, passionate, and powerful under the full moonlight. To others he appeared cold and aloft but every time she entered the room his dark eyes always lit up with happiness and passion.

      “James, we will not be able to hide it for long once they notice me increasing and us preparing for the birth, trouble is sure to start.”

      “Yes, I know, and the worst part is that the ones I should be able to fully trust in this I don't. But do not worry nothing will harm you or our baby, not the living or the blood sucking ticks.” James picked Rizalle up and carried her to their room, instructing the guards that there were to be no disturbances, not even if the castle was on fire.

      Over the next few months, James saw to it that Rizalle was treated carefully, until he almost drove her crazy, not wanting her to do anything. She secretly enjoyed the exceptional care James lavished on her, especially when her back ached or her feet were swollen.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            KERES’S MASTER

          

        

      

    

    
      Keres entered her master’s chamber and knelt, awaiting his arrival. Suddenly the room filled with a red glow and a smell of sulfur. Keres heard the wails of the damned and felt the heat that always heralded her master's appearance from his domain. Keres bowed lower, her forehead nearly touching the floor in submission, as the tall figure appeared.

      “Keres, my lovely, your obedience and submissive nature always pleases me.” Lucifer smiled as he walked around, looking over his servant, admiring the stripes just starting to fade from their last play session. He felt himself stir at the memory. “Keres, a royal princess is to be born soon. She is the one foretold in the ancient legend. She and her future offspring must be ours. The one that controls them shall rule the world.”

      Keres, after leaving her master was deep in thought upon the news that her master had given her. She barely noticed someone lurking in the shadows as she approached her rooms. As she stared into the shadows, she recognized Morley, one of the humans that Asslam had converted to fight in the war.

      Smiling her deadly sweet smile, she decided here is the perfect pawn to use to capture the princess. “Morley, you were just the one I was seeking for an especially important mission. The lycan rulers are going to have a baby. I want you to bring me the baby, alive and unharmed. I plan to convert her for our use against the lycans. If you succeed, you will be richly rewarded and strike a blow against the ones that have killed your brothers.”

      “Yes, mistress, I'll not fail you,” Morley replied.

      Keres's smile grew bigger just before she said, “Failure is NOT an option, if you want to keep your fangs.”

      Morley left with his slave Arris and proceeded to shadow the queen, following her, and waiting for the birth, making sure they could not detect him in the shadows.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE BIRTH

          

        

      

    

    
      Months later during an intense battle, Queen Rizalle, heavy with child, was fighting beside King James and their warriors. She was fighting to protect her people when she went into labor. Shifting into her wolf form, she crawled into a small den in a hollowed-out tree to give birth and hide her pup. After the birthing, Rizalle felt it as James became overwhelmed by a wave of vampires. She rushed to his side, after instructing her newborn to stay hidden and to be quiet until she returned. With fire and blood everywhere outside, the tiny pup, Teera shivered and hid.

      From the shadows, a vampire watched as Queen Rizalle crawled from the den and rejoined the battle. Morley decided to see what the Queen had hidden. Crawling inside, he found the newborn hiding in the corner. He quickly formed a plan that would get him in good with his king and protect him from Keres, while raising his status in the vampire hierarchy.

      Teera saw the stranger as he reached for her. She felt the hatred pouring from him combined with the smells and noises coming from outside. As he grabbed hold of her, she quickly attacked, sinking her tiny teeth into his hand. Morley cursed and slung the pup against the wall, knocking her unconscious. Cursing the pup and her parents he grabbed her limp form, stuffing her in his carry sack. He tossed the sack to Arris to carry as he crawled back outside. “Take this mutt,” Morley snarled to Arris. Then glancing around to make sure no one had spotted them. Morley quickly slipped away from the battle scene to take his prize back to his dilapidated keep's dungeon.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PLANS CHANGE

          

        

      

    

    
      Teera came to, collared, and chained in a cold dark room; laid shivering in cold and hunger, crying for her momma. Suddenly she smelled the evil one that had hurt her coming closer. Her eyes blazing in hate, on unknown instinct she shifted into a white tiger cub and silently waited for his approach. Morley stared in shock at the cub that snarled in hatred, where once a wolf pup had been. He quickly realized that his prize had just gotten better.

