
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
      
 
    Regulus Le Hagen pushed back his dark brown hair out from his hazel eyes as he pulled open the door to his father's chambers. He looked around the great room and then closed the doors behind him. He turned on his heels as he brushed off his dark brown cloak from his broad shoulder which had whipped around as he turned swiftly. As he started walking down the spiral staircase, he could hear his leather boots click with each step he took. He raced down the steps and opened the door that led to the kitchen.
"Sir Le Hagen, can I get something for you?" Sorice Mandrake, the head chef ask him. Regulus shook his head and smiled slightly and then closed the door. He started down the connecting hallway that led to the dining hall where he heard his father's laughter. He burst through the doors and looked at all of the different faces of his friends and family, his father was hosting a feast, but he was not there to socialize, he had to find his father and warn him of the news. He continued to look at the faces and finally he saw his father in the far right, he was sitting with his daughter Jezebel, Regulus' sister, and her soon to be arranged husband, Emmanuel La Croix. He eyed his father and started towards him.
"Cheers!" Regulus' cousin, Remus Le Hagen spilled his wine as he raised his glass. Everyone cheered along with him, along with his father. His father was much older than his son, but his hazel eyes were always full of life and laughter, but they were covered with wrinkles from his old age. His shoulder length white hair was pulled back into a knot and his short, thick beard was stained with red wine. His crown was crooked and slanted to the side, it was covered with uncut jewels and was stained gold. His burgundy wool tunic was brushed back off of his shoulders and he was leaning back in his chair. His feet were propped up on the table, and his leather boots were crossed.
"Regulus, son, come join us!" He opened his hands and motioned to his friends. He brought his cup to his lips and drank. "Come eat this marvelous chicken with us and drink this luscious wine!" Regulus shook his head slowly and motioned to the small door to his right that led to the hallway that attached to the kitchen. 
"Father, I am unfortunate to decline your most generous offer, but I must have a word with you," his father looked at him and then at his daughter. He smiled at Emmanuel and the rest of his guests. 
"My fair daughter, my striking soon to be son, and my wonderful guests," he stood up and spread out his hands "I must leave you, I bid you all farewell," he bowed and laughed his bellow laugh.
"Christian, you must stay and drink with us!" Christian looked at his brother Ivan Le Hagen, he laughed and shook his head. He followed his son to the door, as soon as they entered the hallway, Regulus closed the door quietly behind them both. 
"Now son, what has made you so crazed that made you interrupt our most wonderful feast?" Christian smiled at his son, "You know this feast is to honor Emmanuel and your lovely sisters soon arrangement," he stopped laughing as he saw the sorrowful look on his son's face. "Regulus?"
"Father, I regret to inform you that Lazarus, son of King Alec, has taken our friendship to great lengths to advise that his father has declared war. He has notified me that since Kristopher and Antoinette committed suicide that the bond that holds our two families together as one has broken." His son laughed shakily, he shook his head in bewilderment.
"Son, that is preposterous! We and the Vondrak’s are united," his son shook his head and lowered his head.
"Lazarus was informed by his father that to unite two kingdoms, an heir must be birthed." Two years past, his older sister, Antoinette, and Lazarus' older brother, Kristopher, had been arranged to marry. After having three miscarriages in a year and a half, the two committed suicide. 
 
    "This is absurd!" Christian slammed the wall with his fist. Regulus felt the castle shake with his father's anger. "So to unite the Vondrak’s and the Le Hagen's we must arrange another marriage to birth an heir?" 
"That is regrettably so not the worst," his father snorted and shook his head. 
"God's teeth," he whisper to himself. "What could be worse than this, son?" 
"They want Lazarus to marry," his father began to question his son, but he looked at him with shock. His kind eyes grew cold and wide. 
"No!" He bellowed in anger, "They know that Jezebel is to marry Emmanuel in two days time!"
"Father? Brother?" Both Christian and Regulus looked and saw that Jezebel had opened the door, "What has angered you so?" Regulus envied his younger sister as she was so innocent and sincere it took no more than a smile to charm anyone who met her. She always got whatever she wanted, but she was far from spoiled. Her name was just as beautiful as she truly was. She had mid-back length onyx hair that was always pulled back into a single braid and her small tiara always sat on top of her small head. Her bright green eyes always seemed to draw everyone in, who ever saw them had a sensation of drowning in pleasure. Her nose was small and slender and her lips were full and always a dark pink, almost a red color. Her skin was a fair white. Today she was wearing a crème colored corset under her gold gown. The neck line was low and revealed the top of her small breasts. The sleeves lowered to reveal her narrow shoulders and clung to her small arms where white lace covered her delicate hands. Her gown clung to her waist and then it loosened and flowed out where it reached her feet, there was a small train that followed behind her. 
 
     "Jezebel, it is none of your concern," her father waved his hand as if trying to shoo her. She shook her head and sighed. She took a step and rested her hand on her fathers shoulder. 
 
    "Father, I just heard you and brother speaking of a marriage between I and Lord Lazarus." Emmanuel shoved past the other guests and shook his head. Emmanuel was not the most appealing of men, however his looks were astonishing, but he was a beast within. He had dark olive skin that contrasted against his dark blue eyes and dark blonde hair. 
 
    "Damn you!" He screamed, Jezebel placed her hand on him. 
 
    "Emmanuel, please" he sneered and shook her hand off. 
"Get off me, woman!" He spat at her. He glared at Christian and Regulus, "I am arranged to marry Jezebel. The wedding will not be in two days time, but tomorrow! I was promised her hand and I will be damned if I do not retrieve my reward!" Regulus pulled out his sword and pointed the tip at Emmanuel.
"Retrieve your reward?" He mimicked him, "You do not love her! You and your blood thirsty parents are only using her to stay out of poverty! You are a filthy beast and you do not deserve my sister's hand." Christian grabbed his son's hand and slowly brought the sword down. 
"Son, I agree, but we gave them our word and our word is an unbreakable seal," Regulus shook his head. 
 
