“The Hidden Tiger”
Case No. 04:09 - An excerpt from the casebooks of Jack “Tarquin” Wylde, Private Investigator and Diabolist.

Time was running out. I wished I still had my teleportation ring, we could have gotten there instantly, but it will take two weeks travel to reach the Yin-Sloth Jungles.

From the island, the golden Runic Medallions took us home again. They only worked for the wearer and we couldn’t use them to take others with us. We gathered our supplies for the trip and prepared the Raven II for travel. We contacted the military representatives that I dealt with before to get an update on the status of the outpost.

The bottom line was that the fort was minimally used and the occupants of the fort, just ‘held the fort’, if you can excuse the tired old expression.

We boarded Raven II and only a handful of people went. The crew: Thalia’s brother Randal, Parker the First Mate, Singe (the Burster), Thalia, Tavera, and myself. Van Helsing wasn’t going along, he had other missions.
The only ones who would be facing the tiger were Tavera, Thalia, and me. I seriously hoped we could handle it. Thalia had no idea what we would face, but Tavera had an inkling since she faced me in were-tiger form. It was only the thought of ridding the evil within me and what damage the evil did to Tavera that kept me going. I didn’t want that to ever happen again.
I taught Tavera how to use the demon bones and how to speak the Power words to activate them. In case she needed to use the fireball or magic net. Thalia was prepared as well, but hadn’t seen my transformation yet.
I apparently only changed at night and there was enough warning. Thalia noticed by empathic contact, if there was any change in me towards evil. Tavera noticed when I would begin to change physically. Before dark, I would switch to robes, so that I wouldn’t ruin my suits.

When the change would come over me, one of us would notice it and immediately tell the others. Tavera would use the demon bone to cast a magic net over me. Thalia then held me up with levitation and telekinesis. Then I would be held helpless floating in the air, unable to do anything else. I have no idea what it was like, because once the change occurred, my awareness was gone. It was both frustrating and terrifying. I could only hope they were successful, the results of failure were too horrible for me to contemplate.
During the day, I worked on Wards to place on the ship to keep busy during the trip. Protection from: evil, vampires, etc. all done in silver.

So, that was the routine. During the day I worked around the ship and at night I was held immobile while in were-form. In the morning, I hoped that there were no unfortunate incidents.
Our two week journey began in Port Monivey. We sailed south down the man-made canal, across the Sea of Scarlet Waters, and into port of the Yin-Sloth Jungles.
At the Yin-Sloth port, we hired a cart for the 10-15 mile trip to the Fort. The crew stayed on the ship, while the ladies and I went to the fort. We left the ship at the first light of dawn.
We reached the fort in a couple of hours without incident. It was still early morning and I checked with the main guards. Captain Winslow was still in charge, since the death of the General at the hands, or claws, of the tiger.

He told us that there were no further Grimbore attacks since that final attack. My killing of the evil priest had broken their collective wills. There have been a few tiger attacks and several people had been killed, mostly only the few who wandered off too far from the fort and out of the protection of the Wards that I put into place.
We explained the situation to the Captain and what our objective was: to kill the tiger (my sire), go to the temple and find a secret door in the temple and retrieve some artifact. Then all would be well.
The Captain wished us well and we walked toward the jungle. I saw the tiger at the edge of the trees, watching us. I activated my Protection from evil Ward. The tiger shifted to a were-tiger form, which was 12-15 feet tall standing on its hind feet. If he didn’t look terrifying enough before, he certainly did now.
I thought of the weaponry I had on hand and which would do the most damage and decided to use the Demon bone with the fireball spell. As we approached the edge of the trees, the were-tiger ran off and disappeared into the thick jungle growth.
I tried to follow his movements, but had no luck. I suggested that we use the same routine we used in the past, taking a defensive position; which meant that we stayed at each other’s backs as we moved into the woods. We could see more area if we had only a part of the area to watch. We moved toward the temple, I thought the temple would give us the best possible cover and we could keep the wall at our backs.
It was 250 feet northeast from the clearing. There was no purple haze this time, which was good; at least we weren’t dealing with an anti-magic cloud this time. We moved quickly and were about 50 feet from the temple, when my Protection from Evil Ward went off. I warned the others.