      Morley thought of a new plan, if he converted the cub to be more vampire than lycan and trained it to hunt lycans for the vampires. His king would reward him greatly, without that witch Keres getting the credit. He planned to force feed it his vampire venom, with it being so young, it should convert easily. Unknown to him was that she was not a regular lycan. She was a hybrid like her mother, who was a hell hound mix, that survived on vampire venom.

      Although Teera survived on the venom, being newborn, it was still very painful to ingest it directly instead of mixed in her mother’s milk. Her cries of pain tore at the heart of the young human slave. Teera feels the goodness in the young slave as he fed her milk and holds her to give her comfort to ease her suffering. "Princess, I promise that somehow I will free you and get you back to the safety of your family. Maybe they’ll let me stay and I’ll be safe too.”
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        * * *

      

      After the battle ended a battle weary Rizalle and James went to retrieve their daughter from the den. “I’ll get her, James, the den is rather small for both of us to fit.” Rizalle goes in as James stands guard. Rizalle rushes out, “She’s gone, her blood is splattered on the wall, and there's the smell of vampire is heavy in the den. Where could they have taken her?”  Frantically, they searched for their daughter. “The stink of vampire is so thick from the battle I can’t tell which way they went. Her scent is masked somehow.” Their howls of rage and sorrow filled the air at the loss of their daughter. "We’ll destroy every vampire until we find her or until there are no more left.”

      Rizalle and James spent the next few weeks seeking warriors to join their ranks. Lycans recruited and trained humans to help them destroy the vampires in the upcoming battles. These new forces once trained went on the offensive and attacked ferociously, killing mass numbers of vampires; as well as destroying their villages, keeps and castles.

      

      Asslam wondered at the sudden extreme viciousness of these new attacks and sent out spies to find out why the lycans, as well as humans, had suddenly grown more vicious. The spies soon returned having learned of the disappearance and suspected murder of the lycan king and queen's first born. Along with this news, he learned of Morley's new pet that he had acquired at the same time as the princess's disappearance. Asslam set out for Morley's castle to acquire this special pet for himself, with a plan to not only finally win the war, but to gain control of the lycans and their lands as well.
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        * * *

      

      Meanwhile, Arris managed to get the keys to Teera's collar and to an unused passage that led from the dungeon. Waiting until Morley was away, Arris quickly freed Teera. With the tiny pup wrapped in a blanket tied to his side, Arris headed towards Teera's parents’ castle and what he hoped would be safety from the vampires.

      Arris noticed an increase in vampire patrols and assumed correctly that they were hunting for them. He took to hiding at any sign of others and sneaking only into towns or farms to try to steal food for himself and the pup. Finally, after many long, frightening days of travel, Arris and Teera reached Castle Black.

      The castle guards stopped him as he tried to enter, “You, boy, what’s your business here? We've never seen you here before” the large guard growled.

      Arris swallowed in fear before stating, “I have important business with the king and queen. I'm returning something that was stolen from them by my former master.”

      Kenny appeared from the guardhouse at that moment and saw Silfer’s men attempt to grab at what appeared to be a blanket rolled pack from a young human boy who was ready to fight to protect it. “What’s going on here? Why were you two assaulting that boy?”

      The guards paled and released the boy. Kenny watched as the boy reached into the pack and removed a tiny white cub. He paled when the boy said, “It’s okay Princess, I'll not let them hurt you. We are at your home now.”

      Kneeling and looking from the cub to the boy, he hoped that his suspicions were correct. “So, you say you have something stolen from the king and queen. I suppose that this is the stolen item?” Kenny pointed to the cub.

      Arris looked up at Kenny and nodded as he said, “Yes, Sir.”

      Kenny ushered the pair into the throne room, Teera smelled the familiar scent of her momma. Crawling from the blanket Arris had wrapped her in, she stumbled crying, “MOMMA.”

