
Cruce/The Lost Kingdom of Moora/1 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

PROLOGUE 

 

 

 The knife slipped quickly into the guard’s back and was easily pulled back out again.  

Tecuul Boaruun removed his left hand from covering the guard’s mouth.  No sound had escaped 

his lips, and no one would discover Tecuul’s escape until he was gone from this prison.  While 

gently lowering the corpse to the floor against the bars of the cell, Tecuul removed the keys from 

the guard’s belt.  After opening the cell door, he pulled the dead guard inside and went about the 

task of swapping his clothes with his former jailor.  He stripped the guard first and then himself, 

placing the lifeless body in the drab gray shirt and pants he had been given during his stay.  He 

put on the clean green shirt and pants of the prison guards, buckled on the sword belt with the 

sheathed short sword, then pulled on the black boots and gloves.  He finished by putting on the 

few pieces of black leather armor given to guards for their chest and shins, as well as the helmet, 

which fit snugly over his head with ample room for his pointed elven ears.  Long dark brown 

hair had been tucked into his shirt to mimic the shorter hair of the guard, and the back of the 

helmet covered the back of his neck so it wouldn’t be noticed.  The freedom this disguise offered 

would afford him a little bit of time to gather a few supplies before making his full escape from 
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the city.  During the past three years, he had plenty of time to think about what he would do 

when he had gotten free and now he could set his plan in motion. 

 After shutting the cell door behind him, he took a moment to look around at the other 

empty cells.  He had seen others come and go in the prison, but none of them had committed the 

hard crimes Tecuul was guilty of.  None of them ever had the threat of death for their deeds.  

Once sure that there were no witnesses to his escape, he began his ascent up the gray stone stairs 

and away from the dark and dreary elven prison that had confined him.  Thoughts of his betrayal 

to his kingdom and the failure of his plans fueled Tecuul’s rage.  They should have executed him 

when they had the chance, but now they would all pay.  Tecuul stopped a moment to let the 

twisted smile fade from his face and to focus.  He hadn’t known which guard he would replace 

until a few moments ago when he decided now was the time to make his escape.  However, he 

had studied all of the guards’ voices and mannerisms to prepare for this moment, so it was of 

little matter which one he had to kill.  With his freedom from the magical barriers of his prison 

cell, he could now use his magic to disguise his voice perfectly.  The pleasure of being able to 

feel that power again brought a genuine smile to Tecuul’s face.  All of the elves were naturally 

attuned to magic, and he had felt empty without it.  If not for his strong will and resolve, being 

denied his right to touch the wonderful source of his spells for three years would have made him 

a shadow of his former self. 

 Tecuul took a deep breath as he reached the top of the stairs and opened the door.  Two 

guards stood just outside of the door, one at each side, each dressed just as their prisoner was 

dressed now.  As Tecuul walked past them towards the exit of the building the guard to his left 

asked, “How’s the traitor today?”  They always referred to Tecuul as the traitor.  When he was 
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done with his work, they would remember his name forever, but he had no time for petty 

revenge.  It would only hurt his escape, and he had more important things to do right now. 

 Tecuul turned his head slightly to answer him.  The helmet he had stolen from his cell’s 

guard tonight obscured most of his face, but he was careful not to turn his head too much in case 

the guards recognized their prisoner.  “He’s as weak and pathetic as ever,” Tecuul laughed, all in 

the voice of his dead guard, “but he’s sleeping now.” 

 “I wish the king would hurry up and make his judgment,” the other guard interjected, 

joining in the conversation.  “We’d be better off if we could be rid of him, and I’m tired of 

having to guard the fool.” 

 “Our long lives make for long, careful deliberation, my friend,” Tecuul replied. 

 “Besides,” the first guard said, “he’s harmless to us now with the barrier of his cell.  This 

is easy work.” 

 “I guess it is easy.  But sometimes I think he’s more dangerous than we…” the second 

guard’s voice cut off as Tecuul shut the door, having made his way out of the building and 

finally into the open night air.  They could continue their discussion with each other all night, 

Tecuul had much to do. 

