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            About Forever Bound

          

        

      

    

    
      Blood is Thicker than Bloodlines

      Alec was everything Lilith imagined a lover could be. He was caring, sensual, and attentive to every one of her needs. She wanted and needed him badly to break the hold Jade Emperor had over her. But could this bond last an eternity with Cheng-Huang’s sentence of damnation on them both? Would the bond withstand the werewolves' rebellion that was fast approaching? And could this bond transcend through time as his dead heart learns to beat for Obsidian? It was a chance Lilith would have to take in order to defeat the werewolves who planned to give rise to Demetrese, ruler of the demon Underworld, during the rarest of planetary alignments in the Ming Dynasty.

    

  


  
    
      For my husband Scott, your love truly is boundless.
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            Prologue

          

          ENGLAND 1423

        

      

    

    
      He started out as he did every morning with a sense of duty that carried him better than his own two feet. Alec had always known and welcomed responsibility into his life as something he'd cheerfully do—even as a tyke and could barely lift a pitch fork. But now he was a man and things were different. Duty took on a more automatic role where he'd rise from bed and head straight for the coup to feed his family's growing number of chickens.

      Alec took a scoop of feed and looked straight at their one roster that earned its keep. The rooster, who was facetiously named Sunshine, woke him early every morning to start the chores.

      A smile found Alec's face as he inched closer to the bird. He wondered if the darn thing liked to make a racket just so Alec would feed him. Still, he made sure the cock got his fill before the hens. It was the only proper thing to do for such creature since that roster molded and shaped Alec Christianson into a man that his mother could be proud of. The bird stepped aside to let the hens peck away at the remaining feed and Alec spread the extra bits from the basket out to the growing gathering before him.

      The simple little creature started to strut off as Alec saluted him. Sunshine deserved that kind of respect. The cock did more than Alec's father in building Alec's character.

      Alec had been young, too young, when his father left them, but as a youth, he often wondered if his arms and legs would ever grow strong enough for the labor needed for a farm of his parents' size. It was not humongous, especially compared to the courts closer to the palace, but it was plenty big for tiny hands to feel inferior in such an adult world. Alec understood at a young age to never have his hands quit on the farmstead. Despite all of the odds against him, this way of life was the only way for his family to afford the king's taxes.

      Alec's mother, Lady Catherine, did more than enough to rear him and his twin brother Armand. She was thankfully well-off enough to hire hands for the farmstead during Alec and his twin brother Armand's growing years. Lady Catherine was true to her standing and raised them to be respectable men of the court. The hired help were carefully hand selected men of character that could bestow wisdom upon the twins' youthful minds. The drunken cheat that Alec called, father, wasn't the least bit respected in the court, so any stranger working on the farm that bestowed manners was obviously better, but his mother wanted far more than that around her children.  

      Most women would have lost their lot in life if a man chose to leave them, but that wasn't the case for Alec's mother. Her father was of royal blood, making her and her children, direct descendants of the Duke of Cornwall. This is why the court and kingdom addressed her as Lady Catherine, and even though she married within her class, she ranked higher in society, allowing her the privilege to keep her father's land and raise the boys properly.

      Alec tossed the basket into the feed bag and proceeded to clean the coup. As he turned to grab the pitch fork, his brother walked in.

      "Mum would like to see you. She's inside."

      "That's strange. She never asks for me at this hour. Do you have any idea what this is about?"

      "No. She just asked me to send for you."

      Alec handed his brother the pitchfork to Armand and proceeded to head back to the homestead. Each step closer to the entrance made the pit of his stomach well with worry. The well continued to fill inside of him and then surged up past his shoulders and dug deep within his neck. He placed his right hand on his neck and tried to rub out the ache that was building, but no matter how hard he tried to subdue his fear, it seemed to continue to suffocate him. Alec's eyebrows crinkled as his mind started to race. The crease in his forehead was growing deeper as he began to realize that he could not possibly imagine what his mother wanted from him.

      She was respectful Lady and mother that rarely asked for his company. She understood his sense of duty to the homestead. And when she did call upon him, it was never at such an early hour. Alec prayed as he opened the large red door in the front of the house that the news would not be grave. Towards his right Lady Catherine was sitting on the one chair they had at the hearth.

      "Mother."