    "But what of Lord Vondrak? What of the war?" Christian looked at Reyes Geiger, his servant. 
"Fetch me my coat and horse," he look at his children, "I am going to see an old friend. " 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    "Father, where are you traveling" Jezebel, Regulus, and Emmanuel were at the front gate. They were preparing their father for travel. 
 
    "Are you traveling to the Vondrak’s?" Regulus asked, "May I accompany you?" Christian shook his head. 
"No, I am not going to see Alec Vondrak, I am going to the Vestible Forest." Jezebel gasped and then shook her head.
"Father, no! Angelus Le Doux is a bad man! He is a sorcerer." Her father caressed his daughter's face and smiled slightly. 
"You remind me of your mother every new day," he climbed onto his horse and started on his journey. "I will be back in five days time," Jezebel watched her father fade in the thick mist of the fog. She fell into the embrace of her brother. 
 
    "Jezebel, don't fret, father will be back soon," they turned back and started towards the castle. She looked back and prayed silently for her father's safety. 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
     "Whoa, Alka," Christian climbed off of his horse and tied her to a branch. He laid out the water and apples for her. "I'll be back in two days time, save your food and water." He turned around and started walking into the Vestible Forest. Horses have a sixth sense and can sense danger, so Christian always had to tie Alka at the entrance of the forest or she would have ran, leaving him on his own. It was just morning he should arrive at Angelus' castle soon, just before nightfall. Before going to far, he checked his bag and made sure that he had everything. One could only see Angelus once, and if he had forgotten the gold he would be doomed.
Christian pushed the branch out of his way and gazed at the immense black iron fence that surrounded the massive castle. The castle was three stories. There were three separate castles, each the size of his own, they were each attached to each other by a covered bridge that acted like a hallway. The bridges were protected by a roof that kept off the rain and snow. The middle castle stood before the other two, it was the entrance. The castle was black as night, ivy grew on the front and sides. The gate was protected by a gargoyle on either side. Christian looked up and winced inwardly, the sky was pitch dark with clouds that hid the setting Sun. Each day the clouds stayed and every day they hid the Sun.
"Sir Le Doux has been expecting you", Christian jumped as Angelus' servant, Sigmund Volpe, appeared in front of him. Sigmund opened the door and turned around as he started back towards the castle. Christian followed him and held onto his gold. He followed the man into the castle and heard the door close behind him.
"Sir Le Doux will be with you shortly, please wait for him in the dining hall where he has prepared you a meal for your long travel." Christian nodded at him and started down the hall before him, he had been here before so he knew where to head.
"Ah my friend," Christian turned around and saw Angelus walk through the door, "I hope you have not been waiting long?" He shook his head and tightened his grip on to his gold. He wanted to get this over with, but if he tried to rush, Angelus would get very angry. "What can I do for you this most lovely evening?" Christian looked at him was shock, usually he would try to talk nonsense for a while until he had to get to business. He shook his head nonetheless.
"Angelus, I need your help!" He exclaimed, Angelus nodded his head. He started towards him and outstretched his arm. Christian willed himself not to flinch as Angelus placed his open hand on his shoulder.
"Yes, I have heard that Alec Vondrak wants to declare war unless your most precious daughter, Jezebel marries his son, Lazarus." Christian should have known, he probably knows all of it, but was only playing with him. But he nodded his head anyways.
"Jezebel has been promised to wed Emmanuel," Angelus nodded his head.
"So you want me to stop Alec Vondrak?" Christian nodded. He held out the bag of gold.
"I have gold," but Angelus shook his head.
"I have this wonderful castle, I have all these valuable possessions. I do not need your gold." Christian shook his head in confusion.
"Then what is it that you wish for?" Angelus clapped his hands together and smiled wickedly.
"Your daughter." 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    Jezebel awoke with the start, she clutched her heart and let out a cry. She had just had the most horrible dream, she looked around her dark room and started out of her large bed. She slipped on her slippers and started for the door that led to the hallway. She stopped at the edge of the stairs that were at the end of the hallway to the left. She could have swore that she heard her father's voice. She smiled and ran down the stairs to her father's study.
"So did Angelus Le Doux help us?" Jezebel stopped outside the door as she heard her brother talking to her father.
"He gave me a proposal, but I declined." Jezebel leaned against the wall and sighed. Her father sounded so tired and sad.
"What? Why?"
"He didn't want the gold," her father hit something and whatever it was crashed.
"What did he want? Father?"
"He wanted your sister." Jezebel heard her brother gasp. She, as quietly as possible, walked backwards back to her room. As soon as she was back in her room, she sat down in her bed and burst into tears. 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    "He wants Jezebel?" Regulus asked his father. "Does he want to marry her?" His father shook his head and then shrugged his shoulders.
"He said that he wants her to take care of his castle," Regulus snorted.
"A servant? He wants Jezebel as a servant?" His father shrugged his shoulders again.
"I don't know, but I said no anyways. I'm not about to let that monster take my daughter." Regulus snorted and then sighed.
"But what of the Vondrak's? If Jezebel doesn't marry Lazarus, which Emmanuel has made very clear will not happen, then they will declare war." They both turned around as the door burst open and they saw Opal Dupree, one of Jezebel's maids.
"Sir Le Hagen, I am sorry to disturb you, but its Miss Jezebel."
"Is she okay?" Opal shook her head.
"She has left to see Lord Le Doux." She held out her hand, which held a piece of parchment. Christian grabbed it from her hand. He looked at the fine writing and started to read.
"Father, I overheard you and brother speaking about Lord Le Doux's proposal. I know that my decision will sadden you and brother deeply, but I must do this to save you all. I am traveling to Lord Le Doux's castle and I am going to accept his offer. I know that I may never see you again, I hope that you all know that I love you deeply. Farewell, Jezebel." He looked up from the letter.
"She's gone!" Regulus shook his head. 
 
