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To all those fantasy readers who like a strong female lead,

who swears and drinks a lot, kicks ass and takes no prisoners.

This one is for you.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

WARNING


[image: ]


Set in a medieval dystopian fantasy world with magic

Mentioned throughout this series are several triggers including;

A lot of swearing

Violence

Murder

Intimidation

Gas-lighting

Submission

Assault

Fettering

Whipping

Gagging

Forced Proximity
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A True Bond
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ANTYN'S

PROPHECY COLLECTION



[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


The all-powerful one will be marked with silver hair

and will contain the feline characteristics of eyes and teeth.

Seek to absorb the power to free her of its

uncontrollable surging

for if the headaches become unbearable

for the silver haired one

a great calamity will befall us all.

- excerpt from

Third Eye Prophet's 16th Phase
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As Leviathan was away far to the south chasing sorcerers Tyg had found the man with Elvian blood, Vince Blackheart, and managed to escape Leviathan’s clutches by going far away in the opposite direction.

However with her headaches increasing in ferocity every day she knew she couldn't keep living the life of a wanted criminal so haphazardly. After deciding to try and move into the northern kingdoms they met an old wizened mage in the mountains that believed he knew someone that could help her overcome and learn her power, they have journeyed to Ealing a distant town in the province of Marcone on the edge of the northern most kingdom of Mortania, there to meet a Warlock of some power and renown known as Bernard. He agreed to tutor her in the ways of magic as far as possible given their differences.

Who Tyg did meet however, was a man that looked exactly like Leviathan, seven foot tall, broad shouldered, well-muscled and handsome, but he had white hair like a Jaeger or Hunter and his eyes shone golden like a wolf. Looking like a Hunter Tyg could sense he had Elvian blood within him and that seemed to spark a connection between them that neither could avoid.

After a brief meeting with the man Tyg was beyond intrigued, the sexual chemistry strong between them as she asked for directions and then enticed him to reveal where he lived.

They parted company after and Tyg headed in the direction of the Inn he recommended, feeling the stare at her back, the heat of it, the draw of it. Entranced by this strange feeling she met with him, the flirtation natural and the conversation easy. He exuded a calm dominant force that clearly held back a powerful warlock magic.

They entered into a torrid love affair.

But who is this strange white haired man?

And why did she suddenly feel like fate and destiny had once again laid its sword at her feet.

She finds herself at a crossroads once again...even as Leviathan starts to turn his attention back her way as he finds her suddenly cut off from his mind and having a vision showing her with another.

As he must concentrate on the threat of Freyard the sorcerer leading Petonia and Montrual against him his rage fills him with a need to expel his powerful justice against them all. Fully emboding the persona of a ruthless tyrant ignoring all laws of fair warfare.

The saga continues to its dramatic conclusion.
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Back at Bernard’s manor after spending the night in the arms of her new lover, Amon, Tyg had been given a few large tomes to read through. Sighing dramatically she settled down on a couch by a large window, her feet up on the couch and her head resting on the arm.

Bernard came over after a while of studying the prophecy.

“Got a minute?” He asked as she looked up at him, placing the book she was reading face down on her stomach. Bernard sat down in a chair opposite her, the prophecy scroll in his hand.

“From reading this, I think Leviathan has been using you like a source.”

“What’s a source?”

“A source is generally a place of great power.  We sometimes use these places to do magic that is beyond our usual capabilities.  We can draw on more power than usual in these places.  You are like a source, you are able to contain vast power within yourself, similar to a sorcerer, it’s in your blood, but yours keeps welling up and overflowing while you have no way to control it as it constantly replenishes from the magical fields around you, this build up is what causes your headaches.  Leviathan obviously had a way to absorb the power from you which means he would wield vast power without any affect to him.”

“So....you mean to tell me that all that time I was with him he was sucking my power from me without me even realising what was happening?” Tyg asked dubiously, her eyes widened in shock.  “That’s why I never got headaches while I was with him...that fucking bastard!” She was more than a little upset, he had been living the prophecy the whole time, just waiting for her full power to be unlocked, he really didn’t have any feelings for her at all.  He had used her and treated her like a pet, just like how Ra’chek and Barrock had told her, she wished she had listened and acted on it sooner.

She sat up, placing the book on the couch beside her. “So he actually needs me alive to do this?”

“A Sorcerer can take another Sorcerer’s power when he dies, it is how knowledge through the centuries are passed on by them, from mage to mage.”

“Yes, I know that much, but Leviathan killed Tiagratis and took his power, but not the curse of the Jaegers or the mutations power, did he?” Tyg debated.

“No, obviously he didn’t otherwise he would have become one.” Bernard agreed.

“So, my ability comes from the merging of Elvian, Sorcerer and Jaeger blood and power within me, right?”

Bernard shrugged, raking a hand through his hair. “Well, that’s what we can surmise from what is written here as the three noble races...”

“So, can Leviathan extract all that power from me or only the part that is Sorcerer power?”

Bernard scratched his chin. “Leviathan is a lot more intelligent than his entire race is, I believe him to be a genius, as was his brother. I would like to say no he can’t but if anyone has the ability to work out how to do it, him and his brother could...he figured out how to make the Hunters after all  the information on the Jaegers was already destroyed...sorry.”

“Okay.” Tyg said slightly deflated. “So we have to surmise then that alive or dead he can still achieve this...damn.” Tyg muttered, deeply disappointed.

Bernard looked up at Tyg, warily. “Wait...you weren’t seriously considering killing yourself if it meant he couldn’t take your power from you?”

“It was a last resort measure I had...” Tyg shrugged, expressing her confusion at Bernard’s tone.

“You do know that no one here would ever let you do that?” He asked incredulously.

“Then you’re all stupid, the whole goal is to stop Leviathan from taking over the world by any means necessary.” Tyg spat, annoyed now.

Bernard shook his head. “Not that!”

“Get serious, I am not unexpendable in this war! Besides you just pretty much told me that my death would make things easier for him to take my power.”

Silence descended for a moment as Bernard looked away bitterly. He knew there was a time limit to taking a mages power after death, but he wasn't telling her that.

“Come on, let’s go for a walk.” He said suddenly getting up and reaching over the low table. He grabbed the book Tyg had been reading, closed it and put it on the table.