      "Alec, my dear!" She beamed. "Come sit."

      "What is it, mother? You never send for me to come sit when there is work to be tended to. What's the matter?" Alec said as his knelt by her feet and reached for her outstretched hand.

      "Oh Alec, my sweet dear." She said while patting his hand with her free one. "There is just no delicate way to put this, so let me just come out with it." She said while moving her free hand towards the corner of her blinking eyes. She then shifted herself in the chair to sit more erect and only continued after she patted her dress, trying desperately to smooth out a wrinkle that was forming. "King Henry may be in power now, Alec, but from my experience, that baby is probably very naïve to his regency. And since your grandfather had birthright to a previous king, I am afraid we may be looked down upon in this court." She said while drawing her handkerchief towards the corner of her left eye.

      "Mother, I'm sure that will not happen. Many respect you in the court." Alec said while stroking her held hand, trying his best to console her.

      "Our family lived through John of Gaunt when Edward was in power, Alec. I heard the stories. Some of our lesser-known relatives went missing during those times. We heard that they went to battle and died for the king, but the family knew better. And for the more prominent and recognized in our line like your grandfather, well, Gaunt had to be more," she paused to take in a breath and looked about the house to make sure their conversation was private before she continued "discreet. Disappearances like that would have been pursued, Alec. So they just raised the taxes on the land." She said while placing her ivory white gloved hand to her nose. Pushing the tip, she hoped to choke back the tears she knew would follow. "Alec, by the grace of God, your grandfather found a way, but I'm not so sure God has that much pity on us. If we don't find a way to come into favor in this court, we will have to forfeit our land to Henry and subsequently, loose our standing. I don't want that for you and Armand."

      "Yes I do and I won't let it happen, mother. I will find a way for us to keep grandfather's land by looking for work where I can. I will send you and Armand money." He said to her as he tenderly kissed her forehead. "Tell Armand that he is the man of the house now. I shall leave at first light tomorrow."

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter One


          

          MING DYNASTY, BEIJING 1424

        

      

    

    
      Lilith found it hard to restrain herself from watching him walk across the dirt covered path and onto the cobble stoned walkway that connected the hutongs in the city. He seemed to be enjoying the night air, something she had grown to take for granted over the years. A faint sound of his calm heart rate nudged her ears as he walked by her. It was one of the most intriguing sounds Lilith had ever come across in a human before. Most had rather loud and obnoxious heart rates. Of course, she probably had something to do with that. He had not seen her in the shadows because Lilith felt compelled not to disturb the consumption he had for his walking pace. She tried with every ounce of restraint to remain content with observing him more. However, Lilith wished he had a persuasion for glancing her way.

      He was what she would consider an average height for a man. Skin handsomely kissed by the sun adorned him and proved to be an excellent backdrop for his dark hair. His face had looked a bit warn from his years of living. The corners of his eyes were decorated with life’s wrinkles. And yet, his china blue eyes distracted you from that blemish. A man of his age surprised her with how well he sauntered through the streets. The physique he carried truly proved to her that he was a fine specimen of a human being.

      A twinge of excitement welled inside Lilith's belly as his backside came into a picturesque view as he passed her in the darkness. Examining his determined gait from a distance proved to be more enticing than she first imagined. It seemed a little light, almost like that of a dancer, though she knew he was nothing of the sort, her ability to read his mind was clear on that. Lilith's chest sank as she came to the realization that she wanted nothing more than to cup his posterior into her cold, dead hands. The curves were, dare she say, quite divine.

      She wasn’t the least bit picky with anything on his body, which was truly a feat for her since she was, after all, The Queen of The Damned. All of him screamed absolute perfection, and she wanted nothing more than to have him as her conquest for the evening. The only thing that was bothering her, nagging her to her core, was the fact that she could find absolutely no fault with him at all. And that disturbed her.

      She prided herself in being of refined taste. A queen should have the utmost sapour when it comes to fine culinary arts, but that didn't make her feel full. The Queen of the Damned wasn’t exactly the greatest title, she could think of others that were far more appealing, and yet, by her graces, she could lure the occasional Duke or Baroness with her lot in life. She just wished she didn’t have to use her wiles every time she met someone.