    "Father, she has just left she has not gone far!" Christian nodded his head and looked at Opal.
"Get my horses ready!" He exclaimed, "We are going to get my daughter before she makes the worst mistake of her life!" Opal nodded her head slightly and then turned around to get his horses. Five minutes later, Christian and Regulus were outside, waiting for Opal.
"Where are our horses?" Christian saw Opal coming towards them without the horses. She shook her head.
"She has let the horses loose."
"The horses are gone?"
"I'm afraid so, sir."
"Damn it all to hell!" 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    Angelus Le Doux looked at his mirror and smiled. He watched Jezebel climb on her horse and start off his way. He waved his hand and the picture disappeared and then his reflection replaced hers. He turned around and put his hat on his head.
"Sigmund," he smiled his devilish smile, "get the table ready. We have a guest arriving soon." 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    Jezebel got off her horse, Rateh, and smacked her butt. She watched Rateh start back home. She looked up at the sky and cried out, the Sun was beginning to set. She would have to run to Angelus Le Doux's castle if she wanted to get there before nightfall. If she didn't, she would be arriving there sometime before sunrise. She took off her shoes and put them in her knapsack. She took out her brother's spare boots and put them on. She took a breath and then started to run. 
 
    Jezebel bent over and tried to breathe, she had been running for some time now. She looked around the darkened woods and began to panic. She had forgotten which way was left and which way was right; she had gotten turned around. It was well past nightfall and the moon was covered by the clouds, along with the stars. There was no visible light, she kept running into the trees, getting smacked with branches, and tripping over the loose roots and rocks that covered the ground. 
 
    Finally, off in the distance, she saw a faint light. As she got closer, she saw the castle begin to take shape. She came to the iron fence that lay open. She hesitantly walked past the gate and made her way to the entrance. She gasped aloud as the door swung open.
"Hello, Miss Le Hagen, Lord Le Doux has been expecting you with great anticipation. Lord Le Doux has set the table for your long travel, please follow me." Jezebel followed Sigmund down the hall. She looked at the walls and saw portraits on the wall. Under the portraits were names: Giovanna Le Doux, Malachi Le Doux, Valentine Le Doux, Armando Le Doux, Vladimir Le Doux, Carmella Le Doux, Lucius Le Doux, and Rosalyn Le Doux.
"Who are they?" Sigmund looked at the portraits.
"They are Lord Le Doux's past family. This castle has been in his family for centuries.” She nodded and looked around the rest of the hall. To the left, across from the portraits were sets of armor. They were lined side by side. The floor was covered with a crimson red carpet and the walls were tainted gray.
"How old is this house really?" Jezebel cringed as she saw a large spider web to her right. She ran into Sigmund and he sighed.
"Watch where you are going, most of this that you see are family heirlooms and cost a fortune, most cost more than your life and some are priceless. To answer your question, this house is to be over five centuries old." He looked at her and shrugged his shoulders, "But no one really knows." Finally, they were in the dining hall.
"The Master will tell you this again and only once. I am telling you now, so you will not make a mistake and anger him. You may browse the castle and look around, but do not go into the cellar or into the Master's chamber. If the master catches you in either place, your fate will be worse than death." He looked at her and raised his eyebrows. She nodded, "The master will be down shortly. Stay here and wait for him." She watched him turn around and walk away. Jezebel looked at the table. It was covered with sheep, chicken, eggs, cheese, shellfish, bread, turnips, beans, and pears. They sat on silver and gold dishes. In the middle of the rectangular table sat a bottle of olive oil she looked down at her stomach as it craved food, she had not eaten in almost three day, for she had been too worried about her father and was in a hurry to arrive here, so she was hungry.
"You are welcome to any of this marvelous food, that is why I had it all made." Jezebel looked up, towards the doorway. She saw Lord Angelus Le Doux smiling at her. Angelus looked like a normal man, but he was cruel at heart. He was tall and well built. He had white hair that was jaggedly cut to his shoulders. His jaggedly cut bangs covered his forehead and partially his left eye. His eyes were a clear crystal blue; they resembled the ocean. He was wearing a dark brown tunic vest over a long sleeve white tunic. He had on deep red wool pants and black leather boots. He was wearing black gloves, a black cape, and a black top hat tilted to the side. His skin was a pale white, Jezebel could see the faint blue of his veins. His smile was horrendous and resembled a mischievous cat. His teeth showed when he smiled, they were stained white, but they were pointed like daggers.
"I am not staying here until I have your word that the war against my family will cease and that they will be safe." He nodded his head and bowed slightly. He laughed, his laugh was more of a giggle and made him sound maniacal.
"You are a clever girl," he nodded again. "I give you my word," he snapped his fingers and giggled again. "The problem has been solved!" Jezebel stared at him with shock.
"What? Just that quick? If it took no time from you, then why am I to be here with you?" He shook his head and giggled again.
"You said that you would not stay unless I gave you my word and solve your predicament. I have, now you must keep your word." Jezebel shook her head and cried out.
"You tricked us!" He shrugged his shoulders.
"You know what they say about making a deal with the devil," and with that, he turned and left. "Eat what you must and then you will be taken up to the tower. Don't eat, then you will starve and your word will be broken." He stopped outside the door way and turned to Sigmund. "Make sure that she gets up to the tower." Sigmund nodded his head. He watched the master walk away into the shadows. 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    "This is going to be your home from now on," Jezebel stared past Sigmund and looked into the small room.
"This is not a room at all!" She exclaimed in shock. In the corner was a loose stack of hey and across from that was a bucket of water. "I cannot stay here!" He shrugged his shoulders.
"You may be able to stay somewhere else, but for tonight, you will sleep here!" He simply stated. After he shoved her into the brick room, he closed and locked the door and then walked away from her, leaving her to be alone.
"Oh father, what have I done?" 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    "Father!" Regulus burst into his fathers' chambers, "I have news!" His father looked up at him from his bed.
"Son, whatever it is, please wait until tomorrow to speak. I am to drift off to sleep soon." Regulus shook his head. 
 
    "Father, it is Alec Vondrak! He is dead!" Christian sat up and looked at him with shock and slight fear. 
 
    "Dead?" His son nodded his head. 
 