“Walk?” Tyg said as she leaned back on the couch, stretching her arms over her head. “Where exactly?”

“To the market, it’s Sunnudagr.” Bernard exclaimed with a grin.

As they wandered through the market place Tyg noticed the way other people looked at them and got out of their way.

“Is it me or you these people are trying to stay clear of?” Tyg asked Bernard amused.

Bernard took Tyg’s arm and draped it over his own, pulling her closer to him.

“It’s a little bit of both actually.” He explained as they walked. “People are always a little suspicious and wary of Warlocks, but you my dear, with your black leather and swords with that unusual hair colour are definitely looking like someone they should avoid.”

Tyg grimaced. “That’s why I wanted to wear my cloak.”

“No, it’s too lovely a day, besides I’m sure you aren’t really all that worried?”

Tyg shook her head. “Not really....I’m well used to people avoiding me, I prefer it actually.”

She stopped at a stall selling fine weaved, crocheted and lace shawls.  She felt a couple that were hanging up, dragging her fingers over them lightly in recollection. They had tassels on them interlaced with metal discs, so they made a jingling noise when moved together.

“You like them?” Bernard asked.

“Oh, I used to wear something similar years ago for a short while.” Tyg pulled one down, the memories flooding back but for now she could smile and appreciate them and wonder what could have possibly happened to the shawl she used to own. She at least still had Stills bow close by to her, which was something much more valuable. This shawl was a particularly nice black crocheted one with silver discs, and she wrapped it around her waist in a triangle shape – one side long the other side tying into a knot at her hip. “Like this.” She showed Bernard.

“Looks stunning.” He said grinning at her. “Let me buy it for you.” He motioned to the stall owner who approached with a big smile.

“I couldn’t, Bernard, no.” She said as she went to take it off suddenly feeling awkward, hoping he didn't think she had been pushing for him to buy it for her.

“I won’t hear of it, Tyg, shush.” He insisted putting a staying hand over hers then turning to haggle price with the seller.

Tyg shrugged and looked across the lane of stalls and looked straight at a small group of three women who were clearly standing staring at her and Bernard. They were whispering to each other in conspiring tones. One in particular was openly sneering at her.  Tyg stood straight and folded her arms to stare back as Bernard let go of her and wandered off a few steps with the seller to pay.  The women seemed a little less sure of themselves under Tyg’s scrutiny as her eyes started glowing with that ice blue fire. She grinned at them showing her fangs which made them all look away, nervous.

As Bernard came back, he saw Tyg’s posture and her eyes glowing and followed her gaze. He saw the three women and he casually waved at them causing them all to giggle and blush and go all shy and coy.

“Who are they?” Tyg asked as she sensed Bernard come up beside her.

“Careful Tyg, they’re witches.” Bernard said in warning “And, you can’t use your power yet.”

“I could cut them down with my swords before they could get a single spell aimed at me, I hear witches are never very powerful or adept at magic.” Tyg laughed nastily causing Bernard to stare at her horrified for a moment when he heard that ominous chuckle, it made his blood run cold. He had to keep reminding himself he was dealing with a killer.

“Now Tyg, don’t do anything foolish, we’re out in public.” Bernard warned.

She turned and regarded Bernard with her large blue eyes as they flickered back to a normal shade, one eyebrow raised as if to ask why that mattered.  Bernard held his breath as Tyg placed a hand on his shoulder and leaned in towards him.  She brushed his ear with her lips and whispered.

“The one with the raven black hair is most jealous, she has a thing for you I think.  I can feel the jealousy radiating out of her.” She pulled back, pausing to kiss Bernard lightly on the cheek. As she straightened and dropped her hand from his shoulder. She could see Bernard was flushed and surprised.  “And, thank you for the shawl.” She said louder and gave her hips a little waggle to make the silver discs jingle musically.  She laughed, tossing her braid back over her shoulder and grabbed Bernard’s arm. She started walking away dragging him along.

“What are you doing?” Bernard demanded under his breath.

“Take a look at her face.” She was laughing. “Tell me I’m wrong”

“I know you’re not wrong, Tyg, I’ve already...you know...” Bernard’s cheeks flushed.

“Ah...I get it now. I think you’re the one who needs to be careful with that one.”

“I already know that too...” Bernard said dryly, taking his arm back. “So, thanks.”

“My pleasure.” Tyg laughed again.

“You’re evil, you know that?” Bernard said, shaking his head.

“No, I’m not, she’s surely not that bad?” Tyg regarded Bernard’s side profile as they walked among the stalls.

“No, she’s not, but she is a handful and as you say the jealous type.”

She scoffed. “Well, I’m nothing you can’t innocently explain.” Tyg said nonchalantly. “Don’t worry about it.”

She laughed again in good humor, then stopped as she suddenly saw the figure of a large man with white hair standing at a vegetable stall.  She left Bernard behind and strode over calling his name.

“Amon!”

Bernard froze to the spot as he watched Tyg stride over to the giant warlock.  Amon turned and gave Tyg a wide smile and held his arms out.  Bernard scoffed at the gesture but was then shocked when Tyg walked straight into Amon’s embrace and hugged him back, hard. Bernard went ice cold as he watched Amon stroke a finger down Tyg’s cheek in a loving gesture as his eyes were focused solely on her face with adoration.

What the hell was going on here?

How in all the world could the Ghost Wolf and this Elvian Jaeger girl be familiar with each other?

“Tyg, what a lovely surprise...after waking up alone.” Amon said as he hugged her, a little harshness coming into his voice, making her give him a questioning look. He realised she had no idea how her leaving without saying goodbye had affected him, there was that strange lack of emotional understanding again. “What are you doing out here, I thought you were studying?” He asked as he stroked her cheek in that familiar way he did. Tyg was perplexed about Amon’s little growl, she had mentioned the night before she would be starting with Bernard early today.

“Bernard brought me out for some fresh air.” She explained, turning and indicating Bernard who was still frozen to the spot, writhing in jealousy and confusion.

Tyg frowned as she saw in him the same thing she saw in the black haired witch not moments before.  She sighed with a deep seated weariness. Amon saw it too and deliberately put his arm around Tyg’s shoulders possessively, then looked down and saw the shawl tied round her hips. He pulled at it delicately with his finger and thumb.

