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To Paul

 

Thank you for coming back into my life.

Your love and support through this adventure have meant the world to me.


A Family Feud - Kidnapping – Murder – Mystery – Suspense – Steamy Romance

Author K. L. Stephens had brought a new steamy paranormal romance to life.  Lucas is the second book in the Lycan Knights paranormal romance series where Lycans are being hunted again! 

Lucas Cain, the grandson of Callen Cain, with his Knights of Arcadia brothers, continues to keep the treasure entrusted to their grandfathers safe. Now, they are charged with hunting down some of the most notorious Lycan hunters of the human underworld trying to sell a baby Lycan.

When he goes to rescue the baby Lycan, he finds his fated mate, Samantha. She has been missing and presumed dead for the last ten years. Caught up in a family feud, Samantha decides to escape her captors with the baby Lycan, to find her fated mate.

Will they find each other in time, and will the humans be brought to justice for their atrocities against Lycans?

 


Chapter 1

 

Death Warrants

 

Throne Room The Vatican 1294

High Chancellor to the Pope

 

I entered the throne room, carrying the message the Pope had been anticipating in my hand.  It arrived this morning; I read it three times before I came in. The Pope saw what I had, and even as I bowed, he shouted from his throne, “Well, what answer did they give?”

My eyes closed as I wished to be back in that small village outside of Lucca where I grew up, not standing before his Eminence, the Pope of Rome, to give him this report. These past years have been one failure after another with his hunt for the Templar's treasure. And his patience was wearing thin. I looked around the great hall and the alcoves above; thankfully, not many of the college of Cardinals were in attendance.  

Many in the conclave were beginning to question his holy father's reasoning and ability to hold such a high position. They did not believe in the existence of Lycans, but his Eminence did, and he was determined to prove them wrong. Rumors were rampant through the halls that no one had ever seen these men as beasts, as the Pope implied. They all believed they were just giant knights, men, nothing more. Most of the conclave agreed that the Pope needed to be removed from office or step down. Such an idea was unheard of; no pope in the history of the Holy Roman Church had ever stepped down. Once elected, you are Pope for the remainder of your life. Plots to remove the Pope were starting in the back corridors of the Vatican.

When I climbed the three steps leading to his throne, I bowed and kissed his Piscatory ring, a symbol of his papacy, on his extended hand. I acknowledged, “I am sorry, your eminence, they have refused.” Before concluding my report, I stepped back down the stairs from his throne. “They state,” I paused to open the message, quoting. ‘This High council does not recognize the Holy Roman Church or its laws. This council has decided to abide by the last wishes of Guillaume de Beaujeu and keep the treasure safe from man's greed.”

Slamming his white-gloved fist down against the arm of his throne, he bellowed, “How dare they refuse me. I am the successor of Saint Peter!” Stopping his tantrum for a moment, he considered. His eyes narrowed on me ordering. “Find my assassins. I have work for them to do.” Then, loathing in his voice, he asked, “Do we know the names of those we hunt?

I answered," Yes, your Eminence, our spies were able to learn their names. They are; I stopped to look at another report in my hands before continuing. “Callen Cain, Gavan Sinclair, Emeryk Mayer, Aban Dawood, Dirske Baran, and Luzio Passi.” 

Nodding that, he heard me thinking. “And where are they?”

I had carried out the hunt for the last four years for these Lycans, “We tracked them to Onsted, Belgium. The villagers reported that they all said their destination was Rochester, England. But we could not find a ship that had docked there. We believe they may be hiding somewhere in Scotland." 

His Eminence was still thinking when he spoke, "I need a scribe."

Motioning for the scribe to come forward, “He is here, your eminence.”

Nodding again, “Good, good. Take this order.” He glanced at the scribe, stopping momentarily, then motioned for me to hand him the message. “They do not recognize the Holy Roman Church, do they?” Mumbling. Looking at the scribe, we saw a hint of hatred as he spoke loud and clear. “On this date, I,” Waving his hand for the recorder to insert his title. “Order the systematic deaths of all Lycans in the world. Especially those named….” Waving his hand toward me, he added, “And their descendants, for the theft of the Templar’s treasure that is the property of the Holy Roman Church.” Nodding, he was satisfied with his order. He looked at me. “Have copies of that made and sent to all our spies worldwide. I will sign each and everyone.”