    "He died in his chambers. Their doctor says that it was of natural causes." Christian shook his head. He knew that Lord Le Doux had something to do with this. "And I have more news!" His father looked at him. What more could there be? "Lazarus is now the rightful heir and he is taking aback the declaration of war! Father, we are saved!" The King shook his head slightly.
"Yes, you could say so, but your sister is still absent." 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    "What is this I hear about Jezebel taking prisoner by Lord Le Doux?" Emmanuel ran into the dining hall where Christian and Regulus were eating their breakfast. "How could you do this to me?" Regulus shook his head, he could not take this anymore. He stood up from the seat beside his father and drew out his sword.
"I am tired of your idiocy you ass-hat!" Emmanuel gasped and tightened his jaw as he glared at the man.
"How dare you speak to me in such manner!" Regulus shook his head.
"Jezebel has sacrificed her freedom for our lives, she is now living with a monster and all you can talk about is how she wronged you? You do not care about anyone other than yourself! You are a selfish damn prick!" Emmanuel shook his head and grunted.
"Know what? You will regret your last words! I will go rescue Jezebel from Le Doux and then I will marry her!" He turned around and left the dining hall, where he then left the castle. He climbed onto his horse, Shakra, and started for the Vestible Forest. 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    "Wake up, deer," Jezebel rolled over and squinted her eyes shut. She finally opened her eyes and looked at the stout woman. "My name is Sonja Rosenberg. The master had ordered me to take care of you." Jezebel looked around and saw, regrettably, that it had not been a dream. She was laying in the small stack of hay, her outfit was covered with it along with her hair. She looked back at Sonja and glared at her.
"If he wanted me here so bad, he should be taking care of me himself, not forcing you to do it!" Sonja shook her head and frowned.
"Madam, please watch your tongue. Please come down and join the master for breakfast." She gave her a faded dress,  “Please wear this dress for breakfast." She started to leave and stopped outside the door. “This is Sheeba Morelli, she will help you get dressed," as she started to leave, the other woman came into the room. Sonja stopped Sheeba, "Make sure that she looks presenting and bring her down for breakfast." Sheeba nodded her head and started towards Jezebel.
"I'm not attending breakfast with that brute!" Sheeba was washing her in the wooden tub, they were in the bathing room. She was washing her hair and combing out her tangles and the hay.
"I do not have any solutions, but Lord Le Doux was persistent to have you for breakfast," her accent was strong and her look was emotionless. "But I do know that what Lord Le Doux wants, he gets." She pulled Jezebel up and started to dry her off with the towel. She handed her the dress and still held the emotionless look. "Hurry up and get dressed." Jezebel looked at the dress, it was a deep red velvet. The neckline was low, but not as low as her others. The back of the dress was low, it would reveal half her back. Sheeba handed her a white corset.
"Put this on," Jezebel stared at the corset and sighed. She knew that she would not be able to get out of this, so she put on the corset and turned around. 
 
    "You don't have to pull so tight,” Jezebel gasped. She pressed her hand to her chest. Sheeba shook her head.
"Must make you presentable." 
 
    "There is quite a difference of looking presentable and resembling a twig!" She gasped, she felt the strings of her corset being tied. She turned around to face Sheeba.
"Now put on your dress," Jezebel stared at her and stepped into her dress and then pulled it up and put it on. After Sheeba helped her with her dress, she helped her with her shoes. They were pointed toe, dark red. They had straps that laced up her ankles. "Now your hair and makeup." Jezebel cried out numerous times, not only was Sheeba emotionless, but she was also rough. She pulled out chunks of her hair.
"I prefer my hair in a single braid," Sheeba was parting her hair and was frowning. "Your hair is too long," Jezebel grabbed her hair and turned around. Her eyes were full of fear and she started to shake her head.
"I admire my hair this long, my mother loved my hair!" She started to braid her hair. Sheeba threw up her hands and stood up.
"Well, I guess we'll see how Lord Le Doux wishes your hair to be." After she finished up her makeup, she had her follow her to the dining hall where Angelus was waiting.
"Ah, Miss Le Hagen, I am glad that you could join me for this most wonderful meal." Jezebel couldn't help, but smile a little, she grabbed her hair and started twirling the ends. Before she knew what was happening her hair was grabbed by Sheeba. Sheeba forced her head onto the table and pulled her braided hair out stretched. She held a dagger in her hand and brought it down. Jezebel screamed, she didn't mean to, but she screamed for Angelus' help. Seconds before the knife pierced her hair, Jezebel watched Angelus flick his finger. She turned as she heard Sheeba scream. Sheeba was thrown backwards by an invisible force and hit the wall. Jezebel winced as she heard the breaking of bones, Angelus look at Sigmund. Sigmund only nodded at the untold command and walked over to Sheeba's lifeless body. He picked her up and started away. Jezebel look at her hair and then at Angelus.
"She is not dead, so do not fret my dear," she nodded slightly. He smiled and giggled, “Anyways I was not going to sit motionless and let her ruin your beautiful hair!" She stared at him and then finally nodded.
"Thank you," he nodded in return and pointed to the food that sat in front of her.
"Eat." 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    Emmanuel La Croix burst through the doors to the tavern. He looked through the crowd and finally found him. He walked over to the table to the far left and sat down. He pulled out the sack of gold and jewels and set it in front of Faustino Du Pompadour.
"I need an army of your greatest and fiercest warriors," Faustino nodded and then touched his thick, dark beard. He opened the bag and looked at the riches.
"For what?" Emmanuel looked away and frowned.
"I need to rescue my wife," Faustino shook his head and pushed the gold away.
"I've heard how Lord Le Doux bargained to save Christian Le Hagen in exchange to have his daughter, Jezebel. Lord Le Doux is a ruthless killer. If I sent my troops there, I would be sending them to their deaths." Emmanuel nodded and reached into his bag. He pulled out a second sack of golden and jewels and set it next to the first. He leaned forward and smiled a horrid smile that resembled the Devils.
"Pick your strongest, yet least important men and tell them nothing." Faustino looked at him and then at the gold. He grabbed the gold and pulled it towards him. He looked at Emmanuel again as he frowned.
"I hope that this Jezebel's worth it," Emmanuel nodded slightly and then got up. He stared at Faustino.
"Get an army ready in two days time and have them meet me at the entrance of the Vestible Forest.” Faustino shook his head.
"If you want me to get a decent army, then you will need to give me at least three days or maybe even four days time.” Emmanuel looked at him and glared at him.
"If I give you four days, then this army better rescue Jezebel and kill Lord Le Doux." He started walking away, but stopped, "and if it does not." He left the tavern leaving Faustino to imagine his fate if he shall fail. 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    Angelus Le Doux watched Jezebel as she was cleaned the table. Sonja was deathly sick and Jezebel was helping her out. Angelus was standing in the shadows. It had been ten days since she had been staying with him.
Jezebel stopped and smiled. She started cleaning again and then brushed her hair out of her face. 
 