      Rizalle, seeing her lost daughter, grabbed her up, looking at Arris and Kenny, “Explain how you have my daughter!” Rizalle growled.

      Arris explained. “My old master, Morley, captured your daughter and tried to convert her so he could train her to hunt lycans once grown. He fed her pure vampire venom, and it hurt her. So, I fed her milk and freed her, bringing her to you, to save her. May I stay here? My life is forfeit if Morley, or his gang of vampires, catches me?”

      James and Rizalle agreed, “You'll remain as Teera's caregiver. James's most trusted personal guard, Kenny will be assigned to protect both you and her.”

      

      Meanwhile Asslam, accompanied by his witch mistress Keres, arrived to find Morley's captured princess stolen by the young slave Arris and Morley had disappeared. Keres forewarns Asslam, “Asslam, the princess was the one foretold in the ancient legend and is the key to you ruling the world. You must sire an heir by her. The child will have powers as never before seen.”

      Asslam started making plans on how to gain control of the princess and the power she contained. He sent an emissary to James with a message requesting a meeting between them. He notified James in the message that he had learned of the kidnapping of the princess. He also stated that the vampire, Morley, had fled with a bounty of a thousand gold on his head. The bounty was payable to vampires, lycans, and humans alike. Asslam would double it if he was alive upon delivery.

      Asslam told James that he had thought of a way to bring peace and prosperity between their two kingdoms. He would discuss the details at the meeting. Until then, he suggested a truce between their kingdoms.

      James talked to Rizalle about the message, and they agreed. They gave the emissary a reply with the meeting set in three months’ time, at a central location on the border of both kingdoms. No one was genuinely happy with the meeting, but if there was a way for their people to have peace, then they must do it. Too many had died in the war, many shape shifting species lost until only a few remained. Only the lycans still existed in any number. The royals, the mightiest of the shape shifters, no longer existed except a few rumored to be living in hiding.

      The time went by slowly, while everyone prepared for the meeting.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            A PLANNED FUTURE

          

        

      

    

    
      Teera's parents noticed that she had strong empathy, feeling others passions, emotions, and pain. Each day it seemed as if her empathy grew stronger until she withdrew into herself, trying to block out the pain from the constant onslaught of others feelings.

      To help her until she learned to block her empathy from castle life, her parents took her to a walled valley in the nearby Obsidian Mountains, formed from a long extinct volcano. Only her personal guards and servants could join her during her weekly reprieves from castle life.

      With the help of friendly powerful witches, her parents had the valley protected from outsiders and began building a magnificent cave house with all the amenities for their daughter. The house was large enough to support an army and their families for years. It was a castle in its own right. Its walls made from the mountain, its archery towers made of mountain peaks. The treasury consisted of veins of gold and gemstones that one could pick right off the walls. Teera’s cave was the envy of many and protected by powerful magic.

      The day of the meeting arrived, and Keres accompanied Asslam. Each team of security and troops surrounded them. The kings greeted each other peacefully before sitting to discuss the terms of the peace agreement.

      James looked from Keres to Asslam barely able to hide his hatred of the two before he said, “Asslam, you wrote that you had a plan that would end the war.”

      Asslam answered, “Yes, this war has gone on since the beginning of time. Many have been lost on both sides. I propose a marriage between myself and the princess, Teera. It would bring peace between our two kingdoms and prosperity for our people. She is the first royal born in a millennium as well as your only heir. When she is my queen, it would bind our two kingdoms together. I propose we agree to a betrothal with the marriage to take place upon her coming of age. I will supply a teacher to instruct her in royal etiquette …. for vampire royal court.”

      James and Rizalle looked at each other in shocked disbelief at Asslam's words, and they began speaking through their mental bond.

      Rizalle thought, “We want peace, and a chance to allow our people to once again grow and have children.”

      James responded, “But to give our only baby girl to that blood sucking tick, and not just any vampire, but our long-time enemy. Is the safety of our people worth Teera's happiness? She is only a baby, not even a year old.”

      Rizalle replied, “If we do this, we must ensure her safety in the contract. None of our people have had a child in a long time, our bonded pairs are losing their mates in battle. If we do not gain peace soon our people will go extinct like the royals and the leech's will control everything.”