“This is new?” He asked. “I like it.”

“I’m so glad, cause I did too, that’s why I just had to buy it for her.” Bernard interjected, having got control of himself and stepped over.

Everyone noticed Amon’s jaw clench as he tensed with a terrifying aura. Even the stall holder backed off and went and made himself busy somewhere else.

“Did you now...” Amon said regarding Bernard coolly. “Are you in the habit of buying gifts for your students?”

Bernard grinned at him and winked. “Only the best ones.”

“Oh, for fuck’s sake.” Tyg said rolling her eyes at the macho posturing. “Grow up, both of you.” She stepped out of Amon’s arm and walked off down the street. She stopped a few steps away.

“I’m going back to study, if you’re coming...teacher.” She said to Bernard, sneering the word teacher at him.

“Yes, we better get back.” Bernard said, still grinning as he headed towards Tyg.

“Will I see you later on tonight as usual, beautiful?” Amon called out to Tyg, making Bernard hesitate and turn to regard Amon with a raised eyebrow. Amon was now the one grinning facetiously.  Bernard baulked when he heard Tyg’s answer and saw Amon wink back.

“If you behave yourself, maybe.” Tyg said, flatly.

Bernard turned back and regarded Tyg with shock, but she just smiled with a little sarcastic twist, her focus on Amon. She turned with a jingle of her new shawl and walked off ignoring them both.

Bernard looked back quickly at Amon, who was standing with his arms folded regarding him smugly. As their eyes met Amon waved at him in a dismissive manner, shooing him away.

“Run along, Bernard, go look after my woman.” Amon grinned a vicious grin, baring his teeth as his eyes shone with a golden luminescence.

Bernard scowled at Amon. “I don’t believe you, I’m not sure how you know Tygarya, but I’m positive you’re bluffing as to that. Do you even know who she actually is?!”

Amon frowned at that but waved his hand again. “Go find out, Bernard, ask her where she spends her nights.”

Bernard scowled again, turned and fast walked away to catch up to Tyg.

As he caught up to her she turned her face to regard him thoughtfully.

“You two don’t like each other do you?” She asked curiously.

Bernard being tactful just shrugged.

“Why is that, do you think?” Tyg pressed.

Bernard shrugged again. “Professional differences.” He answered diplomatically.

“Hmm.” Tyg muttered, thinking that was basically the same thing Amon said when he told her about the Brotherhood and the class system.

“So, how do you know the Ghost Wolf?” Bernard asked.

“Ghost Wolf? Is that what people call him?” Tyg faced Bernard, halting her step.

“Yeah, well you know...white hair...golden eyes...like a ghostly wolf and being an exiled Hunter...”

“Yes, makes sense.” Tyg surmised and resumed walking. She found it strange he called Amon a Hunter, but could see why people would assume that about him, she had. Bernard fell back in next to her, matching her pace. “I meet him the day we arrived in Ealing, right in that very market square.  He was buying apples and....so was I.”  She said it with a dreamy smile on her face as she remembered that first night making apple pie and getting to know each other. It was an experience she would never forget.

Bernard saw the dreamy look and scratched his chin thoughtfully.
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When they arrived back to Bernard’s manor house Tyg went back to studying in the great room, where three other men wearing different colored robes were seated, scattered around, reading and studying themselves.

“What’s with these other guys here?” She asked Bernard as they wandered through the Great Room.

“They are all fellow Warlocks and Druids.  I have an extensive library here so I allow them to come from near and far to study. The druids use my large selection of botany and medical journals that I have here, although my library is not as extensive as the palace's one, but Druids and Witches aren’t welcome there and Brotherhood Warlocks must be invited to view that library by applying with their interest.”

“So, you let anyone in here?” Tyg suddenly looked around suspicious.

Bernard scoffed. “Hardly, they still have to be part of the Brotherhood, or be in training under them, that’s why there’s no witches studying here either, they have their own institutes of learning, and a letter of intention must be sent to me first asking to be allowed access to study here.”

“I see.” Tyg murmured, appraising Bernard. “So, what’s your official title here then?”

Bernard smirked raising his eyebrows. “I am Earl here.” He bowed with a flourish.

Tyg smiled. “So, this town is part of your estates or what?”

Bernard shrugged. “Technically, but it’s a bit more complicated than that.”

“I’m sure, but you’re still Earl of Ealing?”

Bernard laughed. “Not quite, Ealing is a town in the Provence I govern, Marcone.”

“So, you’re the Earl of Marcone?”

Bernard bowed again “At your service, my Lady Tygarya.”

“Okay...” Tyg said holding her hands up. “So, now I get the vibe in the market, but why didn’t you just say anything?”

Bernard frowned and raked his hand through his hair. “I kind of did actually.” He explained. “It really wasn’t me causing the fuss.”

“It was me?”

“More the fact that you were with me.”

Tyg folded her arms as she leaned on a table with her hip. “So, I’m the latest gossip is that it, why is that criminal Elvian with the Earl?”

“Probably.” Bernard shrugged with a huff.

“Well, we need to shut that down, I can't have people gossiping about me.” Tyg said. “I knew I should have worn my cloak, I'm here in hiding...”

“It will be fine.” Bernard tried to reassure her but she gave him a hard look. “You're in the north now.”

“I hope so...” She said as she pinched her nose with her fingers as she felt the pangs of a headache returning.

“What’s wrong, Tyg?” Bernard asked concerned.

“It’s the power inside me, like you said it builds up and I can’t stop it, not until I get it under control.”

“Hmm, those headaches of uncontrolled power...well we better do something about that, before you either lose complete control and something bad happens or it consumes you...have you tried meditation?” Bernard asked.

“A little, I guess...Max tried to teach me to suppress my aura and fix my eyes and teeth after transforming.”

“Okay...” Bernard scratched his jaw in thought. “Any success with that?”

“Yeah, I managed to change my face, obviously...and I can suppress my aura down, but I really don't understand how, I try to visualise what Max says about core or what not but I don't see it...”

“Hmm...I can definitely see your aura, are you supressing it now?” His eyes squinted as he focused on the prism like aura surrounding her form.