There was nothing in sight. I heard rustling, but nothing could be seen, yet we knew it was there. Paranoia sunk in and we kept moving. Our only chance was to get the tiger into the open and we were now in a small clearing within 10 feet of then temple. There were shorter ferns around the clearing.

I heard roaring and echoes of roaring. Thalia detected the tiger’s presence and called out “heads up!”
From the trees, the were-tiger burst out and fell upon us. Thalia was attacked and her chest was laid open and she fell down. The were-tiger leaped and climbed up the temple. 

Thalia was unconscious but was healing herself. Tavera picked her up and carried her to the temple. We used the wall of the temple to protect our backs. Tavera stood guard and watched over Thalia.

I looked around and used my Empathy, trying to pin down any sign of the tiger. My senses seemed to be heightened and I heard a scratching above. I aimed the Demon bone directly above me and spoke the Power word. A fireball erupted as the tiger bounded off the temple to attack us from above. It was hit directly and bounced back onto the temple.

It howled and ran; then it bounced off the temple wall. Tavera used the Demon bone with the Magic Net and trapped it. I looked into the tiger’s eyes and I told him that it didn’t have to end with death. It sneered at me as though I hadn’t the nerve to kill it. It was wrong if it thought so.

I fired at it again while it was trapped within the net, but it teleported away. Blast it! It has my ring and has learned how to use it! Note to self: that was the ‘first’ teleport.
The were-tiger appeared behind Tavera and he snapped her neck. She dropped to the ground and her system was trying to regenerate itself. Two down and I was virtually on my own.
I fired another fireball at it and he teleported away again, his second teleport.

I watched for it, I felt horribly exposed waiting for it to reappear. My senses were heightened and adrenaline was pouring through me.
I didn’t have to wait very long, because I felt the claw of the tiger as it went through my back and came out through my chest. I screamed the Power word as I pointed the bone over my shoulder.

I didn’t care that the bone scored a point blank hit to his face, because I only thought of the pain of the injury it just inflicted upon me. It teleported away for the third time and I fell to the ground. My legs failed to function. My new were-tiger abilities were taking over in regeneration. It wasn’t painless and I wasn’t comforted with the thought that I would probably survive this injury.
After all, I got my wish from Raven; for the endurance to survive.
I couldn’t move yet, I could only lay there until I healed sufficiently. But I knew that I could live through this injury.
I could still move my arm and head, which wasn’t very much. I waited for the tiger to appear again. It did and it was still recovering from the damages to its upper torso. I could see the hair was gone from its face and it was seriously burned. It was starting to move toward me again, even though it was blinded by the fireball. Most likely, my sire was guided by other senses and not by sight.
I heard a whizzing sound. I saw my sword spinning past me, with the handle in the center of the swirling design. The blade was moving faster than could be seen, it was just a blur.
It had to be done through telekinesis and levitation. I looked around and saw Thalia watching the blade, concentrating through the pain she apparently felt. I guessed that she was postponing the healing to perform this feat.

The blade ignited from her speaking the command word and it moved at the were-tiger. It sheered off the tiger’s right arm and sailed past, continuing its spiral course. I thought ‘an arm for an arm’. I hoped that it enjoyed the experience as much as I had, which was I hadn’t. Not at all.
The tiger howled in pain and watched the movement of the blade. It boomeranged and came at the tiger again, clipping off its right leg. Down the were-tiger went with a graceless thud. That’s for what it did to Thalia and Tavera, I thought.
It was finally helpless with missing right arm and leg and the ring couldn’t save it this time. It could still heal if it was given enough time. Something I wouldn’t let happen.
In a few moments, I was healing enough that I was finally able to move my legs. I got up and slowly moved toward my sire. I pulled out my crossbow and fired several shots into it, effectively pinning it to the ground. My sire was in a great deal of pain, but it was not enough to kill it, but it won’t get up now. Never again, I thought.
Thalia was using telekinesis and levitation to control the blade and it stopped spinning and landed at my feet, with the blade sticking into the ground. Rather impressive control and now I can use it properly. I won’t let the women down now. Even one-armed, I can dispatch the beast.