      James sighed, “We will do this for the good of our people; but we must ensure her safety in the contract.”

      They nodded in silent agreement.

      Then returned their attention back to Asslam to work out the details for both the safety of their people and their daughter.

      Asslam, hid a smirk as he watched the flea infested mutts work out between them that his offer was their only choice at survival. He sat thinking to himself, “Once he got a child from the mangy mutt then he could be rid of his bride.” He barely suppressed the shutter of distaste at having to bed the freak. “He could raise his heir to help him control the lycans, humans and the rest of the succulent world. The rest will either bow down to him or die.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ANOTHER BEGINNING

          

        

      

    

    
      During that time, in another part of the world, a young lycan was born; also, in war. The victors, after capturing the young lycan's village, set out to destroy any future resistance by having all surviving males sterilized and sold off as slaves.

      A newborn baby called Brenat, whose parents died in the siege, ended up in the care of an older female captive by the victors. Slavers bought them both, along with the other captives, and sailed across the sea to sell them into servitude. The slaver dismissed Brenat and left him in the young girl's care. She cared for him as best she could. He beat the odds and survived. Once the children’s hazardous journey ended, a childless couple bought them.

      He grew up to learn about the land and its beauty as a farmer under the love and guidance of his new mother Elsie, father Sid and sister Rose. They became a small, close-knit family of lycans.

      Years passed, and his sister Rose married and left with her husband. Brenat missed her greatly but was soon busy in his own new career. For at that same time, even as young as he was, the militia recruited him because his strength and speed were noteworthy.

      His testing showed little affinity to active magic, but strong natural lycan abilities. His strength, agility, speed, and endurance passed that of older lycans. Even his trainers found him hard to track and were often surprised by Brenat and his uncanny stealth. Though trainers tested him repeatedly at a young age to see if he was a royal, as more than once he bested all the older boys and excelled through the red cloak trainers, his results always came back to him being a regular lycan.

      His parents, Sid, and Elsie, had taught him from an exceedingly early age to hide his true nature from all, including themselves. Confused and unsure, but always trusting his parents even over his red cloak monk teachers, he followed their instructions. He soon went into advanced training that focused on how to identify and then kill exceptional vampires, powerful magic users, and royal lycans. It was at that time he understood why he needed to hide his true self.

      Brenat’s aptitude became so apparent that the red-cloaked monks recommended him for killer status. The Elites took over his training to which he also excelled.
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      Timmaw stood looking at his granddaughter in her crib. She looked like an angel sleeping, her platinum blonde hair shone almost white in the light. He had not seen a more beautiful baby since his own Rizalle had been born.

      Turning towards his daughter and son-in-law he sighed, “You say she’s a royal and a tiger. How can that be? Her lineage is lycan wolf, or at least mostly. Surely the hellhound blood did not cause this abomination. And you tell me you have betrothed her to a leech and not just any leech but our long-time enemy.” He growls low in anger. “All in the name of peace. I’ll not stand for it. Those leeches caused this when they took her. I say we attack and wipe them all out.”

      Rizalle walked over and laid a hand on her father’s arm. “She is not an abomination. She’s our daughter and she is a hellhound as well as wolf. She is a royal. The first born in such a long time. She takes after ….”

      James mentally warned her “Do not to tell your father the truth. As biased as he is it might lead to more trouble.”

      Rizalle mentally agreed. “Father surely you can see we had no choice. Lycans were losing their mates. No babies are being born. Even James and I tried for years to have a child, but always nothing. Teera is our miracle baby.”

      Timmaw gripped the crib anger coming off him in waves. Every instinct in him warred with what he wanted to do and what he should do.

      Turning Timmaw started heading towards the castle exit. “I see we will never agree. You stay on your side of the mountain barrier, and I’ll stay on mine. I’ll never allow anything but purebloods in my kingdom. I disown you all from this moment forward.”  James and Rizalle followed him to his horse and men. Rizalle tried once more to talk with him. His reply was to spur his horse out the gate.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            SECRET FRIENDS

          

        

      

    

    
      One full moon, after a grueling day of training, his body savagely beaten and bruised. He laid near death in the infirmary. His soul wandered, led by the moonlight, to a young girl. They could see and sense each other, but neither could hear or touch the other because the mystic veil blocked sound and feeling. Over time they developed their own type of communication.