    "Am I amusing you?" She heard Angelus gasp and then giggle as he walked out of the shadows.
"How did you know?" She turned to him and smiled. His hair was speckled with water and his eyes sparkled. She shrugged her shoulders.
"I've been here for a while now, I think I can tell when you're near." He shook his head and giggled again. He pointed to the study. "Would you care to join me?" She looked at the table and then at the rag in her hand. She set the rag down and then shrugged her shoulders.
"Sure," she followed him to the study. The study was in the second castle. It was connected to the library. Once they got to the study, Angelus sat in his chair and pulled out a cigar. He smirked at her and held out a second cigar. "Would you care for one?" She stared at the cigar and thought for a moment. She started to shake her head and then reached out for it.
"Sure," he smiled after he lit the cigar, she put the cigar to her lips and looked at him. She watched him inhale and exhale. She copied him and started to inhale. She started to cough and looked up at him. She could see that he was fighting back his laughter. His hand was pressed up against his mouth and she could see him snickering. She let out a slight laugh and then she broke out into laughter. He let out his giggles and then he began to laugh along with her.
"Can I ask you a question?" He asked her after their laughter died down, she nodded. "Why did you do this?"
"Do what?" He looked around the room and spread out his hands. "Come live with me," she nodded her head. "Did you do it for that abominable Emmanuel?" She sighed and then started to respond, but she couldn't find the right words, so she started over.
"Emmanuel is not like other men. He has a hard exterior and a hard interior. He did not want to marry me for love, but for riches and power. He will never find love; not with me or anyone else because he does not seek it." He looked at her and cocked his head. "But you do?” She nodded her head and shrugged her shoulders.
"Yes. I do not care if I am in love and flooded with riches and power or if I live in poverty on a farm. Love is a powerful thing. It is the light in night and the life in death." He looked at her and smiled slightly. "What about you?" He looked at her again. 
 
    "About what?" She laughed. 
 
    "About love," she bowed her head and then looked up at him over her eyelashes. She watched him swallow and then shrug his shoulders.
"I don't know," he started. "I guess love is only for certain people." She shook her head and gasped.
"Love is for everyone, even you," he looked at her and then looked away. He opened his mouth to speak and then looked past her, Sigmund stood at the entrance of the doorway.
"Sir, on my way to town, I overheard dreading news," Angelus nodded for him to continue. "Emmanuel is coming here in one days time with an army." Angelus chuckled under his breath and looked at Jezebel. He waved his hand at Sigmund and heard him leave them.
"Do you wish to leave here and to be rescued by Emmanuel?" He lost his smile and stared at her. Finally she shook her head.
"If I leave with him, he will marry me," she quickly looked away from him. "I do not love him," she felt her face flush over. 
 
    "You speak as if you love someone else," she looked up at him and nodded her head. 
 
    "I do," she paused and gulped, "but I also fear him." He nodded and sighed.
"I suspect that your love is fading?" She looked at him and her lips twitched. She finally shook her head.
"On the contrary my love grows because I have found that his cruel nature is only an illusion. He is that one book who's cover should not be judged." He looked at her and smiled, but as soon as it appeared, it disappeared.
"He sounds like a monster," she shook her head and frowned.
"That is only what he wants all to see. He is known by many as a monster and after so long, he has begun to believe it himself."
"What if he wishes you not to love him?"
"No one can make someone feel a certain way. I cannot even make myself feel another way."
"So you wish you did not feel this way?" She smiled at him and then laughed slightly.
"No, I don't feel that way. I love him," she opened her eyes wide and put her hands up to her mouth. Angelus looked at her and shook his head.
"You love him?" She hesitated and then nodded her head silently. "Why?" She looked at him.
"Why do I love him? Because I know who he really is and I like it."
"What if that is the illusion?" She shrugged her shoulders.
"Well I guess I'll have to just wait and see." She bit her lip and looked down. She jumped and both she and Angelus looked at the doorway.
"Sir, madam, dinner is served." Angelus nodded and smiled at Jezebel.
"You go and start, I'll join you in a moment," she smiled at him and then nodded. 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    Emmanuel opened the door to King Christian Le Hagen's study. Christian was sitting down, talking to his son, Regulus. Regulus shot up and drew out his sword. He turned around and glared at Emmanuel. Christian shook his head.
"Emmanuel, it is a pleasure to see you, but in the future times, please knock before barging in." Emmanuel nodded slightly and then smiled.
"My apologies your Majesty," he looked at Regulus and Christian. "In three days time I will have Jezebel's hand in marriage." Regulus shook his head.
"You are not worthy of my sister!" Christian set his hand on his sons shoulder.
"Son, be still." He looked at Emmanuel, "I must ask, with no disrespect, but how are you managing to marry my daughter when she is a prisoner?"
"I have a plan," Regulus shot forward.
"What are you planning?" Christian held his son back and looked at Emmanuel.
"What is your plan, if I may ask."
"I have asked Faustino Du Pompadour to build an army of many strong man. The army and I will go into the Vestible Forest to attack Angelus Le Doux. I will kill him myself and rescue Jezebel!” Regulus shook his head.
"No!" He screamed. "If you do that, you will be killing her yourself!" Christian shook his head and started forward.
"Emmanuel, please think of what you are about to do. Think of the outcome!" Emmanuel nodded.
"I have and I see myself marrying your daughter. The army and I are attacking in one day's time." Regulus screamed and started for Emmanuel, his sword was pulled out stretched and pointed at him. Emmanuel turned around and threw his dagger at Regulus. The dagger hit him in his chest and went in deep. Emmanuel turned quickly and left.
"Son!" Christian knelt down by his son and held his head in his lap.
"Father," Regulus coughed up blood, the dark crimson liquid oozed and sprayed out. "Please don't let him marry her." His eyes grew heavy and closed and then his head hung limp. Christian looked at his son and then laid him down on the ground as he called in Reyes Geiser, one of his men.
"Sir!" He screamed as he saw Regulus on the ground.
"Reyes, I want you to get my son ready for burial and I also want you to ready me for battle." Reyes nodded and then left. "Emmanuel, you die by my hand. I swear it on my life!"
  