 The stars!  Tecuul, despite his rush, took a moment to take in the night sky.  The 

windowless walls of his cell had kept this view from him.  He nearly lost himself looking into 

the dark sky brightened only by scattered stars and the moons, but as the chill from a sudden 

breeze hit him, he began to move again.  There was business to attend to, and he couldn’t waste 

his time.  The city hadn’t changed while he was imprisoned and he remembered his way around 

Jeul.  The capital was the largest city within the kingdom, and the city and kingdom shared the 

name.  In the area where Tecuul had been held captive, several of the buildings around the prison 
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housed the other guards who were on duty to watch the city that night.  This area was just outside 

of the castle and within the walls which separated the castle from the rest of the city.  Tecuul 

passed by the white, square stone barracks and made his way down the brown brick streets and 

out of the gates, unquestioned by the guards there, as his disguise granted him easy passage.  He 

headed for the library, located in a more residential area right outside of the castle walls. 

 After an hour had passed, Tecuul left the library with the book he required.  He would 

need to find a good place to perform the ceremony, but the time he had in Jeul was shorter now 

since he had to kill the librarian.  He would have preferred to avoid it, but she was asking too 

many questions and acting suspicious.  He’d done what he could to cover up the murder, leaving 

no trace of blood and hiding the body, but there was always someone watching over the library 

and if it was discovered no one was there they could soon find her corpse.  Tecuul hastily made 

his way through the streets and out of the outer city walls, into the freedom of the open country.  

The kingdom of Jeul had failed to kill him, and he wouldn’t let anyone get the chance to kill him 

again. 

 ------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

 “Seven days!”  King Kaalen yelled as he stood in front of his golden throne.  “Seven days 

since Tecuul escaped from the city, leaving two murdered!  And none of you have been able to 

find him or any trace of him!” 

 Aar Kaalen, king of Jeul, was dressed in a fine, long white shirt and pants buckled over 

with a black leather belt fastened with a large golden buckle in the shape of the head of a battle 

axe.  Over this he wore a red robe, and upon his head rested a large, golden, jeweled crown.  The 

features of his face were framed by his long, white hair, which was pulled back and tied loosely, 

and his thick blonde beard, which was beginning to go white.  His hands were bare, but on his 
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feet he wore black leather boots decorated with intricate golden patterns.  The king’s normally 

calm and kind demeanor was quite stern and imposing, and was made more impressive and 

intimidating from where he stood at the raised dais of his throne.  Some guards and soldiers in 

the room shifted uneasily at the king’s tirade, which had been going on for some time, while 

others stood unmoving, truly living examples of how the soldiers of Jeul should behave.  Two 

guards present were obviously more affected by the words of their king than the others and had 

lowered their heads.  They blamed themselves for letting Tecuul fool them and escape.  Nearly 

every soldier and guard had been called to the throne room for this audience with their king. 

 “He must be found,” the king continued, his bright blue eyes piercing them as he repeated 

things he’d already said, “He’s not just a danger to our kingdom.  The other elven kingdoms and 

even the human kingdoms could be in danger.  If he…” the king was cut off as the doors to the 

throne room opened. 

 “Your majesty,” the soldier who entered exclaimed, “we have found him!  We have 

found Tecuul!” 

 “Where?” the king asked, anxious for the news. 

“He was seen approaching a farm near the town of Rollins, and he seems to have 

gathered together a small group following him.  One of our beast mages just spotted him and sent 

in a hawk with the message.” 

The king exhaled a breath of relief and took a moment to compose himself before giving 

his command.  One of the specializations some of his mages studied in, to communicate with 

animals of all types, was rare, but often helpful, and had been particularly helpful now.  “Captain 

Soor, gather together a group of twenty soldiers and five of our mages.  Tecuul has always had 

powerful magic at his disposal, and we cannot take any chances.  Rollins is to the east, just 
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outside of Jeul, so you should still be able to catch him.”  Aar didn’t know why Tecuul was still 

so close since he had so much time to have gotten further, but wondering would get him no 

answers.  The king paused a moment before delivering his last instruction, “He cannot be 

allowed to live on.  When you find him, kill him.”  Aar Kaalen realized now he had let his 

idealism cloud his judgment, and should have had Tecuul executed when his treasonous 

activities had been discovered.  He couldn’t admit this mistake in front of his people, or allow 

them to see any weakness in him.  But deep within he could admit he was wrong, and his 

mistake had cost the lives of two members of his kingdom and maybe more to come. 