      The same full moon, the castle inhabitants and guests bombarded Teera's mind. Barely restrained in the tenuous truce and feeling the hate towards Asslam, her husband to be. Teera retreated to her garden, hoping the headache would subside. The boy's spirit shielded the girl's mind from the turmoil of her empathy with others' pain, sorrow, and passions. With the appearance of the boy's spirit, her mind became shielded from all others.

      As the years went by, every evening that he could, Brenat visited. They played “Hide and Seek” or sat among the trees and flowers just spending time together. Every morning, he awoke after visiting his ghostly friend with his breaks and bruises from the previous days' training healed; his mind cleansed of the atrocities of war. Her compassion healed his damaged soul. They sat together, becoming forever linked, yet separate, and always healing one another.

      Every blood moon, they battered at the mystic veil separating them, needing to be physically together. To observers, it appeared that Teera tore at the sky and wind as if fighting demons. Her body shifted and she fought. No one dared approach her during that time after one servant and a guard were torn apart when they angered her by trying to restrain her. Her parents ordered that on the blood moons, she was left alone, with her unseen ghost, in the garden undisturbed.

      The following morning both Teera and Brenat would wake, after the setting of the blood moon with their fingers bleeding, as if they had been digging at a rocky cliff face; bodies bruised and sore and their minds exhausted. Brenat would wake deep in a strange forest, far away from his bed and home. He would have to find his way home, sometimes covered in the blood of anyone unfortunate enough to have come across him during that time.

      At Teera's coming of age ceremony, she was married to Asslam. Teera could sense that Asslam had a hidden hatred for her and her kind. She hid her fears from her parents as she knew that her marriage would save the peace between their people. Because of Teera's empathy, her coming of age ceremony and wedding were simple, with only Teera's parents, Arris, Kenny, Asslam, Keres, Kapral, and a scribe from each castle to record this monumental peace treaty between vampires and lycans.

      Asslam, on his trip home with his new wife, looked at Teera and snarled, "At least you’re not a flea bitten mongrel like most of your kind. Your job is to bare me a son. The sooner you accomplish that, the sooner you will have your own room in my castle. As far away from me as possible."

      Asslam looked at his witch Keres, "Your job is to prepare her with properly scented oils to remove the lycan stink from her. As well as a potion to enhance her fertility, so I can finish this as quickly as possible."

      Keres bowed her head, "Yes, my king, your wish will be done. I did not foresee her needing the fertility potions with my lord's virility. It will be some time before I can complete the potions. She will be rubbed down with the oils until her body aches with want of you. I will see to it that she smells of scents that you will find to your liking, my king."
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      Even with Asslam's magic, it took weeks to travel back to his castle. During this time Asslam chose to ride his horse for the duration of the trip, as soon as they were out of sight of Castle Black. Teera was alone with only her thoughts to keep her company. Keres, who had returned to her private carriage had it brought alongside Teera's. She gave Teera the scented oils with instructions that she was to comb them through her hair and rub them on her body for the duration of the trip. This was to prepare herself for her wedding night that would happen once they reached the castle.

      Arriving at the castle, Teera stared at its forbidding appearance. Unlike the beauty of her parents’ castle. This one, built of dull gray stone that chased all hope and sunlight away, radiated no happiness; only fear emanated from it and its people.

      Guards quickly ushered her to Asslam's bed chamber where a pair of ladies-in-waiting bathed her under Keres’s supervision. “Teera upon Asslam’s entrance into the bed chamber, you will kneel and submit to your husband’s wishes.”  Keres watched as the ladies rub the oils all over Teera's body again until she started moving with the caressing hands. They left Teera frustrated and wanting, her virgin body aching for intimacy.