“Of course I am.”

“Let it out, I want to see the difference.”

She glared at him, glancing over the room at the other men. “Are you sure?”

“Yes, yes...” He waved his hand nonchalantly.

“Fine...” She closed her eyes and relaxed herself, she felt a sudden rush of warmth fill her body right to her extremities and heard Bernard gasp in shock. Opening her eyes she saw his astounded expression, she glanced across the room and saw the three men all staring at her in awe and fear.

“Quickly, can you suppress it again...” Bernard asked, visibly shaking. He had just witnessed a huge explosion of aura that nearly sent him to his knees, the fact that her aura was huge wasn't really the issue, he knew she was going to be extremely powerful, it was the streaking and wavering of colors undulating and ever changing that staggered him, full elemental controls.

He watched as she closed her eyes to concentrate and he breathed in relief when she successfully suppressed it once again. She saw his relieved expression and pale demeanor and sucked her teeth in regret. “I told you...”

“Quite...come this way...” He led her outside and into a small private courtyard garden with lots of ferns and a water feature, it was peaceful and serene. “Sit here, cross-legged.”

She did what he asked, curious.

“Now you need to close your eyes and focus, I use the sound of the water, shut everything else out. Once you feel you have complete focus on the sound then try turning your focus inward until you can no longer even hear the water. Concentrate on something inside your mind, like a simple shape in black and white.”

“Really?” Tyg said, “I have seen people meditating before, but they did it with movements.”

“Ah, yes.” Bernard said “Lyman-ra, very difficult to master, it is a form of martial art common with the Elite from Mahakan. Master this first.”

“Okay.” Tyg agreed as Bernard smiled and left her to the peaceful quiet of the courtyard.

Try as she might she couldn’t get to the final level, she felt a little better just reaching the level where she blocked out everything but the water noise. After an hour she gave up and went back to the books.

A couple of hours later a servant came up to Tyg and informed her that there was a man at the door requesting to see her.

“Who is it?” She asked a little suspicious.

“He did not say his name, my Lady, he just demanded to see you.  He is the giant man, with white hair whose name I will not utter.  He was quite insistent and threatened me when I tried to get him to leave, insisting you knew him well?”

Tyg laughed. “I know him.” She said getting up and heading for the door.

“Very well, my Lady” The servant said tensely with a bow as she left him there.

As she reached the door and opened it she found Amon standing on the doorstep looking sullen, but he cheered up when he saw her.

“Tyg! Thank the gods, I thought maybe the servant guy was going to go get Bernard.”

Tyg smiled as she stepped out and into Amon’s arms. “He said you threatened him.”

“Well, just a little bit.” Amon admitted and they both laughed. “Besides, he would have got Bernard otherwise, I’m not exactly welcome here.”

“Because of difference of opinion?” She frowned as she looked him up and down, there was a clear odium between these two.

He chuckled and shrugged. “I don't come into town much and only stick to the market really...my presence is only just tolerated here.” She frowned at that.

“So, what are you doing here then, because I know you didn’t want anything to do with this place or Bernard when I spoke of it before?”

“I don’t, trust me.” Amon scowled as he glanced at the building. “But, I decided since I was in town for the market and after bumping into you there, that I needed to come by and rescue you from the boredom of study and take you away for something to eat?”

Tyg regarded Amon with amusement. “Like a date? Are we offically courting?”

Amon’s eyes sparkled. “If you like...although I think we've skipped over a few steps there...”

Tyg reached up on her toes, placing her hands on his massive muscular chest and kissed Amon’s cheek. “I do like...hang on a minute...” She turned and disappeared inside for a moment, returning with her sword bag and cloak, Bernard had insisted that no weapons were to be worn while studying. “Right, let’s go, but first I better just let Vince and Max know, cause I usually go back to the Inn with them, before I head out to your place.”

“No Jess?” Amon asked.

“No, he has been sent with a message to a friend of Bernard’s.”

“Oh really?” Amon asked as they walked down the steps hand in hand.

“Hmm.” Tyg explained. “An expert in warfare.”

Amon stopped “Warfare?” His voice sounded stern.

“Yes, Amon, there’s a war coming, best to be prepared with the best information.”

“Yeah, okay I guess, not sure why you're involved though...” He shrugged and dropped the matter as Tyg suddenly stumbled against him and her hand went to her head. “Tyg!” He gasped as he caught her by the shoulders. “Are you alright?”

“Yes, I’m fine. Just a headache is all. Perhaps, I need that food more than I thought.”

“Are you sure?” He gave her a look like he didn’t quite believe her calmness about it.

“Yes, fine...it’s nothing.” She brushed him off with a smile.

☬

As they headed down a side street towards the Inn where Vince and Max were staying they suddenly bumped into Vince coming the other way. Tyg stiffened as she saw Vince had his bow and quiver, looking troubled.

“Tyg! That’s fortunate.” Vince said as he saw them. He looked at Amon and nodded his head slightly.  “Amon, you’re a surprise though.”

Amon smiled. “Vince, what’s the problem?”

“Someone has been in the Rose and Thistle asking questions about Tyg.”

“Questions, like what?” Tyg asked.

“Not sure exactly, the barkeep told me.  I think he’s worried about losing your abundant purse if you leave suddenly. He didn't give you away, he's quite loyal because of it.” He chuckled.

Tyg glanced briefly at Amon. “Shit, that’s not good.” She said with a little frown, looking back at Vince. “We better go find out about it.”

“Right.” Vince said turning around to head back to the Inn.

Just then several men stepped out of the shadows, blocking their way.

“Fuck’s sake” Vince grimaced, glancing back to make sure no one was trapping them in from behind.  

Four of the men held back as the other three men walked up closer, in a line, blocking the lane.

“We know who you are, Panther. How about you just come along with us now...quiet like. No fuss. Our boss wants a word with you.”

The guy doing the talking stepped forward a few steps away from the other two men, sword in one hand, his other hand held out from his side low, unthreatening.

Tyg fixed him with a baleful stare and grinned showing her fangs. Her eyes going dark as her pupils dilated, making the men hesitate.

“How about I rip your lungs out through your nostrils?” Tyg sneered through her teeth.