      Her dark and slightly curly locks, along with her very curvaceous body, could make her prefect to the imperfect human. She also had two rather large and perfect assets that men could not take their eyes off of. But in the end, she always had to use her dark powers to get what she was ultimately seeking, life’s blood. That just always seemed somewhat disappointing to her lately.

      Lilith didn’t need to feed as much as other vampires. She was very old and could last weeks without even a thought of food. But when she did need it, she enjoyed the hunt. It was one of her few pleasures she had left in life.

      Adam and the gods ruined all that was good, casting her out and leaving her barren of vivaciousness. A hunt was the best she could do for herself now. It may not have had the same promises as a full life, but it did make her feel less dead. And this one, the one she had been following for several days now, seemed a better hunt than all the rest. This man that intrigued her seemed to fill Lilith with a promise of ridding the void she had been feeling for centuries.

      Stalking him in the shadows allowed her to learn his habits and rituals. It was one of the finer parts of the hunt, and brought passion back to a heart in desperate need of resuscitation for a kill. This one, though, was very drably predictable to a ritualistic routine, something that normally bores her to tears. He kept to himself on the streets, only seeing one man daily, an apprenticeship she guessed, and then he retired to his humble dwelling, nightly.

      He apparently had no family to speak of. There was absolutely no sign of any other inhabitants with him. That alone meant that she did not have to be too cautious, and hunt him freely. The thing was she did not want to engage in a hunt with little care or concern. Her dark gifts came to mind and it was so tempting for her to use them, but Lilith felt different with this one. She wanted to pursue him in as proper a sense as she could, if there was such a thing. She wanted him without the use of her dark gifts. An ache swelled deep within her barren sex. She smiled at the thought of having a need to be proper with him. She was Lilith and didn’t need any sort of reason. The Queen of the Damned had always claimed her conquests how she saw fit.

      She watched him hover over his fireplace for now the third time, empting the contents of his pot on the hearth to his plate. It was yet another stew from the large rodent he killed yesterday for his meal. Her nose turned upward ever so slightly at the fouling smell. Lilith knew of vampires that lived off of rodents, and one in particular came to mind as the stench from the hearth coursed in her direction.

      Dracula had lived off of vermin for several years while they had dated and it was something she just never understood. The consumption alone was pretty vile since vermin could barely be considered sustenance. But even Dracula, who killed nightly, seemed to have more taste than this man that was clearly stretching a kill for far too long. And this, which was simply absurd to her, was what she understood the least about him.

      A rodent consuming man was obviously not refined in his palate. And that led her to contemplate the reality of this man being quite common. She clutched her chest. It had been almost forever for her to have to resort to hunting commoners and she couldn't find it within her to believe that such a man would tickle her exquisite fancy. Desperate to negate the thought, she looked about his dwelling.

      It was very bare and stark. Nothing around that resembled family or friends, no mementos to speak of. Not even a book or musical instrument lay scant about his house. This was something else she had never seen before in a human. They all seemed to have something tying them to this place she found as her hell.

      Tempted to learn more about this unhuman-like characteristic, she scanned his mind for something, anything that would clue her in on this man who seemed just as trapped in this world as she was.

      Lilith found nothing. There was no girl, no family, and no friends he was thinking about. In fact, his thoughts seemed to be just as purposeful as his sauntering gate. He only thought of work. Nothing more.

      How could any human being be that lonely on purpose? A human had literally, everything. Space, time, love, even a soul that could go to the garden of the gods, all within their reach. Why on Earth would they be sad about that?

      She became so perplexed with this human that seemed to be taking his life for granted.

      Taking life for granted?

      It was a bit disturbing for her to entertain a thought like that. Most humans begged her for their life. Even the ones that seemed to hate their social standing would cower before her. She had to penetrate his mind some more to get the answers to her growing questions.

      This penetration of his mind was gnawing away at her stomach. She clenched it as a reflex and instantly hated the fact that she needed this from him. It was just so unnatural for her to need anything from her intended targets. Lilith had to fight this struggle within her. The worst thing she could do was to wind up playing with her food. Feelings could set in and that would be as distasteful as a rodent.