We both bowed, whispering, “Your eminence.” Turning to do his bidding. The death warrants were written out and signed within days; they were sent out all over the globe. 

The days that followed his Eminence would talk of nothing but his cunning to kill all those unholy beasts, as he called them. Watching and listening, I knew the conclave would soon make some move against the Pope. I retreated to my rooms within the Vatican to think. I looked around at all the correspondence regarding the hunt for these men or so-called Lycans. It was getting to the point where I had to choose sides. It was coming down to the Pope or me. 

With a renewed determination, I gathered up all of the documents and correspondence on the hunt. Turning to the massive fire burning, I tossed the documents in bit by bit, standing back and watching the parchments burn to ash. As I threw the last papers into the flames, I sighed; the conclave would not have any evidence against me. I could do nothing about the death warrants I had already sent them. If he was correct and these men were beasts, he called Lycans; death would come swiftly. If not, and they were just men, then they too would die just the same for stealing the Templars' treasure; no matter which was true, I am determined to save my skin.

 


Chapter 2

 

This is Our Destiny

 

The Order of The Knights of Arcadia Training Camp Scottish Highlands - 1690

Lucas

I am Lucas Cain, the grandson of Callen Cain, one of the original knights charged with keeping the treasure safe from the greed of humans. From the moment I was born, I knew my destiny was to become a Knight of Arcadia. Like my father and grandfather, I grew up understanding the significance of carrying out the mission entrusted to our family. 

My five lifelong friends are also following in the footsteps of their grandfathers. The remaining members of the knights were entrusted with hiding the treasure. We have known each other from birth; our families have a compound in the highest point of the highlands gifted to our grandfathers, where they lived with their mates and families. Before taking over their family clans around the world.  

Our lives were determined on that fateful day back in 1290 in Jerusalem. It’s been our destiny to be Knights of Arcadia. Entrance into the order is a significant distinction among Lycans, and Lycan families worldwide try to get their sons accepted. For us, we are here to prepare to take over the mission entrusted to our grandfathers. Unless we die, there was no reason we would have been denied entrance into the order. 

The Order of Arcadia, once the armies of King Lycaon, the Greek King of Arcadia. He was our forefather and the very first Lycan. Lycaon was known to be a cruel human, and eventually, Zeus, the Greek God, cursed him to live out his days as half-man and half-beast. When he discovered his ability to turn a human into a Lycan, he would turn his unwilling human soldiers into Lycans to create his army now the order. But not before turning six of his human sons into Lycans. We are descendants of those six princes, and our families are Lycan royalty. 

We have younger brothers who will inherit the clan's leadership instead of us, the firstborn. Unlike the royalty of humans, our roles are reversed, but there is no resentment. Our brothers would be the leaders of the six oldest and the highest ranking clans in the Lycan world and would claim the title of Prince of Arcadia. That is their destiny. 

Once Lycaon perished, the order continued, not as before, to create chaos in the human world but to co-exist with humans. Our oath states that we are never to cause unnecessary harm, which means to Lycans and humans alike. Also, we never show our beasts to a human unless it is necessary for a knight’s protection or the protection of our kind.  

Unlike other trainees, our training started when we were pups of seven years old. We spent several months every summer at the training camp, learning how to camp, hunt, and live off the land, working together as one, and, most importantly, how to control our inner beasts. After we each reached the year of our fortieth birthday, we arrived to finish our training at their training camp hidden in Strathmashie Forest in the Scottish Highlands. Our training is complete. We have taken our oaths and are Knights of Arcadia.

Shortly after we finished our training, I received a letter from my father telling us of their impending move to the new world. Until we take over our ultimate mission for our fathers, we will serve the order for some centuries to come, either together or on separate missions. Because of our destined mission, we will always know of our family’s movements and the treasure's location still in our father’s care. 