 The captain of the soldiers, Caldoon Soor, went about the king’s task of gathering the 

group. 

 ------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

 The soothing sound of the waves against the beach could still be heard from inside the 

cave.  Tecuul finished drawing the symbol on the ground and looked over his work to make sure 

it matched the book correctly.  He had long since left behind the stolen clothes from the guard of 

the prison for simple black pants and a gray shirt, though he had kept the boots, belt, and the 

sword.  He had made it all the way to the eastern coast from Rollins with no trouble.  Deeper in 

this cave he had discarded corpses that he had drained of blood.  During his time out of Jeul he 

had gathered a small group of ruffians who followed him on the promise of wealth, and he had 

used them to kidnap a few more people he would need in order to have a good supply of blood 

for the summoning.  Of course, he didn’t let the small gang following him know what the 

kidnappings were for, since he needed their blood as well.  Now he was alone again and the 

victims and the thugs were dead.  It had been simple to hold them all in place with a spell while 
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he drained them of their life.  Their fear and weak wills gave him easy control of them.  Humans 

were usually easier to control with magic, in Tecuul’s experience. 

 The symbol had been simple enough for Tecuul to draw out, and he had been sure to have 

plenty of blood on hand to make it.  The symbol was a large circle with a square inside, with the 

corners of the square touching the circle.  Inside the square was another circle, with room enough 

to sit or stand, and it touched the sides of the square.  Between the outer circle and square was 

writing in an unknown demonic language which Tecuul could not understand but was able to 

copy.  And then between the inner circle and the square were four small star shapes, one at each 

corner.  On the outside of the outer circle at each corner of the square was drawn a small circle 

with a strange symbol in it.  Each of the four circles contained a different symbol.  Between these 

circles were four triangles, also each containing a symbol, each matching the symbol in the circle 

to its left. 

 Tecuul took his place sitting in the middle of the inner circle and drew four stars around 

himself inside the inner circle, each in the same direction as the other stars.  “It’s finally ready,” 

he whispered to himself as he closed his eyes and began to focus his magic.  Finally, he would 

get what he worked so hard for. 

 As Tecuul focused his magic and thoughts, the symbol of blood began to glow, and then 

it began to move.  The square remained stationary, but the outer circle began to turn clockwise 

while the inner circle turned counter-clockwise.  Soon, the small circles, triangles, and stars 

began spinning as well, all clockwise.  A deep, low hum filled the air and the small circles, 

triangles, and stars lifted from the symbol and into the air, forming a doorway.  The demonic 

writing soon rose from the floor as well and surrounded the doorway and a shimmering blue 
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glass appeared in the frame formed by the symbols and writing, leaving Tecuul sitting in a 

simple looking pattern of two circles and a square. 

 Tecuul opened his eyes as the circles stopped spinning and looked at the gateway.  He 

waited a moment before calling the demon, apprehensive about how he would appear.  Tecuul 

had heard stories of demons, of their horrible disfigured forms and terrifying faces and voices.  

He had heard stories of demon summoning gone wrong, how an incorrectly drawn symbol or the 

wrong magic or words could lead to death or worse for the one performing the summons.  He 

had never before summoned a demon, and had never met an elf who had.  Human mages had 

more experience in dealings with demons, and the ones who did work with demons were 

considered dark and outcast from other human mages.  The elves knew the dangers of dealing 

with demons were never worth the risk.  Even Tecuul had held fast to that belief, but now he had 

nothing to lose. 

 He steeled his nerves and spoke clearly, “Vel’dulan, come forth!  I, Tecuul, summon 

you!” 

 The gateway rippled and Tecuul took a deep breath.  Gray smoke began to pour out of the 

gate, filling the cave and blinding Tecuul from seeing anything.  Tecuul began to cough and the 

smoke cleared from the room as if being sucked back into the gateway. 