      Lilith crawled back into the shadows to wait for him to rise the next day. Walking in the light of day was never a problem and she would do it if it pleased her. That was a gift bestowed upon her by the gods and it wasn't hard for her to come to the decision to use that gift tonight, but as she moved into the shadows, she saw him rustle in his dwelling. It was clear that he was getting ready to leave his house that evening to go to the teahouse.

      Thoughts of him being groped by local geisha girls in such a vile place violated her and she felt herself losing some footing. Trying to gain composure as he strolled by her, she smoothed out her dress and then followed him. She watched him stride into his full gait with determination towards the teahouse. She remained in the shadows, not wanting to be seen by him just yet. The teahouse would be the best place to show herself to him. A smile came across Lilith’s face as she thought of doing a little sauntering right past him. Perhaps then, he would grace her with his name.

      The teahouse was a relatively short walk, not that far from his place of residence and that distance made her revisit her thoughts about his social standing. He seemed to have little property, so she could not see him as a farmer. His lot in life truly was a puzzling mystery to her. She raised her index finger to her lips as she gave reverence to these pondering thoughts.

      If he wasn’t a farmer, how could his presence be accepted? An apprentice certainly did not have enough prestige for a teahouse. The dwelling he had, faced east to the Forbidden City and that honor was only bestowed upon royalty. Could he possibly be from good stock and she just did not know?

      She watched him sit on a thin rickety chair next to the same man he spent his days with. This man was old judging from his exterior. Wrinkles dressed the man’s face and neck. He had a long neatly kept salt and pepper colored beard and this man intrigued Lilith, as well. Her curiosity led her to penetrate this old man’s mind. As she focused her power she found nothing except a resistance, something that could only mean he was a sorcerer.

      This new found information intrigued her even more about her perfect mystery man. What could a seemingly average man that must come from good stock given his geographical location in Beijing, be doing with a sorcerer?

      Her curiosity culminated, causing her to push open the doors to the tavern. Shocked by her brazen attempt, she tried to gain her composure as she headed straight for the barkeep. Lilith put her hands across the wooden bar table hoping it would steady her feet before she tried to sit. The bartender came over to her and she ordered a shot of whiskey. She would have preferred a red wine, but she knew the keep would not have it. Taverns in Beijing rarely do, they were so primitive and made her miss the company she kept in London, England all the more. As she found her balance, she sat in on the stool next to her. She looked about the dimly lit and dirt filled bar, trying hard not to rest her eyes on the one thing that brighten the room, but she found it hard to compose herself from doing so and she coyly stole a glance. Seeing this mystery of a man could make her forget things like London.

      She took the shot and drank it straight. Most vampires would have quite the time even sipping on such a liquid, but she was Lilith, and quite a different breed of vampire who had no problem eating and drinking amongst the humans. It was another perk she had, thanks to the gods, and it proved to be an asset when it came to the hunt.

      As she motioned to the barkeep for another, she couldn’t help but glance over towards his table again. She wanted to see if he was taken by her yet. In her thirst for this knowledge, she discovered his eyes wandering from the sorcerer’s to hers. This excited her and she found her lips turning upright as their eyes met. Her heart had been dead for longer than many human’s had breath. It was nearly impossible for her to remember feeling any impression in her chest cavity at all, but for a split second, she could swear that she felt a pulse and skip of a beat.

      “Alec. Listen to me. Nothing good can come of this.” Zhan said as he saw him look her way.

      “Zhan, she’s beautiful. She is unlike any other woman I’ve ever met. I know you are, all knowing, you've hinted towards that. And I'm glad you see me as the son you've never had, but I'm an adult. I think I can handle a heart break. In fact, I’m willing to take the chance.” Alec professed with conviction to Zhan.

      “I didn’t mean it that way. Alec, please, you have to understand. I only have your best interests at heart and I can truly say that you have no idea what you are getting yourself into. She’s wicked.”

      “Zhan, I think I can handle a little tart.” Alec said with a scoff.

      Zhan watched him walk towards the bar as he muttered a few oaths to the gods. He knew Alec truly had no idea that he was about to place his life into the hands of the one creature that would take it away. And Zhan knew he could do nothing about it since this was Alec’s fate.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

          EAST OF THE IMPERIAL PALACE, BEIJING 1424

        

      

    

    
      He walked over to her trying to keep his breath at a steady pace without it hitching. She was beautiful, more exquisite than any other creature he had ever seen and this excited him to no end, but Zhan's words started to haunt his mind. The built up and pulsated his head. He brushed his index and middle finger to his temple, hoping that action would remind him to stay guarded.