“Whoa, whoa. That declined rapidly.” Amon said surprised, holding his hands up and looking at Tyg with a bewildered look, but her face was turned away.  As he went to step in front of her, ready to negotiate Vince grabbed him by the shoulder and dragged him back a few steps.

“That’s Tyg for you.” Vince said with a sigh. “Leave it be, don't get involved.”

“What? You’re not even going to help her?” Amon said turning his head to Vince as Vince leaned back on the corner of a building holding his bow.

“Nope, not yet.  Better to keep out of the way so you don’t get yourself killed by her by mistake.” Vince said seriously. “Just wait it out for a minute.”

“What?” Amon said still bewildered by everything happening at once and Vince's nonchalant attitude.  

Tyg had stepped forward, drawn her swords from the carry bag and was now standing alone in the middle of the alley swinging them around taunting the cutthroats.  The cutthroats were now looking at each other questioningly no one wanting to make the first move.  As Amon decided to back Tyg up he also drew his massive broad sword and stepped up to a few paces behind and slightly to the right of Tyg.  This caused the cutthroats to make their decision and the front three guys charged forward.

The first died instantly with a quick slash straight through his body from the neck to the bottom of his thorax, as Tyg easily blocked his amateur sword thrust with her sword with her lightning quick reflexes.  As she pulled her sword out of his body she spun round to the left, blocking the second man’s sword with hers – with her back to him – as her other sword released from the first man’s body, she swung it round and jabbed it into the second man’s chest by thrusting it past her own body. Quick as lightning she spun back round to block the third man’s clumsy attempt to take her head off. As she blocked it she let go of the sword stuck in the second man’s chest and dropped to her knee, she grabbed a dagger from her belt and plunged it into the third man’s stomach, just above his belt buckle.  As he doubled over, she spun her sword around rotating her wrist and brought her sword crashing over his, knocking it out of his hand, and the third man fell to his knees. Tyg stared at him with a hideous grin pulling the dagger from his stomach, twisting it as she did so.  As they were now face to face Tyg slashed her dagger across the man’s throat, causing blood to splash across her face.  As he fell over backwards into the dirt Tyg stood up, slowly, intimidatingly to face the other four men that were left.  She stepped over the bodies and advanced on them, her eyes as black as night.  They looked at each other sheathed their weapons and fled.  She called out after them.

“Tell your Boss to come see me himself!” Her eyes returned to normal again as she calmed herself with a deep breath.

“Bloody hell!” Amon said in a hoarse whisper looking at the three dead men, then at Tyg who was calmly now retrieving her sword from the chest of the second man and wiping the blood off her weapons using the man’s cloak. That had been explosively quick, almost a blur she could move so fast...so this was the skill of an Elvian warrior trained to kill.

Vince clapped Amon on the back and stepped forward.

“Now you get it. Having any second thoughts about her now?” Vince said a little sarcastically as he walked past him. “Come on, we should get the hell out of here.” He called to Tyg.

“They weren’t going to kill us, they were sent with a message.” Amon said to Tyg with a little growl of frustration in his voice.

“You mean they weren’t going to kill us yet.” Tyg said back to him. “I just sent a message back...”

“What aren’t you telling me, Tyg?” Amon asked, grabbing her arm to halt her from walking away. “They called you Panther?”

Tyg looked up the alley and sighed, then looked back at Amon as she shrugged her arm free of his grasp and grabbed her sword bag and cloak.

“Not here, okay, but I will explain everything. I don't know how the hell they even found out.” Tyg smiled wanely at him, but he could see the reservation of doubt in her eyes. Also with the blood on her face, it did nothing to quell Amon’s worry. He grabbed the tails of his coat and reached up and wiped some of the blood off her face.  She watched him steadily as he did it, then he stepped close and looked into her eyes, cupping her chin with his fingers and thumb gently so she couldn’t look away.

“You know I think the world of you, beautiful.” He said in a deep calm, gentle tone. “No matter what.”

Tyg tore her eyes away from his and looked at the ground. “I might have to hold you to that?”

“And, you always can.”  Amon replied, stroking her cheek.

Vince came thundering back down the alley.

“What the hell! Come on, hurry up! Before the authorities get wind of this or those men come back with more back up.” He spat outraged that the two of them were taking a moment at a time like this.

Tyg stepped away from Amon and turned up the alley. “He’s right, let’s go.”

“Perhaps we should head back to my place?” Amon suggested as they stepped out of the alley and on to another side street.

Vince agreed. “Might not be a bad idea, considering...” He said to Tyg. “If the local underbelly are aware of your presence here it might be better if you’re not staying in town for a while.”

Tyg raised two fingers to her forehead just between her eyebrows and squeezed her eyes shut for a moment at a flare of pain.

“Tyg!?” Both Vince and Amon asked concerned, Amon’s eyes flashed at Vince for a second with a possessive challenge.

“It’s nothing.” Tyg shrugged it off and moved on, walking up the street, heading towards the south gate. “You’re right though, best to get out of town.”

☬

Once out on the open road Amon walked beside Tyg, he glanced sideways towards her.

“So I knew you could obviously handle a sword, but gods! Where the hell did you learn to do that?” He asked in awe, he was genuinely curious. “You could have been killed!”

Tyg’s eyes looked distant as she stared out over the surrounding fields.

“I have been killing people for a long time now and...well...I guess it just comes naturally for me.” She answered honestly as Vince trailed along behind them looking at the ground. “I guess now that I know, it’s because of my Elvian blood, the motions just come instinctually. As for killing me...not hardly.” Tyg said with scorn.

Amon took a deep breath and let it out slowly before asking his next question.

“Your Elvian blood must be very pure in you if that is the case?”

“Hmm, you think so?” Tyg looked at him bemused.

“Yeah, I mean, the Elvians were a warrior race. It was in their blood to fight, instinctual, like you said.” Amon pressed. “But, I don’t know of anyone with mixed blood having the ability quite like that.  You would have to come straight from a royal blood line or something for it to affect you in such a way...” As Amon was saying it his voice got quiet and he stopped walking. He was staring at her with a bewildered glare.

She stopped walking a few paces further on but didn’t turn around. She looked back out at the fields, lifting her chin proudly and then into the distance on the road where she could see where Amon’s house was. She sighed deeply and turned her head slightly so Amon could hear her.