 Tecuul opened his eyes and they widened in surprise, not horror, at what he saw before 

him.  A beautiful woman had stepped from the gateway into the cave.  She was tall and had ears 

pointed like an elf’s.  Her skin was pale, as if having hardly ever been touched by the sun, and 

her long curly black hair fell loosely around her face.  She wore a simple blue dress that hugged 

her body tightly from the shoulder to the waist and hung loose to her ankles.  The dress was cut 



Cruce/The Lost Kingdom of Moora/9 
 

low in the top, and her feet were bare.  Her eyes were wide in surprise as well when she saw 

Tecuul before her. 

 “An elf?” she whispered to herself.  Tecuul still wide eyed had paid no attention to her 

words, and she composed herself completely before speaking again, getting his attention.  “Why 

have you called me here?” she asked sweetly. 

 “Who are you?” he responded in question.  As he did, he noticed her eyes for the first 

time.  Her iris was a stunning bright blue, but her pupil was white instead of black. 

 “My name is Vel’dulan.  Am I not who you summoned?” 

 “I didn’t expect such beauty.  I thought you’d have horns… or a hideous face.  Are you 

an elf?”  Tecuul was unsure what to think of this surprise. 

 “I appear however I want to appear.  Now, what do you want of me?”  The sweetness of 

her voice began to turn to annoyance.  She was used to dealing with people more knowledgeable 

of her kind. 

 Tecuul stood and looked her in the eyes.  “I’ve read that if I called upon you that I could 

have any request granted.” 

 “Within reason,” she replied grumpily.  “There are things that I cannot do.  Well, what is 

it you want?” 

 Tecuul knew what he wanted.  “I spent the last few years of my life in a prison expecting 

death to come for me.  Eventually it will anyway, even elves don’t live forever.  But I want to.  I 

want to be able to live forever.  Can you grant that to me?” 

 Vel’dulan smiled, and something about it unnerved Tecuul.  “I can and I can’t.  I cannot,” 

she began to explain, “give you complete control over death.  I can, however, stop your aging.  

You can still be killed, but if you can avoid that, then you will live forever.” 
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 “Is that the best you can do?  There are people even now who are probably plotting to kill 

me if they find me.”  Tecuul began to think he had overestimated the powers of the demons and 

what they could do. 

 “Although you can be killed,” she said, “it won’t be an easy task.  You will heal from 

wounds quickly, even wounds that would normally be fatal.  Other things, however, are fatal no 

matter what.  For example, if your head was removed.  You cannot heal from that.  There 

are…other things that may be able to kill you, but you’d be safer than you are now.”  She gave 

him what was intended to be a reassuring smile.  Again it alarmed Tecuul. 

 But he was a desperate man, and this was the best chance he had at immortality.  “Then 

do it,” he simply said. 

 Vel’dulan approached him and reached forward, taking Tecuul’s head in her hands and 

pain shot through his body.  Something was wrong and he tried to break free.  But it was futile; it 

was as if he was frozen in place.  After a few moments, it was over.  Vel’dulan let him go and he 

collapsed to the floor, convulsing.  She looked down at him until the convulsions stopped. 

 After a few moments had passed, Tecuul looked wearily up to her.  “What… what did 

you do to me?” 

 “What you asked for,” she replied confidently, “from this moment on you will never age.  

That is what you wanted, is it not?” 

 “Yes, but that’s not all you did, is it.”  It wasn’t a question; Tecuul could feel something 

was wrong, something different than what he had originally asked for. 

 “In addition to your newfound longevity, you have been made physically stronger, of 

course.  And I already told you about your improved healing and resistance to harm.”  Tecuul 

narrowed his eyes at her, knowing that wasn’t what was bothering him.  She smiled, “But of 
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course, there were some other changes.  You might consider them negative effects, but they 

don’t have to be.” 

 “What?  You never told me…” 

 “I didn’t have to tell you.  If you had asked me if there would be anything bad to come of 

this then I would have had to answer you since you are the one who summoned and bound me 

here, but since you didn’t ask…” she shrugged. 