      Soon, Asslam entered and Teera's pulse quickened with both a fear and a need she did not understand. Asslam eyes glazed with passion as the aroma's assaulted his senses. Teera knelt in front of her king and husband as instructed.

      Asslam without thought to her innocence snatched her up and threw her to the bed, tearing the nightgown from her body. His fangs pierced the flesh of her bared breasts, suckling on the richness of her blood as he thrust into her without warning.

      In his potion-fueled lust, he ignored her screams of pain. Her young body protested the intrusion, yet slowly learned to take his hard, rough thrusts as she lost her virginity. With a final grunt he released, rolling off her.

      His eyes lost their glaze as he called to the guards to take her to her own room without saying a word to his new bride that he had used so violently. Hurting and naked, they escorted her down the halls, blood dripping from the bite marks on her breasts while his seed mixed with her virgin blood ran down her legs.

      Keres, in her room next to Asslam's, pleasured herself as she listened with glee to Teera's torment and screams of pain. Smiled knowing that she had specifically designed the scented oils to enhance Teera's fertility and to bring about Asslam's lust, but she had done nothing to lower his hatred for lycans but in fact had made the oils, so that it increased his hatred for Teera especially.

      The next morning, Teera awoke to an ever-so-slight noise in her room. Painfully she turned over and saw a young vampiress maid, cleaning up the dried bloody trail on the floor. Teera blushed when she realized the bed was likely as messy as there had been no water to clean up with when Asslam’s guards ushered into the room. She had used the remains of her gown to wipe as much of the bloody mess off her as she could before going to bed.

      “Excuse me, who are you?” she asked the young maid.

      “I volunteered to serve you as your personal maid. The other maids in the castle were all too afraid of you.” the young maid replied as she continued working.

      “What’s your name? Why are they afraid of me? I’d never harm anyone here. This is my new home and I’m hoping to make friends with the people here.” Teera asked.

      The young maid stopped working and looked at Teera. “My name is Dara. We were told that you being a lycan you might try to kill us, as it’s in your nature and cannot be controlled.”

      Teera slid to the edge of the bed and wrapped the bedding around her. “Why are you not afraid of me? Could you go get me a pitcher of water to wash with? Could I also get some fresh bed linen? These are a little messy. I’d great appreciate it.”

      Dara nodded and left with the empty pitcher. A short time later she returned with a pitcher of water and an armload of fresh bedding. “I’ll make your bed while you wash. The clothes that you brought with you are behind that corner screen. As to why I’m not afraid. My father is a scribe, and he told me that not all lycans are bad.”

      Within the castle bounds, Asslam's magic was strong, causing Teera's ghostly visits with her friend to stop. Making her believe that her ghostly friend had finally moved on, leaving her truly alone. Yet even with Asslam and Keres’s power, they could not override the feral power of the blood moon. So, on those nights, he stripped Teera, before chaining and locking her away in the dungeon.

      Asslam tried repeatedly, for five years, to get a son from Teera. At one point even risking life and limb as he strapped Teera down just before the blood moon then proceeded to take her several times in the dungeon during the night.

      With the coming and passing of every Blood moon, Teera became more vicious and feral as she tried to kill all that came near her. Teera’s viciousness became such that even Asslam avoided going near her on Blood moons.

      During these times Keres used Teera for her own sadistic pleasure. On one such night, a newly married couple was to appear before Keres at their wedding. Teera paced back and forth the collar chaffing her neck as much as the chain that kept her chained to the wall. Suddenly in a fit of sudden rage she shifted hoping to break free. The collar expanded to continue to hold her fast, turning her madder. Suddenly she heard and felt Keres approach followed by others. Teera felt the flood of rage feeding her anger as well as the deadly pleasure. Snarling, she roared in anger, the chain making popping sounds but held fast. She lunged towards the door her only thought was to kill the one that held her captive. At her roars of rage as the chain brought her short of the door, she felt fear that fed her burning hatred.