Remembering when we arrived to finalize our training, we all stood at attention in our barracks as our commander sized us up. “Well, I see that your families did not disappoint.” He announced. “You belong to the order and will now answer to me and me alone until you complete your training and become a knight."  His voice was stern, near to barking. Walking back and forth in front of us with his hands clasped behind his back. "You all know each other, grew up together, trained over the years. By all accounts, you are brothers; given the circumstances of your origins, you know the significance of your training."  

We were all in awe as we watched him. Still sizing each of us, he continued to instruct us on what the order and high council expected of us. “From this point forward, not only will you be training with the other Lycan trainers and me, but you will also be training human experts.”  His Lycan emerged before us as he turned and continued growling. “These humans only know that you are training to be a part of a special tactical group. They do not know that any of us are Lycans. At no time do you reveal your beast to humans! Is that clear?!” His voice had deepened as he grew. 

“Yes, sir!” We all called out.

“Good.” He returned to his human side, “One more thing, until your time with the order is finished, none of you will mate.” It was a matter-of-fact statement, but his tone left nothing for argument. 

"Sir." Again, we all said in unison but with a little less enthusiasm. Still relatively young in Lycan terms, we were all coming to the age now that finding our mates was the one thing that Lycans naturally longed for. 

Our first years of training included training with humans in war stratagems, fencing, and hand-to-hand combat. We had specialties, leadership, science, mechanics, coding, and medicine. And languages; our missions would take us all over the world, so we had to be fluent in our native tongue and at least five different languages each.

Over the years, as tactics and technology changed in the world, we would return to continue and update our training. Without turning into our beasts, we could be quiet and deadly assassins. In the coming centuries, missions would take us all over the world to protect Lycans near and far from humans or their wars. Lycans no longer got involved with the conflicts of humans. That ended with the Crusades and our grandfathers. Lycans learned to stay hidden in plain sight; it was too dangerous for us and our kind to let humans see our beasts.

My brothers chose me to lead our unit during our missions. I followed my grandfather's advice and learned from him never to abuse my power to command. We each have our specialties. I always consult with the others individually or together before finalizing a plan. 

Centuries have passed, and in 1785, we received word that archeologists found a dead Catholic assassin. The death warrant from the long-ago Pope was still in his hand. The high council ordered us to the colonies, now called the United States. Our fathers were returning to the highlands of Scotland. It was our time to protect the treasure from the greed of humans.

Before returning to Scotland, our fathers acquired an old abandoned mine, previously used as a prisoner of war camp before the defeat of the English. But now, it was ours and the more than ten thousand acres of woods around it. We could let our beasts out to roam free without fear of being seen by humans.

We worked and lived in the mine for years, constructing tunnels that led out to the woods beyond—constantly updating as technology changed through the years. Then came the day we each came upon our three-hundredth year and decided it was time to build our homes. The high council, under the advice of Eryn, has freed us, and we can now mate when and if we find our fated mate.

But until we die, we would remain Knights of Arcadia; and serve the order when called on. This was our destiny.

 


Chapter 3

 

A Visitor

The Pope's Private Quarters the Vatican, Rome

April 1294

 

The Pope

 

Weary, I am so tired, God. I knelt at my altar in my private quarters and prayed. God, please show me the path I should take. Fingering my rosary, I continued to pray. I sense they are circling, and I fear for my life. I laid my head against the altar’s edge and must have drifted off to sleep. I was startled awake when a hand gently grasped my shoulder.

Turning, I looked up, preparing myself for death, when my eyes came upon a man dressed in a long flowing crimson-red robe, not a cardinal. His hair was long, fell to the middle of his back, braided away from his face, and was pure white. I have never seen anything like it. Then I noticed his ears each came to a point at the top. He spoke, “My name is Eryn, and I am not here to kill you.” He offered as if reading my thoughts, then turned to motion at the two chairs that sat in front of my hearth, “Come let us sit and talk.”

Rising to my feet, I looked around; my attendants were not in the room with me. I was alone with this stranger. I feared calling out to the guard, so I did as he requested and sat in the chair opposite him. "Are you a vision from God?" My voice trembled as I asked, gingerly reaching out my right hand and laying it on his arm. 