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    Jezebel put down her fork and smiled across from Angelus. He looked at her and nodded towards her plate.
"So was the food enjoyable?" She nodded happily.
"Yes, it was heavenly," he nodded and chuckled.
"Wonderful," he looked over at Sigmund as he walked over to him quietly. He leaned over and whispered in his ear. Angelus looked at him and waved him away, then he looked at Jezebel.
"My dear," he started hesitantly, "I have some dreadful news."
"Emmanuel is dead?" She gasped and brought her hand to her mouth. "Oh my, did I just say that?" She started giggling. She stopped as she saw Angelus' still face, "What's wrong?"
"It's your brother," she looked at him and smiled.
"Did he and Jacqualine Roch elope?" She shook her head and laughed slightly. She saw his face still firm and frowning, "No? What did my dear brother do?"
"Not too long ago, maybe an hour or so, Emmanuel went to your home. He declared that he was going to have your hand after he and his army kills me and rescues you. Your brother objected and went to stab Emmanuel, but he threw his dagger.” Jezebel looked at him, she felt her eyes start to build with tears, she shook her head and swallowed back her tears.
"What happened?" Angelus bowed his head and sighed.
"I'm so sorry," he watched her shake your head repeatedly. "The burial is early tomorrow and then your father is coming to kill Emmanuel." Jezebel continued to shake her head. Her tears ran down her slender face and splashed on to her plate and the table. She could feel a cry building inside of her. She tried to hold it back, but it was overpowering. As soon as she let the cry out it turned into a scream. Angelus ran over to her in his unnatural speed. She turned into him and cried into his shoulder. 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    "How is she?" Angelus Le Doux asked Sigmund. Sigmund nodded his head slightly.
"She has stopped crying and is now resting." Angelus nodded and waved his servant away. He knocked on Jezebel's door and entered hesitantly. She was in her new room, laying on the gold canopy bed. She was curled up, but looked up as he entered.
"I am so sorry," he started, "it is my fault that your brother has lost his life." She sniffled and then shook her head.
"Emmanuel is a monster, if he didn't get his way he would make others suffer."
"But I pushed him over the edge." She sat up and wiped at her eyes. She nodded her head slowly.
"Yes, you may have," he looked down and for the first time in his life he was ashamed of himself. "But," she continued, "I do not blame you. Many people are to blame. Alec Vondrak, you, and I. But the only person I blame is Emmanuel." He looked up as he heard the bed shift as she got up and started walking towards him.
"I am sorry I made you leave your family," she shook her head and brought her finger to his lips.
"No more sorry's," she removed her finger and replaced it with her lips. Her soft, full lips formed over his firm lips. She wrapped her arms around his neck and felt him wrap his around her waist. The kiss deepened and Jezebel let out a soft moan. Angelus pulled back and pushed her away.
"No," he shook his head. "I can not sit here and let your father come to his death." He bowed his head and stepped out of the way of the opened door. "I want you to go and reunite with your father. Decide to marry Emmanuel and stop him from ending your life and happiness. I release you." She shook her head and walked towards him. She placed her hands on his shoulders.
"I don't want to leave you. I don't want to marry Emmanuel. I love you and I want to marry you!" She looked at him in his eyes and felt herself drift away. "I love you, Angelus Le Doux." He reached up and caressed her cheek, she leaned into his touch.
"I love you, too," he dropped his hand and looked at her with great sadness. "That is why I am releasing you and why I demand you to leave here at once." She stepped back and looked at him with determination.
"I will leave, but I will be back with my father and an army to defend you. Once we both defeat Emmanuel and his men, we will rejoice. After, you and I will marry." She stood up on her toes and kissed him one more time before she left. After a moment, he heard the main door close and heard the faint sound of her voice as she said her goodbyes and then she ran into the forest.
"Sigmund," Angelus called his servant. His voice cracked slightly, he cleared his throat and swallowed.
"Sir," Sigmund appeared in front of him.
"Sigmund, I want you to take everyone and leave". Sigmund nodded his head.
"I will remove Sonja and the others and then I will rejoin you." Angelus shook his head, but Sigmund stopped him. "Sir, I have been your servant for over a decade. You have been my master, my friend, and my brother. I will not stand and watch you get beaten by such a brute!" Angelus smiled at him and nodded his head.
"Thank you," Sigmund nodded his head and turned to leave.
"Let me remove the others," and with that he left to get Sonja and the others. 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    Jezebel ran out of the Vestible Forest and looked around. She cursed silently as she realized that there was no horse. She nodded slightly and knew that she had to find her father, build an army, and go back to Angelus' castle before Emmanuel and his men arrive. She had no less than a few hours and it was a two days travel with horse just to her palace. She looked over as she heard a horse. She saw two horses pulling a carriage, it was a royal carriage that belonged to the Vondrak’s. She knew that it wasn't a lady thing to do, but she had a hurry.
  