      As he came closer to her he could tell she was not from around here. Her dress and petticoat told that tale well. The color was a bright red and the material appeared to be silk with lace trimming, signifying that she was of refined taste. A woman of that stature would not go anywhere without an escort, and as Alec thought about it more, any woman unchaperoned was puzzling. No woman ever was these days.

      The walk to get to her seemed long, even though he was only steps away. He skirted his feet, trying to take each step as gracefully and deliberate as possible. When he finally reached the bar stool next to her, he fell silent. His brain raced, but he was at a loss of words. Everything he wanted to say seemed trite and that could be mistaken for not being gentleman-like. He wanted to say something nice and offer her another drink, but he certainly didn't want to have a whiskey. Something a little more subtle for them both was in order. He reached for the barstool and pulled out the chair.

      “Hello.” It was all he could muster.

      “Good evening, Sir?”

      “Alec. Alec Christianson.” He said as his voice trailed off. He hated the name and hoped he could one day change it to something more prominent to his stature in life. His father was absent in raising him and didn't deserve the immortality that a name bestowed. His mother was his only life and should be awarded by being such a respectful and loving part of that life. He hoped to one day honor her by changing his name.

      “Well hello to you, Alec Christianson. Sounds like you are not from around here.”

      “I’m not.”

      “I can tell. There are not many Christians in these parts. Are you just passing through?"

      "No. I'm here for a while. On business."

      "I see. Well, Alec, your girl must be missing you terribly if you will be here for a while." Lilith said trying to hold back a smile. Even though she knew the answer to her question, she found that she just couldn't help herself from asking.

      “I have no girl. I'm originally from England and left because I needed to tend to some, uh, business here.” He found himself saying to her with a slight crack in his voice. The tone he used was stark and he hoped that would cover up the imperfections he had clearly heard. He continued with his stark monotone, hoping she wouldn't pry at his obvious avoidance to the question she asked because he didn't want her knowing the real reason he was here. The feelings of trying to be guarded overpowered him, even though he was finding it hard to out-right lie to the perfect stranger before him. 

      "Oh. Well it's nice to meet you Alec Christianson and I'm glad you will be around for some time." She said with a smile and then slightly lowering her head. The crack in his voice was deafening to her ears. She knew what he was hiding. He didn't need to tell her the truth, of course, she was a stranger. But she already read his mind and knew. He was sending money to his mother from here. The thought seemed like the kiss of death to her, a down-right slap in her dead face. No man would have done right by her like that.

      Lilith wondered if his mother knew how truly lucky she was to have a man that dedicated and loving in her life. Lilith heart sank as she came to a sobering reality.

      Alec's only woman was a mother that he was faithful to. Such a devout son. How could she intrude upon that and take him from his mother?

      Her head grew heavy and her eyes trailed towards the floor as she began to chastise her selfish thoughts of making him her conquest. She now knew beyond any shadow of a doubt that she had no right to him. And she most certainly, couldn’t ask him for anything, not even a taste.

      Or could she?

      She thought as she saw him smile at her as he ordered her a baijiu.

      Alec motioned for her to take the drink as the barkeep pushed it over to her. She was hesitant to his motions because she knew he was not in a position to care much. Her dark powers made it clear to her that he was in a bliss with his drink and thoughts and his actions made it even clearer. He wanted nothing more than to be blind to life this evening. These thoughts, she wished, he wouldn't entertain. It didn't bother her that he wanted to have his way with her, she didn't need to read his mind to know that, but he had such little regard for life, such dark thoughts for someone that had so much to live for. It was truly difficult for her to gain any understanding for him.

      This darkness stung her. Left a piercing and permeating mark on her and it caused her to realize his first real blemish in character. In the three days she had spent hunting him, nothing else stuck out this badly. This darkness made her ache for his companionship. It was a connection she thought she could only know with him and tried desperately to push through those dark and deathly thoughts in his head by taking the glass in her hands and drawing it to her lips. Lilith pursed them ever so dramatically before they touched the glass because she knew it would please him, and she was right. Her eyes met his as the liquid rushed her tongue.
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