      The door of her cell opened and in walked four lycans followed by a smiling Keres. A couple still in their wedding attire lead in two large, collared lycan males, in whom eyes shown barely controlled rage. Teera saw Keres smile sweetly as she smirked at Teera, “Ah, so the little queen has decided to grace us with her true form. I’m sure this will bring me much pleasure.” Turning back towards the young couple who with defiant purpose held hands as they kneeled before Keres. Keres bestowed on them a lovely smile that makes the two guards shiver but seems to have no effect on the couple. Keres’s brow raised and her smile turned to polite business. “I planned to bestow upon you a gracious gift, but I saw no invite to your nuptials.”

      The groom stepped forward a single step, even at the warning growl of one of the guards. Then said in cool defiance, “We had only a small ceremony with only our two best friends and ailing parents. Your gracious gift we shall decline, as they often come with more difficulties than they are worth.”

      Keres’s rage at the defiance was thick in the air, felt by all but the couple. Smiling in a calm composure, “That’s a gracious decline of my gift. I accept. But your two best friends here have come to me to offer themselves. They gave up their freedom in place of the bride losing her freedom.”

      At Keres’s tinkling laugh, Teera leapt towards Keres. Her lunge thrust the groom towards the massive raging tiger. The groom's screams cut short when the tiger disemboweled him with a swipe of her claw. While the large sharp canines ripped through his throat, the fresh blood feeding the tiger’s lust for blood. Again, the tiger lunges trying to reach her tormentor. Now the groom's corpse lays where Keres had stood just moments before.

      The bride approaches the groom's bloody corpse crying with the anguish of lost love. The

      tiger sat silently sharing the young bride's anguish.

      With a lovely smile Keres tosses a pouch heavy in gold into the bride’s lap and drops a gold pendant around the bride’s neck. “This for the bride’s, oops widow’s new life, with full access and freedom to the city and castle under my full protection.”  With those words Keres leaves followed closely by her two guards.
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        * * *

      

      In frustration, Asslam used magic to lock Teera in her wolf form for months while he took her and treated her like a pet. When that failed, he locked her in the form of her royal tigress, viciously filling her with his seed and locking her in a cage like an untamed animal for months. When that too failed, he kept her from shifting, so her human form suffered the worst of the abuse as his hatred and anger grew.

      Even with the help of Keres, all her witches, and their potions; Teera still did not become pregnant. Asslam, night after night in a drunken rage, chained, whipped, and took Teera roughly in his frustrated effort to get a son, leaving her chained to the end of his bed on the floor after.

      One morning he awoke and found Teera unconscious and near death in her silver collar. The large bloody welts standing out sharply upon her pale back, his dried seed, mixed with her blood, coagulated upon her legs and the floor.

      Asslam realized that her death at his hand would kill the hard fought for, bountiful peace between him and her father. That peace had stopped many a skirmish from becoming all-out war and soothed hateful feelings on both the vampire and lycan sides. Both sides had been able to expand their territory even more than the red cloaks.

      After much thought Asslam came up with a plan to banish Teera from both his sight and castle while allowing the peace to remain. He sent a message to James requesting a meeting to discuss Teera's health to which James agreed and quickly met with Asslam.

      “James, thank you for agreeing to meet me. Teera is infertile and castle life is proving too hard on her. I thought that it would be best that she be sent to the valley you had built for her, where she would remain secluded from all others. I would see to it that it’s protected for her safety,” Asslam said, not wanting her parents or others to learn of the abuse at his hand. He watched the play of emotions as they ran across James’s face before he spoke.

      “Asslam, I do not like the idea of locking Teera away. Her mother and I would want to spend time with her especially as we have not seen her these last five years. We do not want her completely abandoned and alone plus she will need supplies that her mother and I will provide for her.”

      During the luncheon break, Keres accompanies Asslam to his private room. “Asslam, that mutt Teera must bear no children by another if you are to gain and keep the power we seek.”

      His anger built with her words. “Why did she not get pregnant we did everything even your damned potions had no effect. Why should I believe, another could breed the bitch when I couldn't?”

      Keres felt a moment of fear before answering, “I have no idea my lord, but I can assure you that she is the one spoken of in the legend.”