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    Emmanuel looked at the hundreds of men and snorted. He pointed into the forest. "Men, I have called you here to defeat and kill a hideous creature. Yes, there are hundreds of you and only one of him, but do not let the odds fool you. This man will try to say and do anything to deceive you. You are here for his reinforcement," he nodded his head and chuckled, "Yes, he will surely have reinforcements. But, Angelus Le Doux is mine and only mine!" He screamed at them. As he screamed, he pointed towards the forest with his sword. All of the men ran forward, awaiting the battle that was in store for the all.
"I want you to go around to see if there are any exits," Emmanuel pointed to the ten soldiers. They nodded and set off. He looked at another bunch and nodded his head, "same to you!" He pointed to the opposite side and watched them walk away out of view. He turned around and looked at the rest of the army. "You all and I will go forward and enter through the front.” After all of the men nodded, they all set off towards the entrance. Emmanuel stopped as they got to the door, he looked down and went to push the door open. He jumped back and pointed his sword as the door opened slowly.
"Jezebel!" He sighed in relief. "I am so glad that you are alive!" He looked behind him at his men. "I have built an army to come rescue you and to kill the beast!" She glared at him and shook her head slowly.
"You are not going anywhere close to Angelus. We wont let you." Emmanuel stared at her and laughed.
"What are you saying?" He stopped and saw her face. "You and that beast?" He threw his head back and laughed loudly, his laughter echoed off the trees. He stopped laughing as he registered her words. "We?" She opened the door all the way and he stared in horror as the army came into view.               "What is this?"
"This is an army combined of Le Hagen's and Vondrak’s and they are here to stop you!"
"On who's orders?"
"Mine," Emmanuel screamed in horror and terror as he watched Regulus walk into view and glare at him. "I owe Angelus' life for saving me and it gives me a reason to kill you!" Emmanuel shook his head crazily.
"I thought..." he stopped and gulped.
"What?" Jezebel stepped forward. "You thought you had killed him?" She nodded her head, "If it hadn't been for Angelus, you would have."
"Jezebel, it is not what you think!" Jezebel darkened her glare.
"What, Emmanuel? That you tried to kill my brother? That you tried to force my father to give you my hand? That you are an ass hat prick who would do anything to get what he wanted even if it meant killing innocent people?" Gasps were heard inside and outside of the castle. Emmanuel shook his head and let out a howl of laughter.
"I have never loved you and I never will," he loosened his grip on his sword. "So I wont regret doing this," he lunged forward and outstretched his other hand that held a dagger. He jumped onto her and they both fell to the ground. Jezebel reached into her shirt and pulled out her dagger. The two rolled on the ground, Emmanuel pointed his dagger at her neck. She leaned up and bit his hand. He howled in rage and with his free hand he grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled.
"Charge!" Regulus screamed and both army's ran at each other and collided; swords hit swords and swords hit flesh. Half went outside and half stayed inside. Regulus started for his sister, but she shook her head as she growled at him.
"No!" She screamed as she kicked Emmanuel. "Protect Angelus!" He started to object, but he was right earlier, he owed him his life. He looked at his sister one last time and left for Angelus. 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    Sigmund smiled and he looked out the back window. Regulus had told him that Emmanuel would tell his men to round the castle to look for any exits and escapes. So Sigmund built a trap. With Angelus' help, they built an illusion of grass over the swamp that held the three alligators. As the men walked as one, the illusion broke and they all fell into the swamp. He could hear their screams of terror as they fought to escape, but he had made that impossible. 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    "Angelus?" Regulus walked into the study where Angelus was told to stay by Jezebel. He saw Angelus at his desk, his head was bowed.
"Why does your sister wish to save me?" Regulus swallowed and shook his head.
"I do not know. My sister is a unique creature." Angelus continued to look down, but sighed.
"Does she know that you wish to kill me?" Regulus pulled out his dagger and shook his head.
"I do not wish to kill you." Angelus chuckled under his breath.
"I may not be able to see you, but I am not dumb. Although I am the victim, I do not object and I will not fight you."
"You will let me kill you?" Angelus lifted his head up and saw that Regulus was about two feet away. Only the desk kept them apart. 
 