I pulled the sword out of the ground and gave a brief look and nod to Thalia, as thanks for dealing with the were-tiger. I met the sire’s gaze and I used my blade to cut its head off. I wish I could say that I felt satisfaction for killing it, but I really didn’t. I only wanted my partners to be well again and I wanted the pain in my chest to go away. And I wanted the evil to depart.
I would have liked to learn more about my sire and how to control being a were-tiger, but that is out of the question. It took several swings of the blade to sever the head. I met his gaze the entire time. He would know his slayer and the image would follow him into whatever awaits him in the afterlife.

My sire died and the body reverted back to human form; to look exactly like me! That was quite a shock and I didn’t know what it meant. Then it burst into black flames and vanished. The only thing that remained was my bracer and my ring. I picked them up and pocketed them. I had the strange feeling that I had killed a part of myself and knew that I had certainly killed the evil within myself; the hidden tiger within me. Perhaps I can now control the were-tiger now. But that will have to wait.
My gaping wound was healing. I shambled over to the others to see how they were doing. Tavera was healing too and seemed to be recovering. However, Thalia seemed comatose. When she dropped the sword, she had lapsed into unconsciousness again. Tavera was soon well enough to carry Thalia to the outpost to be examined by a Psi healer. Her life signs were faint and becoming fainter. She was lifeless before we reached the clearing of the jungles.
The healers only confirmed what we had suspected, that she was now dead. And there wasn’t anything that we could do. We couldn’t take her to the island, because the golden Runic Medallion could only take someone to the island that willed it. And we couldn’t use it to take her there, not that there was anything they could do either.

We talked with Captain Winslow and gave him the good news that the tiger was finally dead, and the bad news that we lost a friend. We told him that we had another mission to accomplish, which was to return to the temple and look for an object to hopefully eliminate the evil that controlled this area.

I asked the Captain for a favor, which he agreed to. He would take Thalia’s body to the Raven II and to her brother, Randal. Randal could leave with her now and take her to the island of her family. We would catch up with them when we could. We wanted the Captain to tell Randal the story of Thalia’s battle, which would tell of her bravery and self-sacrifice; and to pass on our sorrow at his loss, which was our loss too.
Randal was not to come searching for us, because we didn’t know where our mission would take us. We would find him when we could, now that I had my ring again. I could use it in a week after it recharges. Randal would know what that meant, since he had been teleported by the ring many times during our time on the island.
We bid the Captain farewell, because we didn’t know if we would return. So, we walked to the temple. We felt safer, now that the tiger was dead and we had little to fear from any other creature in the jungle. We were silent as we walked to the temple, because we were both saddened by the death of Thalia. Our tears were held in check and we didn’t trust talking about it. We will mourn later. 
I didn’t lose hope that a miracle would somehow happen, but I didn’t mention it to Tavera. I recalled Thalia’s request to Raven and Azeroth, she asked for immortality. So, there was still hope that some intervention may occur.

Then I recalled again that it was my request that got us into this mess in the first place. That was for the endurance needed to survive the various adventures. I didn’t know what my request would mean. The chain of events that took us to where we now were; first to this jungle, being attacked by the were-tiger, becoming a were-tiger, and returning to the jungle to kill my sire. It did come at a cost and we are still paying for it.