 “What did you do?” he asked desperately. 

 “Very well, I will explain.  Know this, I honestly could not grant your desire without 

some negative outcome, and even if I could have, I probably wouldn’t,” she laughed gaily and 

continued.  “From this moment on, you can never again go in the sunlight.  If you do, you will 

die, so I hope you enjoy the night.  But sunlight isn’t the only thing besides beheading that can 

kill or harm you.  Wood driven into your heart will end your life as well, but I wouldn’t worry 

too much about that if I were you.”  She began to walk as she spoke, at least as far as she was 

allowed.  The summoning spell kept her bound to movement from the doorway to the end of the 

drawn symbols.  “As I said, you’ll have extraordinary strength and surely can defend against 

that.  There may be other weaknesses I’m unaware of.”  She listed these things as if they were of 

no matter, and Tecuul was suffering a bit of shock with each one.  After a pause, she continued, 

as if she’d almost forgotten, “One more thing, you can no longer eat food for nourishment.  You 

can eat food if you like, but it won’t sustain you.  You will need to drink blood, instead, to keep 

yourself alive.” 

 “What have you made of me?!” he yelled at her, revealing the fangs he now felt in his 

mouth. 
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 She just smiled at him with no response to his question as his anger turned to regret.  

“Now, you will serve me for a time.  Did your book not tell you of your price?  Now listen 

carefully to my instruction.”  And he did. 

 ------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

 The party that set out from Jeul was closing in quickly as the sun was rising, the silver 

armor of Caldoon Soor shining bright as it was struck by the morning sun’s rays.  The rest of the 

soldiers with him were dressed in iron armor, and the mages wore their blue robes with leather 

armor underneath.  They had discovered the farm and had noticed that no attempt had been made 

to cover up the kidnapping of its inhabitants.  Tecuul and his companions had been sloppy.  

From the farm they had followed the trail through the town of Rollins and it had eventually led 

them to shore of the continent.  Days had passed since they left Jeul and the group of elves had 

been riding as hard as they could each day to catch up to Tecuul.  “This way!” Caldoon 

exclaimed as he saw that the trail lead to a cave near the beach.  They all dismounted from their 

horses and made their way to the cave entrance.  A fire towards the back of the cave immediately 

caught their attention, so they pressed onward towards the light.  As they reached the fire, they 

saw Tecuul sitting behind it, smiling with several corpses on the ground behind him.  Tecuul 

stood calmly. 

 “It’s over, Tecuul,” the captain said in disgust at the death he saw before him.  He drew 

his sword, “This time we won’t be taking you in.”  The soldiers with Captain Soor all followed 

in drawing their swords and the mages began to prepare spells against Tecuul’s magic, but 

Tecuul did not move.  And so Caldoon approached Tecuul and stabbed him through the heart. 

 Tecuul winced in pain, but soon smiled.  There was pain from being stabbed, but 

Vel’dulan had been true, he wouldn’t die from this.  Tecuul pulled the surprised captain close to 
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him, tore off his helmet, and bit him in the neck.  The other soldiers and mages were preparing to 

attack now, but Tecuul’s greater strength extended to his magic and he kept the soldiers and 

mages frozen in place while he finished drinking from the throat of the captain.  After dropping 

the captain’s body to the ground, He focused his magic on the five mages first, subduing them 

easily.  They hadn’t sent their best mages, or Tecuul might have been in trouble.  They had no 

idea that Tecuul would have become so powerful.  He smiled as the mages bodies fell to the 

ground in sleep. 

 He now dropped his spell and drew the sword out of his chest to use as a weapon with his 

right hand as he also drew the short sword he wore at his waist for his left hand.  “Come kill me, 

now,” he spoke with a smile and let the soldiers come to attack him.  The small cave made it 

easy for him to test his new physical abilities against a few of the elves at a time.  The soldiers 

could not move too many in at once or else they risked falling over each other.  The first three 

who moved to attack him were strong and worked in unison against Tecuul, but he was faster 

than they were and stronger as well.  He deflected a strike from the first soldier and quickly 

pierced through the chest of the second soldier faster than they could account for.  The third 

soldier tried to attack at once with the first soldier’s next strike against Tecuul, but Tecuul calmly 

dodged the strikes, slitting the throat of the first soldier in the process.  As the first soldier began 

to fall, two more quickly joined in to take the place of the two who had been killed.  As they 

moved to join in, Tecuul had bitten the third soldier he had been fighting and put him to sleep 

with a quick spell. 