“No matter what, Amon, wasn't that what you said?” Was all she said with a tone of question that sounded sad.

Amon came up beside her, took her hand and kissed it.  Surprised Tyg looked up at him and saw him smiling. “No matter what.” He said and still holding her hand started walking again. “You aren’t getting rid of me that easily.”

Vince, who had been standing level with Tyg but a few steps off the road, shuffling his feet in the dust awkwardly, had watched Amon approach Tyg and take her hand.  As Amon walked on with Tyg’s hand entwined with his Vince stepped over and lightly pushed Tyg’s shoulder encouraging her to walk with Amon.

“He’s a real keeper, Tyg.” He said to her. “Go with him.” He said, even though a part of his own heart was breaking. He could see they were meant for each other.

Vince stayed on the road for a bit until the couple were nearly to the house. He kept his eyes in the direction of the town, making sure no one was following.

Tyg looked back once, then left Vince to his duty.

Amon looked back when Tyg did, his eyes hard for a moment before softening. “He loves you.” He said with no malice or jealousy. “He would die for you.”

Tyg sighed again and Amon saw sadness briefly shadow her face. “I know.”

It was all she said as she turned and continued to walk to Amon’s house in silence.  His jaw clenched tight as he realised Tyg was well aware of the effect she had on the men around her, but she could not or would not reciprocate, that made him feel more than a little special to be able to get behind that wall and have her accept him and her feelings towards him so quickly. It seemed to him that when she made up her mind to give her all to something she jumped in feet first.

As Amon and Tyg left the road and went inside his house Vince finally walked the rest of the way, then sat down on the front steps.  He grabbed a stick that was nearby and started whittling it, still keeping an ear out for anyone approaching.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

3


[image: ]


Once inside Amon turned to Tyg, as he removed his sword and stood it, with Tyg’s sword bag, in the corner.

“Please don’t ever do that again.”

She looked at him with an eyebrow raised in question. “They came for me, I finished it, what’s wrong with that?”

“It was so reckless, you could have been injured or killed even.” Amon reiterated what he had said earlier.

Tyg spiked her fingers on the table as she leaned over it, looking down at the surface, she sighed deeply.

“You don’t really have to worry about me, Amon, you hardly know me.” She said shaking her head slowly.

“I want to know you more, let me know you, all of you, beautiful.” Amon intoned in a deep voice, coming up to her and grabbing her by the upper arm, he turned her to him, and he could feel the hardness of muscle under his grip as she tensed.

“Okay, why don’t we start with this...?” She said as she shook her arm free of his grip, grabbed a dagger off her belt and before Amon could even react she opened her own arm up from wrist to elbow on the inside of her arm, cutting about half an inch deep. Amon grabbed her arm in a startled panic as blood flowed freely.

“What the fuck, Tyg!” He yelled as he looked around for something to put over the wound.

“Watch!” She bellowed at him through gritted teeth. He looked at her and saw cat’s eyes looking back at him – blazing with pale blue light.  Her teeth were all pointed, except her front two, and her canines were long and sharp, top and bottom. He startled for a moment stepping back, but Tyg thrust her arm out.

He looked down.  

The wound had already stopped bleeding, it was now oozing a clear fluid as, before his eyes, the cut started to seal itself up.

“What the ...?” Amon breathed astonished as within only a few minutes the cut was completely healed and only a red welt remained. He sat down and rested his arms on the table, looking at his hands. He looked back up at Tyg with a dark frown.

“Who the hell are you?” He asked in awe as he stared at her face.  He still found her to be the most beautiful creature he had ever seen, but now he knew just how dangerous she was along with it.

Tyg sat down opposite him, placing the dagger on the table.  She stared at it as she spoke.

“I believe I may be the progeny of Tiagratis, the original Jaeger, who was a sorcerer first and...” Tyg was spinning the dagger round on the table with a finger. “...a princess of the Elvian people...Elvian blood mixed with Sorcerer blood, mixed with the genetic mutations of the Jaegers...” She leaned back in the chair holding her arms out wide. “...all rolled into one.” She said exasperated. “There is a prophecy...”

Amon looked at her hard for a moment as the muscles in his jaw flexed under the strain.

“And this...ah...look?” Amon asked her.

“This is me. This is how I’ve been ever since I started shapeshifting, I can disguise it now, Max taught me that much, so...”

“Shapeshifting?” Amon said incredulously. “Bloody hell...” He got up and went to a cupboard in the kitchen and grabbed a bottle out as he continued. “...I need a drink!”

“Of course you do.” She muttered with a tinge of sadness.

Amon caught the tone and turned back to her. “I am not repulsed by anything you’re saying or showing me.” He said as he indicated her face. “I just need time to process all this.” He came up to beside her chair and as Tyg looked up at him he stroked her cheek. “No matter what, beautiful.” He smiled. “I promise you.”

Tyg grinned back, but it didn’t carry to her whole face. “There’s more to know is all...” She grumbled. With an elbow on the chair arm she leaned her cheek onto her fingers and regarded him with a cock-eyed expression. “So, when you’re ready, let me know.”

“More?” Amon said, sounding a little wild. “Of course there’s more...you haven’t even explained why those guys called you ‘Panther’.” He sat down again across from her and took a swig from the bottle, then offered it to her.  She smiled and took the bottle, taking a big swig and handing it back to him.  She grimaced as she swallowed, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.

“What the hell is that stuff?”

Amon chuckled. “My own brew.”

“Gods, it’s strong. Where was that when I found out about all this?” Tyg said still smacking her lips at the strong alcohol.

“When you found out? Let’s start there, shall we?” Amon said taking another swig and holding the bottle back out to Tyg.

She took it, looked at it, and then took another swig.  “Okay then...” She agreed as she handed the bottle back again and proceeded to tell Amon everything he wanted to know.

☬

An hour had passed by when Vince banged his fist on the door.

“Someone’s coming up the road” He called out.

Tyg and Amon looked at each other and stood up.  Amon opened the door to find Vince standing out by the gate watching the road.  It was starting towards late afternoon as Tyg walked out onto the road and looked back towards Ealing.  There were six men on horseback, not in any hurry, plodding along the road. To Tyg they looked armed. Amon came up beside her.