Grinning, he patted my hand. “No, I am real enough.” He chuckled, then his tone turned serious, "There are troubles in the world that you have caused with your hunt for my friends." I opened my mouth to speak; he just shook his head as his eyes flashed like lightning, and no sound would come from my throat with that one look; he had rendered me mute. "Celestine, you can no longer pursue this hunt for those knights. I will not allow it." His head turned, looking at the flames that burned in the hearth, "What you think is true, the men you hunt are Lycans." He grinned, then continued. "You will never find them or the treasure because they are under my protection.” Nodding, then continuing to speak. “I was the one that instructed Guillaume de Beaujeu to give them the treasure." His face became stern when his gaze returned to mine, "Your assassins will all perish within a fortnight. I have sent orders out in your name.” 

My voice returned as he stood, "Who are you if not a vision from God?" 

He grinned again, “I told you I am Eryn.” Explaining, then he said. “Celestine, it is time you think about retiring from your post. The conclave will not allow you to sit on your throne much longer.” He turned around, looking about at the opulence of my rooms, “You were once a simple monk; maybe you should return to your order.”

 “How could you know such things?” I questioned him, then with a stronger voice. “I am the successor of Saint Peter.” My back straightened with a renewed sense of vigor and importance. 

A slight grin played across his face, “I knew him, your Saint Peter, and was there when they hung him upside down.” Shaking his head away from the memories. He spoke again, “There was once another King in Greece that questioned my omnipotence, and he paid dearly for it. Don’t question me, Celestine.” There was a warning tone to his voice, then he motioned to the chair I had vacated, “Come sit; you are tired.”  He patted my shoulder as I sat, whispering, “I will not return to warn you again.” My eyes fluttered shut. 

One of my attendants tapped my shoulder, "Your Eminence is ready to retire for the evening?" Asked in a whisper. Startled again, I sat forward, looking around; he was gone. I knew the rumors about my competence, so I feared asking where my visitor was, so I did not. 

“Yes,” I replied with a nod. “Tell the Chancellor I need to speak to him first thing in the morning.”

My attendant bowed as he helped me to my feet, “Of course, your Eminence.” Once I was prepared for bed, I dismissed them, lying awake for hours. When the streaks of sunlight came through my windows, I rose—a plan formed in my mind hours ago as I lay awake in bed. With a new strategy in my head, I called my attendants to dress me, and after I broke my fast, I searched out the Chancellor. 

Finding him in the corridors, I called out to him, "Chancellor, I would speak with you." I continued to walk past him in the direction of his offices. Once inside, I looked around, seeing parchments scattered about on tables and his desk. When he entered behind me, closing the door. I picked up a parchment, asking. "Are any of these about the hunt?" My hand gestured to the scattered parchments and documents; he knew exactly what I was asking him.

“No, your eminence.” He shook his head as he answered. Then he motioned for me to sit in a vacant chair. “Did you need me to send out some correspondence?”

Waving my hand, refusing the chair, "No, no." I responded. "But for your own good, you should destroy anything you have." I nodded.

His eyes showed only surprise, but his voice was calm when he said. “I already have, holy father.” 

It was my turn to be surprised, but I nodded. “So, you have seen the writing on the wall too.” I turned to leave. “I will be making an announcement later today.” I handed him the parchment I held as I left his office, returning to my private room to prepare my announcement.

Late that afternoon, I called the conclave for a meeting where I announced my intentions to make a decree for the right of a pope to resign their position if they so wished to do so. If I could get this into canon law, I could leave. 

In the following weeks, we received messages of the assassins being killed or disappearing. Eryn was true to his word. My decree took a little over five months to become canon law. During that time, I kept my own counsel, stayed in my rooms, and prayed as much as I could. But eventually, the decree was approved into canon law, and I was able to retire. I left the papacy behind and never again saw my visitor, Eryn. Fearing what would happen, I never spoke about him or the existence of Lycans or the treasure again. 
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