      Growling in frustration, Asslam slammed his fist down on the table, “Fine then have your witches ready to seal that valley from everything. I want nothing and no one getting in or out once I convince those mutts that locking her away is for her own good. They'll do anything for their precious daughter.” Gulping down the blood in the goblet and snarling at its taste he hissed, “Who dared to serve me this swill it’s not even fresh. See that I have fresh blood upon my return while I deal with this mess with Teera and her parents.”

      Asslam returned to the meeting room where James and Rizalle waited. After much debate, they consented to Teera’s relocation to the ancient valley where her cave palace was. Her parents believed that it was for the benefit of their people and the kingdom, to agree to Asslam's plan for Teera. Thus, Asslam removed Teera from his presence and maintained the peace between the kingdoms.

      Using the blood of the ancients, Asslam had the valley mystically sealed so that even griffins, and wyverns had to adjust their flight paths around the mystic barrier. The valley became Teera's prison; even the entrance stood closed, now a mystic portal, locking all out and in. The only reprieve was when the mystic portal opened in the light of the full moon, allowing Teera to bring in the

      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
    

  

OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        Epigraph
      


      		
        For Our Readers
      


      		
        Map
      


      		
        Introduction
      


      		
        Prologue
      


      		
        The Legend
      


      		
        The Beginning
      


      		
        The Blood Moon
      


      		
        Keres’s Master
      


      		
        The Birth
      


      		
        Plans Change
      


      		
        A Planned Future
      


      		
        Another Beginning
      


      		
        Another's Anger
      


      		
        Secret Friends
      


      		
        Apart
      


      		
        Reunion
      


      		
        The Blood Moon Awaking
      


      		
        Contracts
      


      		
        The Confession
      


      		
        New Life Brings New Hope
      


      		
        Another Contract
      


      		
        The Attack
      


      		
        The Reunion
      


      		
        Surprise Revelation
      


      		
        Passion in Paradise
      


      		
        New Surprises
      


      		
        The Legend and The Tiger
      


      		
        Leaving Paradise
      


      		
        Planning Teera's Escape
      


      		
        Birth and Death
      


      		
        Rules Change
      


      		
        Another Slave for Keres
      


      		
        Back at the Castle
      


      		
        Ultimate Betrayal
      


      		
        Broken Arrows
      


      		
        The Search
      


      		
        Keres vs Kenny
      


      		
        Back at Broken Arrow City
      


      		
        Message Delivered
      


      		
        Captured
      


      		
        Plans in Motion
      


      		
        Plans Change
      


      		
        Riding for Revenge
      


      		
        Brenat Tortured
      


      		
        On the Run
      


      		
        Alone
      


      		
        Evil Stalks the Land
      


      		
        Joel Captured
      


      		
        The Orphanage
      


      		
        Brenat Arrives at Arena City
      


      		
        Operation Rescue
      


      		
        The Family Grows
      


      		
        Busted
      


      		
        Messenger
      


      		
        Training Begins
      


      		
        Brenat Wakes
      


      		
        Plans Are Made
      


      		
        Imprisoned
      


      		
        Time with her parents
      


      		
        Teera arrives to claim
      


      		
        Timmaw meets Silfer
      


      		
        Freedom
      


      		
        Deception
      


      		
        The Battle Begins
      


      		
        The Battle
      


      		
        The Queen has returned
      


      		
        New Start
      


      		
        The Battle Continues
      


      		
        Elsie’s Sweet Revenge
      


      		
        Characters
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Also Available From Nightmare Press
      


      		
        Fam
      


      		
        White Trash Sublime
      


      		
        Occultation
      


      		
        Kentucky’s Haunted Graveyards
      


      		
        Aladdin’s Curse
      


      		
        Breaking The Devil’s Bread:
      


      		
        The Hurdy Gurdy Man
      


      		
        Ded’s Line
        
          		
            Sarah Corbin’s Bloody Revenge
          


          		
            Murky Shadows
          


        


      


      		
        Untitled
      


    


  
  
    
      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Copyright


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


      		Also Available From Nightmare Press


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/image1.jpg
NIGHTMARE
PRESS








OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png






OEBPS/images/image2.jpg