“Trouble?” He asked.

“Not sure yet.” She answered. “They look armed to me.”

Amon squinted into the distance. “Hmm, I think you’re right.” He said as he turned back towards the cabin. Tyg followed him back. As she passed Vince he stopped her.

“Do you think it’s the boss of those guys from the alley?”

“Not sure, but let’s be prepared.” She said to him, patting his bow as she walked into the cabin to retrieve her swords.

As the riders approached, Amon was standing at his gate.  Tyg and Vince were leaning on the stoop.  Suddenly Amon walked out the gate yelling a greeting – he knew one of them.

“Harold!?” He called out as he walked up to the lead rider and grabbed the bridle of his horse. “What are you doing out here?” He asked.

The man called Harold bowed his head slightly in greeting. “When my men said that the Panther was with a giant with white hair I knew it was you Ghost Wolf.” He said to Amon quietly.

Amon bristled. “Do we have a problem, Harold?” He asked cautiously. Harold noticed Amon was wearing his sword and turned to look at Tyg and Vince standing in front of the cabin.

“Not with you, old friend” He said as he looked back at Amon. “Just with the company you’re keeping.”

“You sent those men in the alley?” Amon said brusquely.

“Yes, but I didn’t expect them to get slaughtered.  They were supposed to get her to come talk with me is all? But in hindsight, I guess her reputation does precede her...”

Amon grimaced then regarded Harold with an eyebrow raised. “So, why did they draw their weapons first?”

It was Harold’s turn to grimace. “Panther was right it seems.” He turned again to look at Tyg. “I should have come see her myself to start with and avoided the bloodshed.” Tyg had walked up the path and was standing just behind the gate as Harold met her eyes. “Forgive me.” He said and lowered his head in a nod of acknowledgement. Amon turned to look at Tyg questioning how to proceed.

“You know this man?” She asked Amon.

“Yes, I do.”

“Do you vouch for him, in your own home?” Tyg asked again, looking over the other riders.

They were all burly tattooed men, most with beards and long hair tied back.  They all had short swords on their hips and daggers in their boots.  Tyg looked back at Amon wondering why he was taking so long to answer.  He was staring at Harold, who was staring back.

“Well?” Tyg prompted him.

“Well...?” Amon answered putting his thumbs into his belt. “I don’t really know?”

“Oh, come on.” Harold said and swung his leg over his horse sliding out of the saddle and landing on the ground with a thump, he was a large man. He turned to Tyg. “He jests...this old Wolf and I have known each other for years.”

“But, in all those years I didn’t know you were a crook.” Amon said smiling.

Harold laughed. “Ignorance is no defence.” This caused Amon to laugh too.

Amon turned to Tyg, who was standing watching the two men with her arms folded, not laughing. “Harold is fine, I vouch for him.”

“Good then, he can come in.” Tyg said casually as she walked out through the gate and onto the road.  She walked around the group of men on horseback, taking in every detail of them with a challenging judgemental look on her face.  As they saw her face up close they all startled slightly and muttered among themselves.

“Alone.” She said finally as she came back around to stand next to Amon. Harold was staring hard at her face. She grinned, showing her fangs, making Harold baulk at the sight. Tyg looked briefly at Amon's disapproving scowl then walked past them and back towards the house.

As Amon and Harold watched her walk away Harold leaned over to Amon and whispered. “What have you gotten yourself involved with this time, old friend?”

Amon clapped him on the back and led him down the path. “If only you knew, Harold. You would be on your horse galloping back to hide under your rock.”

Harold turned and looked at Amon with shock.

“But, you’re here now.” Amon continued. “So, come on, we’re all dying to know what you’ve got to say.”

“Please don’t use the word ‘dying’” Harold said as they walked past Vince, who chuckled to himself as he overheard.  As they walked into the cabin Vince shut the door and stood in front of it watching the men on horseback, twiddling an arrow in the fingers of one hand, while he casually leaned on his bow with the other.

Inside, Amon grabbed Tyg by the upper arm and whispered in her ear. “Let me handle this.”

“Your house, your rules.” Tyg consented and went and stood in front of the fire place, while Amon indicated for Harold to sit at the table.  He could see she was pissed about something and as he and Harold sat down facing each other over the table, Tyg stood with her arms folded, fixing Harold with an intimidating stare, her eyes blazing pale blue and her pupils thin slits. Harold was staring at her in awe and fascination.  Amon had to click his fingers in front of Harold’s face to get his attention.

“Do you know who that is?”  Harold asked as his gaze finally shifted to Amon.

Amon shrugged trying to look indifferent, even though he was still digesting all the information Tyg had just told him about her entire life.

“You tell me?”

“I can do better than that.” Harold said as he took a piece of folded paper out of the front pocket of his shirt, unfolded it and placed it down on the table in front of Amon.

“Fuck.” Amon said, as Tyg came forward and snatched the paper up staring at it.

It was a wanted notice for her, with a detailed drawing of her face.

“Where the fuck did you get this?” Tyg asked worried. “I’ve never been in this country before, who is posting this?”

“Don’t panic, it’s not from here.” Harold explained. “A couple of my new men have fled from the impending conflict happening down the coast in Tylandria's Asbel City.  Emperor Adramelech’s forces are distributing them along the Gardonian border wall, right through Tylandria and up into Petonia, focusing mainly on the coastline.

Amon wiped his hands over his face, his elbows on the table. “Fuck’s sake.” He muttered, folding his arms on the table.

“Wait a minute...” Tyg said with a menace in her voice, placing the notice back on the table and standing right next to Harold as she leaned over him, pointing. “This says nothing about me being the Panther, both you and your men called me Panther? This is a notice for Tygarya Essyndyl, wanted by the Emperor.”

Amon’s head snapped up and Harold baulked at Tyg as she slammed a dagger into the table through the notice and snarled at Harold. “Explain yourself!”