The two soldiers who had joined in were disarmed almost immediately by Tecuul, and he 

followed up by killing them both.  The rest of the soldiers charged in as best they could, but 

Tecuul was growing tired of fighting.  He had wanted to try out his new strength and speed 
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against armed combatants, and he had been successful. He stabbed another of the soldiers in the 

stomach and one more through the throat before casting another spell to put all those who 

remained alive asleep as those two bodies collapsed to the ground.  Before his transformation, he 

wouldn’t have been able to affect that many that quickly.  He was impressed with what he had 

been able to accomplish.  While his abilities were great, he realized from this fight that he still 

could get tired, and while his spells were stronger, they could still exhaust him.  He would have 

to be careful in the future about how much physical and magical ability he expended at one time.  

As he stood alone with his thoughts, he moved around the cave to those who were still alive and 

began to drink from each of them at their necks.  As he did this, Tecuul also cut his wrist and 

gave his own blood to the sleeping victims he had bitten, including the captain and the soldier he 

had bitten in combat. 

 When all of his work was finished, five soldiers had been killed in the fight and the rest 

of the soldiers, the captain, and all of the mages, had been turned, as Vel’dulan had instructed 

Tecuul he could now do.  They were still unconscious at the moment.  When they began to wake, 

it was mid-day, and each of them warily looked at Tecuul.  When all were awake, he spoke to 

them. 

 “Brothers!  You have now become as I am.”  He smiled, “Join with me and we will live 

forever, and make this land our own!”  He didn’t truly intend to share power with any of them, 

but if he was to carry out Vel’dulan’s wishes, these would work as well as anyone else to be the 

first turned.  And she did tell him to wait for Jeul’s soldiers to find him. 

 “We will not join you,” Caldoon said, overcoming his shock of the events and taking 

charge once more for his soldiers, “What have you done to us?” 
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 “Like I said, you are like me,” he responded dryly.  “You will never age again.  You will 

live forever, but you will have to drink the blood of others for food.” 

 “I will never drink the blood of my people or any others,” one of the soldiers objected, 

and the captain nodded with approval to his man. 

 “Yes you will,” Tecuul laughed.  “You will do unspeakable things eventually, things you 

would never have done before, because you won’t be able to help it.  Soon, what I have passed to 

you will corrupt you to your soul.”  One of Vel’dulan’s explanations after her instructions was 

that anyone Tecuul turned, or anyone turned by those and so on, would be corrupted to follow 

his dark path and wouldn’t be able to help themselves.  Tecuul trusted it was true, as everything 

else she said had been honest, despite what she was.  Tecuul was told no such corruption would 

happen to him, only those that came after, since he had willingly made a pact with her. 

 “We will fight that corruption, then,” the captain stated.  Tecuul approached Captain 

Soor, holding those around him in place with magic, and pushed him with a great unseen force 

out of the cave and onto the beach.  Those in the cave who watched were horrified as they 

watched Caldoon’s body burn in the sunlight.  Screams of anguish could be heard as he stumbled 

in the sand, his flaming body soon after bursting into ash leaving only his bright, silver armor 

and clothes on the beach. 

 “Who else wants the same fate?” Tecuul asked with a crooked smile as he let them stand 

again.  And then, something he didn’t expect happened that erased the smile from his face.  Five 

of the soldiers, and three of the mages, having accepted their fate and knowing they couldn’t 

fight against Tecuul’s new power, walked out of the cave and into the sun to their death.  Only 

two mages and four soldiers remained, and they joined with Tecuul, seeing no other option and 

not wanting to die.  Tecuul would begin changing the world with the help of these six elves. 