    "I have wounded your sister, she does not see it, but you and I do. She told me that my appearance is only an illusion, I would love to believe that," he sighed and rested his chin on his hands. "But you and I only know that that is only a fantasy thought up by her." Regulus lowered his dagger, but only slightly.
"You love her?" Angelus shook his head.
"I think I may, but I can never truly love anyone."
"Sir, the trap worked wonderfully!" Sigmund ran into the study and stopped as he took in the sight. He looked at Regulus and his dagger. He reached into his shirt and pulled out his dagger and pointed it at Regulus. He shot forward and went to tackled him to the ground, but Regulus turned sharply and stabbed his dagger in his side, piercing him between his ribs. Sigmund fell forward and let out a desperate breath and fell motionless.
"I'm sorry, but it had to he done," Regulus looked at Angelus, he still sat still and nodded his head.
"Understood." 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    "You are an unworthy soul!! Jezebel spat at Emmanuel. She punched his face and made him fall backwards. He shot right back up, with this dagger outstretched.
"I am not going to kill you," he taunted, "I will chain you up and force you to watch me kill your precious beast!" She screamed and lunged. He moved quickly and she fell to the floor. He grabbed her and picked her up. He stared at her anger struck eyes and quivering lips.
"What a waist," he sighed. She kicked her legs and contacted with his leg. He let out a cry and fell back. She jumped onto him and straddled him. Both of her hands grab her dagger and she held it up above her head.
"I have never loved you," she whispered as she brought the dagger down. She watched him cough up blood, his body began to shake with convulsions, and then he grew limp.   
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    "Father!" Jezebel watched her father stumble inside, his shirt was covered with blood, but not his own. His white hair was matted and was dyed red with blood. His face with dark with mud and blood and there was a deep cut on his cheek. He looked at her and smiled broadly.
"Jezebel!" He ran towards her and engulfed her in a tight hug. "What happened to..." he looked over and saw Emmanuel’s lifeless body. Jezebel looked down and then at her father.
"What happened to his army?" He smiled slightly and chuckled. He waved his hand towards the woods.
"They all retreated. After they heard screaming from the men who had went around the house they all scattered and ran off." She laughed and hugged him again.
"Let's go tell Regulus and Angelus and the others," he nodded and smiled.
"We can celebrate together!" He roared in laughter, they both left and started for Angelus' study. 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    "Let's rejoice!" Jezebel burst through the door that led to Angelus' study. She laughed as she threw up her hands. She stopped and stared as she saw Sigmund on the floor, blood surrounding his lifeless body. She looked up and saw her brother, his hand outstretched and his knife pointed at Angelus' neck.
"Brother!" She exclaimed, Regulus turned and looked at his sister and Angelus bowed his head and kept his eyes down, looking away from her.
"Miss Jezebel," he sighed, "Please leave us."
"Son?" Christian stepped forward slightly. "What is it that you are doing?"
"He is an evil man and I have to kill him.” Jezebel shook her head and looked at Angelus.
"Regulus he is not a monster. He saved your life!" She exclaimed, he nodded his head.
"Yes, I know he did and I am grateful, but," he turned back and glared at Angelus. "But he is still a monster. He will turn on us and kill us all!" Jezebel shook her head vigorously.
"No!" Her voice was broke and a tear leaked from her eye. "I won't let you kill him." He shook his head.
"You think you love him?" She shook her head.
"No, Regulus, I do love him." She looked at Angelus. "I love you with all my heart and soul. I would do anything for you. And watching you giving up your life like this makes me believe that you do not love me enough to stay alive." Angelus lifted his head and looked at her, she let out another cry. "I do love you." Regulus shook his hand in one quick movement, he moved behind Angelus and grabbed his neck. He pointed his dagger at his neck and pierced the skin. "No!" Jezebel screamed again.
"Son, think of what you are about to do." Regulus looked at his father.
"Father, I am thinking. I am thinking of my sister, your youngest daughter. I am protecting her." Christian nodded his head slowly.
"I understand son, but making her watch you kill him is not protecting her." Jezebel ran forward, but Regulus cut Angelus' skin and drew a drop of blood.
"Jezebel, please just stay there."
"Regulus, please don't do this. I will never forgive you." He shook his head.
"You will thank me for this one day to come."
"No, I will never!"
"Do you not love me? Do you not love your family?" She let out a cry and nodded her head.
"I do, but I also love him."
"No, Jezebel." He said, "You have to choose."
"What?" He looked at Angelus and then back at her. "You have to choose. Me and father or him?" She continued to stare at him and then shook her head.
"I cannot choose." Jezebel stayed put as Christian step forward. She reached her hands behind her and gripped the dagger. "I love you both and I cannot live without either of you." She pulled her dagger into view.
"Jezebel?" Her brother stared at her and his grip on his dagger loosened. Christian turned and stared at his daughter. "Jezebel? Put the knife down." Angelus stared at her. She shook her head. “Regulus you want me to choose. I choose to not to live without either of you. I am the reason that you are doing this. You are asking me to choose. And I just cannot. That is like making me choose between food and water. Both are different, but I need both to survive." She position the dagger and held it in front of her. She pointed the dagger to her and winced as the point pierced her. She looked at her brother and Angelus. "I love you both," she pulled the knife back and started to bring it forward to stab herself.
"No!" Angelus pushed Regulus to the side, Regulus screamed as he was thrown to the side of the room, he crashed into the wall and then fell to the ground. Christian ran to his son who was starting to get up slowly. Angelus held out his hand and Regulus' dagger flew into his hand. He ran to Jezebel and brought the knife to his neck.
"Jezebel if you kill yourself, then I will kill myself in return." Jezebel stared at him and watched him pierce his neck. She screamed as she watched a sliver of blood ooze from the small cut. She looked over at her father and brother and then she shook her head.
"I cannot choose," her voice shook and she continued to cry. Angelus shook his head.
"I know," he touched her hand and caressed her. "I don't want to make you choose." She looked at him and after a few moments, she handed him her knife and smiled at him. 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    Jezebel poured the tea into the four matching tea cups. She set them all on the tray and carried it out to the dining hall where her father, her brother, and Angelus were waiting for her. She looked at the cups and smiled.
"I made the tea," she smiled as she walked into the dining hall and saw them all. Angelus, Regulus, and her father all smiled as she entered. She set the tray down on the table and handed the cups to them all.
"It smells delicious." Angelus smelled the hot liquid. The fumes lifted into the air and filled his nose. She nodded at him.
"Yes, I made it for a special occasion." She lifted up her cup. "I want to make a toast," she smiled again. She watched them all raise their glasses. "Let us all toast to us and our lives together forever. For eternity." Christian laughed.
"For eternity?" Regulus laughed.
"I know that if I didn't do anything, that we all still wouldn't live together in peace." Angelus swallowed a sip and dropped his cup, the tea spilled over the floor. He looked at her and then knocked all the other cups to the floor. He looked at Jezebel.
"What did you put in here?" He grabbed her shoulders and shook her. "Tell me, Jezebel!"
"Whoa," Christian said, "Calm down." Angelus shook his head and turned to them.
"Throw up!" He commanded them, "She put something in our drinks!" Regulus stopped smiling.
"What do you mean?" Jezebel shook her head.
"It's too late," she explained. "It has already traveled to our bloodstream.” She shook her head and brought her hand up to Angelus' face. "This make's sure that we stay together forever." He brought his hand up and covered hers.
"How long?" He asked.
"Within moments," Regulus and Christian walked over and sat by them. Jezebel leaned into Angelus and looked at him.
"I love you," she looked at her brother and father. "I love you all." Angelus leaned down and kissed her.
"I love you, too." Regulus placed his hand on his shoulder. Angelus looked at him and smiled. Jezebel closed her eyes and felt the darkness cover her. Behind her, she heard Regulus breath in deeply and then fall silent along with her father. She felt Angelus brush aside her hair.
"I love you." She whispered before she felt her body grow limp. Angelus could feel the poison spreading throughout him, but he knew that he was stronger than the others. He reached forward and grabbed the teapot, there was enough for another cup full. He brought the teapot to his lips and drank the liquid. He knew that within moments he will die and that he would be with his love. He looked down at Jezebel one last time and prayed that he would see her again. 
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