“Calm down... please...” Harold leaned back in his chair with his hands raised. “I know the description as the Panther, not by your real name but by that...” He pointed to the ring mentioned in the wanted poster. “...your exploits are infamous in our circles...and when my men recognised you in the Inn – from the notice – they came and told me about it and showed me the notice and told me that this person was staying at the Rose and Thistle. I put two and two together, not many people walking around with that ring on their finger.  So, I knew I had to warn the Panther...you...about the reward and the notice with your picture. I was shocked to learn the Panther was a woman, as a lot of others will be. I mean no harm, only to warn you. I was hoping that you’re not here to take over my guild is all...or contract kill anyone on my turf? You're that famous, even all the way up here, especially for your manipulation of the liquor transport industry.”

Amon frowned with a dark wonder at what he was hearing.

Tyg stepped back and her eyes changed to a subtle sky blue as she calmed, but they were troubled and her opposite hand went to the ring, hidden under a leather glove.

“I’m not interested in your thieves’ guild, I left that life behind when I came this way, I'm not looking to expand, but to hide.” She walked over to the kitchen bench and grabbed the bottle of Amon’s spirit.  She took a big swig, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand as she banged the bottle back down. She was staring at the ceiling, her expression a little wild.

“Tyg?” Amon questioned as he pulled the dagger out of the table.

“Shit!” She breathed out the curse bitterly as she slammed her hands onto the bench in frustration and hung her head down looking at the floor.  Amon got up and went over to her.

“It’s going to be alright, Tyg. You can change your look, can’t you?” Amon asked as he placed a hand on her shoulder and pulled her up to look at him. “Change your hair color at least?”

“It’s not okay Amon, Leviathan is relentless.  I thought after this long he may have given up trying to find me...stopped circulating those bloody things...but, he’ll stop at nothing to fulfil that fucking prophecy!”

“Gardonia is leagues away, the kingdom of Overton is in between there and here.” Amon said trying to appease the situation.

“If one guy took a notice with him, more have, don’t you get it? It used to just be the Tylandrian army posted a few notices to sieze on sight, but now he’s giving them out to the general population and offering a huge reward.” Tyg said with venom as she stepped away from Amon and made her way to the back door. “I need to be alone.” She said without looking back and walked out the door slamming it behind her.

“Tyg!” Amon called as he ran to the door just as she slammed it shut. He tore it open again. “Tyg!” He called again but she was gone.

He looked around bewildered but saw the black figure of a large cat sprinting off through his yard, scattering his chickens, scaling the fence post and fleeing off into the meadows beyond.

Harold watched Amon stand in the doorway for a moment, then turn in and close the door with a bitter sigh.

“How have you managed to get yourself involved in all this, old wolf, I thought you were trying to stay low and keep a quiet life?” Harold asked him.  Amon shrugged throwing his arms up, looking coy.  He grabbed the bottle of moonshine and took a swig.

“Oh, bloody hell, don’t tell me the one time this  wolf finally falls in love he chooses the most dangerous and wanted woman in the world?”

Amon scoffed and sat down heavily, taking another swig, then handed the bottle to Harold. “What can I say...fate has been ever cruel to me?”

Harold sniffed the bottle and screwed his nose up as he placed it back on the table. “Well, there is one bit of advice I have for you, old friend.” Harold said as he reached out and turned the wanted notice on the table to face Amon, tapping his finger at a certain part of the description.  Amon glanced down. “You need to make sure she gets rid of that ring, it’s the one thing that confirmed who she was to me, stories of the exploits of the Panther are far reaching and that ring identifies her as this person to every low life between here and the south.” Amon read the description of the dragon's head ring in the notice and grimaced.

“That fucking ring!” He grumbled “It’s enchanted apparently, she can’t take it off.”

“That’s a problem.”

“That fucking Adramelech bastard must have done it deliberately.  He purposely put it on her finger knowing she would be able to be found through it.” Amon grumbled. “Damn him!”

“Can’t you find a way...a spell...or something to get it off?”

“It’s sorcerer magic.” Amon spat. “I’m going to have to go see fucking Bernard, ask his help with it.”

“Oh, don’t tell me she knows the Earl of Marcone as well?” Harold asked.  Amon looked at him sideways.  “Fuck, Amon, what is it with you two and women?  Does she know you guys have history?”

Amon shook his head. “I didn’t love her, for fuck’s sake! Bernard was a dick, he abused his position!”

“Be that as it may, I don’t envy your position, wolf. What is this woman to you exactly?”  Harold advised. “Do you know the other name she is starting to go by in my circles?  Death follows her wherever she goes, she's being called Death's Shadow.”

Amon looked at Harold with a hard expression.

Harold chuckled. “It seems likely, knowing your other moniker, that perhaps you are actually destined for each other, hmm?”

“Don’t ever speak that name, especially to her.” Amon threatened.

“Don’t worry, I hope to never cross paths with her again, so long as she’s not here for my business.”

“Trust me, she’s not. She’s here for something entirely different.” Amon assured Harold.

“Good then, I guess I’ll be going.” Harold stood up. “I’ll see you around, Amon. Take care of yourself.”

“Yeah, thanks, Harold. I mean it, we needed to know.” Amon said as they shook hands.

As they walked out the front Vince looked around them, searching, then looked at Amon.

“Where’s Tyg?”

“Go inside and wait for me.” Amon ordered in a natural way, taking leadership.

Vince looked hard at him for a moment contemplating telling him where he could shove his order but saw the serious expression on Amon’s face, then wandered into the cabin. Amon walked Harold to the gate and watched him mount his horse.  With a short wave Harold and his men galloped off up to the road and headed back to Ealing. Amon walked back inside to find Vince reading the wanted notice.

“Where is she?” He repeated his question with a cool tone.

“She took off out the back door, said she needed to be alone.”

“Shit, and you just let her?” He turned to face Amon with a hard glare.

“What am I supposed to do? She changed form and was halfway gone already before I could even yell at her to stop.” Amon growled. “Do you know who exactly she is?”

“Do you know beneath that hardened exterior she is really just a young vulnerable woman. No matter that she would never admit it.” Vince said. “She needs protecting, from herself, if from nothing else. She has no morals or culpability to make lawful decisions...she’s a killer.”

“I know.” Amon said sadly. “She told me.”

Vince dropped the notice back on the table and leaned on his knuckles. “So now what?”

“Now?  Now, we just have to wait.” Amon said as he sat down and put his feet up on the table, grabbing the bottle of home brew moonshine. “We both know she’ll be back.”
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