In the research that I had done from my first return from the jungle, I looked into the various possibilities of the creature I faced. I first suspected a Demon like a Rakshasha or a were-tiger. I know now that I faced a Bastet, or a were-cat; more specifically, a Khan or a were-tiger. Like Tavera was a Coyle or Nuwisha, a were-coyote. We now share a similar ‘gift’. If only I can learn to control it before I kill someone I care about.
There was a Ward for the Khan and it looked like this:
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And now ‘I’ was Khan. Were there others like me? I would have preferred that my sire wasn’t evil and he could have given me some training, guidance, and information, but no dice. If there are others, I’m sure there are very few. I’m rare enough because I’m a detective and a diabolist. As a Khan, I’m probably a rarity among were creatures too. I am unique in many ways, but it doesn’t make me special. It makes me a danger to those around me and a trouble magnet; more than I have been for these long years.
We soon reached the temple and searched the place thoroughly. There was no sign of a secret door or hiding place anywhere inside or outside the temple. There wasn’t anything of interest and the only thing inside the temple was that ghastly pool of blood. I didn’t like the thought of it, but it looked like the only possible option open to us. I asked Tavera to wait until she heard from me. She didn’t like what I had in mind any more than I did.

I stuck the tip of my blade in the pool and withdrew it. It was covered with blood. So much for my test, it didn’t make me feel any better. Quite the contrary, I thought the idea sounded pretty gross but it was the only idea left.
So, I jumped into the pool of blood; expecting to be completely submerged in a pool of blood and hoping I was wrong. My hunch paid off as I passed through the thin layer of blood, as though it was a magical portal. I hit the bottom and discovered that I was dry on the other side. Looking up, I could see the pool above. I was now in a small chamber that I estimated was 15 feet by 15 feet and was 7 feet deep. A pillar was in the center of the chamber and a pillow sat upon the pillar.
There was an indentation in the pillow, like something had rested upon it at one time. Whatever it was, was now gone. I called out to Tavera, who jumped in and looked as surprised as I was. She told me that if it actually was a pool of blood and I had tricked her into jumping in, she would have carved me up because it was so gross. I told her that I wouldn’t have done that to her. There are many things that I wish I hadn’t done to her, or had her endure.
We examined the chamber and even moved the pillar to see if there was a hidden compartment within. There wasn’t a sign of anything other than a stone pillar. We left the chamber and were ready to leave the temple, but gates fell from above, sealing us within the temple. We triggered some trap.
My ring wouldn’t be recharged for a week, so that way was out. We weren’t strong enough to raise the gate yet. And without food, we would probably not be strong enough to do it later either. Our bodies were taxed already because of the serious healing that we endured. Nourishment would be needed soon.
We had one option remaining to us and it was the one option that made sense anyway. We got our golden Runic Medallions out and willed them to take us to the island.

The medallions teleported us to the island and we entered the temple. Azaroth was there and noticed that Thalia was absent. I told him that the tiger killed Thalia and my sire was now slain. And the object we searched for wasn’t in the temple, someone already removed it. He also was confused why my sire looked like me.
Azeroth didn’t like that at all. He said that I would have known if the artifact was there. He would confer with Raven and determine what the next step should be.

I asked him about Thalia’s previous request. Azeroth told me that her death was the way of things and he looked at me rather strangely, as though I wasn’t supposed to recall her request for immortality. I felt better that perhaps there was a glimmer of hope that she would still live. I still haven’t mourned for her yet, I can’t accept that she is dead.
I asked him if I could safely change to a Khan, now that my sire was dead. I should be able to now, but it may take awhile before I can control it. Tavera said that it only took 100 years for her to completely control it. I startled at that, 100 years? She only looked like she was in her twenties, yet she was over a 100? My mind reeled at that. Would I live that long too as a Khan?  Before I had a chance to ask about that, Max appeared.

He looked as though he had been in a battle. He lost a wing and had bled from a host of injuries upon his tiny body.

“My village was attacked! Azeroth, Jack, and Tavera; we need help.”
I faced Azeroth. “If we use the medallions, we will only return to the temple. Is there a way to get us directly to his village?”

He assured us that he could and he would do so, whenever we were ready. He would think more upon the mystery of the missing item.

So, we prepared ourselves. I picked up Max and put him in my pocket. I had my Demon bone in my hand and ready to use, I would rain fire upon those who dared attack his village. Tavera and I exchanged glances and we nodded at each other. “Azaroth, we are ready.”
Azaroth nodded and sent us to Max’s village.
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